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2007 BGB EXECUTIVE MEMBERSHIP News Rider: William Wosar

450-0586 waaw(@shaw.ca
At the monthly meeting for November some ,
.- . Webmaster: Melanie Wortman
positions were altered slightly - Jerry 4646722 wortman@telus net

Gruenwald (Vice-President) and Jacqueline
Gougen (Webmaster) have moved to Ontario,
and Dwight Hillas has stepped down as
Treasurer, while Melanie Wortman (Secretary)
has volunteered for the position of Webmaster
(mistress). Lauretta Laaning and Bob Brown are
Treasurer and Secretary respectively for the
upcoming 2007 ride season.

President: Rick Wortman
464-6722 rickride@telus.net

Vice President: Vacant

Registrar: David Leeb

481-5831 theleebs@telus.net
Treasurer: Lauretta Laaning
986-0303 llaaning@telus.net
Secretary: Bob Brown

986-0392 landb@telusplanet.net
Road Captain: Brian Hanasyk
469-7161 bhanasyk@aol.com

REPEAT BROADCAST

Darren LaBranche is en route to South
America: If you haven’t visited his website
chronicling his trip to South America, check it
out at http://dmotorider.com - he would like to
hear from you via email.

Kelly and Della Graham Round the World
Tour: Ditto for Kelly and Della (or ‘Kella’ as
they use as their joint email name.) Check out
the Graham’s website and journal at
http://www .kellarwt.com - more email in order.

BGB NEWSLETTER SUBMISSIONS
e Please submit anything and often to

waaw(@shaw.ca
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BMW RA Charter # 260
P.O.Box 11714
Edmonton, Alberta T5J 3K8
www.blackgoldbeemers.ca

MEETING SCHEDULE FOR 2006 — 2007 JUNE

The second Wednesday of every month:
e January 10
e & ( 0 1
* February 14
* March 14

* April 11
* May 09
* June 13

A GENTLE REMINDER

The Season End BGB Wind Up Banquet will be
held on the Saturday night of the Edmonton
Motorcycle Show weekend, January 13 at the
Northlands Agricom.

Please reply ASAP to Rick Wortman @)
rickride@telus.net to allow him sufficient time
to make appropriate preparations with
Northlands.

THE EDMONTON MOTORCYCLE SHOW

This years exhibit will be held 2007 January 12-14
with all information relative to the show to be found
at the link below.

Courtesy of:
http://www.sportshows.ca/EdCycle/

RIDING DEMONSTRATIONS

...will be held throughout the weekend — as our
year-end wind-up banquet is being held on the
Saturday that weekend I have listed Saturday
times only.

2# (
Hall D Saturday: 11:00 am 1:30 pm 6:00 pm

Hall D Saturday: 10:30 am 1:00 pm 5:30 pm

Trials is one of the oldest motorcycle sports
around and has developed into the most family
oriented, least expensive and safest forms of
motorcycle competition while also being
perhaps the highest skilled, scientific, and
challenging sport in the motorcycling
community. Trials has been used for decades as
a skill refiner for many top riders from other
motorcycle sports. Since Trials emphasizes
throttle control, traction sensitivity, balance,
boldness and split-second reactions and
execution, it will improve performance in any
two-wheeler activity.
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EXHIBITORS

1 thought I would highlight three manufacturers
that will be present at the show: BMW; Moto
Guzzi; and the Ural Russian Sidecar. The
following three the articles are found on the
show’s website.

.3 45 (

BMW enthusiasts are in for a treat as they will
be launching 6 brand new motorcycles at this
year's Edmonton Motorcycle Show, including a
new generation fourth model series. The new
2007 BMW R1200R combines timeless styling
with cutting edge technology. The latest model
to receive the new generation boxer engine, the
R1200R will be the first model to introduce the
BMW Motorrad ASC (Automatic Stability
Control) system. The optional ASC combined
with ABS will offer riders some of the safest
features currently available on a production
motorcycle. Producing 109hp and weighting in
at 435 lbs, this classic roadster promises to be an
invigorating and enjoyable ride, anywhere,
anytime!

Entering the hot middle weight motorcycle
category with another all new design, the F800S
& F800ST further showcase the strength of
BMW Motorrad in producing innovative
motorcycles for a demanding marketplace. The
first ever liquid cooled, two-cylinder, in-line
engine developed by BMW Motorrad in close
cooperation with Bombardier-Rotax, it sports
the latest DOHC four-valve technology, fuel
injection and a close ratio 6 speed gearbox. The
new F800S & F800ST produce 85hp and deliver
up to 86 Nm of torque at 5,800 rpm. With its
powerful character, low weight and agile
handling characteristics, this inline-twin delivers
impressive torque, excellent responsiveness and
good fuel economy all in one.

BMW is offering three new G650's, the XMoto,
XChallenge and XCountry. The XMoto is the
first premium offer in the "streetmoto" segment.

The liquid-cooled mill is claimed to crank out 53
horsepower at 7,000 rpm with torque
performance peaking at 44 1b-ft at 5,250 rpm.
The 650 thumping away in the heart of the new
series was derived from the Single powering the
F650GS models, but Motorrad engineers claim
modifications to reduce weight and boost
performance. Optimized for sporting fun on the
open road and curves, the Supermoto variant of
the new 650 series comes by way of its tires,
which are 120/70 front and 160/60 rear sportbike
tires. The street rubber is attached to 17-inch
cast aluminum wheels. The XCountry's front
suspension offers 23 cm of travel, and also
comes with an adjustable seat. This bike opts for
spoked wheels, with a 19-inch front and 17-inch
rear. The two wheels are paired with special tires
measuring 100/90 for the front and 130/80 for
the rear, which sport different tread than the
other models to enhance the Scrambler's off-
road/street dualities. The XCountry is the most
versatile bike of the three, and fills the dual-
sport role in the triad of bikes.

