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From The
Editor's Tankbag

Finding myself
as editor of this sec-
ond issue of Sport @
Tour Reader is
somewhat intimi-
dating. I helped
Grant Norman, the Pub-
lisher, with the charter is-
sue and we had some
lengthy conversations
about the lack of publica-
tions that were devoted to
the rider’s experience as
motorcyclist and the feel-
ing and essence of motor-
cycling. Despite our many
years of motorcycling, and
common experiences, we
had a tough time defining,
between ourselves, just
what these experiences
mean. Yet, some type of
common bond seems to ex-
ist between motorcyclists,
despite the fact that it is
easier felt by riders, than
expressed.

We both agreed that
we wanted information
about the pleasures, and
sometime pain, of motorcy-
cling, written by motorcy-
clists. Further, we wanted
stories about motorcycling

and motorcyclists, and not
about the hardware and me-
chanics of the motorcycle
itself. I tried to iden-
tify some of these
feelings in my ar-
| ticle “What is the
Essence of Mo-
torcycling” in the
* firstissue but I’'m not
sure how successful I was
in that effort.

Lastly, we both felt
that the word “Reader” was
very important in the title
of this new magazine. To
quote some of Grant’s com-
ments for his introduction
“Why Sport Tour Reader”
in issue number 1: “The
Reader part of the maga-
zine title was chosen to
separate the magazine from
all the other magazines...I
prefer this distinction in the
format of the magazine. It
has appeal to the motorcy-
clists that enjoy reading.
We are filled by today’s in-
stant video gratification,
computer games, ...etc. My
aim 1s the pleasure of actu-
ally reading an exploration
of the minds of fellow mo-
torcyclists....”

I’m sure there are
those of you out there who
can do a better job of ex-

pressing why we motorcy-
clists have a certain bond.

- We welcome your submis-

sion of stories, essays, fic-
tion, drawings, unique per-
sonal, club and or group
experiences, self discovery
through touring, racing, en-
durance, long distance,
daily riding, etc., also
places where you ride and
why, as well as tips for rid-
ers. Let’s share our experi-
ences through this maga-
zine.

Please submit materi-
als for consideration to the
following address:

Paul Cain, 4380 E.
Timbercrest Drive
Bloomington, Indiana
47408-9652. E-Mail to
104355.252@compuser
ve.com or Fax to: (812)
339-9841. Macintosh or
DOS/Window disks gladly
accepted as well as typed or
printed hard copy.

I'll look forward to
hearing from you and hope
to see you somewhere
down the road!

Paul
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CRISIS OF
CONFIDENCE

James Frank Jones

My father hated Harry
Truman. On the day
Truman was nominated, my
dad bought me a Whizzer.
He said “I want someone to
be happy about today."” He
knew I lusted for a Whizzer.

The year before, 1
had ridden Hugh Don’s. It
was “store-bought”, one
that came assembled.
Hugh'’s father was assumed
to be rich since he owned
his own business, and Hugh
got the best. My father
worked for wages. He

wasn’t rich. My Whizzer

was made with a conver-
sion kit put onto my old
Schwinn. A couple of
roughnecks assembled it. It
looked like the picture in
the manual, but somehow
the belt adjustment never
was right.

But it was wonderful,
and on the days when the
belt wasn’t slipping too
badly, I could run it on my
private Bonneville. In our
oil field of 1949 (pre-EPA),
where the salt water occa-

sionally overflowed the
slush pits, there was a 1/2
acre salt flat where jumps
and a circle track and all
manner of wonderful haz-
ards could be built. Hugh
and I raced there through
many a summer afternoon.
If there was danger present,
it went happily unrecog-
nized.

I’d already discovered
motorcycles. I'd ridden a

short distance with John J.
on his Harley when I was
about 10. John J. lived
down in the bottom, was of
undetermined parentage,
and rode a motorcycle.
With so much against him,
we didn’t socialize much,
and I was surprised and de-
lighted when he asked me
if I wanted to go for a spin.
Even now, I can see the big
leather saddle as I stretched
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to straddle it, and feel the
powerful shake of the idling
engine. [t was a thoroughly
worn-out pre-war bike
which only ran on the front
cylinder. The rear cylinder
just sprayed oil onto the
ankles of 10 year old pas-
sengers. That ride was like
an out-of-body experience
in its purity. It, to some
small extent, influenced
my adult life.

But then I got a car and
things moved along. With
college and the army, I had
little exposure to motor-
cycles. I do remember vis-
iting a Triumph dealer in
Springfield, Mo., in 61,
who showed me a curious
Japanese machine called a
Honda Dream. The frame
was stamped sheet metal!
For Goodness sake.

Fast forward a couple
of years to San Mateo. |
passed one of those Honda
places to and from work,
and one spring day I
stopped to look. Then I be-
gan scanning the want ads.

I learned to ride on the
Bay Bridge between Oak-
land and San Francisco.
One of the want adds that
caught my eye was for a
bike in Oakland, a Yamaha

YDS-1. It was a little
ragged but basically beau-
tiful and good sounding, so
I bought it and wobbled off
toward the Bay Bridge and
home in San Mateo. I had
about five blocks of accli-
mation before the bridge, in
5 o’clock traffic. The traf-
fic swept me onto the top
deck of the bridge, where
the wind crosses at 30 and
the drain grates parallel
your direction of travel..
The wind and the grates
created steering feedback
that took away whatever
control I had; the bike
squirmed its way, pretty
much on its own, the length
of the bridge. After that,
most rides were anticli-
mactic.

The YDS-1, which
was long-of-tooth, was
traded for a new YDS-2. It
was more responsive, more
stable, and parts rarely fell
off. I rode through much of
the beauty of Northern
California, and each ride
added something to my
knowledge of the ways of
motorcycles. For instance,
I learned that the center
stripe is slick when wet, and
that the ground under the
center stand isn’t always

reliable.

My education with re-
gards to the center stripe
occurred with a rush com-
ing down the mountain
from Lick Observatory. We
did a two wheel drift toward
a sheer drop. It only lasted
one heart-stopping moment
before I had grip and con-
trol, butit’s a lesson I won'’t
forget. The center stand ex-
perience came my first
camping night, when I
awoke to a strong smell
ofgasoline and found that
the bike had fallen inches
from my head.

And running in the rain
on Bayshore Freeway, 70
mph, bumper-to-bumper,
we saw one of those chain
reaction stops developing.
I was sure I could out-stop
the Olds ahead; I was un-
easy about the Corvair be-
hind. I headed into the grass
of the median and hoped he
wouldn’t follow. The crash-
ing stopped before it got to
me.

What'’s the point I'm
making here? Anyone who
has driven a car or ridden a
motorcycle has a fund of
near-misses to recount.
They affect different people
in different ways. They
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didn’t affect me at all. I as-
sumed, with the insouci-
ance of youth, that nothing
bad could happen to me.
Such was the power of my
invincibility that nothing
bad could happen to my
friends even.

