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CD Corner  
One week till school.   Labor Day awaits.   Finally,   a few 80+ degree days.   And summer is about to come 

screeching to a halt.  

 

Well -  thatõs that the way it feels anyways.  Summerõs not all itõs cracked up to be.  I tried to ride 

across the mountains to do my Rainier loop on Sunday - the interstates out to Yakima, back along 410 

and over Chinook, through Rainier park and then back up past Enumclaw on the back roads to North 

Bend and home.   But - it was forecast to be 98 degrees in the eastern lowlands and a threat of 

thunderstorms.   The nice 74 degree cruise up to Vancouver and back turned out to be a far more 

pleasant journey.  I guess Iõm must not a blue sky and bright sun kinda guy.  Those of you who dream of 

retiring to Arizona or Texas or any other place warm and dry are welcome to it.  

 

I should apologize for missing my August newsletter contribution.    I took a nice 2 week bike tour of 

California from late July into early August.   I just could not bring myself to spend the time writing 

while the open road was calling.   Iõll try to make up for it with a decent account of the trip elsewhere 

in this issue.    It was, to put it mildly, a frigginõ incredible time! 

 

One thing really struck me as I rode through California on every type of road and most every type of 

weather.   As youõd expect, I saw a lot of motorcycles it being summer and all.  Lots of Gold Wings.  Lots 

of BMWs.   And lots of Triumphs - that rather surprised me.    What did I not see?    Harley!   After 10 

days and over 2600 miles in California, I could count the number of Milwaukeeõs finest on one hand.. 

Granted, I was on twisty mountain roads and remote desert raceways and I saw but one major city 

during my trip.    Perhaps boulevard cruising and bar -hopping really is the leather and chrome raison 

dõ°tre.   Sorry - itõs all just fun.   I think theyõre pretty too.  And Iõm accustomed to seeing far more 

big FLõs on my long trips.  Whatõs up? 

 

As long as Iõm making enemiesé  ƽ   Take a look at the September edition of MCN where they test 

and compare the 2012 GL1800 with the hot new BMW K1600GTL.    Most were expecting the Gold Wing 

to go down in flames compared to the latest German technology.   The results were very unexpected to 

say the least.   I chalk it up to Honda understanding what American touring riders really want and giving 

it to them.    In the interest of full disclosure, I should mention that I also own a Beemer and love it   -  

an R1150GS.   But for every GS mile - I do 7 or 8 on my Wing.  

 

Still some summer left -  get out and ride it away.  Ciao.  

 

- Phil 
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Breakfast  
Meeting 

 

When: 2nd Saturday of  
each month 

 7:30 am Breakfast 

 8:30 am Meeting 

Where: Dennyôs 

 2233  - 148th Ave NE 
Bellevue 

Next: September 10
th 

See you there! 

DINNER SOCIAL 

сΥлл ta 
Wednesday, September 28th 

 

Bridal Trails Dairy Queen  
6811  132nd Ave NE 

Kirkland 

425-867-9000 

 

/ƻƳŜ Ƨƻƛƴ ǳǎ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΗ 
 

All dinner socials May-Sept 

2011 will be the last  

Wednesday of the month  

 
 
 

  
 
Chapter Director Phil Auberg 206-755-3294   

Phil5306@gmail.com   

Asst Chapter Director 

& Webmaster 

Curt Buckley 

 

206-290-4636 

curtisbu@yahoo.com 

Treasurer Rita Morris 425-836-0373 

onthree@msn.com 

Newsletter Editor  & Wing 

Washington Coordinator 

Jerry Weltner 425-941-5175 

jerry@weltner.net 

Campout & Social 

Coordinators 

 

Ron Matthews 

 

 

Marie McPeak 

360-793-2697 

rcmharley1@comcast.net 

 

425-271-0241 

mlm2894@comcast.net 

Rider Education  & Ride   

Coordinator 

Jason Goertz 

  

