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September 24th, 2009 
 

�� he cast on my left leg   
addressed Plantar Fasciitis, 

an inflamed ligament on the 
bottom of the foot that feels 
like a bruise on the heel when I 
walk, a common problem I 
have learned.   
   I now am working on the 
inflammation of my attitude.  
    I had high hopes, because six 
weeks in a cast unable to safely 
ride a motorcycle isn’t my idea 
of how to enjoy the most beau-
tiful time of year for motorcy-
cling.   
   I’m not complaining...well, I 
guess I am, but not loudly…, 
because I declined the doctor’s 
recommended first level of 
treatment, a night splint, for a 
more aggressive treatment. My 
attitude, in this case borne out 
of many months of discomfort, 
affected my treatment, shooting 
myself in the foot, so to speak.  
Sometimes we don’t realize a 
good thing, a splint in my case, 
when we see it.    
   But Rick Wainscott does rec-
ognize a good thing, a distant 
condition in the context of my 
foot, but a noteworthy point to 
ponder.  
   Witness the oldest bike ridden 
to the rally this year, the 1958 
R69 rebuilt and ridden by Rick. 
He turned a basket case former 
“Pop” Dreyer motorcycle into a 
reliable platform to showcase 
the Dreyer gas tank he had 
owned for 25 years. 
   With 17 other runners in the 
garage and “four or five” more 
motorcycles awaiting recondi-
tioning, Rick is enjoying a mo-
torcycle experience inspired by 
a six-week tour in 1963 with 
his father aboard a BMW R50. 
When Rick saw the R69 in 
boxes, he appreciated what it 
was and went to work. 
   I, on the other hand, do not 
always appreciate what I see, or 

in the case with the doctor, 
what I hear. In the case of the 
RT project, I did not appreciate 
how the extended garage time 
would impact my left foot.    
   With a fresh top end rebuilt 
by Mike Wells, who had my 
parts ready in only four days 
upon receipt of new pistons, the 
RT runs great and may be 
nearly ready to go, with a few 
more break-in miles, I think.  
    I had been tentatively riding 
on less traveled roads, heel-
shifting the toe lever...all that 
was left of the factory heel/toe 
shifter that I modified this sum-
mer by hacksawing off the heel 
portion of the shift lever.  
   I swapped shifters with Ben 
Prewitt so I could properly heel 
upshifts, but the cast prevented 
me from being able to reach the 
heel lever. 
   So, on September 22nd, I 

weighed the October 16th cast 
removal against the original 
foot treatment recommended, 
reconsidered my priorities, then 
pulled out the shears and      
removed the cast.   
   With a night splint to treat the 
foot, I move forward without a 
cast to break in the RT.  
   Three weeks in a cast, noth-
ing compared to what others 
have undergone, forced me to 
reflect on my priorities.  
   Meeting Rick and seeing his 

excellent R69 added a large 
measure of satisfaction to the 
rally experience for me and 
somehow played on my deci-
sion to toss the cast, an over-
reaction on my part to discom-
fort, and properly reset my pri-
orities, getting the RT roadwor-
thy prior to the return of winter 
weather. 
   How’s that for addressing an 
inflamed attitude?     
    

—Paul Elwyn 
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Cast reflections, inflamed attitude, and priorities  

Rick Wainscott with his 1958 former “Pop” Dreyer R6 9, still running on its original 
pistons to win Oldest Motorcycle Ridden to the Beem ers in the Bluegrass Rally.  



Beemers in the Bluegrass 
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Nolan (left) and Kelly Ramsey  wait for the awards to be 
announced at this year’s Beemers in the Bluegrass 
Rally. Nolan celebrated his 13th birthday (Septembe r 
12th) at the rally. This was Nolan’s fifth year to attend 
the Beemers in the  Bluegrass Rally with his father . 
Nolan won a pair of riding gloves that he had been ad-
miring earlier.   

By Roy Rowlett 
Rally Chairman 

 

�� his year’s rally turned out 
to be one of the best we’ve 

had. The total unofficial atten-
dance was 135, which is the 3rd 
highest in our 16-year history.  
   The weather was perfect for 
this time of year, no rain, no 
extra hot days and plenty of 
sunshine. Our food vendor, 
Billy, and his family were a big 
hit. Billy served our rally about 
five years ago, before Joe, the 
Cajun cook. Everyone enjoyed 
his food, and his hospitality 
was wonderful, if you overlook 
his 7 am reveille call to break-
fast which was a little bit over 
the top. 
   We went down on Thursday 
and set up the canopy and 
signup booth. Plenty of help on 
hand made the work very easy.  
   Those who helped included, 
but is not limited to, Joe Stew-
art, Jim Brandon, Jim Kouns, 
Steve Little, Tom Rich, Ken 
Perry, Phil Baugh, Jeff Crabb, 
Hubert Burton, and Lowell 
Roark. I’m sure I’ve forgotten 

some of the folks who helped, 
and for that I apologize. 
   We had five or six rally atten-
dees who arrived on Thursday 
evening, which we took as a 
good omen for the attendance. 

In past years we may have had 
one or two on Thursday.  
   Thirty-six riders, who all en-
joyed it immensely, rode the 
poker run. Many thanks to 
David Griffiths (English Dave), 
for setting up and running the 
poker run. We made a profit of 
$50.00 and handed out two 
winners $65.00 each for the 
best and worst hand. 
   Ron Blackburn took the 50/50 
and ran with it. It netted the 
winner and our club $64.00 
each. Nice job Ron! 
We started the year with 
$327.00 in the rally fund. After 
this rally we returned $644.00 
to the coffers. 

   Our increase in gate fee to 
$25.00 helped out tremen-
dously in making sure we made 
enough profit to do another 
rally.  
   I want to thank each and 
every one who came out and 
made our rally a big success 
this year. Without the help and 
support of our club and mem-
bers, this rally wouldn’t hap-
pen. 
   Thanks to everyone who 
pitched in and helped take 
down the canopy and put every-
thing away. A special thanks to 
Hubert, who came over and 
helped me unload all the gear 
and put it away.  