I watched O’Brian
ride his Bonneville through
a barbed-wire fence and
into a pile of scrap lumber.
Hohoho. Bathe him in
Mercurochrome. He'’s fine.
I watched Paul Cain ride
his Water Buffalo (men-
tioned in an earlier issue)
in a field of tall grass; it
reached almost to the head-
light; it was the middle of
the night; he was going

about 50 when he disap- -

peared into a gopher
hole.Hohoho. Sure enough,
when we finally found him,
he was fine.

Time passed and I
sold the YDS-2 and left
California and settled back
home in East Texas. After
years of doing other things,
I got a YDS-3. And things
began to go wrong. I
crashed my Karmann Ghia.
I went into a turn too fast
on a rural road, aroad I had
traveled often. I'd over-
cooked it and spun harm-

lessly on that turn several
times before, but this time
I went into the weeds where
someone had left a piece of
farm machinery. It was a
shock and I felt betrayed
that a lighthearted spin into
the boonies would so dam-
age my lovely little car.
Similarly, I could hardly be-
lieve it when another driv-
ing error resulted in a spin
into a curb that destroyed
the left rear of my Fiat.
What’s going on here?

Then, on May 28,
1969, I was riding the TDS-
3 to work on a lovely Fri-
day morning. It was so
lovely I took the long way,
making an unnecessary
loop out by Rock Hill. Rock
Hill 1s the highest point in
our county, a sandstone out-
crop. Local dwellings have
the sand stones outlining
flower beds and fencing
driveways. Just after crest-
ing Rock Hill, I met an old
gentleman about to turn his
pickup across my path into
his driveway. I couldn’t tell
if he saw me and his body
language indicated that he
was going to turn.

Rather than wait and
see, I yielded the road to
him. I remember thinking

that I'd have no problem
riding down the ditch, miss-
ing the truck if it did turn,
and emerging on the other
side of the ditch onto
someone’s lawn.

My next memory was
a flash of surprise that the
bike was no longer between
my knees. The next thing I
remember was awakening
to the radio broadcast of the
May 30 Indianapolis 500. I
was in the hospital where
they had repaired the dam-
age from my having
knocked down one of those
sandstone fences with my
head. I had a concussion
and lots of stitches on my
face and a very sore neck
and knee. But the main
damage was to my self con-
fidence. Somewhere be-
tween the ditch and the
stone fence, I’d lost my
immortality.

When I was up and
about again, [ went back to
my flying lessons but it
didn’t feel right anymore. I
didn’t trust my judgment
and the maneuvers that
were comfortable before
weren’t any more. The
rhythm was gone when I
second-guessed everything
I did. I dropped flying
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lessons. I had already sold
the remains of my YDS-3.
I didn’t care about riding.
I wasn’t even good at driv-
ing. [ had a Ford LTD, then
an old Continental. The
low point came when I be-
gan to question my ability
to brake correctly to turn
into my driveway. Several
times I would start braking
too soon, then try to cover
it up when the car slowed
almost to a stop 30-40
yards short of the turn. I
backed up with utmost cau-
tion. The clearances that
were second nature before
now required constant
checks and reconsidera-
tion. Every drive was a tire-
some bother.

In a very real sense,
when I lost confidence in
“forever-after”, I lost con-
fidence in the present. I've
learned since that the
psychobabble term for this
is Post Trauma Depression.
Whatever it was, 1t wasn’t
debilitating, nor as dra-
matic as [’ve described it.
Life went on. As far as |
know, no one else was
aware of my little quirk.
But neither did it go away.

A couple of years ago
my eye fell on an ad in the

local paper for a BMW
RIOORS. Since the address
was only a few blocks
away, | set up an appoint-
ment to see the bike. My
interest was mostly idle cu-
riosity. In our small town
there weren’t many motor-
cycles and, to my knowl-
edge, no BMWs.

It was a thing of
beauty. [ wanted it. I bought
it. I had no intention of
riding it. The previous
owner rode it to my house
and into the garage and it
sat there o a vear. |
washed it regularly and Ar-
mor-all’d it and waxed it
and loved it as a beautiful
piece of sculpture. I fanta-
sized about how it would be
to ride but I doubted that I
ever would.

Even when Ben and
I trailered it to Dallas for
service, I didn’t truly
believe that I could ride. He
was taking his GSPD for
service and my bike
and I tagged along. Doc
Storm BMW had my bike
running in a couple of days
but Ben’s took longer. It
didn’t matter. I was in no
hurry. It was two weeks be-
fore we got over to pick
them up. But when Doug,

the service manager, rolled
my bike out and touched
the starter and I heard it run-
ning it became a real and
vital thing. And it was mine
and by George | WOULD
RIDE IT.

But first the paper-
work. Trailer it home. Buy
insurance. Study the
manual for the drivers li-
cense and take the test for a
learner’s permit. Sit on the
seat and operate the con-
trols and visualize how it
would be. Stall for another
week.

THE RIDE was easy
compared to the obstacles
I’d imagined. At the first
turn I had a fleeting, “I
don’t know how to do this,"
but I was through the turn
before the thought fully
formed. Gear changes
weren’t smooth and I felt
sorry for the drive train but
they got progressively bet-
ter.

I inched my speed up
through a series of turns and
managed them without
knowing how. That first
white-knuckle 20 miles
gave me satisfaction [ can’t
describe.

The monkey was well
and truly off my back. In
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the days that followed I
rode the same twisting road
again and again and each
trip gave me a greater sense
of well-being. I wasn’t fast.
I wasn’t brave. I wasn’t
comfortable or relaxed. But
I was chipping away at the
self doubt that had gnawed
at me for years.

In the succeeding year
I’ve logged about 2000
miles, all within 50 miles of
home. The satisfaction and
sense of accomplishment
grow. I'm OK. So maybe
I’ll take flying lessons.

James Frank Jones is
an accomplished artist,
photographer, draftsman,
antique and car collector
and motorcycle rider. He
lives in Sulphur Springs,
Texas.

Great Moments in
Motorcycle Over-

Packing
Paul J. Cain

My wife and
friends long ago recognized
my talent for packing. I
drove a lot of small sports
cars back in the 50s and 60s
such as Austin Healy
Sprites, M.G. Midgets, etc.
and my college roommates
had Fiat 400 and 500s.

Doing a lot of moving
from home to school and
from dorm to apartment
meant a lot of packing. Like
the old saying goes, “neces-
sity 1s the mother of inven-
tion” and during this time
period I became expert at
packing a lot of things into
a very small space for trans-
port.

My most cherished
possessions in those days
(excluding my vehicle) in-
cluded my record collec-
tion, stereo equipment,
sports car and motorcycle
magazines, books and
clothes. Packing these
things, along with other
valuable items such as a
homemade desk con-
structed from plywood, col-

lection of beer cans,
wicker-clad Chianti bottles
with candles and lava lamp
made for some interesting
3-D/space puzzle chal-
lenges.

Thinking back to
those days, life was much
simpler without so many
possessions. While moving
in stages from Texas to In-
diana over the past few
months, I have come to re-
alize the importance of
“simplifying” my life by
getting rid of “things”;
however, this is a challeng-
ing task for a chronic pack
rat like myself.