425-880-4155 

jgoertz@seanet.com 

STP Coordinator John Schiferl 425-868-2682 

onthree@msn.com 

Chapter Stores Jane & Mark  

McDowell  

425-643-0980 

mcdowellmj@aol.com 

Sunshine Coordinator Barbara Buckley 206-290-4636 

kiwuda@yahoo.com 

Membership Coordinator Marie McPeak 425-271-0241 

mlm2894@comcast.net 

Calendar Administrator Greg Coffin 425-822-0696 

gregcoffin@frontier.com 

50-50 Coordinator Dave Duryee 425-641-8226 

dpdwing@yahoo.com 

CHAPTER  E 
STAFF 

Deadline for October Newsletter  
will be September 24th  

August Colors -  Robert Kauf (not there)  

 

50- 50 -  Ron Mathews, $32.00  
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Wing Washington  Status 

 
Now is the time to begin ramping up our requests for donations for the Wing Washington Ban-
quet, which is only 2 months away, Saturday, October 8 th, at the VFW on 148th in Redmond.  We 
have already received donated prizes from Baker Built Air Wings, Battery Tender, Big Bike, F4 Wind-
shields, J&M, Küryakyn, National Cycle and Nolan/CIMA.   
 
I am looking for volunteers to help me contact the 75 or so ñRide Onlyò participants and inquire if 
they would like to up -grade to the Banquet.  Iôd like to do this starting in August.  If we get 4-5-6 
folks, weôll only be calling less than a dozen each.  Cheryl Duryee and Barb Buckley have stepped 
up, and Iôd welcome others, too.   
 
And, ñthe Committeeò is also actively planning Wing Washington 2012!  We have a concept of 
sites, and Iôve been riding with several members to check out potential sites.  Dennis Dekay and I 
went out of Moses Lake to check out 3 sites, and scored some cool hats at one site when they 
heard about our program!  If you want to help, just let me know.   
 
Jerry Weltner 
Wing Washington Coordinator 

 

Ride For Kids  
 
Join us Sunday, September 11th, at 
Remlinger Farms in Carnation, to show 
your support for children suffering from 
brain tumors.   
 
 

 
wŜƎƛǎǘǊŀǝƻƴ Ǌǳƴǎ ŦǊƻƳ у ǘƻ фΥпрΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƳƛƴƛƳǳƳ Řƻƴŀǝƻƴ ƻŦ Ϸор ǇŜǊ ƳƻǘƻǊŎȅŎƭŜΦ   
 
Chapter E has always had a good representation at this event.  The ride itself is escorted, going from 
Carnation into Monroe, and back, and gives you a chance to experience the full effect of several 
hundred bikes roaring down the road, and then loop-back and see them coming the other way, too.   
 
Chapter E will be meeting up beforehand to ride in as a group, and ride out as a group.  Expect to 
hear from Jason Goertz about exactly where and when, but please do join us to support this fine 
organization.  We have had a special visit from Nick, one of the kids assisted by the Pediatric Brain 
Tumor Foundation, and it was a special, moving experience.   
 
Put Sunday, September 11th on your calendar, and ride with us to Remlinger Farms for a cool, 
spectacular ride and event!   
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The Trip of a Lifetime (At least, so far) Part 3  
(Kayenta, AZ to The Grand Canyon)  

 
Jason & Teresa Goertz 

 

In Part I, I discussed our ñBig Tripò to the southwest.  We made it as far as Provo, UT with Teresaôs 
bike acting up.  We lost almost 2 days getting the bike fixed at a Suzuki dealer there, and had to 
cancel our plans to spend 2 days visiting Chaco Canyon in northwestern New Mexico.  In Part II, we 
left Provo with Teresaôs newly fixed bike, and proceeded down the eastern side of Utah.  We had 
more problems with the incessant wind, trailer lids popping open, and more stuff falling off Teresaôs 
bike.  But we were able to deal with them all and we ended part II at the south end of Monument 
Valley in Kayenta, AZ. 
 
We left our hotel in Kayenta (after first mailing a few Monument Valley postcards with the local 
postmark) and headed down the road toward the Hopi Reservation, about 2 hours away. 
 
