Chapter Twelve

America the Beautiful

Sunday 2 August 2009

    We rose early and headed south.  The first few miles were not really scenic, 

but we hit the Salmon River valley and followed it into Boise, Idaho.  Along the 

way, we encountered Hells Canyon National Recreation Area.  There were some of 

the deepest gorges that I have ever seen, short of the Royal Gorge.  The Rapids 

along the river were very swift, I do not know if there is a class seven rapid, 

but if there is, it is here.  There were several rafting trips available and I 

really would have liked to be on one, but with an open wound on my elbow and the 

DR saying to keep it dry we had to pass.  

    We were like Sunday drivers, driving as slowly as we could absorb the 

scenery, most of the time well below the speed limit.  In this part of the 

country, it is unlawful to delay more than five vehicles.  Turnouts are provided 

for slow moving traffic, and I think I used most of them!  It is amazing how 

many vehicles are going well above the speed limit, a great deal of them with 

out of state license plates.  There is no way that they could see anything along 

this beautiful scenic highway.

    When we got to Boise, Idaho, we decided to go on to Mountain Home AFB even 

though it was late in the evening; it was only sixty miles further.  I spotted a 

Sonic Drive In and pulled over.  Vickie was like a child on Christmas Eve!!  She 

has not had a Cherry Lime-aide since we left home, her addiction was renewed 

here.  I called and made reservations at the AFB and we headed toward Mountain 

Home.  I guess the best part, even though I really do not like traveling on 

Interstate Highways was the speed limit was 75.  From Boise to Mountain Home 

there is nothing to look at except desert and the increased speed limit helped 

shorten the drive time tremendously. 

    The room (apartment) we had was brand new.  There were two bedrooms a fully 

equipped kitchen, dining room, living room and a very spacious bathroom with two 

sinks.  There were three Plasma TV’s a Blue Ray Player and hard wired internet.  

We arrived late in the evening and decided to take advantage of the room rate 

and stay two days just to rest.  The room for two nights was less than 2/3 one 

night at Holiday Inn.  The only complaint that I had was the only smoking area 

was a bench in the middle of the parking lot!  There was no shade, just sitting 

in the middle of a HOT concrete lot.

    I slept most of the next day and night.  I have really missed my mandatory 

afternoon naps when the grand kids take theirs.

Tuesday 4 August, 2009

    I made reservations at Hill AFB in Ogden, Utah for tonight and tomorrow 

night, nothing like getting a twofer (that’s Okie for two for one).  The trip 

from Mountain Home was not particularly exciting, it is mostly high desert that 

does not seem to change a lot.  It was all Interstate highway with a speed limit 

of 75 MPH and pretty strong cross winds.

    The room they put us in was Distinguished Visitors Quarters.  Maybe they 

knew I am a Distinguished Pistol Shot?  I do not know how we rated such a fancy 

room, but I certainly was not going to complain.  The room was high on a hilltop 

with a grand view of the Great Salt Lake.

    The sunset this evening was a glorious sight. It looked like God had 

positioned everything and colored it from his palate of colors that no man can 

duplicate.  Hopefully our pictures will replicate what seemed to be a posed 

scene.

Wednesday 5 August 2009

    It felt really good to sleep in and just lounge around this morning.  We did 

not venture out until 1100.  My first priority was to find some cigars, as I am 

nearly out.  We have been looking for the last couple of days without finding my 

brand.  I guess that Bill Clinton never had this problem, or he would not have 

ruined a good cigar like that!  I finally found a suitable substitute and bought 

several boxes.

    For the most part, we have prepared our meals in the room.  I cannot consume 

the large portions you must pay for when eating out, most of the time over half 

goes to waste.  We went to the commissary and bought stuff that could be 

prepared in the microwave, fruit and sandwich fixins.  We sometimes stop at a 

roadside park and have a picnic lunch.

    We washed the bike and trailer today; it was starting to look pretty bad.  

It just makes me feel better when it is clean and shined.  I got to feel good 

for about three hours before a very nasty storm came in from the southwest.  The 

sky turned almost black and the lightning show was almost better than some 

Fourth of July fireworks shows!  Then the wind came, there were dust devils in 

abundance, some of them soaring to an estimated 5 - 6 hundred feet.  Then the 

rain came, on top of the dust and some sort of sticky pollen that would not wipe 

off of the bike.  Sure am glad that we washed and polished our ride!

Thursday 6 August 2009

    I attempted to wipe the bike down, to no avail.  It looked worse than it did 

before we washed it yesterday.  We went to the car wash and rinsed the sticky 

stuff off then half heartedly dried it.

    We stopped in Salt Lake City to see the Mormon Tabernacle.  I thought we had 

left early enough, but the 0800 traffic of the city slowed our progress 

immensely.  The Tabernacle is in the middle of town and it looked as though 

parking was going to present a problem.  As luck would have it, there were two 

hour parking meters directly across from Temple Square, ALL occupied.  It just 

so happened that there was a handicap parking space at no charge just ½ block 

away from the entrance.  Construction on the Tabernacle began in 1863 and ended 

in 1875. The exterior of the completed building is 150 feet wide, 250 feet long 

and 80 feet high. This unique Tabernacle was a marvel of its time. Through the 

bridge-building technique of Henry Grow, the Tabernacle roof was able to span 

its 150-foot width without center supports–an amazing achievement in both 

engineering and acoustics.   The dome shaped auditorium is so acoustically 

sensitive that a pin dropped at the pulpit can be clearly heard at the back of 

the hall, 170 feet away.  The Tabernacle organ has an interesting history. 