In a weak moment a
short time ago, I discarded
20 years worth of motor-
cycle magazines and pres-
ently find myself wavering
on the brink of discarding
25 years worth of National
Geographic Magazines.
I’ve always planned to read
when I’'m in my late 80s
and bound to a rocking
chair .

Anyway, these early
packing skills certainly
come in handy when it
comes to getting a lot of
stuff on a motorcycle. On
my Cross country motor-
cycle trips, I've always



Page 8

Sport Tour Reader

plg; 210

over-packed in order to be
prepared for any emer-
gency that might occur
while on the road.

In my “Cycles with
Chains” days, I took extra
master links, chain breaker,
chain lube, etc.; added to
that were extra tire irons,
inner tubes, tools, extra
spark plugs, etc. I might
add that I have never owned
a “luxo-tourer” with the
luxury of a huge trunk and
saddle bags, but have, until
recently, stayed in the 750
to 800cc range of motor-
cycles.

My present mount, a
Honda ST1100 with shaft
drive and tubeless tires,

eliminates the need for a lot .

of this “stuff” that I for-
merly carried and frees up
space. Unfortunately, any
“freeing up of space” on my
bike translates into “fill this
newly created vacuum with
something else that seems
at the time to be vitally im-
portant.”

Not only do I leave
home with all this gear, but
have been known to bring
back souvenirs from my
travels; adding even more
to my already loaded
mount. This ultimate over-

kill has resulted in some
“great moments in motor-
cycle over-packing.” A
few examples follow:

I remember discovering,
in my years of meandering
across the Southwest, the
home of the "giant
tumbleweed. "This
tumbleweed heaven is in an
isolated area on the
Arizona/New Mexico
border (on the New Mexico
side) called Fence Lake.

There are literally
hundreds ol laroe
tumbleweeds stacked up by
the wind against roadside
fences for miles. The wind
obviously blows most of the
time in this area. The
moisture must be above
normal for that arid region
in order to grow such large
weeds or perhaps they blow
in from an irrigated
California area as part of an
annual migration; anyway,
the Eence Lake darea is
definitely the “home of the
giant tumbleweed."

While riding through
that area I thought about a
friend back in Houston who
is originally from New
Mexico, telling me how his
family, around Christmas
Edciteevenis  fopks

tumbleweed and nailed it to
a square wooden board to
form a base and spray
painted it white and
decorated it with tiny blue
balls for use as a Christmas
table centerpiece.

I remember thinking
what a novelty this would
be back in Houston, as no
Olle < shott— vl 3-fcWw
displaced New Mexicans,
would have seen anything
like it. Undaunted by the
fact that I was riding a
motorcycle, I stopped
somewhere outside Fence
Lake and pulled one of
these monster tumbleweeds
out from a fence row and
managed, with some
difficulty, to tie it securely
to my luggage rack. It was
so big that it overlapped the
passenger part of the seat
and also obscured me when
viewed from the rear of the
bike (a BMW R75/6).

I rode carefully,
determined to get this
mother of all tumbleweeds
to my home, in good
condition, even if it meant
riding at slower than my
normal speeds for the next
1,100 miles. The weed
didn’t seem to pose any
bike handling problems and
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it definitely helped my
posture as I generally tend
to slump. The weed stuck
me in the back each time I
slumped so I quickly
learned to sit up straight.

It was obviously
quite an unusual sight for
the occupants of cars
approaching from the rear.
This “thing” appeared to be
a bush moving at 60 mph
on a unicycle wheel. I'm
sure the folks seeing this
sight, who had been driving
across the desert for hours,
felt it was time to stop and
get a cup of coffee as they
were beginning to
hallucinate.

What had started out

as simply a project to get a -

large dried plant home, took
on another entertainment
dimension I had not con-
templated. As cars changed
lanes to pass me, I could see
the people in them, through
my rear view mirror, roar-
ing with laughter. This
prompted me to make a
special effort to appear
“cool” as if nothing unusual
were attached to my cycle.

I tried to sneak in a
sideways glance or two
without appearing to turn
my head toward the car.

Passengers invariably
turned around to look back
for quite a while after pass-
ing. After a separation point
of several hundred feet, I
felt safe in letting out a big
belly laugh before the next
car approached at which
time I went back into my
“cool, what-could-you-
possibly-be-staring-at,
mode.”

The giant tum-
bleweed did indeed get de-
livered all the way back to
Houston in good condition.
My posture remained good
for several months until 1
finally lapsed back into my
old slumping habit. The
tumbleweed was mounted,
painted, decorated and used
for about four Christmases
until we were sick of it. I
wrapped the mounting
board with candy-striped
paper before attaching the
white spray painted tum-
bleweed. Also added were
tiny twinkle lights, along
with small blue balls (see
Vol. 1, page 4 of STR
Magazine, “Blue Balls to
Bultaco” article).

As it turned out, this
creation was much too big
for a table centerpiece, un-
less you wanted to obscure

the person sitting on the
opposite side, or hide your-
self from some obnoxious
relative visiting for Christ-
mas dinner. It ended up on
top of our piano during the
holidays and received many
compliments over the
years. It just goes to show
you how some extreme
motorcycle over-packing
can pay off from both a
hauling and entertainment
point of view.

I will pause at this
point to say that  have a tre-
mendous respect and admi-
ration for those riders who
can travel light. Like throw-
ing things away, I'm still
working on traveling with
less but suspect I could use
some group therapy in this
regard.

Another “great mo-
ment in over-packing”
item, actually items, that I
have hauled on my bike
over the years, always re-
sults in a lot of entertain-
ment. For many seasons of
cycle riding, I carried
around a large net bag simi-
lar to the large ones used for
transporting oranges and
onions. This net sack com-
presses to a very compact
size and serves as a good
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emergency hauling device
one can stuff away under
the seat or in the back of a
fairing.

Hempstead 1s a town
about 50 miles west of
Houston that is noted for
it’s production of fantastic
watermelons. ['ve been a
big watermelon fan since
my childhood days when
my grandfather raised them
in his garden. In the warm
Texas climate, I wouldn’t
trade a good, cold, water-
melon for a steak.

On many occasions,
coming back from a
motorcycle trip out west, I
stopped in Hempstead for
watermelons on my way
home. There are at least 3 or
4 places to make your
watermelon purchase along
the main road through town.
Most ot these places sell other
fruits and vegetables and
when they see me pulling up
on the motorcycle, they
probably assume [I'm
shopping for apples, perhaps
pears or even peaches in
S€4s50I1.

When I start looking
at watermelons, employees
and patrons get some rather
perplexed looks on their
faces. You can almost see the
wheels turning in their heads
- “is this guy really going to

attempt to haul a watermelon
on that two-wheeled
contraption?" I further
astound them when | say
“Will you give me a better
price if I purchase two
watermelons?" [ suspect they
always give me the better
price just to see what will
happen. Of course, at that
time, they haven’t figured out
that I must purchase two
watermelons.

[ pay for the melons
and put them next to the bike
and by that time not only i1s
the sales person staring in
disbelief but any other
customers that may be around
generally stop to watch my
every move. I proceed to fish
out my mesh bag from some
obscure corner of the bike.
After placing the bag on the
ground, I roll the two
watermelons inside the bag
and securely tie the end shut.