I had wanted to go to the Hopi reservation for many years (and possibly did when I was 7 or 8, but I 
donôt remember it if I did).  My grandfather was a Mennonite Missionary at the reservation in the late 
1890ôs into the early 1900ôs.  (If you do a web or Wikipedia search of H.R. Voth, youôll find a lot of 
entries on him).  He didnôt do that great a job converting those ñheathenò Indians but did a great job 
studying their religion, rituals, and culture.  He learned the language and published an English-Hopi 
dictionary, as well as taking hundreds of photographs, including many inside their sacred Kivas, or 
structures where they performed their dances and rituals.  He published several books detailing 
their ceremonies, a fact that many Hopi today do not take kindly to.  His photos are now mostly held 
by the Field museum in Chicago.  The Smithsonian has a great number of artifacts donated by my 
Grandmother after he passed that he acquired during his stay with the Hopi as well as other tribes 
before that.  Teresa and I got to see quite a few of them on an earlier trip to Washington, DC.  They 
were all in the Smithsonianôs storage facility at the time, but some may now be on display at the 
Native American Museum, which was being built at the time. 
 
Before embarking on the trip (but after planning much of 
it and making reservations) a friend got in touch and 
when we said we were heading to the Southwest, he was 
insistent we get contact Rueben, a Hopi he had met on 
another trip in South America.  We did so, and after many 
emails before and on the road, we came up with a plan to 
meet.  We were having issues squeezing out enough 
time between all the reservations weôd made to have a 
meaningful meeting with him, and in the end, the delay 
and excising of the trip to Chaco Canyon worked in our 
favor, as we ended up with an extra day we had not 
planned on having.  We decided to stay overnight at the 
Hopi Cultural Center on the Reservation.  In addition to a 
small museum, gift shop, and restaurant, the Center has 
a pretty nice motel.  The rates were a bit high for the area 
(I think we paid about $120-130 or so) but being on the 
Hopi ground was worth it to us. 
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His wife answered, and said he had gone to Flagstaff and would return by the afternoon, later than 
weôd planned, but having visited Hawaii a couple of times we understood the concept of ñIsland 
Timeò, where the rhythm of the day is more important than that of the clock, so we figured ñHopi 
timeò was similar, and weôd use the time to cool off from the heat, relax, and hang out. 
Well, ñmeeting at noonò became ñmeeting at 3:00ò and then ñmeeting at 6:00ò when he finally 
showed up.  Suffice it to say he had had many problems on his road trip to Flagstaff, but was there 
now and given it didnôt get dark until 9:30 or so, we still had plenty of time for him to take us around 
and show us the various settlements on the Reservation. For us, it was a lesson in patience, 
coming from our schedule driven Type-A lives. 
 
After leaving Kayenta, we actually ended up arriving an hour before we had planned, due to an 
oddity in the time zones.  Arizona, as a state, does not participate in Daylight Savings Time, so 
where it is 12:00 noon in Utah, it is 11:00 am in Arizona (same as Pacific Time, by the way).  The 
exception to this is the Navaho reservation.  The Navaho reservation spans multiple states, but 
mostly resides in Arizona, and they do recognize DST, so they are in sync with the rest of the 
Mountain Time Zone.  What is very odd is that the Hopi reservation joins with the rest of Arizona in 
not using DST, so when we gained an hour going from the Navaho to the Hopi Reservation.  Given 
that the Reservation is essentially an island inside of the Navaho Reservation, the whole situation is 
even more bizarre. 
 
So we got to the hotel an hour early and we ate some lunch and tried to contact Rueben.  He had 
agreed to take us around the reservation and to possibly meet with an Elder that would know 
stories of my grandfather.  (My grandfather left the reservation in 1905 and passed away in 1932 or 
so, so I knew that no one alive could have known him, but it would be interesting to hear the stories 
that had been passed down). 
 
It was indeed like weôd seen on Wikipedia and the various History Channel shows.  There are many 
interpretations, but the common thread among the ones Iôve heard is that we, as a human race, 
have to choose to come together in peace for the world to survive. Reuben reiterated this when he 
discussed it while there.   
 