2009 Beemers in the Bluegrass:  

‘A Hit!’ 3rd highest attendance in 16 years 

Rally Chairman Roy Rowlett pulls a registration pac ket for Danny Phillips. 
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Beemers in the Bluegrass 

Retired Florida BMW dealer and legendary rally atte ndee and technician Joe Katz (center) assists Danie l  Phil-
lips (left), Rally Chairman Roy Rowlett (top right)  and Ken Perry with assembling registration packets .  
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Beemers in the Bluegrass 
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Beemers  
in the Bluegrass  
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Beemers   
in the Bluegrass   
photography by Lee Thompson 
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Beemers   
in the Bluegrass   
photography by Mark Rense  

 

Flat tire causes a stir 
A flat tire during the night caused a K1200GT to se ttle 
and fall into a Honda Gold Wing, which fell over in to 
the BMW next to it, according to Mark Rense. The   
Following photos from Mark capture the flat repair.  
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You want 
something  

a little  
different? 

 
You could own a 2009 Ural  T 
like this one ridden to the   
Beemers in the Bluegrass Rally  
by Steve Thoerner for less than 
$10,000, on the road.  
   The Russian-built 40 hp 
750cc BMW knockoff is a 
smooth runner featuring a 
Brembo four-piston front brake 
with steel braided hose, a lead-
ing link fork, Keihin carbure-
tion, four, forward-speed gear-
box with reverse, shaft drive, 
stainless exhaust, a two-year 
unlimited-mileage warranty, 
and the familiar sidecar that has 
been bolted to many BMWs 
through the years. 
   Steve bought this rig from 
Heindl, west of Dayton, Ohio.  
   Urals were upgraded in 2007 
to current industry-standard 
components, the stainless ex-
haust introduced this year.  
   Performance is surprisingly 
spirited, according to Steve, 
with a comfortable cruising 
speed in the 55 to 65 mph range 
and confidence-inspiring han-
dling.    
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By John Rice 
  

�� fter many false starts, 
thwarted by the Army's 

need for Jay to be somewhere 
else, like Iraq for example, we 
finally began the Western trip.  
   Sunday morning, Au-
gust 23rd, Jay led us out of Du-
Pont, Washington, his tempo-
rary home, down through Ft. 
Lewis. We got on post with no 
real problem, due in part I’m 
sure to the Colonel’s sticker on 
the Mystic he was riding.  The 
fort is a beautiful place, every 
blade of grass manicured to 
perfection and all the buildings 
well maintained.  Amazing 
what one can do with nearly 
unlimited manpower, most of 
which has little to say about the 

tasks to which they are as-
signed.  It’s a tranquil setting 
for young people to learn to do 
the horrible necessary things 
that defense requires.   
   Jay took us down some back 
roads through the woods on 
post, past many dirt roads that 
would be tempting on different 
machines.  Finally we made it 
to a state highway that wound 
down through what we here in 
KY would call mountains, but 
here are just foothills.  It was 
cold and a bit foggy here and 
there, at 7:30 in the morning 
and we kept a close watch out 
for animals making their morn-
ing forays.   
   I was unfamiliar with the RT, 
though I rode it here last year, 
and was having a hard time 

keeping up with Jay as he made 
his usual smooth arcs through 
the curves ahead.    
    We stopped for a warm-up 
and to purchase a map at a con-
venience store about an hour 
down the road.  There we met a 
rider on an R1150 GS, carrying 
camping gear and festooned 
with the electronica that seems 
to naturally grow from the han-
dlebars of such bikes. 
   His name was Dave Dorwart 
and he was in the middle of a 
month out on the road, having 
sold a business in April thus 
having both time and money on 
his hands. (You can go to his 
website at 2wheelsround.com 
to follow his travels). 
   We left him there and went 
on our way down to Highway 

12, one of the few east/west 
connectors in this part of Wash-
ington.  We passed the bridge 
down to Mt. St. Helens and 
then the café where last year we 
shared lunch with a Mini-
Cooper club on our way home.   
   We were headed for the Can-
yon Road near Yakima, which 
we had taken north to south last 
year and now would do the 
other way. It’s too good not to 
do again.   
   In the little town of Ellens-
burg, we stopped for gas and 
again ran into Dave, who asked 
if he could accompany us for a 
while.  I guess there is for some 
such a thing as too much soli-
tude. We agreed and the three 
of us headed up into Yakima 
Canyon.  This road is one not to 

����������	
����
�
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be missed if ever the occasion 
arises.  It winds along the edge 
of the canyon, with the Yakima 
river down below and the ever-
rising brown hills on either 
side.  The curves are, like many 
roads out here, perfect for mo-
torcycling, wide open sweepers 
easy to see through, with pave-
ment just rippled enough to 
keep it interesting. On this Sun-
day in August the river held 
numerous kayaks, rafts and in 
places, whole parties with peo-
ple standing in the shallows 
drinking beer from floating 
coolers.   
    At the top of the canyon, we 
resisted the urge to turn around 
and do it again, opting instead 
to keep going toward our goal 
of Glacier National Park.   
   Jay decided it was neces-
sary to hit the interstate for a 
bit, since the two lane would 
just have paralleled it anyway, 
straight and flat across the high 
desert. He was on the RT now, 
which led to an interesting 
ride. The ‘83 bike’s speedome-

ter only goes to 85 mph and 
isn’t very accurate as it gets 
toward its extremes. I was on 
the ‘95 Mystic and watched as 
the speedo climbed past 75, 
then 80 and leveled out around 
90 and sometimes 95.  I won-
dered if he’d hit an even 100.   
   Up ahead, Jay was cocooned 
in the marvelous RT fairing, 
little wind or noise to give him 
an indication of speed.    
   We blazed across the desert 
in record time, reaching the 
northern route up toward the 
Idaho border just as it was get-
ting dusk.   
    In the high desert country a 
harvest has been going 
on. Square bales of hay, each 
the size of a large refrigerator 
are piled into house-sized 
masses looking as solidly fitted 
together as the Pyramids. The 
fields go on forever, cut stubble 
the height of a man’s ankle, the 
color of the crust of the best 
apple pie you ever ate, as far as 
one can see and over the hori-
zon from there. The cut rows 