The XChallenge uses a 21-inch front wheel
combined with an 18-inch rear, both spoked
with aluminum rims and hubs, and
accommodate standard 90/90-21 and 140/80-18
off-road meat. A 300mm wave disc teams with a
double-piston floating caliper to take care of
braking duties up front, while a 240mm rotor
(also waved) is grabbed by a single-piston
floater out in the back.
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For most riders, the term "motorcycle" means a
two-wheeler. However, for the Irbit Motorworks
Factory located in Irbit, Russia, three wheels are
standard as a sidecar exits the factory bolted to
most of the motorcycles they produce. With
models like the Retro, Troyka, Tourist, Patrol,
Raven and Gear-up, these sidecar equipped
bikes need to be checked out while you're at the
show. Founded in 1939, over 3.2 million Urals
have rolled off the lines to date. While only a
small minority of motorcyclists have much
experience with sidecar equipped motorcycles,
changing demographics and a maturing
population are making them popular in many
countries. Rain or snow, sand or stream, wife,
kids or fido, the Ural is versatile for all types of
conditions and all types of passengers!

The Russian made Ural is the only motorcycle in
the world that comes manufactured with a
sidecar, engagable sidecar wheel shaft drive and
true reverse gear. The full model line includes a
wide variety of family and adventure - oriented
models that offer riders the versatility for
highway travel or trail riding with the same unit.
Ural Canada, located in Peterborough Ontario, is
the Canadian importer of these famous sidecar
motorcycles. In appearance, these sidecar-
equipped bikes closely resemble their original
design with OHV air-cooled four stroke flat twin
engines, leading link front forks on some models
and 1940's retro styling. However, they have
been updated to include modern amenities
including disc brakes, electronic ignitions and
larger displacement engines. While the outward
appearance retains the look of a classic Ural,
modern quality control techniques and use of
better alloying and casting, better engineering
tolerances, better paint and chrome make for a
stronger, better bike. And therein lies their
appeal for long-distance travelers and new riders
who are looking for something different. Simple
in design, retro in look, the Ural is a niche
motorcycle that offers riders simplicity, style
and sidecar functionality all wrapped up in an
attention grabbing package that lets riders stand
out in a crowd.

77

The legend of Moto Guzzi was born in 1920
when blacksmith Giorgio Ripamonti and Carlo
Guzzi built their first motorcycle. The legend
returns to Canada for 2007 as Moto Guzzi
introduces several new models to the market,
including the Breva 750, Norge 1200 GT and
California Vintage which will join the Griso and
Breva 1100's on the show floor.

The new Breva 750 is unmistakably a Moto
Guzzi. Beautifully designed and finished, it
stands out for the soft lines of the anatomical
tank and touch of class given by the three-spoke
wheels. Its compact size, ergonomic riding
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position and easy handling are all important
characteristics in city traffic, but the Breva 750
casily adapts to country roads, solo or with a
passenger. Its short wheelbase, with the highly
effective double cradle frame in high tensile
steel and precise steering geometry facilitates
easy handling and rapid direction changes.

The Norge 1200GT marks Moto Guzzis return
to Gran Turismo touring. The responsive ride
and impressive agility are made possible by a
chassis that combines a high strength steel frame
with a single sided aluminum swingarm and
incorporated reactive drive shaft. Designed for
total rider protection, the full fairing
incorporates leg shields at the front and splash
guards at the rear that follow the lines of the
bike like a natural extension to allow riding
through even the worst weather. The bike is
fitted with heated grips (standard) that offer a
choice of three settings. The windshield can be
adjusted to adapt the bike's acrodynamic
penetration to changing riding conditions and
rider preference.

Year after year, the look and technology of the
California Vintage have been updated, without
altering its tradition, personality and spirit. A
large comfortable seat enables riders to enjoy the
landscape while being protected from the wind
in the shelter of the large windshield. Fitted as
standard equipment together with the panniers,
the bike communicates a clear sign of its
vocation for travel. The reference to the past is
obvious with spoked wheels, newly designed
steel mudguards, supplementary fog lights and
new Brembo front calipers with black finish.
The engine has been almost entirely imported
from the Breva 1100, with a considerable
improvement in performance. More powerful,
easier to ride and safer, the look of the
California Vintage has been radically changed.
A unique and distinctive machine, the new Griso
1100's modern engineering and unique design
heralds high performance with Euro style. A
member of a new category of motorcycle that
Europeans call "Techno Custom," the Griso
1100's long and low power cruiser profile

delivers a unique riding experience Guzzi
describes as "stable as a power cruiser, as agile
as a lightweight naked, and as powerful as a
muscle bike". Completely redesigned for feel
and performance, Moto Guzzi's Italian racing
heritage is clearly visible in the Griso's
streamlined frame, fuel tank, and closely packed
fins of its engine.

The Breva V 1100 shares in this spirit. The
traverse 90 degree air cooled V-Twin displaces
1064 cc and features fuel injection, dry clutch
and 6 speed transmission. The result is
abundant low end pulling power and responsive
throttle control. The 45 mm front forks and rear
monoshock with rising rate linkages and
adjustable preload and rebound adapt to all
riding styles and road surfaces. The seat is well
shaped with comfortable rider ergonomics and a
generous 23 litre fuel tank permits long rides
between gas stops.

LONG DISTANCE DOODLES

THERE AND BACK AGAIN - PART 2
Submitted by Owen Clark

Last month we featured Part 1 of Owen Clark’s
trip on his quest to do a Border to Border ride,
from Canada to Mexico, with a Saddlesore 1000
and Bunburner 1500 thrown in for good
measure. This is Part 2 of his adventure.
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When last we left our intrepid adventurer, he had
lain down for some much needed sleep. We now
resume our tale the next morning.

