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Warhorse 1979 R100RT needs
more than ‘a little neatsfoot olil’

By Paul Elwyn continued to see many of these people af
rallies for years.
friend tells the story of a 1947 In short, the BMW airhead changed t
Harley-Davidson Knucklehead that way Maureen and | enjoyed motorcycling| ™S
had been left out in the weather for yearsSo | easily see the best in any airhead,
The potential buyer lifted the leather sad-even the old warhorse pictured on this designed gas tank, one of the best-looking
dlebag lid to look inside the bag and sawpage. cells ever created.
that the bottom of the bag had rotted awayHaving now ridden over 200,000 miles So many options, but so little money, as
The seller said, “A little neatsfoot oil will on BMWSs, including 123,000 miles on  usual, so I'm plotting and scheming, read-
take care of that.” That seller, by the wayseven airheads and another 76,000 milesng through new-to-me procedures, and
reportedly was serious. on Moto Guzzis since 1983, | longed for considering several paint/trim schemes.
The story continues to reveal that the another low-tech twin, an Airhead to com- Although | have not yet been able to ride
sale fell through when buyer unscrewed plement my 2007 F800S. Some defect in
the oil dipstick to reveal that the stick hadmy nature makes me want to do more, So many people these days simply
dissolved in whatever toxic substance wasithin reason, than simply ride a motorcy- part out older bikes, which makes
in the oil tank, leaving merely the cap. cle. financial sense, but that seems a
Although | don't think | am quite as de- What | had in mind was a late Paralevesietrayal of the service these bikes can
lusional as that seller, nor is the subject tubeless-wheeled boxer with BMW's latestprovide, a violation of relationship.
project of this column as toxic as that  brakes and K-bike suspension (such as the
Knucklehead, | sort through my latest ac-bike | sold in 1996 that John Rice now
quisition with guarded optimism. enjoys) something that | could turn into athis bike, | have ridden boxers that looked
Banking on the inherent goodness of tHeghter, sportier Airhead. as bad as this one (though not worse) and
BMW Airhead, even this 1979 R100RT Instead, | bought a weathered and tiredhey were smooth and pleasant underway,
with unknown mileage and a lengthy list @forkhorse. Once owned by Bluegrass so | have faith that at some point this R100
mechanical and cosmetic issues, | work Beemerphiles Chester Martin, John Ricewill satisfy me and likely some day will
away with a close eye on the mounting and David Sparkman, this 1979 R100RT provide good service to five, six or more
anticipated cost to make this bike roadwdras covered no telling how many miles. Bluegrass Beemers club members down
thy. | have decided to wait until the bike i®ave bought the bike from John in 1988 the road.
easier to look at, with a little more visual with only 44,333 miles showing, but the = Maureen lovingly reminds me that any
promise, before | withdraw the dipstick. odometer stopped working at 84,000, angbroject cost estimate should be multiplied
My respect for the Boxer began after 1®ave estimates today’s mileage to be in by 2.5, and | never challenge her position

years of riding well over 100,000 miles otthe neighborhood of 130,000. on anything. Well, mostly never.

British and American motorcycles when in A daily commuter that for a while did Projects such as this one can make sense,

1983 | briefly rode a 1981 R100. combat to Louisville in all kinds of given some fiscal restraint, many hours of
Not long after that ride, | severed ties weather, this boxer lived a full life until it labor, and a reasonable level of compe-

with the new Harley Davidson dealershipwas parked eight years ago. tency.

in Danville that | had helped an acquaint- | haven't decided what this bike will be In other words, more than just a little
ance open, sold my 1982 T140E Bonne-when the dust settles. As | stare at the bareatsfoot oil.
ville (with “electric assist starting”)and  chassis and contemplate the many
struggled against 30-mile-per-hour crossmechanical and cosmetic tasks
winds on my 1983 FLHT over to George ahead, | envision this old RT one
Oliver's Harley/BMW dealership in Lon- day possibly as a fresh RT, agai
don to trade the nearly new Harley for a ready to travel. Given the work
new 1983 R80ORT. needed on the fairing, | may first
George happily accepted the FLHT for restore this bike to active duty asj
the RT equipped with factory luggage andaked boxer with S bar, no fairing
threw in $1,000. | have never regretted tHait still with the 40 liter Krausers
trade. for travel. | also can envision a
At our first BMW event, the Square  minimalist café bike with clubma
Route Rally in Virginia sponsored by Bik-bars, rearsets, see-through stylin
ers of Metropolitan Washington, Maureeraft of the engine, only the essen-
and | met the BMW community of 1983 tials in a light and easy-to-live-wit
based entirely upon airheads. package that shows off the old en
We met many people that weekend angjine and classic Hans Muth-

gI'he frame sports fresh paint , the bead
|1‘|>Iasted rear wheel is ready for a new spline,
the transmission gets new bearings, and the

engine awaits rear crankshaft seal and.....?
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Touring the boundary of Kentucky, 1466 miles

