Our
good family
friend, Bill was
registered to
attend classes
in Dallas, TX
the week of
March 10" to
the 14".
Everyone that
knows me,
knew | had
been looking to
buy a used
Gold Wing. |
had been
watching ebay
and classified
bulletin boards
of several large
motorcycle
groups, along

with the local paper. Bill shared with me long before | made the deal on the motorcycle
that if | bought a bike in the Dallas area, he could get me there to pick it up.

Financially, it was going to be a squeeze just buying a bike. After Bill's offer |
decided to deal on a 2001 in Kelly, LA. | had found it on the Gold Wing Road Rider’'s
Association’s web site for classifed ads. A young couple had it for sale. When | spoke
with Brianne, she told me they had decided to sell the bike because of their small
children. Seems the state of Louisanna has passed new legislation that says a child
under the age of 5 can not be on a motorcycle.

In the process of making the deal, they agreed to bring the bike 250 miles from
their home to Lindale, TX, east of Dallas. Bill and | would leave Billings, MT on
Wedsnday evening and drive straight though, approximately 30 hours and 1425 miles.

We got out of Billings around 7:30 pm after Bill completed his day of work and |
had fed all of us dinner. The dinner mess was left for my husband, Brentley to clean
up. We were driving Bill's pickup with his motorcycle trailer. In the trailer, Bill had the
bikes that he would be riding during his stay in Texas. Nine March days in Texas, what
Montanan wouldn’t think of riding a motorcycle during their stay!

The last two hours of the trip were more like Montana driving. After being on the
road over 27 hours, we got into snow, heavy, deep, wet snow. Brentley had called to
tell us there was over seven inches of new snow in Denton, TX. We were headed right
through there. Did he really have to tell us this! The roads were a bit hairy. Many other



drivers were off the road and in the ditch. We managed to make it through the bad
parts with little trouble. We arrived at our motel around 1:00 am, Friday. We would
settle in for a good nights sleep in the wee hours of the morning! | was so tired, | could
not make my way to the shower. | was lucky | got my PJs on before collapsing on the
bed. The Barnhills would arrive around noonish the next day with my new bike.

Friday, March 7"

Around 7:00 am, | gained conscienceness, and slowly, | managed to get through
the shower and dress. It was still snowing in Texas when | peaked out the window.
Nothing was sticking on the ground, but it was wet and dreary.

By the time the Barnhills arrived, around 11:30, the snow had let up, but the sky
was still overcast and it was only 40 . We unloaded the trailer first off of their trailer.
We managed to get it into the back of Bill's pickup and tied down. Bill would be hauling
my trailer to Montana for me.
| figured | was taking chance
riding 1400 miles in March
on a strange bike. | was not
too sure what | would be
getting into. We got the bike
off the trailer and | parked it
under the canopy of the
motel. Then the four of us
headed across the street for
lunch. | was hoping the
roads would dry up by the
time we were ready to ride
into Dallas.

While we were having
lunch, the sun came out and
it started to dry up a bit.

After lunch, we said our

good bys and the Barnhills headed back to Louisanna. Bill and crossed the street to
the motel. We needed to get me ready to ride my new bike to Dallas. | wanted Bill to
be wire a plug for me to attach my electric gear to. The temperatures were rising, but it
was still only 50 out. | had brought lots of warmies to ride in. While Bill prepared the
bike, | geared up for the ride.

| would be following Bill approximately 100 miles into Fort Worth. Friday night
would find us at the motel where Bill would be staying the following week.

It was a nice ride in, the sun was out, but typical metropolitian traffic. | played
with the radio controls. | managed to get a station, but was not too sure how the on/off
buttons worked. Same for the CB. | did not experiment with the cruise control at all.
When we arrived at the Motel, the temperature was 52 . | had to have Bill snap a
picture before we got checked in. Later Bill would unload his Wing and we would ride
to dinner at Ruth Cris Steak House. Awesome!



Saturday, March 8"

On Saturday morning, Bill wired on my Satelite Radio and a trickle charger
connection. We left Fort Worth around 9:30 am headed in a northwesterly direction. |
would be riding Highway 287 for a good part of the day. Bill would ride part of the day

with me before turning back.
When we left, the thermometer
said 46 , but it soon dropped to
34 as we neared the area that
received so much snow on
Thursday night. The air was
nippy.
As we neared Bowie, Bill
was ready for a break. He did
not have the the heated clothes
that | did. We stopped for
bunch. 1 got to have Texas B-B-
Que. The first since | had
arrived in Texas. After eating,
the temperatures had risen to
48 . It would prove to be a good
day for a ride. Bill continued in
my direction until we reached Witchita Falls. He turned around and heading back to
Fort Worth. My total miles for the day would be 380 miles. | was headed for a farm
south of Perryton, TX.

