
TO PET A GRIZõ: 
A Yukon Adventure 

 by 
 Steve Olson 
 
 
Gas in Muncho Lake, British Columbia: $7.03/Gallon 
Yukon Gold in Dawson City, Yukon: $15.50/ Six-Pack 
Borscht Soup in Whitehorse, Yukon: Sucks! 

Pettinõ a Griz: PRICELESS!! 
 
 
Prologue.  In 2010, Steve & Karen rode their Electraglide Ultra-Classic to Alaska. As part of that 
trip, Steve planned to follow the route of the 1898 Klondike Gold Rush ð Skagway, Alaska to 
Dawson City, Yukon.  After taking the Alaska Ferry to Skagway, they traversed the White Pass to 
Whitehorse, Yukon, however, were then stymied.  From Whitehorse north to Dawson City is 360 
miles.  A shortcut, the ôTop of the World Highwayõ, heads west from Dawson City, connecting to 
the Alaska Highway in central Alaska.  In 2010, that shortcut was washed out.   Not to be. 
 
Steveõs loving wife Karen, however, had a far more insidious plot in 2010.  You see, she wanted a 
photo of Steve ôPetting a Griz!õ  Being the kind, wonderful spouse that she is, she had accumulated 
all the traditional advice for Steve.  Donõt pet against the lay of the grizõs fur ð go with the grain ð 
they donõt like their fur ruffled.  Donõt cheat & try to get by with petting a cub ð Maw will likely be 
around & has strong maternal instincts. Yet, in 2010 this also was not to be ð they saw no griz!  So, 
2011 had them back in the Yukon & a small part of Alaska. 
 
The Journey Begins.  Leaving Friday July 22nd, they had a wonderful ride to International Falls, 
MN.  Shirtsleeves all the way ð gorgeous weather!  Sadly, that would be the last time they rode 
without leathers ð many days included rain gear as well. The next morning, crossing through 
Customs from International Falls to Fort Francis, Ontario, they patiently waited in line in a 
moderate rain.  47 degrees.   
 
Winnipeg.  Passing through Winnipeg, Manitoba, theyõd finally enjoyed a couple hundred miles of 
dry but cool weather.  However, storms again loomed on the horizon.  Time to call it a day, Steve 
decides.  Hey, thereõs a smaller, independent hotel right next to what looks like a decent restaurant.  
Letõs do it, even though itõs only 4:30 p.m.  As they walk in the front door, Karen quizzically asks 
òwhatõs erotic bingo ð did you see the sign?ó  Once inside ð no lobby or desk clerk.  Just a narrow 
hallway leading inward, small doors off each side.  Hearing muted female voices laughing from 
deeper within the building, Steve says òwait here, Iõll see whatõs upó.  Upon seeing a sign advertising 
ônew erotic toys every Fridayõ, they realize why the ôhotelõ is not listed in the AAA tourguide!  They 
open a slightly larger door off the hall & see a stage, complete with one of those poles firefighters 
use to slide down from upper level sleeping quarters.  A well-endowed ôblow-upõ woman was 
demonstrating how the pole worked!!  Well, they thought, maybe we can beat the storm to the next 
town.  Dripping wet, they walked into a more traditional motel 40 miles later! 



The Alaska Highway.  Heading 
up the Alaska Highway from 
Dawson Creek, British Columbia, 
they spent 1500 miles in on-again, 
off-again rain.  However, the 
critters they saw were incredible. 
 
Passing through Muncho Lake 
Provincial Park, B.C., moose, 
black bear and wood bison were 
regular sights ð at least when it 
wasnõt raining & they could see 
through the windshield! 
 

  Cow Moose, Muncho Lake Prov. Park, Alaska Highway 
 

Stone Mountain Provincial Park 
had herds of mountain sheep 
standing on the shoulder of the 
road.  Caribou dashed across the 
road.  But, Still No Griz!! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  Mountain Rams, Stone Mtn. Prov. Park, Alaska Highway 
 

The Weather Worsens.  In 
2010, Steve & Karen rode most 
of the Alaska Highway in shirt 
sleeves.  Quite different in 2011.  
Heading west from Watson 
Lake, Yukon, they hit 100 miles 
of moderate rain @ 38 degrees.  
However, the following day was 
much improved.  As they headed 
north out of Whitehorse for 
Dawson City, Yukon on the 
Klondike Highway, they only 
had 80 miles of rain and it was  
39 degrees!! 
 