~0800, Sept. 4 (just outside Nogales, Arizona)

Damn, 10 hrs of good solid sleep on a nice
comfortable bed was just what [ needed to
recover from the previous two days of riding.
Amazingly enough, I knew [ was ready to swing
my leg over the bike and get back riding again.
No hesitation whatsoever. So I crawled my ass
out of bed and hit the shower, having already set
out what [ was going to wear that day the night
before while I was re-packing all my crap. My
spirit felt much lighter, as [ was no longer on a
deadline and I could afford to just take it easy,
stop when [ wanted to, take whatever pictures I
wanted to without having to worry about being
in a certain place by a certain time.

Granted, I only had about 6 days to get home,
but that’s lot’s of time for someone like me,
especially knowing that if [ needed to, I could
always push a little harder from wherever I was
and stop later in the evening in order to make up
time.

After loading up the bike, I checked out of the
motel and headed back onto 119 and north
towards Tucson. I had been hoping to meet up
with Gabe, another KLR rider in Tucson, but we
never did manage to connect person to person,
instead playing phone tag with voicemail for a
while.

Stopped to take a couple pictures along the way,
and there was definitely one place I knew that I
had to stop at, having seen the signs on the way
down — The Titan Missile Museum in Sahuarita.
This is the last remaining intact Titan Il missile
silo in the United States, and it has been turned
into a museum. They run tours through the
place, and if you are there at the right time, you
might even be able to get the full tour top to
bottom of the entire complex, from the silo itself
(complete with intact Titan II) to the Complex
Control Room and Crew Quarters.

After spending some time at the museum, |
picked up a couple souvenirs and snapped a
couple pictures, then hit the road again. I still
hadn’t had any breakfast yet, and was planning
to stop in Tucson for that before heading further
on, taking a couple secondary highways instead
of the hell that is 110. This time I wanted to
bypass Phoenix completely and take something
a little more scenic.

Snapped a couple more pics on the way, had
breakfast at the Burger King just off [19 in
Tucson, then, with the help of a young woman
from Phoenix, got directions to US77 to take me
north to Oracle Junction, where I would pick up
US79 to Florence Junction, then on to Apache
Junction just on the eastern outskirts of Phoenix.
I hoped to meet up with yet another KLR rider
there, Perry, with the hopes that he could join
me for the run up US87 to Payson and a meeting
with John (yes, yet another KLR rider)

US77 was a pretty nice road, very scenic with
light traffic. Thinking I could get gas between
Oracle Junction and Florence, I passed up on the
pumps at O.J. and continued on up US79. 1
couldn’t believe just how desolate the area was,
not in the way of no life, as there was certainly
an abundance of plant and animal life along the
way, just in that there really wasn’t much of
anything out there. Lots of plant life, but not
really anything over about 2 — 3 feet tall. A lot
of fencing though, and the occasional sign that
‘something’ was being done out there, like a
partially cleared area with a couple pieces of
machinery sitting there, maybe a low rock wall
half completed. Then I would come across what
looked like a retirement community, low
bungalows or trailers spaced widely apart
amongst the scrub and rock, miles from anything
resembling civilization.

Not finding any fuel along the way, I kept my
speed low to ensure that [ wouldn’t run out.
Running out of fuel in the middle of
that...wasteland... does not exactly top my list
of fun things to do.
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Florence was an interesting place, dominated
primarily by a prison on one end of town and a
National Guard Reserve on the other. Filled up
the tank, then continued on to Apache Junction.
Hung out there for awhile while I tried to get a
hold of Perry (to no avail), then decided to push
on to Payson to see if John was around.

As I climbed further into the mountains on
US87, the scenery got much better, and the road
got twistier. Woohoo! Stopped for a breather at a
rest stop at the intersection of US87 and SR188,
about 16 miles south of Payson. It was quite
warm there, pushing maybe 28C, but I could see
that further to the north there was some serious
cloud cover and maybe some rain as well. Oh
well, I could live with that. It was nice to be out
of the desert for a change. Hitting the road again,
I cruised on down the slab, passing through a
town called Rye where I saw what looked like a
pretty good motorcycle wrecker. I’ll have to get
back there someday to check it out.

Just outside of Payson, I ran into the rain, so [
quickly pulled the bike over and hopped into my
rain gear, then zipped the last couple miles into
town to take shelter at the local Sonic. Wound
up chatting with a couple guys from Phoenix
who were riding Ninja 250’s. They had passed
me earlier in the day, and they were doing the
same thing [ was — grabbing a bite to eat while
taking shelter from the rain.

After the rain stopped, they headed out to go
back home, and I gave John a call to see if he
was around. If he was, I’d spend some time
visiting with him, and if he wasn’t then [ would
push on to Flagstaff or points beyond. I got
lucky though, and he was home, so he came
down to meet me at the Sonic and I followed
him back to his place. We had a bite to eat and
chatted bikes and other things into the night, till
we were both to tired to stay up. I crashed in his
spare room, then got up to fresh coffee and
breakfast in the morning. Good cooking John,
thanks.

Day 2 (Tuesday, Sept. 5)

After breakfast, I headed out to do some more
maintenance on the bike and get her loaded up
for the next days ride. I wanted to get at least as
far as Page that day. I had been planning to
swing by the Grand Canyon, but after John told
me that it was $20 just to get in, I decided to
pass on that. I wasn’t about to spend that kind of
money to go look at a big hole in the ground.

After saying goodbye to John, and thanking him
for everything that he had done for me, I rode
away. Taking his advice, I headed north on
US260 to Clint’s Well, where I turned off onto
the 487 which would take me past Mormon
Lake and Lake Mary on the way to Flagstaff.
What an absolutely beautiful road, and one
which I would heartily recommend to anyone
planning on riding in that area of Arizona.

