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Despite the customary frustration of packing - will I 

ÌÝÌÙɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÖÛÖÙÊàÊÓÌɯ×ÈÊÒÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕȳɯɁ-ÖÛɯÓÐÒÌÓàȮɂɯ(ɯ

ÚÈàȭɯ6ÌÓÓɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÞɯÛÖÖɯÓÈÛÌɯÛÖɯÍÙÌÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÍÖÙÎÖÛÛÌÕȭɯ

 ÚɯÔàɯÍÙÐÌÕËɯ!ÖÉɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÈàȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯ6ÈÓÓ-Mart. 

Flying out of RDU is both an inconvenience and a mixed 

blessing as there are virtually no direct flights anywhere 

west of the Mississippi but the airport is seldom crowded.  

The flight to Phoenix goes without a hitch. That is the 

good news. The bad news is that leg two from Phoenix to 

Las Vegas will be delayed. You just have to love air travel. 

It seems that the more stops you make the likelihood of a 

delay increases exponentially. I now am hearing an 

announcement stating a further delay. Better contact Dave 

and advise him of my delay. No use having him wait at 

the airport . Oh how I hate flying! Finally there is an 

announcement to board. 

My flight finally gets into Boise just after midnight. 

 ÍÛÌÙɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÞÐÕÒÚȮɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÖÍÍɯÛÖɯ#ÈÝÌɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÖÜÛɯÐÕɯ&ÈÙËÌÕɯ

Valley. A careful inspection of my gear, which I shipped 

out in advance, results in discovering that I forgot to pack 

my riding boots. Wow! At some point I must have decided 

to wear the boots on my flight. Who knew? Now we have 

to ride back into Boise to the local Honda shop and find a 

pair of boots. Just what I need, another pair of boots. 

After lunch Dave decides to call his wife Ann and see 

ÐÍɯÐÛɀÚɯÖÒÈàɯÛÖɯËÙÖ×ɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÐÕɯ!ÖÐÚÌȭɯ(ÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ ÕÕɯ

is hosting a bridal shower, but we are welcome to stop by. 

With the weather dreadful, as in pouring rain and snow 

showers, Dave opts for spending the night in the city. 

Beats driving back to Garden Valley in this awful weather. 

3ÜÙÕÚɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÉÐÙÛÏËÈàɯ×ÈÙÛàɯÈÛɯÈɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÙɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÍÖÜÙɯ

houses down. This will work. Good people, lively 

conversation and no shortage of booze. I could really like 

it out here except for the minor detail of winters that last 

far too long and rednecks - okay, long winters. We finally 

make it back to the cabin and go over our plans. The 

forecast for our getaway is not looking great and a far cry 

from the outstanding weather I experienced last 

September. 

In the morning we wake to dense fog which 

fortunately burns off enough for a safe departure at 8:45 

a.m. Not six miles down the road Dave pulls over after 

sensing some steering problems on his Yamaha FJR. 

-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÈɯÒÕÐÍÌɯÈÕËɯÈɯÚÕÐ×ɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÊÜÙÌȭɯ

It seems that somehow the GPS cable is snagged. That 

done, it is off again. A very short while later at the fork of 

Lowman - Banks Road Dave again pulls over to tend to 

yet something else. No problem though by now the sun is 

(Continued on page 3) 
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Out & About by Al Jones 

May 2011 

Improving weather and warmer temps are leading to more riding 

possibilities. The meeting for April was a post -storm meeting on the 17th at Pete 

ÈÕËɯ2ÈÕËàɀÚɯ-ÖÙÛÏɯ1ÈÓÌÐÎÏɯÓÖÊÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÞÈÚɯÚ×ÈÙÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ

devastation that occurred all around them (as illustrated by the photos from 

across the street). Fortunately their power was restored early Sunday morning 

and made things go a lot smoother for them then it would have otherwise. 

About 15 members showed up for the meeting and all had stories of the 

damage they had seen at various locations. This was the swap/flea market 

meeting and a few members were able to take advantage of bargains available.  

I scored another helmet that was in great shape. After business was addressed, 

lunch and the company of other club members was enjoyed. 

There were quite a few local riding events in the past month and I managed 

to enjoy a few of them. The Carolina Euro open house in Greenville was a nice 

event and at least 200 riders showed up. Homemade BBQ was available for 

lunch and new bikes for tire -kicking. Quite a few members were there. The new 

Ducati Devil bike 

was available for 

inspection as well 

as numerous 

BMW models. No, 

the new BMW 

1600 touring bikes 

ÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÈÝÈÐÓÈÉÓÌɯ

àÌÛɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯ

long. Euro bike 

day in Raleigh 

ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÚɯÎÖÖËɯÈÚɯ

last year for us. 