          One Morning in British Columbia ð 31 degrees 



Dawson City, Yukon Territory.  Here is where the Klondike Gold Rush ended, 360 miles north of 
Whitehorse.  After clambering over the Chilkoot or White Pass from Skagway, Alaska, Klondikers 
struggled to Whitehorse, where they built rafts to float down the mighty Yukon River to Dawson 
City.  The only motorized access to Dawson City was by airplane or sternwheeler until 1955, when 
the Klondike Highway was finally completed as an all-weather road.  The largest sternwheeler, aptly 
named the ôKlondikeõ, made the trip downriver to Dawson city in about 40 hours.  However, given 
the current, the upriver trip averaged 4-5 days, burning one full cord of firewood per hour!! 

  The Klondike, on Display in Whitehorse      Karen & the Klondikeõs Sternwheel 
 
Dawson City is the start of permafrost.  Smaller trees and brush grow during the summer since the 
top 6-8 feet of ground thaw, however, below that permafrost ranges from 50 to 200 feet deep. 
Towering over Dawson City is the ôMidnight Domeõ.  From its summit, one can see the confluence 
of the Klondike River as it joins the Yukon and, about a mile up the Klondike, Bonanza Creek ð 
source of immeasurable wealth - feeding the Klondike. 

 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

          Steve & Karen on the Midnight Dome, above Dawson City & the Yukon River 



Bear.  In 2010 the intrepid couple saw no griz & only a few black bear.  However, in the same 
manner weather was different for them in 2011, so were the number of bear sightings.  After 
heading south & east from Whitehorse as they worked their way home, they followed the Stewart-

Cassiar Highway south through 
northern British Columbia, west of the 
Continental Divide.  Although not up 
to the standards of the Alaska Highway, 
as long as one paid attention, it was 
definitely driveable on a touring 
motorcycle.  Paved with chip-seal, it 
had a few stretches of gravel and was 
even more desolate than the Alaska 
Highway. Make sure you have 
reservations if you hope to stay in one 
of the several motels Steve & Karen 
saw on its approximately 500 mile 
length!  Donõt plan to do the highway 
in one day ð you likely wonõt make it. 

Northern reaches of the Stewart-Cassiar Highway 
 
What the Stewart-Cassiar does have is bear, and lots of them.  Steve & Karen saw 8 black bear & 4 
griz.  At this time of year, the bear like to eat grass.  Where do you find grass in a mature forest?  
Alongside the only road there is for many miles in any direction!! 

 
Within about 40 miles of heading south 
on the Stewart-Cassiar from the Alaska 
Highway, they saw a young boar griz 
ôgrazingõ in the ditch.  After nervously 
stopping 25 yards past him for a photo-
op, he starts to trot down the road 
towards them.  Poor photos ð want to 
guess why? 
 
20 miles farther south, they find a sow 
griz & two cubs.  6 yards off the road.  
Steve nervously stops the bike right in 
the middle of the highway ð hey, thereõs 
no traffic to worry about, anyway!  
Karen begins snapping pictures as  

Sow grizzly with two cubs, Stewart-Cassiar Highway 
Steve watches the cubs playfully cavorting about as the sow busily munches grass, seemingly 
oblivious to the motorcycle.  Since the cubs were playing rather than eating grass, Steve could only 
imagine one of the curious cubs running over to check out the rumbling Harley, Steve trying to 
rapidly accelerate away - running over the 90 lb. cub - dumping them, the bike & the cub all in a pile 
on the roadway.  Iõll bet thatõll get Maw Grizõs attention, thought Steve!  As these thoughts pass 
through Steveõs mind, Karen tells Steve to shut off the engine, as the motor vibrating is causing her 
difficulty getting good photos.  9 yards from the griz family!  òSorry, Dear, request deniedó, replies 
Steve as he accelerates away.  Discretion is the better part of valor. 


