Trip to 8 states

Beverly an I have been riding Goldwings since 1993 when we bought a new 93 blue Aspencade Goldwing. We road alone for 6 years all over the areas of LA, MS, TX, AR, TN, AL and FL, we never once thought that we would ever ride in all 48 lower states until we joined GWRRA and started making rallies all over the other state plus Wing Ding. We started counting up and realized we been to 24 or more states, at this point I set a goal to ride in the remaining states before I get where I am unable to ride. Wing Ding 32 in Des Moine is the start of a trip to accomplish our goal. You see, we have only 8 states left to finish all the states and Iowa is 1 of them.

June 26, 2010

Erroll and Nancy arrived at our home about 8:45am for the start of our vacation. After a few minutes of visiting and one last time around the house to make sure everything is okay for us to leave, away we go.

We left Stephensville, La. at 9am on our way to meet Eugene and Kathy at the Racetrack station in Port Allen for 10:15. Everything was going good until we get past Plaquemine on Hy 1, there we encounter a train crossing the road, are should I say blocking the road. 15 minutes later we are on our way again to meet Eugene and gas the bikes, because of the train we were late (go figure).

Hugs and kisses out of the way, we are off on our first leg of our trip. Vicksburg here we come. Around Natchez we stop for a picnic lunch, something we plan on from the start. Arrived at the hotel with no problems, thanks to Bev’s good GPS abilities by using an atlas, around 3pm. We all checked in, refreshed ourselves, then to the casino for a buffet supper and a little gambling. As usual we lost and Erroll won $400. We were all back at the hotel before 8pm.

Sunday 27th
Up for 6am for 7am take off. Leaving the hotel we head for Hy 61 North for some country riding. The roads that we traveled to Harrison, Ark. were all back roads with little or no traffic.

Monday 28th
After arriving in Harrison at our hotel stop for the night Eugene notices that one of my trailer tire has wore down to the cords, not good. I checked at Wal-Mart for a new tire with no luck. So we put on my spare until I find a new tire.

Did I mention that Eugene was with us, the Dairy Queen eater of all times? While passing thru Chillicothe, MO Eugene hollers there is a Dairy Queen on the CB, in we turn, Ice cream #1. On the side street next to the Dairy Queen was a Wal-Mart, might as well check for a new tire. Bev and I go in the tire department; sure enough there are 2 tires on white rims the right size. A little closer look and you would know it 4 holes rims, but I need 5 holes rims. We go talk to the service manager (a lady not in a mood) and asked if they had tires without rims that they could put on my chrome rims. NO, go figure. Then here is the surprise of the day, she tells one of her guys to take the tire off the 4 hole rims and put their tires on my rims. All I paid was for the 2 tires and rims, $45 each and nothing to change them to my rims. We made it to Indianola, Iowa for the night.

Tuesday 29

We arrived at Des Moine, Iowa for the couple’s selection with time to spare. After Selection we made our way to registration to check in, then to hotel for our rooms.
The next day Wednesday 30th, was LA Districts day in the goody booth to sell National’s junk that you can buy from the wing world, and business was slow. 

Thursday July 1st 

We had our parade to promote LA rally in April 2011. After the parade and lunch Brent and I went to contact some vendors new & old to attend our rally, I think we were successful with the ones we talked to.

Friday 2nd 

We are off on the second leg of this trip to Wisconsin. We crossed in to Wisconsin at Prairie Du Chein and turned left on Hy 35 to follow the Mississippi River north. The river was about the same in width as in Baton Rouge. It varied all the way up to Hudson, WI, where we stopped for the night. The temp never got over 80 degrees. If Eugene can’t see anything else he can spot a dairy queen. Along the way to Hudson we passed 3 or 4 DQ’s and he would hollow strike one or two or three if I didn’t stop, so we stopped in La Cross to have ice cream #2.

Saturday 3rd 

Our objective for this day is to make it the headwaters of the Mississippi River in Itasco State Park in Minnesota. We made good time so we toured the headwaters that evening before we went to the hotel in Bemidji. Beverly & Kathy took off their boots and walked across the Mississippi River less than 100 yards from where it starts. It starts off of Lake Itasco at a rock dam (18 inches high) which was placed there to hold more water in the lake. We were all going to walk across the rock dam but a bunch of kids were playing and splashing water everywhere so we opted to pass the great crossing. As of today we only have seen maybe three deer alive and probable 12-14 dead ones. Since we already toured the headwaters you would think we were ahead of schedule, but Mother Nature had a surprise for us the next morning!!! 