I then roll the melons
to opposite ends of the bag,
pick the bag up in the middle
and place it over the
passenger part of the seat like
saddle bags (the melons
should obviously weigh
approximately the same) with
a watermelon on each side of
the bike. Carrying one
watermelon on a fully loaded
touring motorcycle can be a
real chore, but carrying two 1s
no problem. My camping

gear that frequently rides on
the passenger seat can be
removed, the mesh bag draped
over the seat and the gear goes
right back into place with the
two watermelons occupying
space previously not used.

In case you want to try
this, be sure that the loading
operation is done with no eye
contact and in a very matter-
of-fact fashion as it adds
tremendously to the impact.
As I crank up to head out on
the road, I generally give a
quick glance at the assembled
audience as I ride away,
noting a lot of smiles and
laughter. On the open road
each car that passes reacts in
a similar fashion to the
watermelons as noted earlier
in the tumbleweed scenario.

Many of us who ride
work to dispel the Hollywood
"Hells Angels” image. I'm
sure many of you riders have
even better over-packing
tricks to relate that can inject
a bit of humor into the tumult
of sharing the road with some
of our 4-wheel friends, and
perhaps alter the “bad guy”
image.

Traveling light is a
distant goal that I may
someday achieve. By the way,
has anyone tried bungying a
snake to their sissy bar? -
preferably with its head facing
the tailgating car!
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Paul Cain is a retired
University of Texas profes-
FOrE Wl caliey . O
Bloomington, Indiana. He
has been riding motor-
cycles for over 30 years
and likes to long-distance
tour and write.

Memorial to
Hulya

Brett Hutton

It was a perfect Memo-
rial Day for motorcycling
— sunny and warm. There
were nearly thirty fellow
motorcyclists gathered,
loosely associated with a
club out of Tacoma, Wash-
ington. Dave, Don, and
Mark are the only riders [
knew well, along with
Sharon and Keesha , the
ride organizers , whom I'd
met on a previous ride.

Quickly forgotten cur-

sory introductions are made
all around, with more atten-
tion paid to the rider's bike
than the rider. The group’s
only passenger is a woman,
Hulya, riding with her hus-
band Thomas. He has an
open, friendly face I in-
stantly like, while hers I
barely notice for the star-
tlingly blue eyes. After
waiting half an hour for any
latecomers, we roll out of
the Auburn parking lot at
9:30 a.m. A slower, more
casual rider, I bring up the
rear.

For several hours we
cruise the back roads of the
Maple Valley, enjoying the
twists and turns, the road al-
ternating from cool, shad-
owed tunnels of Douglas
Fir, to sudden breathtaking
vistas of a dazzling MLt.
Rainier looming over open
farmland. The bike purrs
beneath me, a fellow rider
looks over and grins, and all
is right with the world.

Then I lazily top arise
2d see el e never
wanted to see: two motion-
less bodies in the road, a
commercial-sized backhoe
partly in a ditch, and some-
one frantically waving me
to stop. The next few min-

utes are hazy. I’'m in shock
at the scene before me.
Coming to a fast stop on the
left hand shoulder, I quickly
dig for the cellular phone in
my saddlebag, stowed that
morning “in case of emer-
gencies.” Dialing 911, I
walk forward into sudden,
violent carnage.

Sharon is running to-
ward me from beyond the
wreckage, her bike parked
further down the road. Ap-
parently the rest of the
group 1s still going, un-
aware of what’s occurred.

As the operator an-
swers, my eyes are taking
in the scene. Shock, horror
and denial rock me while
my mind scrambles to clear.
By the matching suits and
helmets I realize, without
thinking, who they are. I
don’t want to believe my
eyes, the leather-clad body
nearest me 1s small enough
to be the woman, and in-
stinctively I know she’s
dead — something about
the way she’s lying, the
blood pooling around her
helmeted head.

She lies there like a
dead cat in the road.
Smashed. Limp. Lifeless.

“Nine One One, what
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is the problem?”

“We, uh, have two
motorcyclists severely in-
jured.”

“What is your loca-
tion?”’

“Jeez, l have no idea...
Where are we?” [ yell at a
neighbor just running up.

“t96th Shrect and
Petrovitsky.” I repeat into
the phone, adding “Near the
intersection of Maple Val-
ley Road and Highway 18.”

“Can you determine
the extent of the injuries?”

“Um...” Just then Tho-
mas rolls over, moaning,
scarlet froth bubbling from
his mouth. “They’ve uh, hit
a backhoe tractor head on.
Both seem to have severe
internal injuries, one may...
uh... one may be dead.”

“Hold please, while I
transfer you to the appropri-
ate agency, " I get to repeat
my story, this time a little
more concisely. Then the
wait begins.

Her skin is warm when
I search for her pulse.
Where 1 should feel life
surging... is nothing. She
doesn’t move, will never
move again. What was mo-
ments ago a vibrant, smil-
Ing young woman Iis now

just an empty husk.

There is nothing I can
do. Events out of my sight
and out of my control hap-
pened and her death is noth-
ing that can be stopped,
pulled back from the brink
of disaster. It is the disas-
ter. It’s happened. The little
I can do 1s to help Sharon
keep Thomas still. Kneel-
ing by his head to shade his
face, I hold his shoulders.
Semi-conscious, he
struggles to get up, asking
how his wife is. Sharon
looks at me and I shake my
head. “We don’t know,” she
tells him, “we’re waiting
for the paramedics. Just
hang on.”

They arrive quite
quickly, maybe in as little
as five minutes. The first
paramedic looks at me
questioningly. “He’s con-
scious,” I tell him, gestur-
ing at Thomas, “but her....”
He barely spares Hulya a
moment's inspection be-
fore moving to Thomas.
Turning, I see Dave com-
ing up. He and Keesha
turned back when we didn’t
show. His face sinks even
lower when I tell him of
Hulya.

She lies there ignored

as the paramedies and
firefighters cluster around
Thomas. No one pays her
any attention, yet I can’t not
be conscious of her , face
down on the rough black
asphalt of a country road,
skewed and partly covered,
the pool of blood slowly
congealing in the warm
spring sun. A helicopter
circles in from above, land-
ing in the pasture next to the
road.

Thomas is quickly and
efficiently loaded and the
helicopter lifts off with a
pulsing thunder. The
firefighters, paramedics,
and officers stand around
talking, still clustered.
Their faces, I notice, are re-
laxed; this is just business.
It’s a beautiful day and
there’s no hurry to finish.

She lies there, still ig-
nored. When they do begin
to examine her, she’s just a
body, she isn’t Hulya to
these people. As they re-
move some of her clothing,
investigating her injuries, |
turn away. There is nothing
I can do, I'm not wanted
here anyway. Backing my
motorcycle up, I pull away,
leaving her there.

Over the next few days
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I learn the details of the ac-
cident. The driver of the
tractor apparently turned
directly into them, misjudg-
ing their speed or simply
not seeing them. Sharon,
riding just behind Thomas
and Hulya, barely managed
to avoid being a part of the
wreckage, weaving through
the exploding debris and
bodies before coming to a
stop beyond them.