We did not make 

it up until about 

1:00 pm and most of the riders had already left. The Moore Square Beer event 

and taken up almost all of the parking areas we used last year. 

The weather was great all of last week until the weekend storms. During 

the week a friend and I managed to put about 1500 miles on my two 1975 

model bikes. It was a great week to be off and riding.  

On the horizon, we have the Adopt -A-Highway event on 21 May at 9:30am. 

Come out and help other members with our adopted stretch of highway near 

the RDU airport. The TT website has details about the meeting location. The 

Ladies Campout details are being worked out and will probably end up taking 

place in June of this year. New pins for the club have been designed and 

numbers just worked up in order to obtain estimates. Hopefully, by the next 

meeting we will have some cost estimates to discuss. 

Our next meeting is hosted by Bill Bunn. He has arranged for catering by 

/ÈÙÒÌÙɀÚɯ!!0ɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÙÌØÜÐÙÌËɯÈɯƘƔɯÊÖÜÕÛɯÔÐÕÐÔÜÔȮɯÚÖɯÏÖ×ÌÍÜÓÓàȮɯÞÌɯ

will have a large turnout for this one.  

See you at the May meeting or perhaps sooner on the road somewhere. 

http://www.tarheelbmw.org
http://autos.groups.yahoo.com/group/nctarheeltravelers/
http://autos.groups.yahoo.com/group/nctarheeltravelers/
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out and the scenery is splendid. With the sun warming 

things up I now am starting to settle in and look forward 

ÛÖɯÈɯÉÌÈÜÛÐÍÜÓɯËÈàɀÚɯÙÐËÌɯÛÖɯ2×ÈÕÐÚÏɯ%ÖÙÒȮɯ43ȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÖÜÛÏɯÖÍɯ

Provo. No sooner do I enter into a state of bliss I notice a 

2ÏÌÙÐÍÍɀÚɯÊÙÜÐÚÌÙɯ×ÜÓÓɯÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯÊÏÈÚÌɯ#ÈÝÌɯËÖÞÕȭɯ(ɀÔɯ

starting to see 

that this is 

going to be 

one hell of a 

day and we 

ÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÔÈËÌɯ

it twenty 

ÔÐÓÌÚɯàÌÛȭɯ(ɀÔɯ

not sure if I 

should 

continue 

down the 

road or pull 

in behind 

Dave and the 

sheriff. 

Decisions, 

decisions. I 

choose to pull 

in and wait it out. Dave, as you 

might guess, is not a happy 

camper, especially after receiving 

a performance award for doing 70 

mph in a 55. 

By the time we get to I-84 the 

wind was in full force and the 

temperature is hovering in the 

low 30s. Soon we hit a bit of rain, 

including a brief hail storm. It 

ÐÚÕɀÛɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÔÜÊÏɯÓÈÛÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯ

that it finally warms up. The 

mountains to the east are 

stunningly beautiful covered in 

snow with a beautiful clear blue sky above. Finally at 5:30 

p.m., approximately 450 miles of mostly boring, albeit 

scenic, interstate, from our start, we pull in to our hotel in 

Spanish Fork. 

The temperature is hovering around 40 degrees as we 

head out of Spanish Fork. Thank goodness for electric 

vests. A long time ago I learned the value of electric vests 

and will take one along on almost any trip in excess of a 

couple of days. You just never know when one will come 

in handy.  

3ÖËÈàɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÎÌÛɯÛÖɯÚÖÔÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÍÈÕÛÈÚÛÐÊɯÙÖÈËÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈɯ

bit of I -15. Gladly by afternoon the temperature rises into 

the low -to-ÔÐËɯƚƔɀÚɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÈÔɯÐÕɯÙÐËÐÕÎɯÏÌÈÝÌÕȭɯ#ÈÝÌɯÏÈÚɯ

booked the Zion Mountain Ranch, just outside of Zion 

National Park, between Mt. Carmel and the park's main 

entrance from the east. His taste is exquisite and this is 

right up there. The restaurant on the premises proves to 

ÉÌɯÕÖɯÌßÊÌ×ÛÐÖÕȭɯ ɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯɁÊÖÓËɯÖÕÌÚɂɯÈÙÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ

doctor ordered after checking in 

and unloading the bikes. Seated at 

the table next to us we meet a 

couple (Scott and Joanna) from 

Reno, NV. They have been riding 

two -up on the KTM Adventure 990 

parked outside. These folks are the 

real deal if the dirt encrusted bike 

is any indication. Scott is quick to 

show us some great photos they 

have taken at the Grand Canyon 

among other places while regaling 

us with tales of trips in New 

Zealand, Mexico and Central 

America, not 

to mention 

around the US. 