Before leaving Billings, | had looked up all the Motor Maids in Texas. | found
only one lived in northern Texas. | had contacted Jean Harding to let her know that |
would be riding through her “neck of the woods.” Jean was so very excited to hear from
another Motor Maid. Seems that she is out in the middle of no where, over 700 miles
from her district director. She graciously offered to put me up in her home. This was a
welcomed offer, since | was trying
to save as much money as
possible on this trip. As | pulled
into the farm yard, | was greeted by
her husband John and grandson
Calab. They came running from
their chores of the farm. “We will
put your bike in the garage tonight.

Go right in the house, Jean has
been so excited all week waiting for
you. | am John.”

Jean fixed a wonderful
dinner of Roast beef, beans,
biscuits and gravy and vegetables.

Her grandchildren were staying
with her that evening so her table



was full. That was such a
honor to be welcomed into their
family for the evening. That
evening we received a call from
a fellow Motor Maid that lives in
Virginia. Glennadine Gouldman
was worried about me traveling
in the snow of Texas. She just
wanted to check and see that |
was ok.

Sunday, March 9"

| had wanted to get up

early and leave by 8:00 on !

Sunday morning, but,...

Saturday night we had set the clocks forward. The sky was just barely getting light by
8:00 am. The temperature had dipped to 28 over night. | just did not have the
ambition to gear up before 9:00 am. | drank coffee as Jean readied herself and the
grandkids for church. As it turned out, they for church at the same time | pulled out.
Again, | was riding at 34 . | was riding the secondary Texas highways west to US 287.
It took me about an hour and a half, and the temperature going up slowly.

My destination for the day would be my parents home in Brighton, CO. They are
just barely north of Denver. | continued on Highway 287 to Limon, CO. The day was
sunny and dry. | got onto Interstate 70 and traveled for 60 miles. When | got off the
freeway, | headed north on Hwy 79. | would try to find 144™ Avenue. | knew it was out
there some where. If | could find it, it would run me west, right into Brighton, avoiding
the city of Denver completely! As luck would have it, | came to a sign that said
“Brighton — 29 miles” at the corner that | needed to turn on. Although this area is still
farm land, there are tell tale signs everywhere that the city is nearing. Just another
reason | am so glad | hang my hat in Montana.

| pulled into my folks driveway at 4:30 pm — 420 miles from Jean and John’s

farm. When | shut the bike down, |
noticed antifreeze running out onto
the ground. | walked around to the
back of the house to go in. | had not
seen my folks for close to a year.
Since | was all geared up, mom
wanted to wait for hug. | started
taking the gear off, “Oh my God, how
much does all that stuff weigh?” was
mother’s concern. | put my things in
the bedroom, the one that | had lived
in as a teenager. When | went out to
move the bike in, the leak had quit. It
did not look like it had lost too much. |



would call Bill later and
see what he had to say
about it. In fact, a call
to Bill, along with my
usual call to Brentley,
was made each night of
my trip, just to let them
know | was still traveling
safely. Seems more
people were worried
about me than | was
myself.

| had not decided
whether | would stay a
day with my folks or
take off right away for
Montana. The weather forcast would be the deciding factor.

Into the evening, | | figured out my mom needed to go eye doctor to get her
glasses fixed. Not knowing where she had gotten them, | tried to call my little sister
Candy. | left her a message at home and on her cell phone, no luck. She must be
busy.

Monday, March 10"

Early Monday morning, | called my friend, Annette in Cheyenne. | caught her
just before she left for school. Annette was so excited to hear from me. We had not
seen each other since our trip to Athens, GA in 2005. We had only spoken once or
twice since then also. During our short phone conversation, | decided | would ride the
100 miles to Cheyenne some time that day, and spend the night with her before
heading on to Montana.

Shortly after | hung up the phone with Annette, Candy called. My littlest sister,
the professional, only has a 1.5 hour commute to work! She don’t mind, it provides her

time to do her catch up phone
calls. We must have talked of 45
minutes. She had been out on
business till 11:00 pm then night
before. From her, | found out
where mom needed to go to get
those glasses fixed. After | got
off the phone, | told mom | would
take her to get the glasses fixed.
She went to get ready and |
phoned Brentley. | told him |
would be going to Cheyenne to
visit Annette and headed to
Montana on Tuesday.



While at the

opticians, we

figured out that

mom had not had

her eyes checked

for 5 or 6 years.

We scheduled that

appointment while

the glasses were

being fixed. After

leaving the eye

doctor’'s, mom

thought we should

run out to my sister

Sandy’s house. |

thought, we had

better call first,

good thing we did. .