are so straight and long, going 
out of sight, that one wonders if 
the tractor driver still remem-
bered how to turn the beast 
when he got to the end.  
    We stopped briefly in the 
town of Colton, where we con-
templated staying and Dave 
went on. Before going, he gave 
me a lesson in the map func-
tions available on the Iphone he 
was carrying on a handlebar 
mount.  I had one, the older 
version, but had no idea of such 
features, being basically a Lud-
dite with tools beyond my com-
prehension (think of the mon-
key in “2001, A Space Odys-
sey” who picks up the jaw-
bone....he knows what he has is 
important, just not yet 
why)..  His lessons were to 
prove quite handy later in the 
trip.  
   Jay and I failed to find any 
accommodations that met even 
our minimal standards, so 
pressed on up the forest road 
toward the border.  At the town 
of Ione, we found a small mo-
tel, “rustic” in its’ features, and 
there again met up with 
Dave.  The motel clerk told us 
that the only restaurant in the 
area closed in 20 minutes, so 
we mounted up and rode there 
with gear still on our bikes.  As 
we walked in to the Cabin Grill, 
the waitress turned over the 
“closed” sign to face out-
side. Dinner there was surpris-
ingly good, perhaps the more so 
because we almost didn’t get it. 
    Back at the motel, we sat out 
on a picnic table beside the lake 
with Dave and the owner swap-
ping travel stories and listening 
to the owner regale us with lists 
of the animals he’d killed in the 
area.  I went to bed early. 
    The next morning Jay and I 
were ready to go at daylight but 
there was no sign of life from 
Dave’s room so we headed out 
on our own again.  The road 

 
Jay Smythe  
at The Cabin Grill 

���������
�	
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down to the only border cross-
ing followed a lakefront, wind-
ing in and out of the shore-
line.  The sun was to our right, 
coming through the trees like a 
strobe light making the curves 
somewhat surreal.  At the town 
of Newport, we found ourselves 
in Idaho with no formal an-
nouncement that the border had 
been crossed.  Breakfast was at 
the Riverfront Café, oddly 
enough right on the river, 
where we learned all about the 
robbery at the restaurant (“an 
inside job”!) the waitresses' 
impending retirement and her 
plans for the big trip in the 
camper.  
    We rode on down route 2 to 
Sandy Point and picked up 200 
south around Lake Pend Oreille 
into the mountains, then back 
north on 56 for spectacular 
views of mountains and lakes 
and forest. The pine forest 
came back, though not entirely 
successfully, with brown hills 
peeking through.   
    Leaving Newport we fol-
lowed Route 2 along the Priest 
river and a lake down into a 
low valley. As we neared Mon-
tana, the valley opened up into 
the wide grassy bottom, 
hemmed in by tall mountains 
that we’ve all seen in the mov-
ies.  There should have been a 
wagon train on the trail, with a 
tall, square-jawed hero in the 
saddle of a great brown horse, 
out in front leading the 
way. Instead, there were camp-
ers and pickups and the occa-
sional motorcycle, going about 
the rather ordinary business of 
we modern humans.   
   We made our first pie stop of 
the day in Libby Montana, 
where I also wanted to buy an-
other layer for warmth. I hadn’t 
given enough thought to the 
temperature changes that come 

���������
�	
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Not exactly Ward Bond... 

...or Clint Eastwood, either 
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in August with altitude and 
latitude. We found the imagina-
tively named Libby Café with a 
pie case well stocked and a 
helpful young waitress who 

told us she’d moved there from 
North Carolina.  “I didn’t real-
ize that what we had down 
there weren’t mountains until I 
moved here” she said.   A se-

lection of pie slices became our 
lunch, including Hackleberry, a 
local delicacy which must be 
picked wild and reportedly can-
not be cultivated.  
   Leaving town I noticed that 
there were several casinos 
along the main street but none 
of them had any cars in the 
parking lots.  I saw this in sev-
eral other towns we passed 
through until we got into more 
“touristy” areas, but no one 
could offer a good explanation 
for the absence of gambling 
customers.  Apparently the ca-
sinos never close, so that was-
n’t the reason.  Have hard times 
hit the recession-proof gam-
bling industry? 
   Also of note in Libby, a busi-
ness with a large sign advertis-
ing its two specialties: "Gifts" 
and "Irrigation"  I was trying to 
think of the last time I consid-
ered giving someone an irriga-
tion system for that special oc-
casion, and if one would, how 
should it be wrapped?  
  We made our way up through 
Kalispell, a name that just 
seems to have some true west-
ern cache about it, to Whitefish 
where we found a room for the 
night.   Our hotel, the Down-
towner, had seen better days a 
long time ago, but met our re-
quirements of being relatively 
clean, quite cheap and within 
walking distance of a restaurant 
with beer. 
   Our first stop for the evening 
was the Great Northern Brew-
ery where we sat at the second 
floor bar looking out of the 
glass front over the main 
street.  We tried a flight of sam-
ples, each finding some we 
liked (usually not the same 
ones, though the Frog Hop Pale 
Ale was a winner) and defi-
nitely agreeing on one neither 
of us found appealing. For my 
admittedly non-universal taste, 
the Pack String Porter was the 
best on offer.  (When asked 
about the significance of the 
name, the bartender said “They 
just made it up”) 

���������
�	
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Libby Cafe 

Another luxurious lodging 



 Thus fortified, we wandered on 
down the street finally settling 
on “Latitude 48", an eclectic 
little restaurant with a varied 
menu.  The food was excellent 
and they also had a decent beer 
and wine selection.  We were 
sufficiently sated that even I 
couldn't go for dessert. 
    Back at the motel, we met up 
with a group of a half dozen or 
so Harleys and their riders just 

checking in.  They had Illinois 
plates, but apparently had 
trucked the bikes to somewhere 
nearer the west and were riding 
from there.  We talked to some 
of them about their machines 
and their travels, and realized 
later that none of them had ex-
pressed any interest in the two 
old Beemers or where we might 
be going. 