After fuelling up in Flagstaft, [ hopped on to 140
for a quick run up to US89 and onwards to Page.
In some respects, I wasn’t really looking
forward to traveling through the Reservation
Lands again, as I knew it was going to be hot,
but I had few options to get to Utah and points
beyond. That damn Canyon really takes up a lot
of real estate and you are stuck going through
desert on both ends of it. I did want to see the
bluffs of the Kaibito Plateau again though, as my
first pass by them early Sunday morning showed
them to be a marvelous sight. Rolling through
the Coconino National Forest was always good
to ease the mind and spirit anyway, with the
scent of Pinyon Pine heavy in the air. After
stopping for a smoke and a cold drink of
Powerade in Gray Mountain, I wound up talking
to a gentleman who had a motorcycle repair
business in Escalante Utah. He was on his way
home after delivering a customer’s bike to
Phoenix, and before he left he gave me his card
and invited me to stop in if [ was in the area for
a chat and a beer. One of these days I’'m going to
do just that, but it wasn’t to be on this trip.
Heading out of Gray Mountain, I picked up the
slab again and headed north through the rising
temperatures into the heart of the wasteland.

Page 7



BLACK GOLD BEEMERS

2006 December

Miles of rock and sand in all directions,
interspersed with low scrubby bushes and no
visible water anywhere. How anyone could eke
out a living in this desolate area is beyond me,
and I have a great amount of respect and
admiration for those that do. By early afternoon,
I had reached the foot of the Kaibito Plateau and
the road began its ascent up the twisty path to
the top and Page just a few miles beyond.

Stopping at a rest stop/parking area near the
summit of the ascent, I pulled off to admire the
view and check out the wares that several native
women had on display. Every piece of jewelry
and pottery that these half dozen women had
arrayed on their tables was an incredible work of
art, and had my budget allowed it, I would have
gladly purchased something from each of them.
Looking South and West from this vantage
point, I could see where Marble Canyon cut its
way through the rock and sand to eventually join
up with the Grand Canyon approximately 20 —
25 miles away. I could almost see the rim of the
canyon through the heat haze. After killing
about an hour here, sweltering in the heat,
admiring the view, and talking with other
travelers, I decided it was past time for lunch, so
I headed off into Page and the local McD’s.

For the record, I never want to see that particular
McDonald’s parking lot again; there is not a
single level parking space there, and my only
option for parking was to point the bike uphill
towards the door and actually leave the bike in
gear so that it wouldn’t roll backwards down the
parking lot, sidestand or no sidestand. I did,
however, enjoy the air conditioning that they
had, and my typical fare from their dollar menu
— double cheeseburger and two apple pies,
supplemented with —real- iced tea. This
surprised me, as usually every fast food place
that I have been to has had the fake sweet stuff,
but this actually tasted like cold, unsweetened
tea and was a very refreshing change.

After lunch, I headed off to cross over the Glen
Canyon Dam for the second time, only this time
I would actually be able to see just how far

above the river I really was. Given that I’'m not a
real big fan of heights, this was more than a little
scary for me, but I just focused my attention on
the other end of the bridge and motored across.
Of course, I’m also a little bit of a masochist, so
I had to stop by the visitor center on the other
side and take a few pictures. It’s very sobering
to look a couple hundred feet down and see the
dam with Lake Powel on one side, and be
able to see the river coming out the other side of
it.

Continuing on down US89, I crossed into Utah
and admired the scenery around me. It was still
fairly barren, but there was more plantlife here
in the highlands than I had seen down in the
valley in Arizona. Stopping at a rest
stop/historical marker, I took the opportunity to
park the bike in the shade provided by an older
couple’s motorhome and have another drink of
Powerade. Reading the information post, I found
that just on the other side of the fence was the
site of an early 1800’s Mormon town, called
Pariah. I talked with one of the older travelers
there about the landscape and how it was
remarkable that anyone would want to build a
town in such a remote area that seemed to offer
so little. He quite accurately commented though
that people were a lot tougher and hardier in
those days than they are now, and I can’t help
but agree. Nowadays, we can’t seem to live
without our air conditioning, central heating,
indoor plumbing, cable tv, what have you, but
back in the pioneer days, they had none of those
amenities and still managed to survive and
prosper.

Hitting the road again, I cruised into Kanab for
gas and a quick bite, before deciding how far I
was going to continue that day. It was still
relatively early, only about 5pm or so, and [
wasn’t really in the mood to stop, so I continued
on up US 89 to a rest stop just outside of
Glendale, where I ran into ‘The Desert Doctor’
once again (this was the guy with the motorcycle
repair business in Escalante, who I had last seen
about 6 hours earlier in Gray Mountain). He was
taking a quick break before heading off on his
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last stretch toward home, and I was putting on
my cool weather gear and having a smoke
before I headed off to finish my day in
Panguich, where I managed to find a motel room
for only $30 (The Bryce Canyon Motel) and
called it a day. I lucked out and arrived in time
to catch that week’s episode of
Rockstar:Supernova and enjoy some really good
rock and roll.

Day 3 (Wednesday, Sept. 6)

Woke up early, sans alarm clock, as I had done
the last couple days, and decided to repeat my
routine of checking out, then riding for a few
hours before grabbing some breakfast
somewhere. After leaving Panguich, I stopped
at a rest stop between Marysvale and Sevier for
a couple pictures, then headed on to breakfast in
Sevier. After a good cup of coffee and a
Croissanwich at the local Burger King, I
continued on up the 89 to Salina, then hopped on
the 256 up to Gunnison. I had to choice to make
here, whether to get back on the 89 and continue
up through the mountains to where it came out
by Salt Lake City, or get on the 28 and take it
back to I15 just outside of Nephi. Looking at my
maps and my budget, I decided that I wanted to
make some good time today and get back on the
slab, so onto the 28 I went. As I got closer to 115
and started coming out of the mountains, the
temperature began to climb again, and this just
inspired me to put as much distance on as I
could, and hopefully make it at least into Idaho
before I stopped for the day.