Editor's note: The following describes theHickman, Kentucky. Reaching this penin-
Lap of Kentucky ride completed in four sula requires traveling from Hickman to

days in June, 2006. Tiptonville, Tennessee, and back up High-
way 22 to Kentucky.
By Doug Searcy The whole loop from Lexington to Lex-

ington was 1466 miles which was planned

to be ridden in four and one half days. My

new beemer friend, Ron Blackburn, with

his 1987 Moto Guzzi bought into the trip,

and we decided to do primitive camping in

state parks the four nights. We both coniittle.

pleted the trip as planned with the Aspen- As hunger was now upon us, Ron asked
cade getting 43 MPG and the Guzzi abouhe if | would mind if he cooked since it
the same. Mileage covered per day waswould be faster than hunting for a restau-
one half day Sunday, 185; the next threerant being out in the woods and all. Not
days averaged 282; Thursday return hom@owing the quality of Ron’s cooking, |
435. Gasoline prices ranged from $2.95 hesitated but then said, “If you can eat it, |
Catlettsburg next door to the Marathon can eat it so let’s get cooking.”

refinery to $2.62 in Winchester to $2.75 in He opened the side bags on the Guzzi,
Hickman. Total gas cost for the Aspen- and | couldn’t believe it. One bag con-
cade was $94.18. It was a very enjoyabl&ained the stove, cooking pots, plastic

trip requiring a steady pace but with timeware, and collapsible water jug, and the
enough to visit a few friends, family, and other was a well stocked pantry with con-

points of interest along the way. diments to include a bottle of wine and
glasses. This guy was better equipped than
y motivation for this trip was | would like to share with you now in a a chuck wagon on the Oregon Trail!

prompted by growing up in the brief way the flavor of the motorcycling Ron unpacked this neat gasoline stove
river community of Carrollton, adventure as it unfolded for Ron and me.that was 1950 U.S. Army issue to infantry
KY, where the Ohio and Kentucky River We each left our homes around 1 PM Sutreops and ran on regular gasoline. “But

valleys converge. day, June % mine in Lexington and Ron’sRon, where are we going to get gasoline?”
Seeing the beauty of the river boundarieear Cynthiana, and met at the Paris interasked. “Not to worry”, he replied. He
of Kentucky from the seat of my 1984  section off I-64 in Winchester. then went to the Guzzi and showed me this

Honda Aspencade seemed like the perfectWe rode the Mountain Parkway and tee tap with valve that he had installed in
adventure. Studying the map revealed thather scenic routes to Pikeville without the gas line. No sweat! He filled the

the most eastern river boundary was the incident except for dodging a few thundestove, pumped up the pressure, and pro-
Tug Fork of the Big Sandy, and the moststorms around Pikeville. We first took ceeded to light it off. It was sitting on the
western was the Mississippi where it cre-cover in a gas station which was closed dap of a picnic table and he turned to on
ates a peninsula of land separate from th8unday and tripped some sort of alarm valve and said that | might want to stand
mainland of Kentucky 25 miles west of which sounded loudly for the twenty min-back a little since lighting this stove could
utes we were there. We expected the po-

lice to show up any minute but they neve
did.

Near Elkhorn City we again gained covgr
in the drive through area of a bank which
was closed but no alarm. In eastern Kent
tucky gasoline must be more valuable than
money. We made the Breaks Interstate
Park without getting wet, paid our $18 for
the camp site, and set up our tents. The
site was in the tall trees and the ground
was wet but sandy so not too bad.

