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Day One:
30 miles in Toronto 

The 5423-pound Geländewagen
(which, in formal German, means
“chromed rotisserie toaster oven”) is
achieving only 14.8 mpg, meaning that
most of my interaction with Canadians,
apart from my first marriage, will mani-
fest at Shell stations. At the first such
stop—and I can produce photographer
Greg Jarem as a witness in this matter—
the attendant said of the Benz: “Real nice
rig dere youse guys got. Beauty, eh?”
That’s what he said.

I then drove directly to 1 Yonge Street,
the Toronto Star Building, hard on a quay
poking into the black waters of Lake
Ontario. Sadly, Jarem missed our journey’s
kickoff. He was wrestling with the rear-
seat headrests, which were obstructing his
view. Neither of us could remove them, so
I consulted the owner’s manual. Here’s
what it said: “To remove the head restraint:
Remove the head restraints using both
hands.”

“That some kind of code?” Jarem
asked.

“It’s like a Zen koan,” I suggested as
we passed the Hockey Hall of Fame. “It’s
warning us to get serious and focus more
earnestly on the business at hand.”

“‘European Style Lap Dancing’!” he
squealed in reply, already so unfocussed
that he was reading every neon sign in a
stream-of-consciousness garden-hose tor-
rent. “How’s that differ from, say, Mada-
gascar-style lap dancing?”

To find out, we spent cash in a Yonge
Street landmark known as the Brass Rail.
For only $50, one of this establishment’s
130 performing artists will pose atop your
Geländewagen. Or ours. This triggered our
first Yonge Street traffic jam. While she
waited for flashbulbs to pop, this winsome
lass studied a copy of Car and Driver,

fixing upon a photo of uncooked luncheon
meat slathered in Finnish fish paste (March
2002, page 120). Then she asked, “How
old are your readers?”

“Good one,” said Jarem.
It’s worth reporting that three strippers

told me I was witty, entertaining, and quite
handsome in an intellectually prepos-
sessing sort of way. I think they really
meant it.

We ate dinner at a pub called the Irish
Embassy, joined by former Formula
Atlantic star and race-school instructor
Gary Magwood. Magwood revealed that
he was writing a book called Driving Tips
That Are Actually Useful, but when Adam
slopped a half-pint of Molson on his STP
jacket, Gary added, “but not for you guys.”

For its initial 15 miles, Yonge Street is
a gridlocked neon canyon, inching past the
Hard Rock Café, Sam the Record Man, the
Canon Theatre, the Zanzibar Club, Yonge
Street Tattoos, Eaton’s first department
store (1869), Zyng Asian Noodlery, Fan-
tasia XXX, Fortune & Strength Chinese
Food, Himalayan Crafts, the Condom
Shack, and both the Sushi Rock Café and
Sushi Dandy. The road also fronts five
saloons connected in spirit if not sub-
stance: the Filly & Firkin, the Falcon &
Firkin, the Frog & Firkin, the Bull &
Firkin, and the Quail & Firkin.

A firkin is a quarter-barrel, or nine
Imperial gallons—about what each of us
imbibed that night. In the morn at the Hotel
Victoria ($105 per night), we were alarmed
to observe colorful fireflies when we
pulled on our boots. I mention this merely
to alert the concierge, who will doubtless
wish to summon exterminators.

Day Two: Toronto to 
North Bay, 215 miles

In Toronto, all roads north lead to “cot-
tage country.” You can observe the giddy

John Graves Simcoe didn’t build this part.

First the Hockey Hall of Fame, then a tattoo.

This lady questioned C/D’s demographics.

Toronto is famous for its great Crown Vics.
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(This whole route 
is a beauty, eh?)
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