Sunday 4th

You guessed it, the rain was pouring down from 3am to about 9:30am, so we just hung around the hotel making plans for our days ride until the rain quits.

Finally on the road again we traveled slowly until the roads dried up some on our way to Rugby, North Dakota which is the geographical center of North America. There is a monument there that we placed the trike in front of and Kathy took some pictures of me & Bev, then put their trike there and I took their pictures. After that, we headed on to Minot, N Dakota for a night of rest. Did I mention that we till picnicked for lunch every day. The temp never got over 70 degrees.

Monday 5th
We head out in route to Malta, Montana, but first we have to find Fort Union Trading Post in N. Dakota. Arrived at the fort and was greeted by a swarm of mosquitoes, made me home sick for about 30 seconds then I realized I was still on vacation. Actually the fort was on the Missouri River, that is why there were mosquitoes.  We saw more prairie dogs around the fort than guests, not a popular tourist attraction. It did have some interesting history and information about the local trading with the Indians back in the early 1800s. Having killed enough mosquitoes we take off for Malta. Not far into Montana we see a small herd of pronghorn antelope of about 12-15. Sure expected to see more animals in these northern states. Arrived in Malta, Mo and we checked into a motel for the night. We had to drive another mile to eat supper. Guest what????? 3 building down from the motel we were staying at there was a DQ, ice cream #3.

Tuesday 6th
Leaving Malta we headed for Glacier National Park, the temperature was a cool 54 degree’s but it didn’t last long because it warmed up quick. We drove all the way to the West entrance of the park to find out the road thru the pass is open all the way, what a bummer. According to the internet the road was closed to thru traffic and had to ride a tour bus part way up and back. Well anyway while at the entrance gate I bought a senior pass for all National Parks for 10 dollars. Since the road was open we could have saved around about 4 hr of riding in a big circle around the mountain to sleep in a falling down cabin back where we entered the park. Lodging in the area is all booked up in advance for the month of July which is their best season because of the park.  This day didn’t get over 60 degrees.

Wednesday 7th 

Temperature 45 degrees at 7am as we prepare for leaving this poor excuse of a cabin in West Glacier for just a day of riding and site seeing to Colville,WA .Not long after crossing the border to Washington we spot a moose on the edge of a pasture eating some alfalfa. Eugene needs to get a paper printed up with the information about his stallion plus be on Jeff Vey’s payroll the owner of Thoroughbred Motorsports. Every time we stop people come talk with them about what they are driving, most of them have never seen anything like it. Eugene and Kathy spend about an hour and half each day telling people about their three wheel vehicle. Well the girls are back from washing the clothes and it’s getting late so good night to all.

Thursday 8th
We got up at 5:30 local time and the temperature was just 54 degrees, made our way to Arby’s for breakfast. They serve a pretty good home cook meal and not a fast food meal. Destination for today will be Goldendale, WA. We traveled for 4 hrs to Coulee Dam in real pleasant weather ranging from 54 to 59 degrees on some pretty curvy roads with forest around you. We saw more deer on Hwy 21 than on the whole trip so far, (Alive any way). After leaving Coulee Dam the temperature started to rise, with in 2 hrs it reached 86 Degrees. Don’t tell anyone but Eugene let Kathy drive and rode the back sit. We stopped at a public rest area/ boat launch for our daily picnic. Now it’s time to ride again and the temperature now a whopping 96. We rode to around 4:30 in the extreme heat now 102 and arrived in a town big enough to have a DQ. Ice Cream #4 devoured now on to Goldendale to our motel. For supper we went to a Mexican Restaurant and the food was really not bad.