Rain threatened as we pondered our ngxt
meal. Now my idea of eating on this trip
was to enjoy the delicate taste of fast foo

d . .
. but Ron volunteered to bring some sup- Chef Ron with his 1950 Army gas stove.
Ron Blackburn - checks his compass.  jies and suggested that he might cook a Touring continued on page 4
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Touring the boundary of Kentucky

be a bit dangerous. Gas spewed out, he most of the night. We were sleeping to a
touched the match to it, and flame shot osbft bongo drum symphony. We were
about two feet but quickly settled back intored. Sleeping was good.
a lazy glowing posture. Soon the flame
had turned into a gas burner unit ready for On Monday our day started with the
cooking. flaming stove lighting procedure and Ron
Ron explained that through the ingenuitpoked Scottish oats for breakfast. A large
of the U.S. infantry soldier, these stoves bowl of oatmeal garnished with raisins, T
had been very successful in their time. | granola, and honey was delicious. Ron’s . .
really wondered about our safety then, wife did a great job of stocking the Guzzi 1he new suspension bridge at
since he had been an officer in the Air Nantry. Ron did a fine job of cooking. 1 South Shore, Kentucky
tional Guard. enjoyed his food so much that | told him
| collected a jug of water while he meaghat | might propose marriage. He said ha new suspension bridge is under construc-
ured out the rice and dinner was soon unmight accept but we would have to still tion. | stopped on the edge of the road to
der way. Ron went to his cooler and cansteep in separate tents. take pictures. Upon starting the bike |
out with a half head of cabbage and broke We had survived one night in the wild. rotated it to the right to withdraw the kick
it up for cooking into a steamer device th&Vith our soggy tents packed on the bikestand. My right foot was on loose gravel,
would fit into the pot with the rice. We  we descended the Breaks Mountain to Eklipped out, and over the Gold Wing went.
dumped a can of chicken into the pot whéworn City for the trip to Phelps. The roadRon helped me lift it upright. The only
the rice was about done and put the cab-were dry and twisty since we were ridingdamage was to my deflated ego.
bage in to steam. The rice was soon  the hollows of eastern Kentucky in the We decided to leave the river and take
cooked and we set it aside to cool while heart of coal country. We passed under the AA highway to Augusta since we were
heating some water for coffee. several conveyor systems bringing coal running behind. The AA highway is a
Dinner was served; rice and chicken wiffom the mine sites to the tipples. Coal fabulous ride through scenic rolling, green
tipples were in full production loading  Kentucky. And Augusta is a charming

both trains and trucks shipping this blackriver town with a historic river drive and a
energy to power plants in Kentucky and aeal ferry boat crossing to Ohio. We rested
the east coast. Truck traffic was moderateere feeling peaceful watching the ferry on
and respected as we rode the narrow twdhe serene Ohio River.
lane roads to Phelps. The final ride for the day to Kincaid

After refueling in Phelps we crossed théake State Park was tough. The roads to
Tug River to Edgarton, WV and proceeddehlmouth were back country, curvy, and
along the river through Matewan to Wil- narrow two lanes running across the ridge
liamson, WV. At this point we crossed theps through general farming country. We
Tug again back into Kentucky where we encountered farm tractors, farmers mowing
saw a historic marker telling of the Hat- with bush hogs throwing green grass on

field and McCoy feud which had raged the road, cow manure, dead animals,
cabbage on the side and coffee. It was near the Tug River for two generations. pickup trucks, and gravel trucks spilling
very good and cookies were dessert. It  On our way to Louisa we were detouretbose gravel on the road.
was starting to drizzle so we hurriedly  from our intended route and went through We crossed two gravel spills, one in the
washed the pot and went into the tents. Pigeon Roost to Inez to Louisa. We weraniddle of a curve. Ron was riding lead
The temperature was right for sleeping but the heart of the mountains now on roadsd was out of sight due to the curves. |
the light rain on the trees caused large that were narrow and congested and secassumed he made it through this spill since
drops of water to fall onto the tents for ond and third gear was normal riding for he was not lying on the side of the road. |
50 miles. As we approached Louisa we saw it, aimed for the thinnest gravel spot,

left HWY 3 taking 23 along the Big Sandyelt the front wheel slip to the right then

River to Ashland and the Ohio River. hold, and was thankful. 1 am a cautious
The country was opening up now with rider on such roads and go slower. | made

much better roads making fifth gear possitto Falmouth and caught up with Ron.

ble for short periods. We gassed up at aWe had dinner at the Burger King and

Marathon station just outside the Marathavent to the park.

refinery in Catlettsburg and paid $2.95 per

gallon, the highest on the trip. Controversy
It was on through downtown Ashland,
past the old Armco Steel works, west No trip is complete without controversy.