From the look of the
frame, Thomas laid the bike
on its side before colliding
with the tractor. The mo-
torcycle was virtually cut in
two, probably from hitting
the lower edge of the front
scoop. At the time, [ hadn’t

noticed that Thomas was -

missing his helmet. It must
have shattered on impact.
They never did find it. He
came through relatively
well: broken jaw, broken
ankle, bruised femur, minor
scratches.

The real damage is in
his heart. They were mar-
ried less than a year. She
was twenty-seven.

A week later and I still
find myself unexpectedly
broadsided by deep emo-
tion. Just when I'm think-
ing I’'m done, I see a woman

built like Hulya and find
myself back there, her body
stretched out in undignified
sprawl at my feet, or I open
my saddlebags to find the
wrench kit from their mo-
torcycle I absent-mindedly
picked up off the road, or I
see a news report showing
a victim of violence half-
way cross the world, know-
ing intimately now the look
of death, where before it
was just half-realized mor-
bid fascinaton.

People ask me if I'm
afraid to ride my motor-
cycle now. No, Hulya could
just as easily have died in a
car; there were several
other deaths that Memorial
Day, all in cars. Rather, I
find myself with a newly
gained sense of mortality.
Sitting at a stoplight or at
lunch, I look around me at
the people I see and realize
that death cuts through all
barriers, bringing us in a
moment to the bottom line
of our common humanity;
the one certain thing we all
share, no matter how bur-
ied under prejudice, big-
otry, righteousness, or other
tools of separation.

I didn’t need to know
anything about Hulya to

intimately know her. She
wasn’t even alive and I felt
the most vulnerable and in-
timate of connections. She
was my mortality and my
humanity. Her death
breached a hole in the wall
I keep between myself and
others. The wall of sepa-
rateness. I'll go to her fu-
neral soon and I’ll thank
her. I’ll breathe a little
deeper, feel a little stronger,
and notice the colors of life
a little more thanks to her.
And I'll wipe away the sud-
den mist in my eyes when-
ever | see a young woman
passenger, on a motor-
cycle, on a beautiful sunny
day.

Brett Hutton lives in
Bellview, Washington, owns
Windoworks, Etc. and has
been riding motorcycles
since he was a teenager.
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Elefantentreffen
Martin Hildebrandt

Have you ever noticed
a total silence and calmness
while standing in a roaring
crowd at a football game?
Did you enjoy the feeling?
If so, then you would prob-
ably enjoy the weird fun in
attending the biggest mo-
torcycle winter rally in Eu-
rope.

[ have attended rallies
for many years; normally
with friends. After a short
time, I generally have the
urge to disappear, search for
a lonely stretch of road and
find a nice secluded place
for my tent. Normally, po-

liteness dictates that I re- -

frain from this approach.
This rally is different
for me and begins with
preparation for the 500 mile
trek each way from our
home. Since temperatures
are often below zero this
time of year, and road sur-
faces slick, you can’t just
put on your leathers and go.
Most people going this dis-
tance take two days but we
normally do it in one day.
But then, both the ma-
chines, an ST1100ABS and
an FJ1200ABS are getting

their winter dress; meaning
additional windshields both
for the hands and feet.
Without these, you have
small chance in keeping
any feeling in your hands at
100 mph, even with heated
grips. We’ve tried riding
without this extra protec-
tion the first year and found
it to be excessively painful.
In fact, it took about a week
to get full functionality
back into my hands the first
year we rode without the
shields and with only
“warm’” clothes.

Clothes, well, that’s an
important topic and I
learned some new things
when attending this rally.
My standards for “warm”,
“medium” and “cool”
clothes changed by about
two stages. First, I thought
that long johns, wool pull-
over, heavy leathers and
rain gear, combined with a
warm liner, “four-season”
gloves and boots, would be
warm. [’ve tried this at
home, when riding on clear
and sunny cold days for a
hundred miles and never
had problems. But, then I
never left home two hours
before dawn at -5C, with
high winds and sleet. After

80 miles and two hours we
were so cold, that we made
warm-up sprints in full gear
for 10 minutes to get some
feeling back in our feet. The
rest of the trip was done in
two days, but don’t ask me
how.

For obvious rea-
sons, the clothes I took this
year were somewhat differ-
ent: Normal warm under-
wear, long fleece pants up
to the breast, extra long and
thick fleece pullover going
over the butt, cross boots
size 13, 4 pounds each with
enough space for two pairs
of socks, leathers with ex-
tra foam protectors, who
give much warmth to the
back, knees and the elbows.
Over this is added a Finn-
ish overall of extra heavy
Cordura/Sympathex lami-
nate and 1 inch thick liner.
They sell these to Alaska oil
drillers. Further, three fin-
ger gloves/heated grips/
added windshield combina-
tion, a fleece mask and
electric heated visor for the
helmet. We made the 500
miles in 5 3/4 hours, includ-
ing three tank stops (the FJ
needed them) and with no
more cold.

But preparation

r J
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doesn’t end with the
clothes: Besides an excel-
lent tent and the warmest
sleeping bag money can
buy, you need to carry food,
lights and everything else to
camp three days in the
snow. This year I even
hauled a 70 pound piglet for
our group of 8.

The ride to this rally
is much fun. You can enjoy
your preparation (if it
works) as well as the sight
of stunned drivers around
you. Then, on the last 150
miles you can enjoy the
growing fleet of weird ve-
hicles that are obviously
heading for the same desti-
nation. These vehicles are,
for the most part, really
weird. Ural sidecars belong
to the more common sights
with the amount of com-
plete stock street bikes
probably falling some-
where below the 2% level.
Other scenes include old
MZ’s and Jawas with addi-
tional last-minute-welded
tinshields, Harleys with
studded tires and
Goldwings with spare tires
on the back seat. After a
while, these sights are noth-
ing that turns your head.
The piglet on my passenger

seat was still a bit unusual
as | have to admit (see Paul
Cain’s article in this issue).
Arrival and getting
on the ground is fun all it’s
own. The place is simply a
small valley with a fence
along the street leading to
it, with a single opening to
ride through where you
have to pay your fee and
pick up some stickers, a
small manual and the per-
mit to camp for three days.
It’s cheap, about 25.- DM
altogether. The fun begins
when riding downhill on
the iced snow with a steep-
ness between 10 and 25%.
Everywhere where there’s
no snow are mudpits, so
some experience in the dirt
can be an advantage if
you’'re looking for a place
for your tent and fully
loaded tourer. Some of the
wimps leave their bikes at
the street and carry their
luggage by foot like I did.
This gives you the oppor-
tunity to simply ride to the
next farm to buy some
straw or firewood.
Camping these three
days is also fun. We met and
enjoyed the company of a
group of 8 people this year.
Most people didn’t know

each other. I met Tommy,
who had built an internal
satellite navigation display
into where his instruments
are normally located on his
ST. He’s a designer and 1
would say “addicted” to
motorcycles with 9 cycles
and no automobile.