He then took us to the various villages that are on the 3 Mesas.  He told us the history and how 

there had been a split in the tribe, both around the time my Grandfather left in 1905 (perhaps that 

was what motivated his departure, I donôt know.)  There was another split in 1966, when those who 

wanted to maintain the old ways kicked out the ones who wanted more modern amenities, like 

electricity and running water.  Reuben gave us a copy of a DVD detailing this in a documentary.  

It was actually sad and frankly, a bit depressing, to see this.  The rest of the world holds up the Hopi 
and their prophecies as a bastion of wisdom, but to see the divisions of a population of 13,000 or so 
that live in the area much smaller than Seattle makes me wonder how 6 billion humans could ever 
come together.   
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Anyway, the trip had its highlights too.  Several of the villages still perform the old ritual dances, not 

for public show so much, but for their own feeling of continuity with the past.  The next day, 

Saturday, was a Kachina Dance and Reuben took us to see it.  We sat on a rooftop and watched 

the dancers, fully dressed in the Kachina costumes.  I was a very moving thing to see, knowing they 

were doing this for themselves, not as a tourist attraction.  We were asked not to take pictures, so 

we didnôt, but other outsiders we saw didnôt respect that at all. 

The first stop was the 

Hopi Prophecy Rock.  I 

had heard of this for a 

while now, a petroglyph 

of unknown age that 

symbolically represents 

the Hopi prophecy 

about the end of the 

world.  Having seen this 

on TV documentaries 

and heard people speak 

of it, I kind of expected 

a bigger deal, like some 

road signs, perhaps 

some of the ubiquitous 

Native American craft 

tables, etc.  In other 

words, an ñattractionò of sorts.  But there was none of that.  It was off an unmarked dirt road, no sign 

saying ñHopi Prophecy Rock, Thattawayò.  I wasnôt driving, and could probably not find it again if I 

had to, at least not on the first try. 

The late timing of the meeting meant we never met that Elder.  Perhaps on our next trip we will. 

We bid Reuben farewell. There was only one market on the reservation with gasoline, so we 

packed up, checked out, and headed back to where the dance was to gas up, get water and ice and 

head out.  Normally Iôm the chatty one on the road, but this time Teresa and her bike attracted some 

attention from the locals, who engaged her (and to a lesser extent, me) in conversation about where 

we had been and where we were going.   I guess the Hopis rarely see a Goldwing with a trailer and 

a Suzuki Volusia, especially one with an attractive woman,  leave the main road. 

Instead of going south on AZ 264 and intercepting I-40 to Flagstaff as Iôd planned, we headed west 

on BIA 2 (Bureau of Indian Affairs).  If we had been on remote, tiny, no-shoulder roads before, this 

was even more of all of the above.  Reuben and everyone else said to take this route, that it was 

much shorter.  Given what had happened to now I was nervous, but what the heck, this was an 

adventure.  We set out into the 95Á heat toward Flagstaff.   
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We eventually got there without a problem, save for the trying to stay on the road in the incessant 

wind, and eventually arrived in Flagstaff.  We were heading to Sedona to meet a friend, and to stop 

at a Harley Dealer Iôd found online to try and fix the highway peg that had left Teresaôs bike, so we 

didnôt have a lot of time to sightsee, but we did a bit anyway.  We were actually on the I-40 

Business loop for about a mile or 2, which is the original section of Route 66 in this region.  We 

didnôt really see anything of note from where we were, but realized we needed to add Flagstaff on 

our list of ñmust returnò sites in this part of the world. 

From Flagstaff we turned south toward Sedona. The vegetation hand changed from stark scrub 

brush and the terrain from all sand color, to the characteristic red rock for which Sedona is famous.  

Also, we were now in pine forests, and the addition of green was welcome.  We hadnôt really seen 

any since we crossed the Cascades more than a week before. 

Instead of taking I-17 south, which would have been faster, we took US89-Alt, which is a narrow, 

twisty 2 lane that runs through a pretty stark canyon, and is slow going.  I had my closest call of the 

trip along this road, where a van came into my lane.  She got back in time, but I would have had to 

scrape the fog line to not be hit.  

89-Alt becomes 

the main drag in 

Sedona, and I 

knew the Harley 

Dealer I wanted 

was on that road.  