along the Ohio River to South Shore where Touring continued on Page 5
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Ours had arrived! Upon asking the fee farlists should have been made. Ron thengreeted us and then proceeded to lie down
a primitive camp site we were told that asked him about every discount categoryin the middle of the road for a nap. They
they did not rent sites rather charged for we could qualify for, senior citizens, re- must have sensed that traffic was very light
each tent and that the fee would be $24 tired military, and AARP. He laughed andn Tuesdays! Feeling rested we rode out
since we had two tents. Since we had said, “OK. | give up.” Would you be satisef the parking lot, around the dogs, and
spent the night before in a park that did fied with a charge of $12 for one site withdown the river to our next stop the Big

rent sites for $18 on which two tents could 10% senior citizen discount making theBone Lick State Park. This is a prehistoric
be placed, this was not good news. A total $10.80 for the night? Your refund site where huge wooly mammoths called
rather heated discussion began about  will be $9.20. We genuinely thanked himmastodons would come for salt from the
camping policy in all parks in Kentucky accepted the money, and were out the sulfur spring that still runs out of the

being consistent and if one would rent a door. Ron remarked that we had just mageund today. The area around the spring
camp site this one should too. $4.60 each in 15 minutes which equated was marsh and many got stuck in the mud

The young lady said she was just follov$18.40 per hour. This soothed our soul eand died. Their fossils began being dis-
ing orders from the park manager and thate mounted up for another day of Ken- covered in 1739 and a museum exhibiting
the fee was $12 per tent. While this dis- tucky riding. these bones and telling their story has been
cussion was going on, a park ranger came Our destination for today was the Ft  created. It is an interesting place to stop
up and stood beside the young lady. He Knox area via a circuitous route taking usand browse.
was a sharp young trooper dressed in fulthrough Rabbit Hash, Carrollton, Madison, Back on the road we take HWY 42 down
uniform, shiny boots, and a smoky the bdat, and Louisville. Leaving Kincaid Lakethe Ohio River to Carrollton. On this very
hat, and sported a 9 mm automatic in a State Park we took BACR’s (bad ass couscenic route we appreciate grand views of
very shiny holster. He verified everythingry roads) over to I-75 in the vicinity of  the valley. This is nostalgic for me having
the lady said by nodding his head in agreéfalton, 1-75 to the Union exit, and KY  grown up here in the 40’s and 50’s and
ment as she made her points. 356 to Rabbit Hash. remembering the beautiful farm land of

Ron was upset saying he knew people inThis is a classic old country store, overthis river bottom. Industrial development
Frankfort and was going to discuss this 100 years old, right on the bank of the has changed much of it now and we ride
with them. He asked for the park man- Ohio River across from Rising Sun, IN. by the KU power plant, North American
ager’s name and number and recorded itfimn
writing. He then whipped out his camera
and took a picture of the fee schedule
posted on a billboard by the attendant’s
station.

The dialog continued with her suggesting
that an RV spot could be had for $20 per
night and that it would easily hold two
tents and that it had water and electrical
hookups. Knowing we were losing to uni
formed authority this seemed like a good
idea so paid the $20 and chose a nice R

site with lots of grass and a large shade The 100-year-old Rabbit Hash

tree. It was nice to have electricity and General Store and the riverboat at
water. The campground was well kept Rising Sun, Indiana

with a great shower and facilities.

It was a peaceful night. Ron lit our Stainless Steel, a huge drywall plant, Dow
flame thrower stove without incident; we Chemical, and another chemical plant. |
had a good meal and slept well. Rested am consoled by recognizing that much
and feeling confident we ate breakfast, good employment is offered by them