A different person had
to prepare dinner each day
and each of the cooks was
trying to do his best. An
original Vietnamese soup
with fresh vegetables and
noodles isn’t easy to pre-
pare with only some fire in
the snow. The third day, at
the farewell party, I pre-
pared the piglet with some
help from the others. It was
finally given to the public
after 9 hours of turning
above the charcoal grill
built of snow and alumi-
num tape. As expected, all
our neighbors came and
brought drinks or some-
thing else to eat. In the end,
when Tommy’s Hot Air
Balloon was rising into the
night, enlightened by the
fire inside, the party had
grown to about 100 people
(did you think only 8 people
would eat 70 pounds of
pork?).

Up to the conclusion
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of the outing, you’re con-
stantly busy with no time
for boredom. While some-
one goes for straw to put
under the tents, someone
else 1s getting firewood. Be-
lieve me, you like to have
“lots” of firewood when
camping in the snow. There
was typically at least one
member of our group re-
pairing his machine and in
need of tools or a helping
hand. Staying busy keeps
you from getting cold and
the need of help from your
neighbor keeps you in con-
stant contact with members
of your group.

You tend to get a lot of
respect for others at the
rally, since they figure you
are as mad as they are for
being there. The tone is
much more friendly and
polite than I'm used too
from other rallies. I haven’t
seen people in fistfights in
some years and barely a
hard word. Some joking
about my purple leathers is
no more than friendly teas-
ing. But then that’s not as-
tonishing as the people you
meet are also different
from the usual rally crowd.
In another setting, you
might change the side of

the street, if you saw one
coming toward you on a
sidewalk.

After two days of play-
ing in the snow and mud,
without a chance to even
wash your hands, it’s not
uncommon to look like a
wild bore. You’ll also no-
tice that the average partici-
pant here is much older than
the boys going to Assen
(another big European rally
in June). Further, that
people avoid talking about
their jobs, houses and social
position and stay on the top-
ics of motorcycles, camp-
ing and life in general.

It took me three days,
and a small accident of our
neighbors from Belgium, to
notice that one of our small
group was a surgeon who
does kidney and liver trans-
plants. Two weeks later 1
found out that the man
whom I told to turn the pig-
let for an hour, and who did
it without complaint ex-
actly the way that I had told
him, wasn’t only riding one
of the weirdest Enduro
sidecars that you’ve ever
seen, but is also chief cook
in a big hotel near the Swiss
border. I think he enjoyed
it and is still laughing.

The shooting star of
our group was Heinz, a 25
year old mechanic from
Eastern Germany, who not
only managed to get his
beautifully restored ’51
BMW sidecar in and out of
the rally without a scratch
and in polished condition,
but was also able to solve
nearly every technical prob-
lem of the machines in our
camping area.

This kind of help is
common as well as good
camaraderie. The rules are
simple: You may go wher-
ever you want, you may
join someone’s fire, and
even his meal as long as
you bring something to
share with you. The person
who took some of our pig-
let was in turn bringing
bread, a box of beer, or a
bottle of whiskey. You’ll
hardly find anyone mooch-
ing or trying to rip you off.

It1s hard to believe, but
despite the uncommon and
stressing conditions, the
accident rate of the partici-
pants is lower than that of
the average summer rider.
This is probably why you
hardly see any police and
“when” you do see them,
they are polite and friendly
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to an uncommon extent.
Of course, there are
things that annoy me. It is
difficult to accept the fact
that people haul motors
without wheels and ex-
haust, to just rev them up
all night long and keep all
the others from sleeping.
Also, I can’t understand
why the organizers don’t at
least put some sand on the
road to the main entrance
where you get your permit.
Atleast 20 people each year
smash their fairings be-
cause they have to go 600
ft. down a steep hill to reach
the check-in area. But then,
I’'m not forced to come, and
should share the sense of

humor regarding people .

who can’t ride in the snow
who probably shouldn’t
have come anyway.

After all, having rid-
den home and taken a
shower after 5 days, with
only 4 hours of sleep alto-
gether, ['ve found more re-
lief, freedom, peace and si-
lence than in 2 weeks on a
white beach and I'm ready
to defend the “real” dangers
of life again. Lastly, it was
a really nice piece of mo-
torcycling that I wouldn’t
miss for any price.

Martin Hildebrandt is

from Stadthagen, Ger-

many, is a computer Soft-
ware developer by profes-
sion and enjoys motorcy-
cling in all types of weather
as can be noted in his re-
cent third place finish in
the 1995 Iron Butt Rally. He
rode his Honda ST1100.

My First
Interstate Tour or
How I Lost My
Motorcycling
Virginity
Elliott L. Pitilon

I work in the bizarre
world of federal law en-
forcement 1in Miami,
Florida. Many of the guys I
work with are riders. Bet
you can guess their mar-
quee of preference. Unfor-

tunately, that brand also
kept me pushing dead bikes
during my first trip to
Daytona last March, but
that’s a whole other story.

In early 1994, after
some visits to the home of
my partner during which
time I couldn’t help but ad-
mire his gleaming ‘91 FXR,
a small but incessant gnaw-
ing began working on the
recesses of my mind.

It wasn’t long after that
that the bug finally bit full
bore, and my friend, recog-
nizing the symptoms, urged
me to attend an MSF class
at the local community
college.That I did, and upon
completion, resolved to
have a new bike of my own
by the end of the following
week.

I accomplished my
mission, and on October 21,
1994, rode home on my
brand spanking new, nasty,
candy red Honda Magna. I
was so nervous riding off
the dealer lot I thought I
was delirious, but the looks
I got from passing motor-
ists and their admiring com-
ments helped put me at
ease. (Naturally, to make
the trip home more memo-
rable, the bike hit reserve on
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busy US 1 before I knew it
was time to flip the pet-
cock!) I was hooked. For
the next several months all
I needed was an excuse to
get aboard my mount. Toy
Run, Daytona... You know
the drill.

In February 1995, 1
plunked down my money to
attend the Honda Hoot in
Asheville, NC, with my
wife, Tina. It would be our
first interstate trip, which
we would be riding two up
on the Magna. With anxi-
ety and anticipation I
slogged through the
months, desperately wait-
ing for June to roll around.
In preparation, I ordered
Chase Harper saddlebags, a
Rev-Pack “Rest-Pack™ and
all the other sundry items
necessary to haul 1 0 days
worth of clothing and gear
on the bike. Finally, June
came, and with it, the rains.

Now, those of you who
know Miami know that rain
in Miami is an experience
in itself. Not that misty sort
of Northwest rain, but rain
that comes down with a
vengeance, that seems to
delight in causing local
flooding, traffic snarls, and
inflicting pain on bikers. I

had been through a few of
these torrents over the prior
several months, but never
for more than an hour or so
at a time, and with the com-
forting knowledge that
home was not too far away.

Well, now I was faced
with the prospect of riding
800 miles in rainy condi-
tions riding two-up with my
wife aboard a bike which is
not designed for touring
and certainly not for pas-
senger comfort. In a word,
I was nervous.

What should I do?
Well, I did what any sen-
sible neophyte would do. I
contacted Paul Taylor
through Compuserve e-
mail (you all know Paul
from his informative ar-
ticles in the ST1100 Maga-
zine and in this publication)
to ask his sage advice. Paul
and I had been correspond-
ing on and off for some
months prior to the trip and
had tentatively arranged a
meeting in Asheville during
the Honda Hoot.