    The next morning, Tuesday, 
we headed out at first light for 
Glacier.  We stopped in the 
town of West Glacier, the gate-
way to the park, for break-
fast.   A couple pulled in, each 
on a bike, with the man of the 
pair wearing a ventilated 
jacket.  Jay and I looked at the 
various layers we had on and 
concluded that either we have 
become wimps or he was just a 
mutant impervious to cold. Still 
no definitive answer to that 
question. 
   Into the park, paying heed to 
all of the signs warning us not 
to feed, or become food for, the 
bears, and then onto the “Going 
to the Sun” road.  I’d heard 
about this road all my adult life 
and was expecting something 
remarkable.  For the first sev-
eral miles, it was pretty, follow-
ing the glacial lakes and the 
stream, high mountains in front 
of us lit by the rising sun, but it 
was just a pretty mountain 
road.  
  Then it began to climb.  And 
climb.  We ran into several 
spots of construction where the 
pavement had been stripped 
down to bare earth and the traf-
fic stop delays gave us a chance 
to get off the bikes and look 
around.  The road is cut, liter-
ally, into the side of the moun-
tains like a goat track circling a 
hillside.  There is a low rock 
wall, not really enough to keep 
a car from going over and noth-
ing that would offer much im-
pediment to a bike headed off 
the edge.  And if one did so, the 
rider would have a lot of time 
to think about it before hitting 
anything on the way down. 
   It’s cliché to say that it looked 
like the view from an airplane, 
but like many clichés, there is 
an element of truth. 
 As we neared the top, nearly 
7,000 feet up, the valley below 
spread out in a wide compli-
cated series of U-shaped glacial 
excavations, so wide as to be 
almost impossible to take in at 
one view.  There were “hanging 
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Going to the Sun, but not quite there yet 



valleys” where intersecting 
glaciers had cut off the path of 
the smaller ones, leaving a huge 
saddle leading to a drop-off of 
hundreds or thousands of feet.    
   At the summit, we stopped 
for a break at the rest area and 
could see the bare rock peaks 
still towering above us.  Along 
their sides was the effluvia of 
erosion, the flaking off \of ever-
smaller pieces flowing down 
like melting candle wax.  Come 
back here in 10 million years 
and this summit will be down 
in the filled in valley....if an-
other continental collision has-
n’t started the process all over 
again. 
   On the other side of the sum-
mit pass, the road was more 
gentle in its slope and the drop-
off not quite so intimidat-
ing.  We could feel the tem-
perature rise as we descended 
until by the time we stopped for 
lunch at Kiowa we had to come 
out of our layers and switch to 
the ventilated gear.  At the ta-
ble, we spread out the map and 
contemplated our next 
move.  The plan had been to go 
on down to Beartooth Pass and 
Yellowstone, but, using the 
new-found electronic mapping 
skills I’d learned from Dave, 
we determined that such a route 
would have us over  1,000 
miles from DuPont on or about 
Thursday, necessitating a burn 
across the high desert to get 
home, possibly involving the 
dreaded interstate travel.  We 
decided to change course and 
head back into Idaho and over 
into Oregon to explore some 
mountain roads. 
   We went on south, along 
Route 83, eventually heading 
toward Seeley Lake.  By this 
time I’d developed a killer head 
and chest cold, no doubt the gift 
of some thoughtful passenger 

on my flight out. (Sharing the 
beer sampler in Whitefish  in-
cluded more than we 
thought.  In another day,, both 
of us had  a serious cold, one 
which  put a new cast on the 
trip.  It’s difficult to concentrate 
on riding when the wind 
through the face shield is 
spreading nose drippings across 
one’s face.) 
   We stopped at a drugstore for 
various remedies and were 
soundly warned about watching 
for deer on the road to 
Seeley.   We did see Bambi and 
his cousins several times on the 
route, but thanks to our height-
ened vigilance, neither deer nor 
BMW were harmed.   
   We found the last rooms at 
the small motel in Seeley Lake, 
operated by a young man who 
was from Harlan and at least 
claimed to know my daughter-
in-law’s family.  
   Dinner was at the dairy queen 
wannabe a few yards down the 
road., brought back to the pic-

nic table outside our room and 
washed down with a local Mon-
tana wine sourced from the 
combination Conoco gas sta-
tion, Ace Hardware and wine 
store a short distance 
away.  What red wine goes best 
with a burger and fries? 
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Large old man in front of even larger, older valley  

This may look like grass, but it's the tops of tall  pine trees. 
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   From Seeley Lake, we headed 
southwest on Rt. 200, yet an-
other mountain road, down to 
Missoula for breakfast.  Leav-
ing there we started up into the 
Lolo Pass area which had been 
recommended as a road not to 
be missed, surely something to 
produce lasting memories.  It 
did, but not entirely of the kind 
we wanted. 
   We both got “performance 
awards “ from the Idaho State 
Police.  We were on route 12 
out of Missoula, up over the 
phenomenal Lolo Pass, enjoy-
ing the curves at the Montana 
speed limit of 70mph. It’s a 
lovely mountain road, with 
wide sweepers following the 
iconic rocky stream, with the 
occasional set of switchbacks 
for flavor.  Jay said “That’s the 
road I’ve been looking for”.   
   We stopped on the Idaho side 
of the border for a drink of wa-
ter and a bathroom and ran into 
a group of riders on modern 
sport-tourers we’d passed ear-

lier.  They seemed impressed 
that our old Beemers, piloted 
by two old men had  overtaken 
their convoy.  They warned us 
that the speed limit changed on 
the Idaho side of the line to 50 
mph....but apparently we (or I) 
didn’t take that enough to 
heart.    
   Shortly after leaving the café 
we came up behind a black 
SUV, sort of the standard vehi-
cle in this part of the country 
and as I swung out to pass it, I 
noticed the state police logo on 
the side.  He said it didn’t mat-
ter, he’d clocked us both com-
ing up behind him at 65 and 
was reaching for the light 
switch before I came up beside 
him.  From that point forward 
we were forced to obey the 
limit carefully, which changed 
a formerly very enjoyable bike 
road into drudgery....beautiful 
drudgery, but a chore nonethe-
less.  These were curves that 
would accommodate a fully 
loaded school bus at 65mph, 
much less a bike, and we were 
forced to hold it down to 50. 
   Just down from the site of our 
lawbreaking, we pulled into a 
lay by and were quickly joined 