packed, and were about to fire up cycles Cyclist stop here often to relax and gaze which has caused the area to prosper. The
when Ron suggested we call the park mahe river. The store is covered with old sites seem neat and well maintained and
ager. He did. The manager was in and advertising signs one particularly catchinghere is still some open space along the
invited us to stop by. We explained our my eye. It spoke of Froman Farms Courriver.
concern about not being able to renta  try Hams of Ghent, Kentucky, my home- In Carrollton we stopped at Point Park
primitive camp site and he explained thattown. This farm existed for several gen- and observed the Kentucky and Ohio River
they had changed their policy since peopérations producing these delicious hams jiining forces, a mass expanse of open
were abusing the area by renting a site amthich | was a consumer. The farm gavewater. Leaving the park we immediately
setting up too many tents on it with too way to progress, however, when Kentuclkgross the Kentucky River Bridge which
many people. So they started charging pédtilities bought the land and built the has just been repainted and is the brightest
tent. Ghent power plant. UK blue color you can imagine. | wonder
We could see his point but thought that Relaxing in Rabbit Hash is also the hakftall Kentucky bridges are being painted
some concession for two tired motorcy- of a couple of native hound dogs who Touring continued on Page 6
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. He spoke good English and mentioned higation. When you need it you can't find
TOUFIng the boundary twenty years of service. We wondered one. As we approached the edge of town,
how he had lasted twenty years considerwe stopped and asked and were directed
this color. We cross another marvelous ing the turbulence there. The U. S. trooplsack a few blocks to a Chevron station.
old steel truss bridge over the Ohio Riverwere wearing the new camouflage patteriVe filled up with this gas with the magic
built in 1929 as we enter historic Madisorgn fatigues and were also TDY to the ar-additive, and Ron was confident that the
IN. My mother,94 years young, and sistenor school for training. It was a pleasureGuzzi would run much better.
live here so we stopped by for a visit andto be in the company of these young men It must be noted here that the Guzzi was
continued on to Louisville via Indiana ~ who were valiantly serving our country. getting slightly better mileage that the
routes to cross back into Kentucky joining Before leaving the post we rode aroundsold Wing, and | accused Ron of having
HWY 31W to Ft Knox. noting that all the old WWII buildings the Guzzi leaned out so much that it
Traffic was heavy in West Louisville, it were gone. New large brick structures wouldn’t run.
was hot, and we were getting tired. We were in place and further apart leaving So we are back on the road with a fresh
stopped for gas at a BP station and decidadch open green space between them. tank of Chevron gas headed for Marion,
that since we both were retired service Also new to me was the presence of sevKY, and lunch with my college roommate
men, Ron from the Michigan Air Nationaleral fast food franchises, Burger King, from UK. It was a delightful lunch and
Guard and me from the Kentucky Army Pizza Hut, etc. There seems to be more visit with my friend and his friends in a
National Guard, and tired after being out choice in the military now, at least for eatguaint café in downtown Marion.
three days that we would stay overnight iimg. One of our future destinations was Mon-
the visitors quarters at Ft Knox rather than As we rode around the post, Ron men-key’'s Eyebrow, and we inquired about it
camp. It had been twenty years since | hdmhed that his Guzzi was beginning to idléuring lunch. It seems that this is duck
stayed on this army post and | was curiousughly and took throttle movement to  hunting territory in Ballard County with
about changes. keep it running at stops. Not giving this nothing much there but an old store where
The main gate at Ft Knox was closed. too much thought we found HWY 60 andan old guy will clean ducks for hunters in
We were routed to the Gold Vault Road headed west. the back room during hunting season.
entrance which took us past the Federal We were into the fourth day now and = Comfortable after lunch ,we returned to
Reserve Bank’s gold depositary for the Ufeeling confident. The morning was coolHWY 60 for the ride to Paducah. The
S. government. It is a strong looking whitend the rolling farm land scenic as we tra@uzzi was still running rough. Ron thinks
granite building surrounded by a tall iron eled toward Owensboro. We fueled at the bad BP gas theory was a faulty hy-
fence. This brought to mind the James another BP station prior to Owensboro ambthesis. He now turns his attention to
Bond movie “Gold finger” parts of which noted how the land had flattened and thequestionable spark plugs stating that at
were filmed here and one scene in particterming was changing from hay and live-camp tonight he will check the plugs. |
lar when Bond met this beautiful lady aviatock to specialized grain farming, corn have a little fun by changing the name of

tor. He asked her name and she replied,and soybeans. his bike from Moto Guzzi to Moto Guessy
“My name is Pussy Galore.” He smiled = We arrived in Owensboro too early for
and replied, “I must be dreaming.” lunch so missed a meal at the “Moonlight

You know the story. It seems like thes®arbecue” and went on to Henderson. The
thoughts always come to mind as you ap&Guzzi was still being contrary at idle and
proach the gate to a military reservation. low speeds now and Ron wondered out

Access to the post was easy, which suteud if he was going to be able to make it
prised us, and all we did was show our He began to talk about bad BP gas as a
retired ID cards. Our quarters costing $4grobable cause and wanted our next gas|to
were very motel like with a partial kitchenhe Chevron with its miracle cleaning addi
a queen sized bed, and a pull out couch.tives.

