
On behalf of the Back 40 Trail Riders Snowmobile Club, we are 

proud to honor Ron Salter for his years of commitment to the 

snowmobiling community.   

 

It all started back in 1966 when Ron began his love for 

snowmobiling and nearly 50 years later he continues to have that 

same passion.  Having logged over 45,000 miles throughout the 

years, which include several week long trips in Wisconsin and 

Michigan as well as many trips to Yellowstone.  You can ask Ron 

pretty much about any of those miles and he will be able to tell you 

who, where and the number of miles for the trip from his journal he 

keeps.  Last year, even being a no snow year this 80 year old 

snowmobiler put in an impressive 1,500 + miles! 

 

Ron understands the full aspect of snowmobiling from purchasing 

his first franchise, Fox Trac, in 1967 with his brother Larry followed 

by adding Rupp and Ski Daddler sleds a few years later.  During that 

time the also sponsored a Rupp Racing Group called Salter’s Pier 66.  

In the 1990’s he became a resort owner.  When guest would ask 

where to ride he would pull out snowmobile maps from the 

surrounding counties and lay them on the pool table and help them 

plan their ride. 

 

As Ron will tell you “you haven’t really did much for our sport until 

you laid a trail and talked to Mr. Landowner for permission”. 

Knowing the importance of club membership, every once in a while I 

will get a call asking if so and so belongs to the club, if not he will 

talk to them or suggest that we send a newsletter. 

 



Being a true supporter of organized snowmobiling while riding he 

pays close attention to the AWSC Commercial Sponsors stickers.  If a 

business has one and he is ready for a stop that is where he is 

stopping.  Also, if by chance there is a snowmobile fundraiser being 

held along the way Ron is going to make sure he supports it. 

 

In getting my thoughts together for this moment I sent an email out 

to members asking to share memories of riding with Ron and his 

involvement in the community.  I am pleased that a couple of our 

members forwarded the email on to some of his Grandchildren 

which also shared a couple memories.  Here are a few responses. 

 

From Cricket Stencil:  “Never forget the first fundraiser for the Rusk 

County First Responders when I rode on the back of his sled and he 

told me all the landmarks along the trail from Elk Lake to 

Lakehouse.  He is a gem.  I would also like to note that Ron still 

helps with the annual Pancake Breakfast the First Responders have 

each summer.  You will find him flipping flapjacks”. 

 

From Rick Goodenough:  “I don’t remember all the details but the 

first 100 mile ride Don led, some people got lost and Ron stayed 

back with them and showed them the way”.  “When people 

complained about rough trails he set them straight and told them 

what conditions he rode when they first started to ride…no tails, 

ditch banging”! 

 

From Mike Smith:  “After he bought a new sled in April he finally 

told me on the way home why he at 80 years old went from a 500 to 

600 cc so he won’t have to re-jet to go to Yellowstone with me”! 

 



From his Grandson Luke:  I have been out West snowmobiling with 

my Grandpa several times now and there is one story that I will 

never forget from about 4 years ago.  Several of us were down in the 

South Plateau playing in the powder.  Grandpa would mainly watch 

us as he would get stuck but every once in a while he would make 

an attempt to climb a hill.  He would always get further than you 

think riding his Polaris Classic (standard track) while the rest of us 

were on mountain sleds.  He would always find a way out and get 

back to the bottom.  After waiting for us for a while he mentioned 

that he had to go to the bathroom.  We all assumed that he was 

going to find a little privacy on the trail and come back.  After about 

45 minutes there was no sign of Grandpa.  With little to no cell 

phone reception we tried calling him and couldn’t get through.  We 

all spread out and went into disaster mode looking for him.  After 

about 45 minutes we all met up again because we were very low on 

gas to go look for him.  After about 1 ½ hours of searching we were 

starting to panic and tried his cell phone one last time before we 

had to consider other options.  This time the call went through and 

he picked up.  He was 30 miles away at the bar getting food.  His 

son, my father (Jerry) had a few words with him about 

communication and told him he better have cold beers waiting for 

us.  As we pulled into town running on fumes, we walk in the bar 

and there was no sign of Grandpa, but a line of cold beers on the 

bar.  As we sat down, he popped up from behind the bar”! 

 

From his Granddaughter Amy”  “I snowmobile MAYBE once a year, 

which means I’m gun shy and always bringing up the back of the 

pack.  I was with a group of people in 2012 on a ride that brought 

us across Big Chetek and Grandpa had been bringing up the rear, 

keeping an eye on me.  As we all got onto Big Chetek everyone put 



the throttle down and hauled you know what!  Not me. I picked up 

the speed a bit, but nothing like the rest of the group.  After a few 

brief seconds, Grandpa flew by me waving his hand at me like; 

“Com’on” Aim! Give it some gas”.  At that moment I had to laugh out 

loud in my helmet as I was getting passed by my 80 year old 

Grandpa and I’m sure he was thinking “ha-ha I’m 80 years old and 

have more guts than my 30 year old Granddaughter”!  Thanks for 

keeping an eye out for me though Grandpa”! 

 

As club members we all have so many great memories of rides, 

meetings, fundraisers and friendship.  When Ron would approach 

you at the start of a meeting to share a story you would make sure 

the he didn’t get the floor until the end of the meeting because it 

would probably be more interesting than the meeting and how do 

you follow that!  A couple memories from last year, when we came 

home from the AWSC Convention in March we found a welcome mat 

that said “If we are not home check the trails” this meant so much to 

us as he handed it down to us from him and Pat.  The last memory 

to share from our overnight ride last year as we were wrapping up 

the weekend Saturday night and sharing stories of the day, Ron said 

“Don’t quit riding when you get old.  You get old when you quit 

riding”.  Very true my friend. 

 

 

 

 


