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Boone Sutherland Memorial Ride  
Saturday, May 8th  

to benefit Godôs Pantry 
 

Ride departs following 7 am breakfast  
at Frischôs on Harrodsburg Rd. 

 
Contact Randolph Scott for more details. 

randolph@randolphscottinsurance.com 

 



F eeling a little down? 
Ride on Saturday morning 

to Frischôs on Harrodsburg 

Road in Lexington for the 

weekly 7 am breakfast and tire-

kicking session among Blue-

grass Beemers.  

   We are an eclectic group of 

motorcyclists loosely assem-

bled around an interest in, well, 

all kinds of things, but most of 

us are serious about our motor-

cycling. Well, sort of serious.  

   Actually, one of the benefits 

of hanging out with Bluegrass 

Beemers is that you donôt have 

to take much of anything too 

seriously. In fact, we prefer that 

you do not take anything too 

seriously, except honoring the 

Code of Bluegrass Beemers.   

    Honoring the Code is espe-

cially noteworthy if you must, 

by the nature of your work or 

lifestyle, take things seriously 

all week long.  

   On Saturday morning, how-

ever, at least for a couple of 

hours, you can toss all that seri-

ousness and focus on stuff such 

as that captured by Lee Thomp-

son with his iPhone, pictured 

on the cover and on this page.  

   ñTop Bun,ò is about as seri-

ous as it gets on Saturday.  

   Not all clubs are this func-

tional, as you may well under-

stand. Some people get it im-

mediately; others just do not get 

it at all.  

   People who do not get it are 

so stiff with life that they have 

difficulty even getting out of 

bed.  

   ñYou guys meet too early,ò 

they say.  

   Hey, I know guys who are at 

the restaurant well before it 

opens, even in the dead of win-

ter. With ice on the pavement. 

But they get it, and canôt wait 

to have it.  

   I recently worked myself into 

a major constipation over stuff 

over which I should have some 

control, but have somehow 

surrendered to seriousness.  

   Thatôs not cool for anyone, 

especially someone like me 

who doesnôt really have to do 

anything much beyond that 

which falls into the arena of 

choice.  

   I recently violated the Code. I 

got dark and cloudy, dumping 

seriousness at the table.  

   Tablemates were kind in not 

saying much of anything seri-

ous back to me.   

   So, here we are with a 

Frischôs Big Boy on the tail of 

Stanôs FJR and on Geophôs 

Sportster, images that perfectly 

capture the degree of gravity of 

a Bluegrass Beemers gathering 

on Saturday morning.  

   If this column strikes you as a 

waste of electronic space and of 

your time, then you have en-

tered the dreaded Zone of Seri-

ousness.  

   Do you feel compelled to ask, 

ñWhatôs your point?ò when 

someone utters something in-

comprehensible or just plain 

stupid?  

   Do you weigh everything, as 

opposed to simply accepting at 

face value and moving on? 

   I know, some of us are dam-

aged from too much life. Some 

of us carry more than our share 

of acquired seriousness. 

Thereôs a lot of that to go 

around, and sometimes we can-

not dodge whatôs coming.  

   Still, we owe it to ourselves 

and fellow Beemerphiles (I use 

that term loosely to encom-

passed all who are among us on 

Saturday, regardless of the 

brand of bike ridden, because 

that acceptance is part of the 

Code, and if that reality bugs 

you a little, then you need to 

take a deep breath and ñchillò 

as the ñYò generation says) to 

work on this aspect of our so-

cial code, to resist bringing any 

seriousness to the table.  

   In the cases of lifeôs most 

difficult struggles, we under-

stand and adjust, as anyone 

who cares about another person 

will.  

   Otherwise, the Code of Seri-

ousness must rule.  

   We are, after all, the club 

without bylaws, without busi-

ness meetings, without a Board 

of Directors, withouté.rules. 

   There stands, however, the 

Code.  

   So, let us be on with the stuff 

that doesnôt, but really does 

matter, that which we honor, 

that which draws us from a 

cozy bed on a crisp Saturday 

morning.  

 

ðPaul Elwyn 
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Join us at Frischôs on Harrodsburg Rd.  

on any Saturday, 7-9:30 a.m. 

Top Bun 2  Photo by Lee Thompson 

Seriousness,  
and the Code 

of Bluegrass Beemers 



Early on Sunday morning, Feb-

ruary 14th, Darryl and his wife 

Ann came to the Marloot house 

in their SUV to guide us to the 

train station.  Itôs about 35 

miles, mostly N-Road 

(ñinterstateò to us) and on a 

Sunday morning, traffic was 

only slightly chaotic.   

   Think about going into Cin-

cinnati from northern Ken-

tucky, but more cars, faster and 

on the left side of the road.  

   Coming into Johannesburg 

we see a typical modern city, 

tall buildings with glass and 

steel, mixed with the degrada-

tion of disuse and vandalism, 

typical when there is a wide 

disparity of prosperity.   

   I recall having the same sen-

sation in a part of Philadelphia 

several years ago. We arrived at 

the train station at about 8 AM, 

weaving our way through the 

narrow corridors leading down 

to the platform.  I was amazed 

at how Darryl could steer the 

large car through the bollards, 

leaving  barely enough clear-

ance to avoid trading paint.  For 

him, just another day at the 

office.      

   Once on the platform, we 

quickly lined up with the bikes 

of the other participants and 

met our guides for the second 

half of the tour.  Johan Baden-

horst is the JB of JB Train 

Tours, and it was quickly obvi-

ous that heôd done this before.   

   With military precision, the 

group was assembled and the 

bikes loaded on the boxcar al-

most before I knew what hap-

pened...and I was the one doing 

the loading.    