Saturday morning,
June 17,1 e-mailed Paul for
advice and nervously
awaited his reply. When I
got it I was relieved. Paul
told me of some of his “wet

and wonderful” riding ex-
periences on multi-day
tours and urged me to get
on the bike and scoot.

Well, that was enough
for me. Tina and I loaded
up the bike, made sure the
rain gear and snap-on visors
were close by and jumped
on the Magna. Off we
went.

About fifteen miles
later the first of the rains hit,
and, standing by the side of
the Palmetto Expressway,
we got our first lesson in
rapid raingear deployment.
That done, we remounted
and took off.

[ had decided that if we
were going to have an au-
thentic motorcycle trip it
would require staying off
the interstates and taking
smaller roads whenever
feasible. To this end I
planned on taking Route 27
from Miami up past Lake
Okeechobee and on to
Ocala, Florida (horse coun-
try where one can actually
see rolling terrain breaking
up the otherwise flat
Florida landscape).

From Ocala, I planned
on joining Route 441 the
rest of the way north
through Florida and Geor-
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gia on into North Carolina.
Once in North Carolina, [
planned to take scenic by-
ways to Asheville (more
about those wonderful
roads later).

Suffice it to say that we
rode in significant rain from
Miami all the way to Lake
Okeechobee (about 2
hours) during which time I
muttered a mantra of “thank
God I remembered to pick
up these snap-on visors for
our open face Shoei's’. .
Best five bucks I ever spent
and from a Harley shop no
less!

Once past Lake
Okeechobee, the skies re-
lented, we pulled over and

removed our raingear. Life .

was glorious again. The
road was good, the sun was
out, we were warm, and
traffic was all but non-ex-
istent.

We stopped in Lake
Placid for a late lunch at the
type of cafe one would see
on Andy of Mayberry. Tina
and I enjoyed the scrutiny
we received from the locals
and a couple of Florida
Highway Patrol Troopers at
a rear table. We were bik-
ers, Honda riders, but bik-
ers nonetheless!

Finishing our lunch we
rode the next couple of
hours in mostly beautiful
surroundings and made our
stop for the night in Ocala,
Florida, at a small but clean
motel.

Well rested and well
fed from Saturday night,
Tina and I arose Sunday
morning, got the Magna
loaded and headed on out.
Our game plan was to make
it to Dublin, GA, via Rte
441, and spend the night
there. This ride took us
through some beautiful
rolling Florida countryside
outside Ocala. I had never
seen this side of Florida
before, having spent all of
my time along the coastal
areas and primarily in Mi-
ami, my smuggler’s oasis.

We stopped for break-
fast at a fine little mom and
pop restaurant about 40
minutes outside of Ocala
and enjoyed some home-
made pancakes and coffee.
Back on the bike, we soon
crossed into Georgia and
rode 441 up through the
Okeefenokee swamp area.
Hot and buggy, we looked
forward to our fuel/bever-
age stops every hundred
miles or so. The Magna has

a 3.6 gallon tank which en-
sures stopping by or before
the time the seat does!

We made Dublin
without incident and stayed
at one of the nationally
known discount motels
available there. I took
advantage of their garden
hose and gave the Magna a
good dousing to clean off
some of the road grime. I
would have skipped this
had I known what I was in
for the following day.

Monday dawned
ominously, and The
Weather Channel didn’t
have any encouraging news
for us. We were in for heavy
rains and some twisty roads.
Remember now, I live in
South  Florida. My
experience with twisty
roads was limited to
highway entrances and
exits and the highest
elevation the Magna had
seen was the Powell bridge
on the Rickenbacker
Causeway between Miami
and Key Biscayne, maybe
eighty feet above sea level.

So, with fear and
some trepidation, I loaded
the Magna once more, and
keeping a brave face,
donned my Dry-Rider rain
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suit, made sure Tina was
equally attired, snapped on
my face shield, and off we
went.

Well, to make a long
story short, it rained and
rained and rained some
more. But, to my eternal
surprise and joy, the Magna
handled the wet roads like
it was born to it. The on-
coming, fully laden lumber
trucks traveling at mach
speed didn’t do much for
my mental state however,
and I found myself ducking
for cover behind my paltry
Hondaline cruiser wind-
shield (such as it was)
whenever | saw the enemy
approaching.

Tina and I traveled -

through some beautiful,
quaint towns and villages
that day, the America I was
hoping to see on this trip.
White colonial homes with
sprawling yards and Ameri-
can flags displayed. It was
a great feeling despite the
rain. We thoroughly en-
joyed it. The hilly and
twisty roads proved to be no
problem for the fully loaded
Magna, especially since the
pilot was prudent (read:
cautious) and traveled at a
manageable speed through

the many blind curves that
day offered us.

The “highlight” of the
day had to be when we
rolled into Dillard, Georgia,
on 441, tired, saddlesore,
wet and ready and willing
to call it a day if we could
find a motel of choice. Now
folks, I don’t know how
many of you have had the
“pleasure” of riding
through a nine-mile long
construction zone in
Dillard, Georgia, through
wet red clay which has the
ability to cling to and coat
just about anything you can
imagine. Suffice it to say
that my beautiful, glowing
candy-red Magna was now
a thing of the past, as the
bike, our soft luggage, and
raingear was covered in a
layer of red clay, the prop-
erties of which | was about
to receive an education.

Tina and I trudged on
to Franklin, North Carolina,
where we made our stop at
the Days Inn. I begged the
proprietor for a hose to
clean my steed, and he di-
rected me to the pump
house up by the pool. Well,
I scrubbed that bike with
pure NC well water for well
over an hour, but that Geor-

gia clay was tenacious. I
gotmost of it off eventually,
but it had taken up resi-
dence in small areas around
my chain, sprocket and cyl-
inder heads I could not
reach and never did quite
remove!

While removing clay
from our luggage and
raingear outside of our
room, [ spied some more
motorcyclists pulling into
the motel parking lot. A
Suzuki Madura, a beauti-
fully detailed black
Goldwing, a Concours and
a black ST-1100. Now I
can’t tell you exactly why,
but there has always been
something about that ST-
1100 that gets to me, and
seeing this one in person
that day had me dying to try
one out (more on that later).

I finally had our bike
and gear looking respect-
able again and spent the
next few hours swapping
lies with my newfound
motorcycling pals. Two
were from the Tampa,
Florida area, one from Ar-
kansas, and one from
Michigan or Minnesota, I
can’t remember which.
These guys were great and
enjoyed telling me stories

«
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of their own trips, encoun-
ters and mishaps on the
road. I felt a special bond
that day, and I never will
forget how I truly felt like
part of the greater motorcy-
cling community. Everyone
seemed to get real joy from
checking out and sitting on
one another’s bikes.

Well, we were in North
Carolina, we had made it
through the rain, the bike
was “bloodied” but un-
bowed, and the best was
yet to come. We had a great
$5.00 dinner, returned to
our room and plotted our
course.