Somewhere between Salt Lake City and the
Utah/Idaho border, I had a yellow Triumph
Daytona come up behind me, and as he passed
me and gave me a thumbs up, I noticed the
Alberta plate on the back. Someone else heading
home. Utah went by in a fairly quick blur, and
even the extensive construction work taking
place on I15 didn’t really slow me down that
much. Before I knew it [ was crossing into Idaho
and rain was threatening. As I felt the first drops
start to hit, I quickly pulled over and threw on
my rain gear, then roared off again, tucking my

chin down onto the top of my tank bag to keep
as much rain out of my face as I could. This was
one of the rare times in my travels that [ wished
I had my full face helmet. Within only a couple
minutes though, I came out of the rain and it
started to heat up again, so I pulled into a rest
stop to take off my extra gear.

Naturally, within a few miles of leaving the rest
stop, I ran into a spurt of rain again, so once
again I donned my rain gear on the side of the
road before continuing on. This time though, I
decided to keep my rain gear on until I hit Idaho
Falls and my second meal stop of the day. While
sitting in the McD’s parking lot sipping my
coffee, I decided to adjust my chain again and
lube it, as it was really starting to show signs of
serious stretching.

Maintenance done, I headed off again, and
somewhere between Idaho Falls and Camas, 1
saw a familiar yellow bike come up behind me
again — the Alberta Daytona. Pulling over to the
side of the interstate, we chatted for a bit about
our bikes and our travels, where we were
coming from and where we were going to. We
both had the same end destination in mind for
that day — Butte Montana — so we agreed to ride
together and split the cost of a hotel room there.
After a few miles though, Alex rode away, being
much more comfortable cruising at a higher
speed than me. I figured that [ would see him
somewhere down the road, and I was right. As it
got dark, and the road started to climb into the
mountains of southern Montana, the temperature
dropped. I came upon Alex waiting at the exit to
Dillon Montana. It was getting too cold for him,
and there was a sign for a Super 8, so we agreed
to head in there and grab a room, then some food
and maybe a couple beers.

Which of course, is exactly what we did,
although it did take us a bit of time to find a
decent bar. If you like a darker beer, and it’s
available where you live, I highly recommend
Big Hole Diablo. Very nice.
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Day 4 (Thursday, Sept. 7)

The next day we grabbed a quick bite from the
hotel ‘continental breakfast’ — coffee and a
banana for me, and Alex had a danish. We also
chatted with a rider from California who was on
a Concours and heading across Montana and
into Idaho, then Oregon before heading back
home. Alex and I were going to continue riding
together back to Alberta, but he decided that I
was running too slow for his comfort, so he took
off on his own. No worries, I was happy to
continue on my own, stopping when I like and
just generally keeping to my own, relatively
unhurried, schedule.Grabbed a bite to eat in
Butte, then headed off to my favorite stretch of
115, between Helena and Great Falls. This is a
very scenic bit of twisty pavement, and my poor
bike got a good workout through there.

I wasn’t looking forward to northern Montana,
between Great Falls and the border, as it’s a
fairly uninspiring bit of terrain with a lot of
wind. [ knew that if [ kept my speed down
though, I could easily make Lethbridge or even
Fort MacLeod before I would need fuel again,
once I had topped off my tank in Vaughn, just a
few miles north of Great Falls. I had originally
thought about looking up a fellow LDRider in
Great Falls, Curtis Barrow, but it was still early
in the day and I knew that I could easily make it
home by later that evening. Besides, I had
already called my girlfriend and told her that I
would be home that night, sometime between 8
and 10pm. I was a man on a mission again, only
this time my goal wasn’t a foreign country, but
the arms of the woman that I love.

Fate was going to deliver me a serious kick in
the ass though, as I would learn later in the
evening.

Four miles shy of Shelby, and only 39 miles shy
of the border, just as [ was coming up a hill, my
chain decided to come off the rear sprocket.
Fortunately, it dropped to the inside of the hub
and allowed the wheel to keep rolling and not
causing me to crash. Sweltering in the heat, I put

the chain back on, then cautiously headed into
Shelby to try to find a bike shop and maybe pick
up a cheap chain.

Of course, Shelby doesn’t have any motorsports
dealers, the nearest one being in Conrad, 25
miles back the way I had just come. They did
have a motorcycle repair shop though, but
nobody could give me good directions on how to
find it — they knew where it was, they just didn’t
know how to tell me how to find it.

Sitting on the sidewalk in front of the gas
bar/convenience store, I mulled over my options
— continue on and hope for the best, or turn
around and burn precious fuel in the hopes that
the bike shop in Conrad would have a chain. |
hadn’t been able to get through on the phone to
them, so I had no way of knowing in advance if
they had what I needed. In the end I decided to
take it easy and push on to the border and closer
to home. Everything went relatively well from
there on, although I did get held up a bit at the
border and had to pay duty on some of my
purchases, but in the end I got off relatively ok.
Made it into Lethbridge without incident, and
made a beeline for the nearest Tim Horton’s. It
was so good to sit there on home soil, drinking a
glorious cup of good coffee and smoke a really
good American cigarette.

As I left the Tim Horton’s though, my chain
once again decided to come off the rear
sprocket, and I again rolled to the side of the
road and put it back on. This was not good, but I
figured that I could make it home. [ would have
to, as it was now too late in the day and the local
bike shops were all closed. Ten kilometers or so
shy of Fort MacLeod, the bike started to sputter
and cough, so I flipped the petcock over to
reserve and headed for the nearest gas station, an
Extra Foods gas bar that I was familiar with,
having gassed up my bike there during the
Alberta 2000 Rally back in 2005. The price of
gas was even tolerable, at 87.9 cents a litre, a far
cry from the ~99cents a litre it had been when I
left.
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A block up the street, gas was 96.9 cents per
litre. I just shook my head at this difference in
price. Checking my watch, I knew that I was
right on schedule to be back in Red Deer and
seeing my girlfriend by 9pm. Fort MacLeod
would be my last gas stop before home.