Friday 9th
Everyone is ready for the continental breakfast by 6:30 am to find the worst free meal out of all the Motels that have stayed at so far. They had bread for toast, no milk, no cereal, or orange/ apple juices. Well we managed to eat a little breakfast before we take off for our days ride to the ocean. Along the way we traveled south on Hwy 142 with a temp of 65 degrees, no traffic and just slow rolling curves for about 35 miles to Hwy 14 along the Columbia River. We crossed into Oregon over the Hood River Bridge and traveled south on Hwy 35 toward Mt Hood. We circled Mt Hood until we got to a little town called Sisters where we turned on to Hwy 242. It wasn’t anything to brag about until we got to the sea of lava. The Sea of Lava at 5300’ elevation is and old lava flow from about 13,000 yrs ago. After leaving the lava flow on our way down the west side of the mountain we hit the curviest road I have ever ridden on. Any one that rides a bike and in the area of Hwy 242 in Oregon I highly recommend making the effort to ride it. If you do ride it on 2 wheels bike you will wear out your pegs or running boards for sure. Once off the mountain the temp started to climb from 66 to the 90’s so we stop in some small little country store for a break and a cold bottle of water. When it was time to leave Eugene climbs in the back seat of the Stallion, I think he is starting to like the back seat, and we head to Eugene, Oregon then on to Florence along the Pacific coast line. We pass a casino that was advertising a seafood buffet 1 mile before Florence and we decided to go back there for supper. We found a little mom & pop motel and got a room then waited for supper time. The buffet was not as good as the ones on the Mississippi coast.

Saturday 10th 

Well when we park for the night in Florence I thought that in the morning when we left on our south bound journey on Hwy 101 we would see the Pacific Ocean well I was wrong. We drove a couple of miles and stopped for breakfast at a café because they didn’t have a continental breakfast at the motel we stayed at. We continued south after breakfast for about 75 miles before the ocean appeared. I was beginning to believe that Oregon didn’t touch the Pacific. At start time (9:00am) the temperature was 64 degrees and never got above 66 degrees all day. We stopped along the way for our daily picnic before reaching California. We traveled Hwy 101 through Oregon to California and into the Redwood Forest Park. Boy the trees that we saw today are big, 8’-10’ in diameter and maybe 150’ tall. This evening leaving the park we read a sign that said elk crossing next 2 miles, and sure enough around the next curve there were 3 elk grazing in the field, 1 young bull plus 2 cows. We stopped and took some pictures then travel around 3 miles and there were a small herd of elk, some laying down some grazing. Just seeing the elk perked up Eugene a lot. After seeing the elk we take to the road again to look for a room in Eureka to stay the night and eat supper. We looked for a seafood restaurant to eat crabs and were told no crab until the December season. We stayed at a Roadway Inn and settled for a Chinese Buffet.

Sunday 11th
After sleeping late we took off to look for a place for breakfast and found a Denny’s Restaurant. Leaving Denny’s we headed for Hwy 101 south to The Avenue of the Giants. The giants are the big redwood trees along the California Coast about 40 miles south of Eureka where we spent the night. The bigger trees are about 150-300’ tall and around 8’ in diameter, 1 tree is probably big enough to build a house. We rode for 17 miles in the shade and 58 degree temp on our way to the giant redwood tree that we could drive though, where we took pictures. The tree was 64’ around it, 21’ diameter, 275’ tall and 5000 yrs old. Now it’s time to head toward Redding for our nights lay over. We get on Hwy 101 north to Hwy 36 east, where we are in for one hell of a ride. Deal’s Gap is now for beginners just learning to ride curves only 11 miles. Hwy 36 from Hwy 101 is just a little bit longer, over 75 miles of nonstop curves or switch backs. A rider on 2 wheels would truly have a blast and surely wear out their running boards or pegs. You still have to look for gravel in the curves or for fallen rocks on the road. Being Bev & I opted to ride on one bike or should I say trike together, I got one hell of a arm work out with push pull steering. I think by the time we get home I will challenge Perry to an arm wrestling contest; I might have a slight chance by then. Even Eugene had a time with all the curves; He has a speed knob on his steering wheel like they use to use on tractors, well I think he over heated the little bearing in it with all that twisting the knob in the curves.

After the 75 miles on Hwy 36 Bev tells me to turn left on Hwy 3, finally off this crooked A$$ Hwy 36,Ha. Hwy 3 is every bit as curvy as 36 for the next 25 miles. We finally get out of the mountain and the temp is 106 degrees. It is time to find a motel. We drove into Redding and checked in at the Riverside Inn for the night.