by a very animated young man 
on a bicycle.  He was, by his 
own account, an “Iron Butt” 
motorcyclist and gave us great 
detail on how he’d prepped his 
bike, a Concours, for the long 
hours in the saddle (extra gas 
tank, various electronics, etc) 
and himself (a “Stadium Pal” 
relief device which would, I 
think, discourage tailgating.)   
   He said that 1000 mile days 
on a motorcycle weren't chal-
lenging (or masochistic) 
enough, so he’d decided to ride 
a bicycle 5,000 miles cross 
country, corner to corner.  He 
told us about a road called 
“Whitebird Hill Road” out of 
the nearby town of Grangeville 
which had been the old way 
across the mountain before the 
new road bypassed it.   
   We took his advice and found 
one of the best riding experi-
ences of the trip.  Whitebird 
Hill Road was empty of vehi-
cles (including those with offi-
cial logos) and didn’t have a 
straight stretch more than 50 
yards long for about 20 
miles.  Jay was on the Mystic 
and I was doing my best to 
keep him in sight.  The best 

We found the last rooms at the small motel in Seele y 
Lake, operated by a young man who was from Harlan 
and at least claimed to know my daughter-in-law’s 
family.  
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Even on the road, some 
standards must  
be maintained. 

Just down from the site of our lawbreaking, we pull ed 
into a layby and were quickly joined by a very ani-
mated young man on a bicycle.   
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part was that with the twistiness 
of the road, neither of us was 
breaking the speed limit of 55 
mph while testing the limits of 
the tires and our nerves (not 
always the same limit !)  The 
road eventually connected to 
Rt. 95 right at the top of 
the  Hells’s Canyon entrance 
where 95 began it’s descent in a 
long series of sweepers along 
the rim of an enormous valley. 

   For lodging that evening we 
found a small motel/B&B in 
New Meadows, Idaho, operated 
by a charming woman named 
JoBeth Mehen and her husband 
Steve , a plant scientist who 
had, she said, done some con-
sulting work at UK.   
   The motel part was in two 
blocks of rooms arranged 
around a courtyard behind the 
large 4-square, turn-of-the-
century (the one before last) 
house.  Inside the house was the 
office and a bar in what had 
been the front parlor.  Her hus-
band had constructed it from a 
single piece of wood, about 
eight feet long, three feet wide 
and at least 4 inches thick.  He 
had embedded in the bar geo-
graphic markers from the high-
est summits around.  There 
were tap handles for draft beer 
and a cooler case behind the bar 
with some interesting local 
brews.   
   Jay and I thought that a full 
bar in the front parlor seemed 
like an excellent decorating 
idea, but on further reflection 
realized that, in our households, 
this may be a minority opinion. 
   The next morning, we went 
into the Hell’s Canyon park and 
crossed over into Oregon at the 
Browning Dam.  From there we 
found the road up to the over-
look where we could see across 
the 10 mile wide canyon, which 
is one and a half miles deep.   
   The sign at the overlook says 
this is the “largest gorge in 
North America” which is either 
a case of semantics or an argu-
ment for them to sort out with 
the Grand Canyon folks.  One 
way or the other, it’s big. 
   We were advised by some 
riders we met up there to take 
the unmarked road from the 
Canyon access over to 82 and 
in to Joseph, Oregon.   This 
turned out to be a marvelous 
road, skirting around the edges 
of Pete’s Point (elevation 9,700 
feet) and down into a pictur-
esque town spread out in the 
valley, again like in a classic 

western movie.  No gunfights 
on the main street, though, just 
tourist stores and excellent res-
taurants for weary travel-
ers.  We ate lunch on the deck 
of a local brewpub (no beer for 
us !) and coffee house (you can 
see their caffeine options at 
Motleybrew.biz).    
   Saddling up (though not quite 
as dramatic as in the westerns) 
we continued west on 82 down 
to LaGrand and then to North 
Powder (don’t these just sound 
like Shane and Rooster Cog-
burn must live there?) where 
we took off on a “white 
road” (unmarked and un-named 
roads on the Oregon map) 
across the Wallowa and Whit-
man National Forests.    
   We went through the An-
thony Lakes Ski area, aban-
doned at this time of year, and 
that was the only sign of 
“civilization” we saw for nearly 
100 miles.   
   Riding across the top of the 
pass, just over 7,000 feet, we 
could see in the far distance a 
huge column of smoke rising 
from the horizon.  It resembled 
those iconic photos you’ve seen 
of the mushroom cloud from a 
nuclear explosion.  We later 
learned it was a massive forest 
fire in the Columbia River Ba-
sin, a couple hundred miles 
from us, but we briefly contem-
plated our course if while we 
were up here, “they’d dropped 
the Big One” ending it all.  Our 
conclusion was, if so, then the 
heck with the speed limit !  But, 
figuring that wasn’t the most 
likely explanation for what we 
saw, we proceeded on our law-
abiding way. 
   Our berth for the night turned 
out to be the Antlers Inn in 
Ukiah, Oregon, a town of about 
300 souls.  The only other 
choice was an RV park with 
“cabins” consisting of four 
wooden walls and bunk beds, 
facilities outside.   The Antlers 
was a wooden two story struc-
ture, festooned on the outside 
(and inside) with horns of vari-
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On the Idaho side of Hell's Canyon 