We came to the 

address of the 

dealership, but 

instead of seeing 

an open lot with 

bikes on it, all 

there was were 2 

story strip-mall 

type buildings on 

both sides of the 

heart of 

downtown.  Then I 

looked up and saw 

that the ñdealershipò was a Harley clothing store.  I went up there, and sure enough, lots of do-rags 

and leather jackets and attractive salesgirls, but no bikes, and certainly no highway pegs.   Teresaôs 

bike repair would have to wait. 
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I came back down to where Iôd left Teresa with the bikes parked in an angle slot, and there was a 

car that had backed out and hit my trailer.  This woman got our vote as the Most Annoying Person 

We Encountered on the Trip.  She was talking on her cell phone when she got into the car, when 

she hit my trailer, and 5 minutes later when I came back, she was still on her cell phone.  In fact, 

she was talking on it when she left.  Both of us were so mad we couldnôt talk.  What the heck is 

wrong with people these days? I should have probably called the cops, as I suspect sheôd have got-

ten a ticket, but there was no real damage to the trailer (no more so than was already there) and we 

just wanted her out of our presence. 

We continued south to the Hilton resort south of town.  We had accumulated some Hilton Honors 

points and decided to blow them by staying in the resort, and they upgraded us to a suite without us 

even asking.  We also got a room for Sherrie, a friend from another trip, and we spent the rest of 

the day and most of the next with her.  She drove up from Scottsdale, so she was driving us around 

in her SUV, complete with air conditioning.  The break from riding and the heat was a welcome 

change in the rhythm of the trip. We had a great time with her.  I had not seen her for quite some 

time, but Teresa had visited her a few times since then, so it was great to renew her acquaintance 

again.  We had a great dinner, sat by the pool, did some sightseeing, and basically hung out 

around the area.  Teresa had gone there with a womenôs group a few years before, so she knew 

some places around the area to scope out, including one right by the airport high up on a hill to 

watch the sunset.  It was beautiful there. 

After bidding Sherrie good bye we stayed one more night in our room, and basically got ready for 

the rest of the trip.    

Checking on the local HD dealer website, I found their main store right on the route we were going 

to take to the Grand Canyon.  We headed out, and within a couple of hours or so we were parked 

and Teresaôs bike was on the lift getting a new set of highway pegs.  Iôd like to give a shout out to 

Grand Canyon Harley Davidson for a quick turnaround.  They charged us for about 20 minutes of 

labor, so the bill was not that bad. 

The wind at this point was the worst weôd encountered.  We figured that the wind, and the whole 

trip in fact, was a trial, a gauntlet to test our mettle.  (I think maybe Iôve said that before). 
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We headed north up AZ 64 to Grand Canyon National Park, paid our fees, and entered.  The south 

entrance was very interesting.  There was a pretty good sized airport, where helicopter and aircraft 

tours take off and land, and an IMAX theater, definitely a first Iôd seen visiting a National Park. 

We went to our hotel.  The lobby was in the same building as the local caf®, which was in turn part 

of a small village with a very nice general store and the post office.  We ate, as it was about 2:00 by 

now, then went to unload at our room, which was in a building across the street and several hun-

dred yards up the road. 

On unloading, I saw something that made my blood run cold. The wheels on my Bushtec trailer are 

held on by a single bolt each, and the left hand bolt was totally missing.  I had no idea how long this 

bolt had been missing, and could well have been for a thousand miles.  It is a miracle that the 

wheel didnôt come off.  The wheel had jammed up against the threads, so under load there was 

enough stress that the wheel didnôt move.   

The thought of the wheel coming off and bouncing off the road into a deep ravine haunted me for 

the rest of the trip, thank goodness it didnôt happen.  I had packed a tube patch kit, and tools to take 

off the tire, but of course, I didnôt have a spare wheel, so if that had happened we would have been 

in serious guano out in the middle of nowhere.  We would have had no way to transport all the con-

tents of the trailer, and Iôm not sure what I would have done.  Not to mention what losing a wheel 

might have done to the stability of the Goldwing. 