Although Sandy # $ # % &!
and her family only

live about 7 miles from mom and dad, this is the city or something close to it. We found
out that Sandy’s family would be busy until lunch time.

Back at mom’s, | started preparing for to leave. | had brought out all the riding
gear and spread it out on the Sun Room floor. Mom was just flabbergasted at all the
stuff | wear when riding. She just couldnot understand how I could move with all that
stuff on. Off to get the scale she went. She wanted to know what | weight with all that
gearon. “So how much?” 25 Ibs, that is how much more | weigh when geared up with
my Joe Rocket coat and pants, my Gerbing pants and coat liner, gloves and the added
scarves, soxs and boots. | said my good bys to my parents and headed out to catch my
sister at lunch time.

My sister and her husband have a farm Brighton and Interstate 25. That makes
it easy to stop and see them when coming to and from my parents home. When |
arrived, as expected, they were in the middle of lunch, the only break they would have
for the day. All of them, kids included, were all amazed to see me riding a Honda.
Albert seemed to think it was a bigger bike than he cared to ride. A short lunch visit
with them and | was on my way to Cheyenne.

| planned to stop in Fort Collins at the Honda Dealer to get some antifreeze for
the bike. When | got there, | found it was closed on Mondays. Oh, well, on to
Wellington for my next gas stop. | had planned to call Annette from Wellington to get
directions into her home. When | checked my phone, Annette had called me twice in
the time | had been on the road. | called her house. She was very excited that | was
coming. | was only about 30 minutes from her house.

When | got to Annette’s, she said, “I suppose you do not want to ride anymore?”
in a very disappointed voice. “Of course | will ride. Let’s ride into town. | need to get
antifreeze for the bike.” Two shakes of a stick and she had her bike out and was ready
to go.



Seems
Annette has no one
to ride with in
Cheyenne. We
rode to the Honda
shop. We parked
our matching bikes
side by side, hers
with Wyoming
plates and mine
with Louisiana
plates? Coming
out of the Honda
shop, our bikes had
drawn the
attentions of
several people. On
fellow wanted to
know where | got
my licence plate holder. 1 told him I did not know, | had just bought the bike. Then they
were awed that | had ridden from Texas. “In March?” We decided to find a place to eat
before heading back out to her house. Annette and | have matching bikes. We are so
Cool.

Tuesday, March 11"

Annette had to leave for classes by 7:30 am. | figured | would leave then too.
With 480 miles to get home, the earlier | got started the better. This would be my
longest milage day of the trip. When | got up, the thermoter read 30 . | changed my
mind. | would stay at Annette’s house until it got a bit warmer. | did get on the road by
8:30 am though. The thermometer read 40 .

Just north of Cheyenne, there was a highway warning sign that said, “Expect
High Winds in 45 miles.” | thought, “I wonder if it will be as windy as the day | was
headed home with Vern and Shelly through the Gap?”

Boy, was | in for and experience. | have ridden in strong winds, but nothing like
what | experienced on March 11, 2008 in the area of Chugwater, Wyoming. | had about
100 miles of wind so strong, | really thought it was going to be the end of my riding
days. | was leaning so far into the wind | thought the bike was just going to fall down. |
kept going faster and faster just trying to hold the bike on the road. The bike would just
shudder as is skipped and vibrated across two lanes of the highway. Just when |
thought it was letting up, it would push hard on me again.

| was not wearing my full face helmet as I typically do when traveling. The wind
blew across my eyes so hard | thought the glasses were just going to fly off my face.
My eyes were watering so bad it was like a shower flying off the side of my face.
| would think, “It can not get any worse than this can it?” the bike would start shaking
and skooting to the right again. | would think, “Maybe if | slow down a bit.” And when |



slowed down, it felt like | was ready to tip over to the right.

My plans were to ride as far a Douglas for fuel, but by the time | was
approaching Wheatland, | needed a break. | had to get off the road for a bit, out of the
wind, if | was lucky, somewhere to rest. By slowing down, the bike was not leaning as
far to the left. It felt as if it could topple over at any moment. | pulled into the truck stop
and fueled. | parked the bike next to the building and went in to sit down a bit. | asked
the cashier if she thought the wind might let up closer to Casper. “Probably not.”

After about a 45 minute break, fuel in my tank and a strong cup of coffee, | was
ready to try the wind again. | headed back out on the freeway to face that horrible thing
called The Wind. | only had about 20 more minutes of the nasty stuff, then it let up and
| was able to relax while riding.

The wind blew most of the way through Wyoming, but nothing like the 100 miles
of Hell before, during and after Chugwater and Wheatland. This is one experience |
will never forget.

| arrived home in Billings at 4:30pm. It had been a great trip and the weather
had been great, all things considered!