“Largest gorge in North America”? 
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ous creatures screwed to the 
walls.  
    It appears to have been con-
structed in the 19th century, I 
think, as a rooming house for 
miners and loggers with a mini-
mum of fuss and attention to 
comforts.  The rooms were all 
on the second floor, 
small,  hardly large enough for 
two beds, requiring that some 
of our gear be stowed on the 

bed as there wasn’t room on the 
floor to walk around it.  
   The bathroom facilities were 
at the end of the hall, shared 
with the other guests, who were 
on this occasion government 
bat census workers who didn’t 
come in from their labors until 
about 3am.   
   The “lobby” was small, 
maybe 8 x 10 with a secured 
window for check in and again, 
more antlers. Our check in 
clerk was also the waitress at 
the bar nearby, the only eating 
establishment in town.   We 
walked down there and took 
our seats at one of the bar tables 
and were given our choice of 
entrees....burger or burger & 
fries.  The beer selection leaned 
heavily toward made in St. 
Louis, but there were a few 
local brews, enough to get us 
through dinner satisfacto-
rily.  We listened with rapt at-
tention while the waitress de-
scribed in detail to some of the 
regulars how much better 
things were now that she’d got-
ten her new teeth. 
    From Ukiah we took another 
white road over to Heppner, 

going across Black Mountain 
( a mere 5,900 feet up) follow-
ing Willow Creek to its reser-
voir.  The mountains here are 
smoothly rounded, farther 
along in the erosion process, 
and shaded in various hues 
from the brown side of the 
crayon box.  This is what 
“burnt Sienna” was made to 
color.   
   Vegetation is low, scrub trees 
and bushes, just enough to pro-
vide shelter and food for some 
very hardy critters who live 
here.  Along the banks of Wil-
low Creek there are trees, look-
ing almost like a planted lane 
for a park, but really just re-
flecting that this is the only 
place where there’s enough 
water for anything more than a 
few feet high.   The town of 
Heppner is arranged along the 
valley floor, like all the others, 
and is supported by the vaca-
tioners who come for boating at 
the reservoir.  Apparently that 
recreational paradigm doesn’t 
include breakfast, for there was 
no establishment serving such 
and the young attendant at the 
gas station gave me a quizzical 
look when I inquired, as if 
she’d never given that any prior 
consideration.   
   Up the valley road another 20 
miles was the town of Ione 
(yes, another one) with one 
restaurant.  There the waitress 
informed us that she liked 
cooking pancakes, but some-
times got “carried away” on the 
size.  We accepted the chal-
lenge and were rewarded with 
hotcakes that overflowed the 
large plates meant to contain 
them.  It took a while, but we 
managed to get most of them 
eaten while we perused the map 
to figure out where we were 
going from here. Folks at the 
café gave us directions to an-
other white road (“just past the 
school”....as if we, first time 
here, would know where that 
was !) which turned out to be 
just what we wanted.    
   The rough pavement wound 
around some low hills then 
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Compared to Jay's lodgings in Iraq, this looked pre tty 
good. 
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climbed quickly to a pla-
teau.  As we topped the rise, 
suddenly there was nothing but 
golden grass in ocean-like 
waves spread out before us as 
far as we could see in any di-
rection, broken only by the thin 
black ribbon snaking off into 
nothing out in front.  I tried to 
picture what it would have been 
like to be on horseback, before 
this road existed, coming upon 
such a sight.  The horseman 
would have known that he 
could ride in any direction for 
days and it would still look just 
the same. 

We had just a bit more travel-
ing capacity, so before too long 
we were back on a “real” (i.e. 
marked) road toward Condon 
and then Fossil (a town named 
in honor of  me, I’ve been told) 
through the John Day Fossil 
beds.   These canyon roads are 
laid out along the erosion paths 
of the high desert, formed when 
the volcanic activity and sedi-

ment filled in the ancestral 
mountain, then millions of 
years of rain and wind tried to 
take it all back.  Layer upon 
layer of earth is exposed, along 
with the various fossils, etc. 
contained therein, like a written 
timeline if only one has the 
information to understand 
it.  For the motorcyclist, how-
ever, the interpretation is much 
simpler.  Water eroding earth 
makes some really interesting 
curves.    
   At Antelope we stopped for a 
pie break (well, actually 
“marionberry cobbler” to be 
precise) at the only commercial 
establishment in town. 
   On the wall were newspaper 
stories about a religious leader 
from India who had created a 
ranch nearby, with fabulous 
mansion, then started bussing in 
homeless people from around 
the state to dominate local elec-
tions in a “takeover” at-
tempt.  The coup failed, the 
leader was exiled, leaving the 
mansion and ranch in the hands 
of a single caretaker (who had 
answered a “help wanted” ad 
without knowing what he’d be 
caretaking) for years until an-
other religious-based organiza-
tion bought it for presumably 
less nefarious purposes.             
   We found another white road 
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Nature's highway engineer does good work. 

At Antelope we stopped for a pie break (well, actua lly 
“marionberry cobbler” to be precise) at the only co m-
mercial establishment in town. 
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coming out of Maupin, OR into 
the Tygh Valley, that purported 
to be the Barlow Trail, part of 
the Lewis & Clark route. It 
wiggled its way around the base 
of Mount Hood which would 
appear suddenly around a turn, 
standing enormous, snow on its 
flanks, then disappear again 
like some supernatural thing 
popping in and out of existence 
at will.  At each appearance, the 
temperature would drop imme-
diately, as the cold air from the 
mountain blew through the 
opening like heaven’s own air-
conditioning vent. 
   We were alone up there on 
the Barlow Trail, with the traf-
fic all gravitating to Route 35, 
the main thoroughfare into 
Hood River.  Eventually we 
had to join them, heading down 
(a 26 mile constantly downhill 
run) to the town where we 
would spend the night.   
   Hood River is an excellent 
motorcycling destination 
town.  It’s small enough to be 
manageable but big enough and 
“touristy” enough to have all 
the interesting amenities,  
   We found a room at a decent 
motel about three blocks from 
downtown and walked down to 
explore the restaurant situa-
tion.  This was a Friday night 
and the sidewalks were full of 
people on their way to and from 
apparently interesting amuse-
ments.  One group of young 
folks was wearing masks and/or 
headgear, bobbing and weaving 
down the sidewalk to music 
only they could hear.  I suspect 
chemical enhancement.  We 
selected a place with a huge 
deck that afforded an excellent 
view of the river and the down-
town frivolity. Over the next 
couple of hours, the beer selec-
tion was sampled, wonderful 
meals consumed and musings 
on the general state of the 
world (and how it would be 
better if everyone just agreed 
with us) were mused.   
    Breakfast the next morning 
was at the place just down the 
block from our motel, which 