As I rolled out of the city, I was in a very good
mood. After 6 days away, I couldn’t wait to be
home again.

Then Fate, that cruel bitch, hit me with both
barrels - 34.7km out of Fort MacLeod, the
master link on my chain snapped apart. As the
broken chain whipped around the sprockets, it
took a 6 inch chunk out of my rear chain guide,
then proceeded to take a large chunk out of my
front sprocket cover and slice right through the
two wires coming off my pickup coil. All
heard was a loud bang and my bike went dead
instantly. I rolled over to the side of the
highway, turned the key off, and put the
sidestand down. Looking down to see what was
wrong, thinking that maybe I had just had the
chain come off again, my good mood evaporated
like dry ice in a desert. Two and a half hours
from home, and the only way I was going to get
the bike there was to trailer it. Taking my helmet
off, I set it on the side of the road several feet
behind my bike in the accepted symbol for
‘biker in distress’, then walked 150m back up
the highway to retrieve my broken chain from
the middle of the road.

Getting back to the bike, I first called my
girlfriend to let her know what had happened,
and that [ wasn’t sure when [ would be getting in
that night, if at all. After about 40 minutes
though, a farmer stopped to see if [ needed
assistance — he was the first person to stop. I said
1 did, so he went home and got his truck and
horse trailer to take me and the bike into
Claresholm, just a few kilometers down the
road. Once there, I could call my friend Darryl
in Calgary and hope that he could come down
with his trailer and get me back to his place.
Darryl was willing to do this, as long as I paid
for the gas, which I was more than willing to do.

After Neil dropped me and my bike in
Claresholm, I walked a half a block to the Mac’s
store to get a coffee and something to eat while I
waited for Darryl. As I approached the store, I
could see a familiar yellow fairing in the parking
lot, and as I got up to the windows, there was
Alex, who I had last seen about 11 hours earlier,
having a cup of hot chocolate and a snack. He
had arrived at the Mac’s store at about the same
time that Neil and | were unloading my bike
from the back of his trailer.

Alex and I chatted a bit, and he offered me a ride
into Calgary, but by then I already had a ride for
both the bike and myself, so I passed on the
offer. After some more chat, he hopped back on
his bike to head into Calgary and some sleep at a
friend’s place.

Once Darryl showed up, we loaded Kylie on his
trailer, tossed my gear in the back of his truck,
and hit the road for his place, where he said I
could leave Kylie until the weekend, when I
would be able to come down with my dad’s
truck and take her the rest of the way home.
Once unloaded at Darryl’s place, I grabbed a
few necessities from my luggage and started
walking. I couldn’t get a hold of my brother, and
Darryl had no extra bed for me to crash on, so I
was going to hitch it back to Red Deer. At
3:30am, I finally managed to get a ride to the
Tim Horton’s in Gasoline Alley in Red Deer,
and by about 6am [ had finally made it to my
girlfriend’s place. I was absolutely exhausted,
but I was still coherent enough to give her the
silver chain that I had picked up for her in
Mexico. She gave me a ride home before she
had to head off to a couple job interviews, and I
eventually managed to get a few hours of sleep
in that day. Saturday was a fairly easy day, and
finally, on Sunday, Sept. 10, I drove down to
Calgary with my dad’s truck to bring Kylie
home.

Thus ends my tale - Owen Clark...
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BIKE TRIP TO NORWAY - PART 6
Submitted by Jouni Herronen

Jouni Herronen submitted this article about his
trip to Norway. This is part 6 of an unedited
version of his account. The original document
complete with both maps and pictures was over
20 pages and 7000 words in length. All maps
and pictures will be available when this article
is posted on the BGB website.

His trip lasted from July 7-12 in 2000 and this
installment covers the last day.

% — 0$0!
It was raining during the night but the tent had
kept the water outside. In the morning the rain
stopped. I made some breakfast. After the
breakfast I packed the bike for the last time on
this trip. Soon after taking off I took a wrong
turn for the first time during the entire trip. I was
supposed to go to Raned, but I remembered the
map wrong and the signposts were not helping
me either. I realized my mistake after a couple
of kilometers and turned back. After Ranea I
came to the familiar E4 road, which takes me all
the way to Oulu. Speed was increasing again,
but the Swedish drivers really know how to use
their rear view mirrors and give plenty of way
for overtaking. With a bike it is not such a big
issue, but still it is nice when people know how
to make things easier.

Last refueling was in Haaparanta. A guy with a
fringy leather suit and a huge shiny Honda Gold
Wing stopped beside me. We started discussing,
first in Swedish before I realized that the guy is
from Finland. He asked me if [ was dreaming of
a bike like his. I almost answered that we
already have a car but managed to get something
more polite out of my mouth. The Gold Wing
might be a nice bike, but it’s just not for me.

Welcome to Finland. It was raining again, so I
had to take it easy. I stopped once more in
Kuivaniemi to buy some reindeer meat to bring

home. I packed the “souvenirs” to the saddlebag
and drove home. Unpacked, did a quick bike
cleaning and maintenance and the trip was over.

I still needed to bring the bike back to JK-
Liikennepalvelu and change from a 100 hp
motorcycle to 1 manpower bicycle. I suffered
through the rest of the summer without a
motorcycle, but the following spring I got
myself a BMW R1200C. By now I have been
driving with it about 50 000km, so there are
many more trips stories in my mind now.

Best regards,
Jouni Herronen

WASHINGTON ON TWO WHEELS
Submitted by David Leeb

This last summer our Registrar, David Leeb,
found his way to Washington State and back for
a glorious nine days on the road. This is Part 1
of his trip.