I could listen 

to these folks 

all day. 

As beautiful 

and 

comfortable 

the 

surroundings 

and lodging 

are, neither 

Dave nor I can 

sleep 

peacefully. 

After a bit of 

miscommunication, or make that no communication, it is 

off to the park. What a treat. It has been over twenty-five 

àÌÈÙÚɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÓÈÚÛɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÈÓÓɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÚÈàɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯ

know why it has taken so long to get back. Riding around 

the park can be a tad unnerving if you have problems 

with heights. Though the park can get a bit crowded, this 

ÐÚÕɀÛɯÈɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌɯÖÍɯàÌÈÙȮɯÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÕÖÛɯÖÕɯÞÌÌÒËÈàÚȭɯ

One of the many great things about this park is that you 

can park your vehicle and then shuttle around the park to 

various points of interest. Oh, and then there are the trails. 

I am amazed at how healthy everyone looks, well, almost 

(Continued from page 1) 

(Continued on page 4) 

Bryce Canyon NP 
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everyone. There is something to be said for the great 

outdoors and those who embrace it. 

It is almost sad to leave this place after just two short 

days but there are miles to be ridden and parks to visit. 

The cabin at Zion Mountain Ranch is quite beautiful, but 

for whatever reason, there are lots of strange noises that 

make sleeping 

difficult. 

Ironically, the 

resort was 

otherwise quit 

exceptional if 

not expensive. 

3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯ

wonderful 

little 

restaurant on 

the grounds 

that is on the 

expensive 

side, but 

worth it. 

Leave it to 

Dave. All said 

and done, I 

could have 

easily opted for the Best Western in Mt. 

Carmel, just six miles down the road. 

Sorry Dave. 

The plan is to ride out to Torrey, UT 

after a visit to Bryce National Park. You 

really cannot visit just one of these parks 

and not the other, particularly in view of 

their proximity to one another. The 

scenery in route is spectacular unless you 

let the gale force winds upset you. Dave is 

having a tough time of it and appears 

ÙÈÛÛÓÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÎÜÚÛÚȭɯ%ÜÕÕàȮɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯ

a problem with the wind while riding my R1200RT, 

although I certainly could have done without it. Of course 

(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÊÈÙÙàÐÕÎɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÛÖÖÓÚɯ#ÈÝÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàɯÛÖɯ

load on his bike.   The ride to Torrey has us backtracking 

up Highway 12 to Panguitch and onward to Torrey. The 

scenery along our route just gets better and better. Today, 

between the towns of Boulder and Grover, in the Dixie 

National Forest, we reach 9,600 feet in elevation. In one 

stretch, we find ourselves riding along the very peak of a 

mountain top with the road dropping off sharply on both 

ÚÐËÌÚɯÈÕËɯÕÖɯÎÜÈÙËÙÈÐÓÚɯȹÙÌÈÓɯÔÌÕɯËÖÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÕÖɯÚÛÐÕÒɀÕɯ

guardrails!) The wind continues almost the entire day and 

(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÛÌÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯ#ÈÝÌɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÌÕÑÖàÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÙÐËÌȭ 

The hotel in Torrey is a welcome, but not exactly up to 

#ÈÝÌɀÚɯÏÐÎÏɯÚÛÈÕËÈÙËÚȭɯ ÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÏÖÚÌɯ

ÛÏÌɯÈÊÊÖÔÔÖËÈÛÐÖÕÚȭɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɀÚɯÙÐËÐÕÎɯÏÈÚɯ

taken a toll on Dave as he was getting a bit testy. Maybe 

ÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÊÜÓÔÐÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯƝƔƔɯ×ÓÜÚɯÔÐÓÌÚɯÞÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÙÐËËÌÕɯ

or just missing home. Whatever the cause, at breakfast 

Dave announces that he plans on heading home rather 

ÛÏÈÕɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ,ÖÈÉȭɯ3ÙÜÛÏɯÉÌɯÛÖÓËɯ(ɀÔɯÖÒÈàɯÞÐÛÏɯÐÛȭɯ

Ironically, I have the best 

riding day so far, relieved in 

not having to worry about 

Dave. The scenery is great, the 

weather gods are looking out 

for me and all is good in the 

world. The stretch along 

Highway 95 is the best yet as 

the route skirts across the 

northern edge of Lake Powell. 

After a brief 245 mile ride 

through some of the finest 

countryside this country has to 

offer, at least the first leg of it 

anyway, I 

finally arrive 

in Moab. 

What a ride. 

In the hotel 

parking lot 

there are a 

two BMW 

guys, one on 

an LT and 

the other on 

a R1200GS 

Adventure. 