specialized in the first meal of 
the day and we benefited 
greatly from their exper-
tise.  Never let it be said that 
the possibilities of the egg have 
been exhausted!  
   We were on the downhill run 
now, always an awkward part 
of any trip.  The end is in sight 
but no one wants it to end, so 
we must milk the last bits for 

all they are worth.  We decided 
to go down the Columbia River 
on the Washington side to Port-
land, then head across the hills 
to the coast, crossing the river 
at the large bridge at As-
toria.  Following the Columbia, 
while not a technically chal-
lenging road, holds ones inter-
est because of the sheer enor-
mity of it.  They do things big 
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Stubbornly, John decides to press on straight ahead , mountain or no mountain. 
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here in the West and this river 
is a good example. Despite its 
size, there’s surprisingly little 
commercial development for 
long stretches, probably be-
cause of the mountainous ter-
rain that goes right down to the 
water, save for this thin band of 
asphalt. 
    Getting through Portland is 
something that just has to be 
endured, not enjoyed.  Finally 
we reached route 26 which took 
us away from the urban tangle 
and off again into the 
hills.   After veering off onto 
the smaller Rt. 47, we stopped 
in the small village of Veronia 
for the morning pastry replen-
ishment, at a Greek bak-
ery .  The Mediterranean coffee 
and baklava were so good that I 
tried two more of the flaky of-
ferings, even though I could not 
identify them.  They were light, 
flaky and quite tasty which is 
all I needed to know. 
     Not long after Veronia, we 
took yet another branch road, 
202, that promised to go off 
into the hills away from 
towns.   We weren’t the only 
ones who had thought this road 
would be deserted.  There was a 
curious sort of runner’s event 
going on.  For several miles we 
saw individual runners, wearing 
numbers, trudging along the left 
side of the road.  Some were 
running like the wind, some 
were plodding and some were 
not much more than walking.   
   One young woman was run-
ning, quite well actually, wear-
ing what appeared to be a red 
cocktail dress.  Ages ranged 
from teens to folks who looked 
even older than us. Every few 
miles there was a “station” with 
crowds of people checking in 
runners, milling about and gen-
erally looking like the end of a 
race....but it wasn’t.  Some run-
ners stopped and then left those 
stations, some ran right on 
through. This continued for 
about 20 or more miles, with 

the road also clogged by mini-
vans, each with the number of a 
runner, proceeding slowly 
along the route.  Some of the 
runners we saw many miles 
from the start didn’t seem to be 
the sort that would have beaten 
all competitors to that point, so 
we surmised they must have 
started at one of the stations in 
the middle. We still have no 
idea what was happening. 
     We left the runners behind 
and found our way into the As-
toria area to cross the mouth of 
the Columbia on the high, long 
bridge over to Washing-
ton.  I’ve still not quite recov-
ered from my trip across the 
Mackinaw Bridge back in 1988, 
so I was quite pleased to see 
that this structure didn’t have a 
metal grate bottom and the rails 
on the side went all the way to 
the road surface, not leaving an 
RT & rider sized gap as on the 
Mackinaw.   
     On the Washington side we 
picked up 101 which would 
lead us along the coast.  I had 
expected this area to be 
“touristy” but the target market 
was not luxury cars with well-
heeled sightseers, but SUV’s 
towing boats, seriously seeking 
fish.   It was starting to get late, 
so we were looking for a poten-
tial berth for the night, but ac-
commodation seemed to be 
more fish camp than motels.    
   Near North Cove, we found a 
small motel, but the young 
clerk informed us that she had 
no rooms with more than one 
bed.  Relying on my new found 
iPhone skills, (thanks Dave!) I 
looked up what might be avail-
able in the next town up.  I 
called the first number and was 
told by the woman who an-
swered that it wasn’t a mo-
tel.  Then her voice dropped to 
a husky whisper and she said 
“We have cabins (long, breathy 
pause).....fantasy cabins.....
(another drop in tone) .....for 
adults only”.   I explained that 

my brother-in-law and I were-
n’t exactly in the market for 
such an experience and tried the 
next number.  It was a Chinese 
restaurant which had a motel 
associated with it and that 
sounded great, if not actually a 
fantasy fulfillment.  
   Chen’s motel did turn out to 
be quite acceptable for the eve-
ning, located on the highway, 
just across a field from the 
coastal waterfront.  Breakfast 
was included in the price, pro-
viding us the next morning with 
what the menu described as 
“Happy Pancakes”....and, actu-
ally, they were. 
   Our morning path took us 
through the town where the 
“fantasy cabins” were lo-
cated.   Despite the mental im-
age that the overwrought 
clerk’s  description might have 
engendered, they turned out to 
be very small wooden struc-
tures with rather amateurish 
paintings on the sides depicting 
such scenes as a knight in 
rather shabby armor on his way 
to rescue a somewhat bored 
looking damsel in some un-
specified distress.  Not sure 
how they would get the horse, 
much less the armored knight in 
that small cabin, but I’ll leave 
that to the intended participants.  
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Not my idea of a fantasy, but your results may vary . 