   The group assembled outside 

the car for Johann to give us 

introductions and the first of 

what would become familiar 

briefings on the dayôs activi-

ties.  We were the only Ameri-

cans in the tour so he gave the 

lectures in English, not Afri-

kanns which was everyone 

elseôs first language.  We also 

were about 10 years older than 

the next nearest couple to us, 

Ian and Sunny, and then an-

other 10 years or more sepa-

rated us from the rest.   

   The machines were mainly 

sport-touring, a BMW K 

1300GT, a Kawasaki 1200, an 

older Kawasaki sportbike and 

two Yamaha sportbikes piloted 

by the wives of two couples 

with the husbands on similar 

rides.  Two BMW 800 GSôs 

rounded out the group, with 

Johan on his F650GS and 

ñsweepò rider Piet deKlerk on 

an older R1100R with a yellow 

headlight cover.   

   We were told that the group 

would always stay together, 

with Johan in the front and Piet 

in the back and that at each 

place where a turn was to be 

made from a road, we would 
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Part 2 
John and Brenda Rice do South Africa 

Hatari it isnôt 

John and Brenda Rice 
spent 10 days touring 

South Africa.  

On the train car 



pull over and stop until Johan 

could see Pietôs yellow light 

coming.  Gas and sightseeing 

stops would be planned and no 

stops other than those would be 

made.    

   Cruising speed would typi-

cally be 120 KmPH (about 74 

mph) sometimes higher, and 

with that instruction, Johan 

looked specifically at me.  I 

didnôt know why until the end 

of the tour.     

   The train was running a bit 

late, as we found out, on  what 

they call ñAfrican timeò which 

is their way of saying that 

theyôll get to it when they 

can.  Inside the terminal, it was 

a beehive of activity with peo-

ple milling about everywhere, 

dozens of languages being spo-

ken and nearly every national-

ity and ethnic group I could 

imagine hurrying from one 

place to another on what must 

have been very important er-

rands.    

   Back on the platform, the 

train was still idling, so we sat 

for some people-watching.  An 

older couple, probably lateôs 

60's or thereabouts, arrived on 

the scene with a flurry of activ-

ity and a mountain of assorted 

luggage.  The man, pushed in a 

wheelchair,  was wearing a 

white suit and hat, looking very 

much like a character from any 

of the period piece dramas weôd 

enjoyed from the BBC.  He 

spoke with a proper British 

accent and every statement was 

finished with a broad smile as if 

he just knew you had been tre-

mendously enlightened by his 

contribution.  His wife was 

small, slender and exactly as 

fussy about his welfare as one 

would expect from watching 

the aforementioned BBC pro-

ductions. The husband arose 

shakily from his wheelchair and 

walked stiff-legged with his 

cane over to greet and re-

gale us, trailed by the wife who 

was busily brushing at the linen 

of his suit for imperfections 

only she could see.  I wondered 

for a moment if we had stum-

bled onto a film set.  

   At last the call came for us to 

board and there was the frantic 

bundling of our gear onto the 

car, the finding our sleeper unit 

and settling in before the train 

finally began moving.  Our 

group had itôs own car, next in 

line from the dining car, and 

our berth was right in the mid-

dle.   

   I hadnôt been on an overnight 

train before, but Iôd seen sev-

eral in the movies, and one 

thing I recalled was that if you 

had a double room, it was al-

ways the murderer who came to 

stay in the other bunk.  Iôd 

never seen a film about sleeper 

trains where at least one pas-

senger didnôt end up dead and 

someone else, I hoped not me, 

ended up chasing or being 

chased across the top of the 

moving cars, headed for the 

inevitable tunnel.  Fortunately, 

we had a single berth, so the 

only potential for murder was if 

Brenda decided to off me dur-

ing the trip, which probably 

wouldn't happen, at least not 

until we finished the riding 

part.     

   As the train left the station, 

we moved through the city and 

past some township areas.  In 

most places, train tracks donôt 

run through the most affluent 

suburbs and Africa is no excep-

tion.  Until we were a few miles 

out of town, the scenery was 

mainly industrial settings, 

apartment blocks with wire 

barriers and garbage, lots and 

lots of garbage thrown on the 

tracks and bordering 

banks. From the train we could 

see townships that went on for 

miles, hundreds of acres of 

poverty so abysmal that it is 

completely unimaginable to our 

privileged selves.  There are in 

places blocks of small apart-

ments with very tiny patios 

ringed by high fences topped 

with razor wire.  Oneôs first 

thought is that there couldn't be 

much in such impoverished 

places worth protecting with 

such extreme measures, then 

the second thought is for the 

townships and the people we 

have seen with no apparent 

means of shelter and sup-

port.  In poverty that deep, even 

the contents of a small apart-

ment would be worth stealing.    

  Once out in the countryside, 

we could stand in the gently 

swaying corridor outside our 

room and watch the fields and 

farms roll by. Herds of cattle 

grazed in the open, looking 

quite normal to us, then there 

would appear herds of Impala, 

wildebeest with the occasional 

Kudu.  There were occasional 

fields of grapes, but no "row 

crops" that we could discern for 

the most part.  

    Just outside of Kimberly, the 

diamond capitol, there is the 

lake that is reportedly one of 

the only two breeding grounds 

for the pink flamingo.  There 

were hundreds, perhaps thou-

sands of the long-legged pink 

birds, on the water and in the 

air.  One of our group told us 
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Cruising speed 

would typically 

be 120 KmPH 

(about 74 mph) 

sometimes 

higher, and with 

that instruction, 

Johan looked 

specifically  

at me.   

I didnôt know 

why until the 

end of the 

tour.      

John and Brenda Rice do South Africa 

Hatari it isnôt 

Our cell for the next  
24 hours. The seats fold 

down into bunks. 