Much to my 

surprise, the 

GS rider is 

from 

Wilmington, NC. The guys are quick to suggest a few 

choice roads to ride, one of which is Highway 128. Great 

advice as the road is fantastic. Moab is a beautiful little 

down and a bit on the touristy side and in some ways 

similar, albeit smaller in scale, to Sedona, AZ. I really like 

it except for the traffic and road construction on the north 

end of town. Arches National Park is exceptional, but 

unlike Zion NP, you literally have to ride through the 

park and hike the trails to really enjoy it. Unfortunately I 

have a choice to make and that is to leave earlier than 

planned to visit with dear friends just outside of Denver 

(Continued from page 3) 

(Continued on page 5) 
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for the Memorial Day weekend.  

With the exception of riding out of Moab on Highway 

128, the ride to 

Sedalia, CO is on I-70. 

Before you jump to 

conclusions about 

riding the Interstate, 

let me just say that if 

you have to be on an 

Interstate, it might as 

well be I -70 in 

western Colorado. 

Yes, it is that good. 

The scenery is second 

to none that I am 

aware of. Passing over 

the Rockies I find 

myself at 11,158 feet 

above sea level as I 

approach the Eisenhower Tunnel. Boy 

do I love it here in the west. Why am I 

ÓÐÝÐÕÎɯÐÕɯ-"ȳɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÛÖÙàȭɯ3ÏÌɯ

bike is running like a charm thanks to 

EFI and the oxygen sensor. For all the 

ÖÓËɯȿÚÌÛ-in-their -ÞÈàɀɯÎÙÈàɯÉÌÈÙËÚɯÖÜÛɯ

there that yearn for the good old days of 

carbs and tube tires, get over it. Anyone 

want my old BMW oxygen sensor plug?  

It is great to see Tim and Coral for 

the holiday weekend. Tim 

is quick to select a short 

121 mile loop on some 

outstanding local roads. 

Along the way we hit a 

local bike hangout in 

Deckers, not unlike 

Michaels in Chapel Hill, 

but first we have to 

descend a 15% grade on a 

gravel road. Tim lets me 

lead after advising me to 

be careful. Have I 

ÔÌÕÛÐÖÕÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯÖÕɯÔàɯ

13ȭɯ(ɀÔɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÈÛɯ

comforted knowing that Tim is on an FJR (how bad can it 

be?). The trek on dirt is worth it though as before long we 

get to the real good stuff. Tim and his wife are great hosts 

ÈÕËɯÈɯÚÜ×ÌÙɯÛÐÔÌɯÐÚɯÏÈËȭɯ ÕËɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÛȮɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯ(ɯ

ÊÈÕɯ×ÜÓÓɯÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯÏÌÈËɯÍÖÙɯÏÖÔÌɯ(ɀÔɯÐÕÝÐÛÌËɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÉÈÊÒɯ

in August for the 100,000 Foot Ride sponsored by Foothills 

BMW and the local Denver BMW club. Tim even offers 

use of his Kawasaki ZRX1100. Now these guys are the 

best and I have to say their hospitality is second to none. 

On Memorial Day after a quick breakfast I bid my 

goodbyes and am off to the races. 

 ÕàÖÕÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÔÌɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÍÐÕËɯ

it difficult to believe that I am on a 

mission to get home. While briefly 

entertaining starting off on 

ÚÌÊÖÕËÈÙàɯÙÖÈËÚȮɯ×ÌÙɯ3ÐÔɀÚɯ

suggestion, I come to a fork in the 

road and take it (Yogi sure knows 

of what he speaks). The fork taken 

is the Interstate. Surprise, surprise. 

Day one of the journey home ends 

in Independence, MO - hot and 

tired.  

Day two proves 

more of a 

challenge as the 

cumulative 

miles are 

starting to wear 

on me and I 

experience the 

only real scare 

of the trip when 

a moron enters 

the Interstate 

crossing 

immediately 

from the 

entrance ramp 

into the left lane without regard for 

my presence. High beams, high 

visibility vest and a blaring horn do 

little to deter his advance. I tell 

myself, after a few choice expletives, 

to drive as though you are invisible. 

Repeat after me, drive as though you 

are invisible. A hundred or so miles 

later, along the toll road, there are 

two deer right on the edge of the 

right lane. Is someone trying to tell 

me something? As I whiz by I could 

see one of them do a quick about 

face and bolt off. Thank god. 

It is hard to believe it has been so long since my last 

visit out west and all I can tell you is that there is no way I 

will wait that long for return visit. Time to plan this 

ÚÜÔÔÌÙɀÚɯƕƔƔ*ɯ1ÐËÌȭ 

(Continued from page 4) 
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