Then her voice 
dropped to a husky 
whisper and she 
said, “We have  
cabins (long, 
breathy 
pause).....fantasy 
cabins..... 
(another drop in 
tone) …  
...for adults only”.    
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 The highway along the coast is 
usually separated by residences 
and fields enough to hide the 
ocean for much of its’ run up 
the southern portion.  On the 
inland side, we saw several 
areas where it appeared that 
large swaths of trees had been 
felled, but not by saw or even 
bulldozed.  It looked as if 
something, storm or similar 
force, had jumbled the trunks, 
roots and all, like an enormous 
tree salad in a 20 acre 
bowl.  One of these had a sign 

sprouting incongruously from 
the middle that announced “18 
hole golf course for sale”.  I 
looked to see if there was fine 
print at the bottom saying 
“some assembly required”. 
   Jay had been this way earlier 
in the summer and wanted to 
show me a beach he’d 
found.  On the rocks of this 
beach were logs easily twice 
the size of the trees we’d 
passed.  The woods here have 

been clear cut numerous times 
(as announced by signs in front 
of the woods along the road) 
but these logs demonstrated 
what the old trees must have 
been like.  Since riding motor-
cycles does tend to make one 
forget, at least for a while, how 
old one actually happens to be, 
I had to climb up on the log and 
walk its length.   
   At the root end, there was a 
“saddle” in the wood which 
seemed like a perfect place for 
me to sit for a moment.  As in 

many aspects of politics, war 
and life in general, one should 
never lose sight of the need for 
an exit strategy.  I lowered my-
self into the saddle and immedi-
ately realized that modern ny-
lon riding clothes and age-
polished driftwood have a fric-
tion coefficient somewhat less 
than grease on a doorknob.  
    I began to slide forward and 
nothing I grabbed was any bet-
ter at slowing my progress.  I 

had a few seconds to try to pick 
a better (not good) place to fall 
off the end into the pile of 
smaller logs below. Fortunately 
Jay didn’t have the camera at 
the ready when I ingloriously 
sprawled out on the woodpile 
upside down and back-
wards.  The phrase “easy as 
falling off a log” now has a 
more personal meaning. 
    We had intended to deviate 
off our route to go out to the 
furthest northwestern point in 
Washington, but by the time we 
got to the turnoff, the fog had 
set in such that visibility was 
down to zero over the 

ocean.  We headed east, to Port 
Angeles, with lunch on our 
mind.  We picked a detour off 
101 that went somewhat inland, 
avoiding most of the fog, loop-
ing in and out of the foothills 
with gentle curves lined by tall 
trees.  We noticed signs inform-
ing us of the names of the 
creeks we passed over, includ-
ing “Uptha Creek”, “Itsa 
Creek” and one of my favorites, 
(I am not making these up) Psy-

hidt Creek.  We did not have a 
paddle. 
    At Port Angeles, we wan-
dered around the waterfront 
development for a bit before 
selecting a restaurant with a 
balcony overlooking the 
sea.  Our young waitress 
seemed puzzled by the two 
oddly dressed old men in the 
midst of the after-church lunch 
crowd, but she kept her profes-
sionalism and didn't ask any 
questions. 
    Our last meal-on-the-road 
behind us, we set out on 101 
south toward home. This route 
is gorgeous, following the 
Sound through small villages 
and wonderful shady 
curves....but this was tempered 
by our knowledge that the trip 
was ending and we had to get to 
DuPont before dark.  As we 
neared the city environs, traffic 
picked up in volume and 
slowed down in progress until 
within just a few  miles of Jay’s 
apartment, we joined I-5 and 
were at a standstill.  Creeping 
on the last miles,  a last stop for 
gas, then suddenly the turnoff 
for the subdivision and it was 
over, just that quick.   
   We put our gear away, then 
went for the last meal out at my 
favorite place, Jakes Restaurant 
& Grille on the Sound, about 5 
miles or so from the apartment. 
We sat out on the deck over-
looking the water with the 
mountains on the opposite 
shore.  New beers were tried, 
an excellent dinner eaten and 
then there was nothing to do 
but watch the sun go down over 
the peaks and head for 
home....and start thinking about 
the next trip. 
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How about an R100GSPD with only 9,128 miles? Paul H uber rode this one to breakfast on September 12th.  

At the Antique Motorcycle Club of America 
meeting held in Burgin, the editor focused 
on several bikes and made a couple of mis-
takes regarding the Tony Miller Indian Chief 
history. The following information should be 
correct.  
   Tony Miller of Lexington rides a 1948     
Indian Chief with over 180,000 miles that has 
been in the family since 1968. Tony's grand-
father bought the bike with 100,000 miles on 
it. Tony's father inherited the bike in the 
early 80's and with a bit of help from Tony, 
spent the next 10 years restoring it.   
Tony took ownership in 2005.  

Correction 
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Meet Rob Moore of Richmond with his 2006 R1200RT 
with 40,000 miles. Rob bought the bike with 8,000 
miles. His previous ride was a ‘95 R1100RS 

“We're a volunteer band sup-
porting Local First, local 
businesses in the Lexington 
area made up from profes-
sional musicians to people 
who have basics skills (me) 
and can't even read mu-
sic.  Anyone is welcome to 
join practices at Mecca 
Dance Studio and after they 
get comfortable with their 
instrument, play and per-
form!” says Heather. 

    “We've played three gigs 
one day last month, the 
Roots and Heritage Festival 
(parade), The Alleycats Bi-
cycle Prom, and Just-
FundKY.   
   “My favorite so far was 
having the honor to play 
Forecastle in Louis-
ville.  The double-decker 
bus broke down twice and 
we made the most of the 

delay with an Impromptu 
performance off I-64.   
   “We got there a few hours 
late, but trips like these with 
positive, enthusiastic people 
made it all the better ride.   
   “Our next event is Boom-
slang at the new Buster's 
this Sunday, Thriller 
on October 30th, and 1/2 
Way to Beaux's Arts Ball on 
Oct 31st. 

   “We have over 900 photos 
on our Facebook Fans of 
MMMB page that fans have 
uploaded and a few videos. 
http://www.facebook.com/
group.php?
gid=63437384823&ref=ts#/
group.php?
gid=34869355901&ref=ts 
  
“It's the journey, not the des-
tination, right?!!!” 

—Heather Auman 

Heather Auman performs, 
March Madness Marching Band  

Photo by John Rice 

Share your experiences  
by contributing to Apex.  

Send text files in Rich Text 
Format and photos  

in jpg format to 
paul.elwyn@gmail.com. 
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