Monday 12th
5:30am rolls around before anyone really wanted it to and everyone gets ready to leave still half asleep and no breakfast. The plan for today is make it to Fallon, NV. without roasting because the temperature will be 95-100 degrees out in the dessert. But before we get there we have to ride through the Lassen National Volcanic Park which is on Hwy 89 south off of Hwy 44. A beautiful ride thru the mountains with snow on the slopes and on top but it was unexpected. We were told that if we would have been here last week we would not been allowed to cross the mountain there because the snow plows hadn’t cleared the roads. We start our journey at around 1000 or so feet and rose to around 8000+’. This was another one of those roads that is either curving left or right with no straight section in it. We traveled 25 miles going up an around then down an around 3 different mountains to net maybe 10 miles as the crow flies. After leaving the park around 10:30am we head east still on 89 south until we meet 70 east. This highway carries us to lunch time now there are no shady spots to have our daily picnic, so we stop in this small town Greenville, CA and had a very late breakfast at 11am. By this time the temp is reaching 78 and climbing and we still have over 200 miles of desert to reach our destination. The last time I checked the temp it was 102 when we stopped for gas 30 miles from Fallon. We checked into a Comfort Inn at 3:15, and early day for a change.

Tuesday 13th
Today we are to ride on the road they call the Loneliness Road, Hwy 50 part of it is in Nevada and part of it in Utah. We traveled for 325 miles on this road and I know why they call it the loneliness highway. There are no trees along the way and for about 15 miles the grass are weeds don’t grow either. You might see a car or a bike every 10 miles are so and no animal at all. We stopped at the border on the Utah side for the night at a truck stop/café/casino plus motel. The room was small at the motel but the food was plentiful, good and reasonable priced.

Wednesday 14th
When we went to bed Tuesday night we didn’t know that we were within 2 miles of leaving Pacific Time zone and entering the Mountain Time zone. If we would have known that we would have gotten up and hour earlier, but by not knowing we lost and hour within 2 miles of takeoff time. We traveled another 50 miles on Hwy 50 then turned south on Hwy 24 for a stretch. While on that highway we ran into swarm of grasshoppers for about a mile. They made a mess of the bike and the windshield. We eventually turned on Hwy 12 to some more scenic byways thru and over Boulder Mountain, the Escalante Staircase which is one type road that I never ever rode on before. You ride on top of a ridge with no shoulders and a deep canyon on each side of the road. A few curves and some steep climbs or steep drops and a top speed of 25 mph, a very nerve racking ordeal. 

So far every state has its own beauty whether it mountains, mountains with snow, forests, giant trees, the ocean or lakes or streams but something unique for that state.

My buddy Eugene is starting to have the DT’s, we haven’t seen a D Q for a few days now and he is getting very nervous.

We stopped in Tropic, Utah for the night.

Thursday 15th
Upon leaving Tropic we drove 8 miles and stopped at a café for breakfast 2 miles from Brice Canyon entrance. We ate then drove to the entrance gate and there was no body to collect the toll. So we drove thru and rode around to the Rainbow lookout point which is the end of the road, took pictures then headed back down the mountain. While riding thru the park we saw a pronghorn antelope that was hit by a car or truck, he was just standing there with blood dripping from his mouth. When we came back down off the mountain there were 4 park rangers on the scene but no antelope present. We left Brice Canyon Park and headed for Zion National Park.

At the gate of Zion National Park the Ranger said to expect delays because they were working on the roads and that it would be a little rough. The beauty of the mountains and canyons is what made this ride worthwhile because the rough road and the heat the delays was enough to make me turn around and head for better roads. After making it all the way thru Zion we stopped to gas up in Springdale, Utah. While gassing the bikes I notice the trailer tires were wearing out just like before in Arkansas. There was a tire shop in back of the station and by chance he had two tires that fit my rims. While he changed my tires we went eat at Mexican restaurant, next door. When he finished my trailer he checked Eugene’s trailer tires and waited to tell him upon our return that he needed two tires also. Now with 4 new tires we are off again headed for Kayenta, AZ. Needless to say with road delays and 4 new tires delays we didn’t make it to Kayenta so we stayed in Page, AZ.