PART 1

Washington. August 18 — 26, 2006
Total distance: 4556 km

My intent was to sample the State of
Washington’s scenic landscapes and ride some
of its highly rated roads on my 2002 Kawasaki
77-R1200. I did not have a daily itinerary,
instead [ would stop or go on the whim of the
moment. The only fixed goals were to travel the
coast highway and see Mt. St.Helens

Day 1. August 18, Friday: 552 km

Left Edmonton behind at 7:30 a.m. and rode
straight through to Jasper Park. Detoured up the
winding road to Maligne Lake to practice
cornering skills for the days ahead. Traffic was
light and I was satisfied with my lines, speed
and lean angles except for the 30 kmph turn at
the west end of Medicine Lake. I tried it in a
lower gear on the way back and did somewhat
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better. At Mt. Robson I decided to stay at the
nearby campsite and take the 3 %% hr return hike
up to Kinney Lake. As I knew from many
previous trips to the mountains it would take a
while for the scenery to become more than just
mountains and trees. The glimpses of the peak of
Mt. Robson through clearings in the forest, the
silence along the trail except for the wind
sighing through the trees and the splashing
streams gradually put me in the proper frame of
mind to appreciate the beauty and majesty of
this ancient land. Stirring uncomfortably beneath
the serene feeling of being cocooned in mother
nature was awe of her uncaring enormity and
unimaginable age.

Day 2. August 19, Saturday: 423km

Woke at 5 a.m. to shower and shave. It started
to rain when I came out of the washroom, so it
was back into the tent to fall asleep peacefully,
listening to the rain drops on the tent. When |
woke at 9 the sun was shining, and by 10:30 I
had packed, breakfasted and was underway
headed south on Hwy 5. Holidays should be like
this — no timelines, no urgency, do as you
please. The highway has more curves and ups
and downs than I remembered from earlier trips
but even so it was fairly dull going, more so as
the temp rose to 33 degrees. Turned west onto
Hwy 24 just south of Boulder. It had just
recently been repaved and was smooth,
deliciously curvy and empty. The posted speed
is 80 & 90, easy at 120. This is pretty country,
with the occasional farm or ranch, but winter
would present a different picture, when the few
people living here might well feel lonely and
isolated. Now it was August and the heat made
me so dull I missed a scenic side road and
viewpoint just before Hwy 24 ended at Hwy 97.
Here the country looked like northern forest,
rocky and covered in stunted evergreens. It soon
turned into the landscape typical of the BC
interior - hot dry hills laced with streams.

An hour later I pulled over in Cache Creek to
orient myself on the map and get a large
milkshake. [ was soaking wet under the leathers

and needed to cool down and re-hydrate. An air
conditioned motel was just across the street,
giving me the come hither and I decided it was
too hot to trouble with camping. There were
only 2 cars parked out front, business was
clearly slow, and that gave me enough leverage
with the owner to negotiate a discount. This
would be the only night during the 9 days I did
not camp.

Day 3. August 20, Sunday: 579 km

Woke at 4 a.m. but didn’t want to get out of bed
and dozed away till 7. Am I getting lazy or just
needing to catch up on my sleep?. Was on my
way to Merritt by 8 a.m. Hwy 97C is a very fun
road through uninhabited land. There’s nobody
on it early on a Sunday morning, neither is there
anyone to notice if someone happened to miss a
corner and head into the trees. I played it safe
and went the distance b/w 120 and 130 kmph -
still fast but not on the edge. Temperature was
blessedly cool and climbed from 11 to 15 during
this leg. At the gas stop in Merritt were three
600cc sportbikes, the riders all fitted with 1
piece racing leathers. One of the lads had just
taken a slide off the road and the bike had
broken body work and ugly scratches but was
still serviceable. Serious damage had been
prevented by the pucks attached to the frame.
Hwy 5A from Merritt to Princeton turned
narrow after Aspen Grove but the surface was
new and smooth, and traffic was sparse. Hwy 3
between Princeton and Manning Park offered
some very tight curves and a good surface, but
also dense camper and trailer traffic and I spent
too much time trailing columns of cars at 60 to
80 kmph all the way to Hope. On the way to
Abbotsford the temperature had climbed back
up to 30, but the land was so green and lush that
most of the road was mercifully shaded by the
huge trees.

Crossed into the US at Sumas at 1PM, and
immediately headed off in the wrong direction
till I reached a dead end, whereupon I resolved
to pay closer attention to road signs and turned
back to find Hwy 9. The posted speeds are only
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30 to 50 mph, but what with tractor trailers,
motorhomes and Sunday afternoon sightseeing
traffic it was even slower going and not much
fun. Made worse because it was a curving and
hilly road through trees and farmland that would
be a rush if it were empty.

I detest having to go through towns with lots of
traffic lights when it’s hot. The bike protests,
threatens to overheat , and valve clatter reminds
me I should not have used regular gasoline.
There were traffic lights even on Hwy 20 to
Anacortes. My brain was overheating too as |
was sharply reminded when I caught myself
going through a red light.

Finally I made camp at Deception Pass State
Park on the ocean for only $16. A beautiful spot:
the park is large and well kept, the weather was
warm and the sky was clear blue. [ spent an hour
sitting on the log strewn beach surrounded by
groups of families, and clusters of musclebound
young men playing rap music, hoping to be
admired by the girls nearby. Ahh! The Beach
Boys’ America....! For contrast there was a
Russian Ural sidecar mount sitting in the parking
lot.

Day 4. Monday, August 21 373 km

Broke camp at 8 a.m. This morning was foggy,
and travel was slow as I headed south on Hwy
20. During the half hour ferry crossing over the
mouth of Puget Sound to Port Townsend the sea
was presenting strong swells and the P.A.
system announced that motorcyclists should stay
with their bikes to keep them from falling over. |
had a glimpse of US military might as an
enormous naval tanker passed by, headed toward
the nearby Navy base.