President Brigham Young asked Joseph Harris Ridges, who was born and raised near 

an organ factory in England, to build the first Tabernacle organ. Suitable 

timber was located and brought by volunteers from the Parowan and Pine Valley 

mountains, 300 miles south of Salt Lake City. In the beginning, the organ was 

powered by hand-pumped bellows, later by water power, and today by electricity. 

With improved techniques in organ construction, the instrument has been 

renovated and enlarged several times. Now comprising 11,623 pipes, the organ has 

206 ranks of voices.

    By the time we got on the highway, it was already 89 degrees, with a full 

value 40 MPH wind.  I found a place to eat breakfast and spotted a Honda Shop as 

we were pulling off.  After eating breakfast, we went to the Honda Shop and 

bought half helmets for each of us.  The heat has become almost unbearable in 

the afternoon and the full helmets were starting to become uncomfortable.  We 

also purchased some cooling vests.   These are to be soaked in cold water for 

fifteen minutes then worn next to the skin with your shirt over them.  We had 

met some folks from California in Juneau that told us about these.  They work 

great!  They keep your core temperature almost like you are in air-conditioning.  

Wish we had them a couple of weeks earlier.

    Just as we were getting on the highway, Vickie was stung by a bee!  It stung 

her on the belly, through her shirt.  Fortunately, we had some Benadryl Tablets 

in our first aid kit.  It did little to relieve the discomfort, but how bad 

would it have been without the tabs?

    We rode a scenic route through the Uinta and Ashley National Forests to 

Roosevelt, Utah.  The rock formations were very unique; some looking like the 

boulders had been carefully placed to create many different but intentional 

patterns.  Arriving in Roosevelt, the temperature was 102.  Despite the 

temperature, the cooling vests proved to be worth their weight in Gold.

Friday 7 August 2009

    We woke to a temp of 55, and no wind.  That did not last long.  One of our 

destinations was the Dinosaur National Monument that stretches across Utah and 

Colorado.  We went in on the Utah visitor’s center near Jensen, UT.  The 

Dinosaur Quarry was closed and the visitor’s center was closed.  There was a 

temporary visitor’s center where one could view REPLICAS of dinosaur fossils and 

other extinct fossils.  It was kind of interesting, but not much different than 

the highway we had been traveling on.  There were seven miles of paved road that 

one could travel at a cost of $10.00.  Glad that we went, but would not go 

again.

    Back on the highway, we encountered what turned out to be 55 MPH cross 

winds!  I could not keep my eyeglasses on, so we stopped and put on my high 

speed wraparound sun glasses.  The wind was so bad, that in shooters terms, 

click right 9,000 clicks.  At one point the wind got under my helmet and acted 

like a parachute in reverse.  Vickie was trying to hold it down because the 

strap was chocking me.  At the same time, she was holding on to me because she 

thought that I was going to blow off of the bike.   I wish that I was a 

cartoonist, because this would make a hilarious picture.

    We stayed the night in Craig, Colorado at an old fashioned Holiday Inn.  The 

rooms had been recently remodeled and were more than adequate.  There was no 

Continental breakfast, rather a $20.00 certificate for any breakfast of your 

choosing.

Saturday 8 August 2009

    We awoke to a temp of 49, clear skies and no wind.  I am sure proud that we 

bought those cooling vests!  The trip to Carbondale, Co started out to be a non 

event.  Then we began to see Mule Deer along the river bottoms.  The scenery 

turned 180 degrees as we came into Glenwood Springs, CO.  The river was full of 

rafters and swimmers, I even thought (or imagined) that I saw a nude female 

frolicking in the water.  I surely wish that my elbow was well so that we could 

enjoy the inviting coolness of these waters and maybe catch a glimpse of my 

imagination.  Glenwood Springs is a very beautiful place, resting along the 

banks of the Colorado River.  It is however a tourist trap kind of town.  Motel 

rooms start at $200.00 a night!  

    We went on south about ten miles to Carbondale and got a suite (the only 

ground floor room left) for $129.00.  The room was great, but there was so much 

more space than we were accustomed to I felt like I could get lost in the room.  

Hell, I sometimes get lost just standing in one place!

    It was a perfect day for riding, the high was only 86, no wind and not a 

cloud in the sky.  We have really enjoyed just poking along like Sunday drivers, 

most days we only travel 200 – 250 miles a day, but it may take six to eight 

hours by the time we stop at historical markers and scenic turnouts.

    Speaking of Historical Markers and Historical objects, I think that along 

this journey we have encountered many that were less than fifty years old.  It 

has occurred to me that I might be a Historical object.  So, the next time you 

see me sitting on the patio in my favorite chair enjoying an adult beverage and 

good cigar, please view me as a Historical object, speak in hushed tones and 

offer the reverence and respect due an Historical object.