No double rooms were available. Riding in Henderson now we wanted toj
Of course, the question was who got theross the Ohio River from Kentucky into
big bed. Being gamblers we tossed a colentucky just to say we had done it. This

and Ron lost. The bed was mine! The is the only place along the Ohio River
couch was not bad, however, and we bothoundary where Kentucky owns any lan
slept soundly. north of the river. It seems that the course Café in Marion, Kentucky

We were loading to leave the next mormwof the river has changed since the 1792
ing when we noticed this sign “Breakfast boundary was established making this paghce we can only guess if it will complete
Room.” Behind this door was a great corsible. the trip.
tinental breakfast just like the Holiday Inn! After riding a mile north of the river and We rode around Paducah and took the
This is something we never expected corpassing Ellis Park race track a sign says,side road to Monkey’'s Eyebrow. After
ing with army quarters. As we ate we  “Welcome to Indiana.” With our mission several intersections we saw Monkey’s
talked with several sharp young troopersaccomplished, we turned around and  Eyebrow Road. Several miles later we are
one being a major in the Afghanistan arngrossed the river back into Henderson.
over here for training in the armor schoolFuel was low so we needed a Chevron gas Touring continued on Page 7
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at another intersection in a low land areafor magnificent views. It is noted for the
Ron thought we had passed it so we re- giant iron chain the Confederate army in
turned to ask a farmer where it was. Wethis defensive position stretched across the
spotted a metal building with a sign that Mississippi River to impede Union army
said, CAJUN CORNERS, 1196 Monkey'sraffic. The position was defeated by Genp-

Eyebrow, KY. eral Grant in one of his first battles as a
commander.
The campground was quite nice. This ] .
was our last night out and we were doing it Feast with wine
in style. Ron had good food and had a Columbus-Belmont State Park

bottle of wine with glasses. We needed to

cook. The flame thrower stove would nosee a farmstead with grain bins beyond but
pressurize due to a failed pump. | could it was a private road.

taste a McDonald'’s burger already. But  Turning around we retraced our route for
Ron being a mechanical engineer and five miles to the Tennessee line and on to
never willing to be defeated by simple  Tiptonville. We passed Reel Foot Lake

devices went to his Guzzi and brought ownroute to Union City, TN and intercepted
A man was mowing with a Ford tractor another stove that he had brought along foe Julian Carroll parkway and blasted
and bush hog nearby. He stopped to tallspare parts. The plunger was soon re- toward home via the interstate.
telling us that Monkey’s Eyebrow was  placed and he was cooking. We enjoyed The Moto Guzzi was now running fine
somewhere in front of his farm and noth-the wine through dinner. but as we approached Kentucky Dam the
ing more that a name on a road sign. It | cleaned up while he turned his attentioiders were getting tired and sleepy. We
seems that the county would put up a sigto the Guzzi spark plugs. He spoke with stopped at the Kentucky Dam Marina and
sometime around duck hunting season batimiration of the good tool kits Moto selected a napping spot overlooking the
the sign would never be there long befor&uzzi places with their bikes and thoughtiake and the boats. One and one half hours
being stolen for a souvenir by either a duttiey would include a gap gauge. The later (we really zonked out) we aimed for
hunter or some wandering motorcyclist. plugs were out but no gauge was there. Lexington and Cynthiana. The trip was
He allowed that we had been through townl stated that Honda also had pretty goodafely conducted with us arriving home a
once and would go through it again on thol kits with Gold Wings and opened mylittle before dark.
way out. kit. There was a single gauge with the size
This friendly fellow was really up here stated in millimeters. Ron made the con- It was a fabulous trip. Riding across
for the summer from his home in Grand version in his head and determined it to Kentucky and back in four and a half days
Isle, Louisiana, where he owned a generale .026 inches. He needed .028 inches sequired steady effort but was not an iron
store. He had met a Kentuckian from  this was close enough. One of the plug butt event. Comparing the various regions
Monkey’s Eyebrow years ago, became agaps was much too wide. This was cor- and roads across our state was unique.
fishing buddy with him, and came to visitrected; the plugs replaced, and tomorrow The tour was enhanced for me by my

in Kentucky. He bought this farm and nowould be the test. We slept. riding partner, Ron Blackburn, introducing
spends time here with his grandkids while me to the total camping experience. It was
his own kids run the store. Up early and packed we departed for ofum.