Tuesday morning Tina
and I had breakfast at the
“City Restaurant”, our fa-
vorite eatery in Franklin.
We had dinner there the
night before, and in truth it
was the only place we had
tried. Since it was great
home cooking, we looked
no further.

Following breakfast
we headed on out of
Franklin toward the “inevi-
table”. We rode US 64 east
from Franklin toward High-
lands, Cashiers and
Rosman. I had done my
homework and studied
“North Carolina Scenic

Byways” graciously sup-
plied by the North Carolina
Department of Transporta-
tion.

Man, this was the life.
Though I am eight years
away from being eligible
for a pension at age 50, I
had daydreams of owning
some mountainside prop-
erty and spending my days
in this beautiful area.

As Tina and I got our
first taste of truly winding
roads along US 64, I found
myself going pretty slow
(Magna fully laden as it
was) and realized that I was
holding up some vehicle
and motorcycle traffic
which was developing be-
hind me. Ah, but good luck!
Look, Tina, a waterfall over
the road, let’s pull over, get
a picture and let this traffic
pass us by. And so begins
the inevitable loss of motor-
cycle virginity!

Having spied Bridal
Veil Falls, I pass it and
make a left into the road-
way which actually runs
under the falls. What a
great picture, I think. Look-
ing at the beautiful water-
fall, I bring the Magna to a
halt, put my foot down, and
wait a minute, I’'m leaning

unnaturally to the left, oh,
oh, oh shit, and over we go
onto our left side, the
Magna’s engine racing
noisily all the way down.
Tina and I wrest ourselves
from the pile of man and
machine, check to see that
we are relatively unscathed
(we each had a black and
blue or two), and proceed
to right the bike. My ego is
shattered. I am chagrined.
How many people saw
this? No one pulls over to
help, so I guess no one paid
attention or they realized it
would have embarrassed
me all the more. Who
knows?

The bike righted, I
begin damage inspection
when into the turnoff ap-
peared my new riding
friends I had met at the
motel the day before. Luck-
ily, they did not see my faux
pas, but I tell them what
happened as I begin to in-
spect my pride and joy.
Thankfully, damage was
limited to a tiny scratch on
the Hondaline crash bar,
and a very small nick on the
left mirror swivel and cas-
ing. Amazing! Someone
actually does engineer
these crash bars to limit
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damage! Actually, I think
having the wide Chase
Harper saddlebags aboard
the bike kept any further
damage at bay. The tank
and paint did not receive so
much as a nick.

Well, my pals regaled
me with stories of their own
such mishaps, and though I
felt somewhat better, know-
ing that it eventually hap-
pens to all riders, I knew
that Tina’s confidence had
been somewhat shaken
even though it was not an
accident per se.

I was initiated. Now I
was truly a member of the
motorcycling fraternity, and
had the badges of courage
to prove it!

After our newfound
friends departed for points
unknown, Tina and I waited
for the adrenaline rush to
subside and then made our
way toward Asheville,

along beautiful US 64. We

enjoyed the sights and
smells along the way, but
there was a lingering
thought in the back of both
of our heads the rest of that
day.

When we got to
Rosman, we took the left
turnoff to NC 215 and took

this beautiful, twisty road
north along the French
Broad River to the Blue
Ridge Parkway (BRP).
When we got to the BRP it
was time to don our
raingear once more as the
road was totally socked in
with fog.

Despite the fog, the
road was a blast to ride, and
occasionally we were re-
warded with glimpses of
the surrounding mountains
and valleys. If you’ve lived
in the flatlands for any
length of time, this was
heaven. We took the road to
the turnoff for Interstate 26
to Asheville and made our
way to the Radisson for the
Honda Hoot.

While in Asheville we
got to meet some great mo-
torcycling people. Some,
like Les and his son Jason
from the Chicago area,
Dale and his son Andy from
around St. Louis, and Rich,
also from the Chicago area,
were folks we were just
lucky enough to meet. Oth-
ers were people that I had
spoken to on-line via,
Compuserve or America
Online in the past months,
two of whom [ met acciden-
tally while waiting to sign

up for a demo ride on the
Aspencade and ST-1100!

It was great to meet
Paul Taylor (a longtime
Compuserve buddy) who
was nice enough to come
up and meet Tina and me at
the Radisson and spend
some time with us. Paul has
been a great help to me over
the months since I first got
my Magna, until the present
day, at which time I, like
him, now am the proud
owner of an ST- 1100 ABS/
TCS. But more on that later.

Tina and [ got to expe-
rience some great roads in
North Carolina that trip. US
64 and NC 215 as men-
tioned, the Blue Ridge
Parkway, U S 276 between
Brevard and the Blue Ridge
Parkway, and NC 9 from I-
40 to Chimney Rock (a
worthwhile site despite all
the tourists).

We were lucky enough
to schedule demo rides on
the Aspencade, ST-1100
and BMW R-1100 RSL.
Though each machine had
its points, the ST stole our
hearts while taking it
through some paces on the
Blue Ridge Parkway. I
knew it was only a matter
of time before I had to have
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one. Little did I know that
the ride home would bring
about that eventuality.

It was our first motor-
cycle rally together (I had
been to Daytona but en-
joyed this much more) and
Tina and I felt that we had
found a new dimension to
add to our lives. Tina told
me in no uncertain terms
that she would love to make
motorcycle vacations a part
of our lives together. This,
of course, was music to my
ears!

After four great days at
the Hoot (much too short!)
it was time to return to Mi-
ami, and for the return trip
I reluctantly decided to take
the Interstates to get home
quicker. Departing
Asheville, Sunday morning
we rode [-26 through some
light intermittent rain and
fog to 1-95 and south to-
ward Georgia. In Georgia
the rain began in earnest,
and we rode for hours in
torrential rain from Savan-
nah, Georgia, to Daytona
Beach, Florida. This was a
ride inexcess of 500 miles
in less than ideal condi-
tions. I told Tina that I had
a second wind and could
make it the rest of the way

home if she wanted. But
Tina’s back would not tol-
erate the seat on the Magna
for another mile, so we
stopped at a clean, dry mo-
tel for the night.

We talked that evening
of future motorcycling trips
and dream vacations. That’s
when I knew that to ensure
Tina’s comfort, and add the
versatility of hard luggage,
I would have to trade my
beloved Magna for the ST-
1100 (What a sacrifice. No
more chains to adjust and
lube, shaft drive, ABS, trac-
tion control, hard bags!).

On July 19, I traded
my 1995 Magna (following
many e-mail sessions with

-my guru, Paul Taylor) to-

ward a new 1994 ST-1100
ABS/TCS and I have yet to
quit grinning, the bike is
great! I have ordered a
Corbin Canyon Dual Sport
seat with passenger
backrest, and have
equipped the bike with the
Givi Maxia 50 liter top
trunk. Wow! So far the
stock windshield doesn’t
present a problem (prob-
ably because coming from
a Magna, [don’tknow any
better).

Now that [ am so well

equipped, I hope to see all
of you on the road real
soon! Until then, ride safe,
and keep an eye out for that
grinning guy on the black
ST!

Elliott Pitilon is a
Federal Law Enforcement
Officer who lives in Miami,
Florida and is a recent
convert to sport touring
and Honda ST1100.




