Chapter Thirteen
On Third & Headed Home
 
 
Sunday 9 August 2009
            We awoke to a temp of 38, clear skies and no wind.  We headed south on a scenic highway SH 133.  As the map shows, it was definitely a scenic route.  For most of its length, it followed creeks and rivers that were lined with High Dollar Lodges and cabins.  I had checked on prices near Redstone, and found the room rates starting at $250.00 US.  Thank you very much, I don’t believe that I care for some, I just had any! 
            After looking at the map and talking to a US Forest Service Ranger, we decided to take a County Road #12 across the mountains to Crested Butte.  (Vickie & I disagree about the pronunciation of Butte).  It was a well maintained hard pack gravel road, but still had an enormous amount of loose gravel.  Safe and comfortable speed on the bike was 15 – 20 MPH.  The grader operator however needs to improve his skills because there were some horrible wash board conditions.  I will bet that my cousin-in-law Bill (Supervisor for Custer County, OK Highway Dept) would fire one of his hands if they produced this type of work! 
            Even though it was a gravel road, the scenery more than made up for it.  Vickie took a lot of pictures and I am glad.  There were 10 – 15 mph hairpin turns almost every 100 yards, so I did not get to study the scenery a lot.  The Ranger had told us about an old Cemetery at the summit of Mt Kebler and a particular head stone to see.  When we reached the cemetery, it was right on a hairpin turn with limited parking and maneuvering space. I managed to turn around and park.  We walked up the hill covered with beautiful wild flowers and located the head stone the Ranger told us about.  The inscription reads “Mary Docu of Roster Bambrough, Died 7-3-1881, age 17 years”  The epitaph allegedly written by this young lady reads “May good people as you pass by, As you are now so once was I, As I am now you soon must be, Prepare yourself to follow me”.  Kind of sends a cold chill up ones spine, especially coming from a 17 year old on her death bed.
            As we neared Crested Butte, the road turned into blacktop.  We were losing elevation and it started to get rather warm.  Between Crested Butte and Gunnison, it is pretty but nothing of the grandiose magnitude that we have experienced.
            Just as we were coming into Gunnison, Vickie was stung by a bee AGAIN!  She only saw one bee, the kind that hangs around trash bins, but has three stings in her upper cleavage.  She immediately put Benadryl on the stings, but was very uncomfortable.  We stopped in Gunnison, got a motel room then went to get Vickie a hamburger.  I had fried oysters, trying to put some led in the pencil, but it fell through.
            We traveled 116 miles today, but due to road conditions it took nearly six & one-half  hours.
 
Monday 10 August 2009
            When we left Gunnison, we took another scenic route SH 149 south.  We rode over what I thought was an interesting place only because of its name “Slumgullion Pass” at 11,361 ft.  We rode through parts of the Umcompahgre and Gunnison National forests located in the San Juan Mountain range.  We have previously ridden on the other side of this mountain range, but this is definitely the prettiest side. 
            About the last 50 miles before getting to Alamosa, the scenery became much less appealing.
            I was getting dangerously low on cigars, so that became the first order of business when we reached Alamosa.  Hold the phone; we spotted a Sonic Drive In.  Those of you who know Vickie also know her passion For Cherry Lime-aide, so the first order quickly became the Cherry Lime-aide in order to keep her from going into panic mode.  We never did find my cigars.
            We got caught in a road construction traffic back-up for nearly an hour.  After forward progress began, we stopped at the first motel, called The Inn on the Rio Grande.  It appeared to be an old Holiday Inn that had been refurbished.  The room was very satisfactory and priced at $89.00 including a free breakfast ordered from the restaurant menu, not Continental. 
            While sitting outside smoking, an older gentleman approached and started talking about the trike.  He was a WW II and Korean War Veteran.  We shared many military experiences and had a very lengthy conversation.  I wish that I had taken notes, because some of his experiences were extremely interesting and noteworthy. His demeanor reminded me of a very dear friend, now deceased, Dan Simonton.
            I talked to my friend Ron Harris this evening.  He had just gotten home from the Hospital after having a brain tumor removed (for the second time).  His prognosis, while not great is good.  Thanks to all who offered Prayer on his behalf.  Ron is the very best friend that I have ever had.
 