Friday 16th
We got up at 6am to get an early start for Mesa Verde National Park just past Cortez, CO. Again at the gate the Ranger said to expect delays because they were working on roads also. You remember the senior pass I bought at Glacier National Park, well I saved $8 at each park so far, and a well spent $10 for that pass. The road was torn up and they were laying new blacktop to 10 miles of road and the delays was about 30 minutes on the way up to see the cliff dwellings. The roads that were torn up were not as bad as Zion’s roads. We got a few pictures of some of the dwelling and left as it was getting late and we still didn’t have room for the night. Leaving Mesa Verde Park we turned right on Hwy 160 toward Durango, CO to find a room. We passed thru the little town of Mancos that I recognize as the place where I made and elk/mule deer hunt last year with my brother and a friend. We pass by an elk ranch that had at least 40-50 big bull elk in a high fence off alfalfa field with a water sprinkler system. Finally getting a room in Durago at a Super 8, the first couple motels had no vacancies that we checked.

Tomorrow we will head for the mountains around Gunnison, CO.

Saturday 17th
Everyone was up and ready for 6am, bikes loaded now it time for the free breakfast that the Durango Super 8 offered. We leave well under nourished to head for the mountains along Hwy 160 thru the Rio Grande National Forest toward Gunnison. We turned onto Hwy 149 north in South Fork and continued to ride in the cool 64 degrees temp at up to 11,000 ft elevation, that felt good compared to what we been riding in, and the good part is it lasted until 1:30. The scenery was just as pretty as any park we had traveled so for. The mountains were covered with aspens and pines which kept the valleys cool to ride in. The camp grounds and camp rentals were very abundant; log cabins with green roofs and red roofs dotted the mountainside. We stopped for gas in Lake City and while we were still deciding where to eat, a big mule deer (doe) walks between 2 houses and crosses the road between my bike and Eugene’s bike. We started moving to get some pictures of her. We traveled to Gunnison for lunch at the subway sandwich shop, and boy they were busy as hell; there was a local festival going on “The 110th annual Cattlemen’s Days.” After lunch we decided to change our route a little to make a few extra miles for the day and stay in Alamosa, CO. This short cut, Hwy 114 south puts us ahead of schedule by a few miles. Before we made it to Alamosa, in Monte Vista guess what we ran into, you quessed it, a DQ, even though Eugene’s CB doesn’t talk all the time, I can hear when he keys the mike and he must have keyed it 10 times before I could turn in. This is the first DQ we’ve seen in about 5 days so to keep my buddy happy we stopped. While we were eating our ice cream a thunderstorm came at us from the west to rush our departure before we got wet. Once we got to Alamosa the prices for a room were outrageous, the highest we had to pay so far on this trip and I know to avoid this town in the future. It wash day and the girls are doing the laundry and Eugene is napping while I hunt and peck at this laptop and planning tomorrows route or should I say trying to remember Beverly’s route she planned. When the wash is done we will go to supper and the choices are limited of where we will eat tonight.  It was Mexican again.  I’ll soon have a different accent.

Sunday 18th
The only thing to ease the pain of the high cost of last night’s room was the continental breakfast.  It really was not bad with sausage, scrambled eggs, waffles, hash browns, boiled eggs plus the usual stuff that motels have for breakfast. We finally leave at 7:10 headed east on Hwy 285 south working our way home. All the sightseeing is basically over except what we see along the way home. No more out of the way trips to see this are to see that such as another State Park are a monument. We take Hwy 285 south, and just barely out of Alamosa we see the oldest church in Colorado.  We travel toward Taos, NM on Hwy 64 east and see the Rio Grande Gorge.  It was really a site.  Passing thru Taos the place is made of stucco and everything look real old. From Taos, 64 east was another curvy and pretty road that the internet didn’t give us a clue of. All the camping and picnic areas near Angel Fire Ski Resort and Eagles Nest were full and really nice. We stopped for gas and lunch in Des Moine, New Mexico of all places. I haven’t mentioned this before but we met a couple on a Goldwing from Austin, Tex a few days back and they either catch up to us somewhere down the road or we catch up with them like we are playing leap frog. After 3 days of this we had lunch with them and our paths will split when Hwy 87 splits from Hwy 64, they are going to Amarillo and we are going to Dumas, Tex. to spend the night. They said that they have been on the road since May 28. They entered Canada at Maine and exited in Seattle, making the Calvary Stampede and I don’t remember all the places they went. Oh, my buddy has had DQ now 2 days in a row and boy is he happy, I even talked to the manager and got 3 different kinds of DQ pins for him. Still haven’t found any Cajun foods are anything close to it. We ate at a Chinese buffet tonight in Dumas, Tex with 25-30 Mexicans; they must really like it. After supper Eugene passed a DQ and didn’t stop and he was leading go figure.  He must have been full.