The stretch from Port Townsend to Port Angeles
was disappointing. Dense fog obscured any
views of the ocean and traffic was slow. Port
Angeles was fogged in to such an extent that [
could see only a part of a giant tanker ship
berthed there, the rest was swallowed in the
haze, and every few minutes an invisible ship

was sounding its fog horn out there in the murk.
I continued west on Hwy 112, expecting to see
the ocean just off to my right. Not so. Either fog
or forest or both obscured any view of water. |
did have pleasant chats with the flag girls during
20 minute waits at two road construction stops.
Then, as the road turned south away from the
ocean it morphed into a series of rollercoaster
twisties for the last 15 km before the intersection
with Hwy 113. Posted cornering speeds
appeared in every 5 mph increment between 15
and 40 mph. I thought of the punishment my
already stretched drive chain was taking with the
continual down and upshifts.

Hwy 113 took the traveler through clearcut
forest. I made the mistake of following a loaded
logging truck too closely even though it was
losing chunks of bark. I thought it was fun to
dodge the flying debris until one large piece hit
my headlight square on. I pulled over to check
the damage - there was not even a scratch, but
the left highbeam had beamed its last . Yes, dual
headlights are a great idea.

By 2 p.m. I reached the town of Forks where
Hwy 113 becomes Hwy 101. Soon it curved
west back to the ocean, but the fog had settled in
along the entire coast for the remainder of the
day. At Queets 101 climbs inland through miles
of reforested land covered with 4- 6 ft tall new
growth evergreens. The road turns west again at
Neilton and becomes the “Moclips Hiway”. It’s
almost entirely deserted. For long stretches the
deciduous trees beside the road join branches
above the road, dappling it with shade and light.
Very pretty, and I’'m grateful that the road
surface is in excellent condition, since the shade
and light effect would have made potholes and
cracks difficult to see and avoid.

The road took me back to the coast and
population. The speed limit dropped to 35 mph
in the many residential areas built along the
densely forested coast. It was surprising to see
old, shabby homes right by the hiway on ocean
front property. The owners (or their heirs) will
walk away with bags of money when they
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decide to sell. By 5 p.m. I had reached Ocean
City State Park and decided to stop for the day
despite the fog. It would be too far to the next
state park to set up camp and cook my supper
before dark.

As it turned out it was well worth camping here.
The Park preserves a few miles of beach in its
natural state: huge empty stretches of sand dunes
and beyond the high tide line grass and small
shrubs holding onto the sand, squeezed from the
north and south between ocean front
condominium developments with more under
construction. I sat here a long time watching the
waves and listening to the surf.

Day 5. Tuesday August 22: 395 km

Got underway at 8:30, still under grey skies.
Hwy 109 to Aberdeen went through forest and
clearcut re-growth. Not very scenic but still well
supplied with 30 and 40mph curves. Aberdeen
is a lumber town and reminded me of an east
coast rust belt manufacturing town. A mixture of
pretty and seedy neighbourhoods, new and
rundown homes, boarded up businesses and new
chain stores. It had its very own public works
project from the Rooseveldt dirty thirties, a
massive, squat bridge built in the style and of the
same material as a medieval fortress. It will
surely outlast most anything else in the town.
Past Aberdeen the land becomes farm country
with open views. At Raymond I left Hwy 101
for good and turned inland on Hwy 6.At a
refueling stop in Pe Ell a helmetless local dirt
bike rider gave me directions to an un-numbered
road that shows only as a line on the map. In
Alberta we would die for this supposedly
second tier county road, once again with the
superb surface I am getting to take for granted in
this State. It wound through forest, small
villages and well kept farmland where people
walk out their front doors or barn doors directly
onto the hiway. Along the way the sun finally
broke through again after a day and half of grey
skies. At a Chevron pit stop where the road
connected to I5 I treated myself to an espresso,
looked over my map, listened to Phil Collins

singing Susudio on the sound system and felt as
carefree as a bird.

Even by Washington’s high standards Hwy 504
to Mt. St Helens is magnificent. The obvious
reason is that it was newly constructed after the
eruption in 1980. It’s 52 miles from I 5 to the
highest viewpoint and there are 4 top notch
interpretive centres along the way with
admission to all four costing only $6. Each one
prepares the pilgrim for the first glimpse of the
mountain with the missing top. They tell of the
geological background to the eruption, of the
eruption itself and the story of how the
vegetation and wildlife gradually found a hold
again in the blasted wasteland.

The force of the explosion flattened all trees for
miles. Their 2 foot stumps are everywhere,
showing through the low vegetation that has
grown back in the last 25 years. The mountain
itself is still active, with a thin plume of smoke
rising from the destroyed top.

From the highest Interpretive Centre I could spot
the Windy Ridge viewpoint directly east, maybe
an hours hike away. But for a vehicle it was
accessible only after a 140 mile detour to the
other side of the mountain on narrow squiggly
roads. It was somewhat like the North and South
ridges of the Grand Canyon, close together as
the bird flies but very far apart by road. On the
way back down I rode the shoulder to sneak to
the front of a long lineup of cars waiting their
turn to proceed through a construction zone.
When the flagman waved us on I left the cars
and campers behind and had 20 miles of
completely empty mountain road to myself.

Turned north onto 505 to link to Hwy 12, riding
through picture-book farm country and tidy
small towns with Baptist churches. After this I
felt myself running out of steam and stopped at
Ike Kinswa State Park on Hwy 122. It was full,
but the attendant had mercy and assigned me to
one of the 2 remaining walk-in bicycle
campsites for a mere $10.... (To be
continued...)
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A FEMME FATALE CHRISTMAS

According to the Alaska Department of Fish and
Game, while both male and female reindeer
grow antlers in the summer each year, male
reindeer drop their antlers at the beginning of
winter, usually late November to mid-
December. Female reindeer retain their antlers
till after they give birth in the spring. Therefore,
according to EVERY historical rendition
depicting Santa's reindeer, EVERY single one of
them, from Rudolph to Blitzen, had to be a girl.
We should've known... ONLY women would be
able to drag a fat-ass man in a red velvet suit all
around the world in one night and not get lost!
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