Tuesday 11 August 2009
            We left Alamosa and headed toward Raton, New Mexico around 1000.  I just love the hours that we have been keeping!  Riding around 200 miles a day gives one time to stop and smell the roses, get into a room before it gets too hot and gives me time to work on the journal and pictures.
            When we got to Trinidad, Colorado, I told Vickie “We are going no further until I find cigars”.  This situation had reached a calamity of epic proportions; I had only one cigar left!  We did find cigars in Trinidad.
            There is nothing tremendously exciting about the scenery between Alamosa and Raton.  I guess that is why they do not have it marked as a scenic rout in the road atlas.
            Vickie ordered a Pizza Hut pizza and I began working on the journal.  I had ordered a supreme, knowing that the majority of toppings did not agree with me, but boy it was good.  After eating, the old belly connected to the eyelids thing hit me and that was it for the evening.
            Around 0200, the BORG God began calling for an offering.  I complied by giving back the entire pizza I had consumed!  It was not as tasty this time, one of these days maybe I will learn!  But I really doubt it.
 
Wednesday 12 August 2009
            I slept in as long as possible; the offering last night left me somewhat weak.  When we left Raton the temperature was 70 degrees, no clouds, but the high winds made the trip less than enjoyable.
 
            The ever present Antelope around Raton posed as usual to have their picture taken, but the high wind made capturing them with the camera difficult.  The wind was so strong that it kept blowing the radio signals away from my antenna!  Every time I would find a good radio station, the wind would gust & blow the signal away!
            We stopped in Clayton, NM for an outstanding Mexican lunch.  Since it was the only restaurant in town, it was very crowded; the wait to get in was 45 minutes, and then getting the meal took almost an hour.  At least we were out of the wind!
            Crossing the Oklahoma State line seemed to increase the wind speed.  Again, there is nothing I can say to describe the scenery of panhandle Oklahoma in eloquent terms.  It is simply sage brush and harvested wheat this time of year.  Fortunately, the temp only rose to 92 degrees before we got to Guymon.
            We stayed at a Best Western Motel in Guymon. The room was a handi-cap room and was great.  The shower was just perfect for me; there was no tub or ledge to step over.  The floor just sloped toward the drain; it had plenty of grab handles & a shower head on a flexible hose where you could sit in a shower chair to take a shower.  This type of shower will probably be our next home improvement project.
            As I sat outside this evening I watched amused as the Doves and House Sparrows shared drinking water from a mud hole beside the road.  I noted not only the difference in size of the two birds, but the diminutive size of the Doves.  It occurred to me that the Oklahoma Dove compares in size like a Sparrow to the northern Dove that we have seen.
 
Thursday 13 August 2009
            We left Guymon rather early (0900).  The temp started out pretty good, only78, but the slight breeze soon turned into the non-forgiving Oklahoma wind.  I have yet to figure out why the wind only blows on us at full value when we are on the bike?  I must apologize at this point to my non-shooting friends.  I need to explain that a full value wind is one that comes at you from a 90 degree angle, a quarter value wind is one that comes at you from a 45 degree angle, a no value wind is either a head wind or tail wind, and a bad value wind comes from eating Mexican the night before.  These are loosely explained rifle shooters terms.
             The scenery from Raton, NM to Woodward, OK is kind of pretty the first time you see it.  The second time most of your time is spent looking for Antelope.  After that, one might want to rethink the travel schedule where this part of the country is traversed at high speed during the night with a good radio station.
            We turned south at Woodward and headed toward Arapaho, OK.  I have a cousin who lives there, she and Vickie are as close as sisters and her husband and I have shared many hunting adventures.  We had a great visit and spent the night there.
 
Friday 14 August 2009
            We left Arapaho around 0900.  The ride home was exciting, mostly because we were near home.  I have never claimed that western and central Oklahoma was scenic, but this time the dreaded cedar trees and twice cut alfalfa were a very welcome sight to one who has been on the road for seventy – four days.          
            We pulled into the drive way at home at 1130.  What a great relief to be home after safely traveling 10,977 miles.  Our Sleep Number bed was the first thing I checked out, I promise I will never leave it again for that long!  Our son had turned on the air-conditioner for us the night before, so it was almost like being home.  I say almost because our daughter and son had taken care of the mail and paid those bills we could not pay on-line.  No stack of mail, no pile of newspapers, just home!
 
I hope all of you who received this Journal have enjoyed it.  Let me know!
 
Our next adventures will be to Pensacola, FL and Hawaii. 
 