Being a Cajun he named his farm “Cajunn through Hickman to Tiptonville, Ten- Thanks, Ron!
Corners”. We talked about hurricane  nessee,
Katrina. His store was severely damage@nd back
but he was back in business. | mentionethto the
that our church had sent a mission team teestern
Grand Isle earlier to help rebuild. He  most tip of]
asked me to offer his thanks to the churcKentucky.

What a pleasant experience! You neveht the end
know who you will meet riding through  of the last
open country on a Gold Wing and a Motaoad in
Guessy. Kentucky

Winding our way south we continue to was a sign
Columbus and Columbus-Belmont State that read
Park arriving an hour before dark. This “No Tres-
park is perched upon top of 200 foot cliffpassing.” Doug and Ron took pictures of one another at the end of the last
overlooking the Mississippi River makingWe could road in Kentucky at a private lane with a “No Trespassing” sign.
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BMWs, Native American Culture,
and Davey Jones of the Monkeys

By Bill Voss

he day Davey Jones of the Monkeys came

to the reservation to sing in front of an ai-
dience of women, who were teens in the sixties,
the sky became dark and gray. Unusual for the
weather around the Fort McDowell casino whjch
is always dry with bright sunshine.

Contrary to what many of you are thinking
(and we know you are) there was not a flood pf
bras and granny panties being thrown at the
stage while Davey Jones performed. Unlike tihe
sixties, the audience actually listened to him ging
as opposed to screaming hysterically. They
were probably too tired or afraid their teeth
would fall out.

There are 14 Native American Tribes in Ari
zona living on 21 reservations. These reserva
tions are considered as separate nations. Ar
zona law takes precedence on the highways
through the reservations, but tribal law applie
once you are off the main roads.

Each Tribe has its own unique lifestyle and

UJ

culture. All | know is that the kids always give
me the thumbs up and wave when I'm out rid|ng
my bike through their reservation. The same
goes for the Tribal Police, as a matter of fact.

The reservation close to my home has roads
with a lot of turns and elevation changes thatjare
challenging and fun. Since those living on the
reservation don’t keep their livestock, horses,|or
dogs penned up, there are always obstacles just
to keep you on your toes. You can add to tha
coyotes, rattle snakes, rabbits, turkey vultures,
and other assorted wildlife and your riding ge
real interesting. It is amazing how crowded th
desert is with life.

The main source of income on the reservation
is the Casino where those who can least affoid it
slam their money into the same slot machine
over and over again expecting a different out
come. If you go there, it looks and sounds
crazy, for good reason.

D n

The Classic European Motorcycle club of
Phoenix had the annual motorcycle show and swap at¢ke  John Rice intended it to be.
start of the New Year. It is incredible that it alyg rains when There was one black R90/6 that is a forerunhémings to
they schedule this event, considering it rainmé@quently here.come from BMW if they go ahead and introduce the fmler
Of course BMW was well represented as the photestabut ~ concept. With the attention to detail and persaatbn to his
many of the best bikes left early or didn’t show up bike, it was easy to guess it was not for sale.

One of only two Norton Rotary engine bikes ois ttontinent | ran across one of the first owners of the B&W F800 GS.
was on display; the other bike is at the Barbereuos This par- He had just completed 3,000 miles on it, lovestiike and can't
ticular model is not the faired sport bike of theel1980s, but  get enough time to ride it. It was covered in dintl he rides the

standard bikes (now we call them naked bikes)likstGod and _
BMWs continued on Page 9
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BMWSs, Native American Culture,
and Davey Jones of the Monkeys

back roads through the reservation and ghost tovmdy down
side was he paid full MSRP for it, which is steep.

Be a part of Apex.

Submit text in Rich Text Format,

So what did you learn from this article? Thersuch a thing as
granny panties (ask a granny). Davey Jones idrsfitlg to make
a buck off the Monkeys. Native Americans are makiiggbucks

with their casinos. It does rain in the desert, BiMIVs do well photos/art in jpg format

everywhere, as usual, as if you didn’t know that fact. -
to paul.elwyn@gmail.com.
I hope you like the photos. Ride safe. Deadline: Last day of each month