In fact, I didnôt even have a spare bolt with me.  I had scheduled a bus tour that day at 4:00 which 

went all the way East along the rim to a lookout point, which would end with watching the sunset, 

and another tour at 9:00 the next morning to go west to Hermitôs Rest, the westernmost point on the 

main road that parallels the rim.  I decided to not worry about it just yet, to enjoy our time there.  I 

unhooked the trailer, and Teresa and I rode 2-up to the new visitor center a half mile or so from our 

hotel, and went exploring. 
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Our time there was great.  I had been to the Grand Canyon at about age 7 or so, and have limited 

memories, but I am sure the area we were, the South Rim, has been built up a great deal in the in-

tervening 48 years.   

After our tour the next morning, I still had to get a bolt to hold on the wheel.  While not that special a 

part, the nearest hardware store was in Williams, a 60 mile trip south.  I hoped that someone, 

somewhere in the park had the necessary hardware, and this task would take half an hour or so, 

and not require me to give up 2 hours of my last afternoon in the park.  I asked around, I was di-

rected to a 100 year old log structure owned by Zanterra, the company that runs the hotels and tour 

busses for the Park Service.  It was kind of odd to see a full sized bus inside a 100 year old log 

building, but the shop foreman and the mechanics that helped me could not have been more help-

ful and accommodating. Not only did they have the bolt and lock washer I needed, they even had 

the Nylock locking bolts that I had on the other side (the one that didnôt come off).  They gave me a 

handful of hardware, told me they had no way to bill me, so I walked out with spare parts for a life-

time and was able to go back to meet Teresa for lunch in the Arizona room. 

We toured the other main village and went to the Hopi House, a gift shop built in 1905 or so to re-

semble a pueblo dwelling of the Native Americans of that region.  I had another connection to this 

structure, as my Grandfather had been hired when it was built to design a couple of replicas of Hopi 

ceremonial alters for display.  We learned that that part of the building had been condemned many 

years before, and it was sealed off.  I wonder if that was the true story, but in any event I would not 

be able to see them, one large disappointment of our trip. 

The rest of the day we hung out along the Rim, walked around, and then in the evening had the nic-

est dinner of the trip in the El Tovar dining room, a 4 star room a long way from where youôd expect 

to find one.  I had a great bison steak, some wine, and a great evening with Teresa. 

The trailer and Teresaôs bike fixed, we set off the next morning for  St. George Utah, a great Spa 

Day, and then home. But the Universe wasnôt done with our trial just yet.  Tune in next month for 

the fourth and final part to the saga.   
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What I did on my summer vacation  
Phil Auberg  

 
Each year I endure my bout of teen -age angst as I decide where my vacation ride will go.   Often, I 
end up in the Rockies.  I spent the early years of my adulthood there in Colorado and I love the 
scenery.  A few times Iôve done the coast to coast thing.  Last year I tried the ñstaycationò idea - 
day rides every day from home.  Disaster.  A long ride without the comforts or cares of home and 
familiarity is best to free oneôs soul. So this year, I decided on California.  Iôve been there more 
times than  I can count but usually itôs on a business trip or some other fleeting engagement.  This 
time I decided to ride down one side and back up the other to experience the ocean, the redwoods, 
the desert, mountains, and just about everything else I could find.    
 
I should mention that I am not a fan of large cities, especially on vacation.   I like remote, rural 
areas.  On the other hand, I almost always ñhotel itò rather than camp.  I did a lot of backpacking in 
my younger days.   Iôve pretty much had it with the bugs.  That said, I also tend to stay in cheapo 
motels and eat whatever I can find.   So if you are expecting some illuminating commentary on great 
restaurants and fine wine in out -of-the-way places, youôre going to be disappointed. 
 