Monday 19th
Boy this time change is hell, one day we are in Pacific time zone the next day we are in Rocky Mountain then in Arizona where they don’t believe in day light saving time then back in Rocky mountain time, now we are in central daylight time all in the last 5 days. When we were going west we gained an hour in each new time zone, now that we are heading east we lose an hour in each new time zone, the only way to know for sure which one we were in is by looking at our cell phones and compared to my watch of home time. Now that we are in Texas the same time as at home no more confusion. We left Dumas at 6:30 am and drove at a steady pace all day making good time. We started out on Hwy 152 east turning on Hwy 207 south in Stinnet.  I believe this was the last scenic Hwy of this trip. We were driving on the plains of Texas, corn fields, cattle farms and take a curve and drop in to a scenic canyon with no warning, this happened 3 times. The second time it happened we rounded a couple of curves and like magic there is this beautiful lake, Lake Mackenzie in the bottom of the Canyon. We stop in Benjamin for gas and lunch. The population is only 242 with 1 gas station. We gas up then pull our bikes under a carport at a closed business where 3 people from across the street came a running toward us, we figured they were coming to run us off. Instead they came just to look at the bikes and ask Eugene questions about what that thing was he was driving. Returning to the road we keep on traveling east and south for 3 ½ hrs before we call it a day. The heat of 97 degree temperature just takes the strength right out of you so we stopped in Stephenville for the night.

My buddy Eugene got a whiff of Louisiana today (somebody must be making a rue) and tomorrow they will cut out and head for the interstate highway systems to get home by tomorrow night. They will be missed for the rest of our trip. We had a great time for the past 4 weeks with them and they were good sports as to where we went or where we stayed or even where we ate. We had many a laughs about all kinds of stuff even laughing at each other from time to time. Well until our next journey together we wish them well and a safe trip home.

Tuesday 20th
Up and out of the motel before 6:30 on our last day with traveling buddies, Eugene & Kathy. They have decided to follow us a short way then head east on hwy 84 when we cross it. At the corner of 84 and the hwy we were on (we were on to many roads for short distances to remember) we stopped to say our goodbyes, give hugs and kisses and would you believe it, Eugene wouldn’t give me a kiss bye, he just shook my hand and said see you later. They head east and we head south on our way to Hwy 190 to get back to Louisiana and head for Kinder and the casino. Eugene & Kathy head to Louisiana via Hwy 84 to Interstate 49 south to Lafayette and then home in Henderson. Well as usual we didn’t win at the casino but the buffet was something that tasted like home. The only thing of interest that day was we passed a strip mining operation with a great big dragline crane that looked like it belonged on a derrick barge and not on tracks. They also had some of the biggest dump trucks that they were loading with whatever they were digging. We stayed at the Extended Stay Motel about a ¼ mile from the casino and the price was decent and the room was clean. Did I mention that out of 64 parishes in Louisiana and that we have ridden in 59 of them, well Beverly informs me that while we are this close to Cameron Parish we might as well go ride in it on the way home.

Wednesday 21th

Well our last day of this great vacation has come and it time to leave the motel for the last leg of this journey, but first we got to go ride in Cameron Parish along Hwy 14. We get home around noon and I start unloading the trailer and carrying the luggage inside while Beverly started loading the washing machine to start the wash. She also sorts all the groceries that were left over from the trip and I change the oil that is well over due. We traveled 8223 miles according to the speedometer on the bike burning around 275 gallon of gas at the cost of about $800.00. Gas is over $3 a gallon on the West coast.