So here we go.  Phase 1 - Seattle to San Luis Obispo.  The first challenge, or course, if just getting 
to California. Which means the long haul down I -5 through Oregon.  Like all good disoriented 
pilgrims, I left 2 hours later than planned and so had to ride like ñheckò so that I could make my 
destination of Crescent City (540 miles) by a reasonable hour.  Travel was uneventful down I -5 as 
far as Salem.   I had a new IPod 
Shuffle in the fairing pocket with 
lots and lots of 60ôs and 70ôs 
rock so I was having a pretty 
good time.  Around Salem, the 
pleasant 75 degrees  accelerated 
quickly to 95 and stayed there 
all the way to Grants 
Pass.  Ugh!   Flat interstate and 
stifling heat.   Still, riding is 
good.  For reasons to which you 
can probably relate, I took no 
photos on the trip through 
Oregon.  Iôll be kind and say no 
more about that.   At Grants 
Pass, you head southwest on US 
199 to enter the Redwood 
Highway and find Crescent 
City.   Crossing the border in 
California was pretty 
dramatic.  Iôve ridden this route before but obviously I was sleeping though it.  Went from the low 
90ôs to the high 50ôs inside of 10 miles as we dropped into the forest and the canopy closed 
above.  With the canopy came the cool fog from making its way in from the ocean.   The forest was 
shrouded in a dense veil that hung about 75 feet off the ground and brought all to silence.    Really 
spooky!  And incredibly beautiful.  My journal notes say ñemotional impact was staggeringò. 
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By the time I hit Crescent City around 7:30 pm, the thermometer hung at 54 degrees and 
everything was soaking wet.  Iôll not say much of Crescent City.  Itôs sort of stuck in the 1970ôs.  The 
Travelodge and the Taiwanese family that runs it was actually very nice.   But avoid King Pizza down 
the street.   Food bad.  Atmosphere worse.  Thatôs what you get for dining at 9 pm on a Sunday.   
 
Day 2 is the Redwood Forest.  Great, cold run down US 101.  In the 50ôs.  Past the ocean in the 
beginning and then turning inland south of Eureka.    Donôt hurry through Eureka.   Open the visor to 
your helmet and ride slowly along the water.   The fragrance of the eucalyptus trees is 
overwhelming.  Itôs like a drug.  The trees are prevalent throughout this north coast area.   With my 
IPod humming away with Led Zeppelin and the Dead, I felt like Iôd stepped back 40 years.   

 
Past Eureka, you head down into the 
heart of the Redwoods.  If youôve ridden 
this road before, there is not a lot of 
value I can add.  I took a short detour 
on to the Avenue of the Giants to try for 
a few photos.  Which is really hard to do 
and really dangerous! The trees are 
right up against the road and the few 
ñpull outsò tend to be in dark, overgrown 
areas.   I did my best.   The best answer 
is - ride it yourself.   But do caffeine first 
and be ready for twisties.   Eventually, 
101 opens up and youôre in wine country 
- Mendocino County.  Next stop was 
Ukiah, a fairly large farming community 
and seemed notably devoid of good 
Mexican restaurants.   

 
The next day provided a much more urban ride but also signaled the start of the really outrageous 
scenery.  Riding 101 out of Ukiah, through Marin county (the money, the money!) and across the 
Golden Gate  and onto Hwy 1 - the PCH headed down to Santa Cruz.  You need to prepare for 
traffic on this segment, not to mention the wind when you cross the bridge.   Past the urbanity of 
San Francisco,  I arrived in Half Moon Bay.  Now I remember visiting this place back in the 70ôs and 
80ôs and having some pretty funky times with my friends.  No more.  HMB has grown up and boasts 
$300 hotel rooms and more than its share of Range Rovers.  I enjoyed the view of the water and 
moved on .  The oceanfront scenery starts getting really good just north of Santa Cruz.   Another 
town that has grown beyond all comprehension.   Also the worst dive motel of the trip.   Everybody 
wants to live or vacation here, it appears.  It tried Woodstock Pizza in the trendy part of town which 
was flooded with 20-something partiers.  Donôt bother.  But - the views are incredible here, the 
weather is just about perfect, and my Wing was humming along without a care.    
 
Day 4 was planned to be the most spectacular of the trip and it did not disappoint.   I planned this 
day for low mileage - about 180 miles from Santa Cruz down to San Luis Obispo. Actually, to Pismo 
Beach where the hotels drop below $200/night.  
 
 


