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Shortly before Christmas, an honest politician, a generous lawyer and Santa 
Claus were riding in the elevator of a very posh hotel. 
A moment before the doors opened they all noticed a £20 note lying on the floor. 
Which one picked it up? 
Santa of course …. because the other two don’t exist! 



As the year draws to a close it is good to reflect on the past year and contemplate all the 

things that we have done as a Chapter—for sure the busiest and most successful year to 

date. 

If you had been fortunate enough to join in with all of the riding activities this year you 

would have travelled at least 8100 miles—to say nothing of your mileage to and from the 

rides themselves. 

You could have travelled to France, to visit the Normandy Beaches. 

You could have travelled to North Wales and enjoyed the sights—

and rain—so integral to 

any visit to Snowdonia. 

And you could have 

ridden across the continent to Goslar in the Harz 

Mountains region of Germany, sampling the 

Weisbier, Sausages and Cakes of that country to 

say nothing of breath-taking scenery. 

Closer to home we visited all points Lincolnshire, the 

Peak District, the Yorkshire Dales and the North York 

Moors, Rutland, Northamptonshire, and Norfolk. 

We enjoyed the sights and sounds of the Craven 

Collection, the National Railway Museum, The 

Carpetbaggers Museum, Cromer, The Norfolk Tank 

Museum, Spurn Point, Bateman’s Brewery, Point 

Alpha, Dora Mittelbau and Colditz Castle. 

We ate our way through numerous cafés and restaurants enjoying all sorts of different 

food—though fish and chips is enduringly popular. We delighted at the Waterwheel Café, 

the Iron Horse Ranch House, the Eishexe Ice Cream Parlour, the Oil Can Café, Papa’s to 

name but a few. 



We supported our usual venues at the 

WAVE, the A57 Café, the Caenby Corner 

Transport Café and Hungry Hogs. So 

many others we visited either as 

destinations or stops on route that I 

cannot list them. How’s the waistline going? 

We moved our Chapter Meetings from Woodcocks in Burton Waters to the Windmill Farm 

where we have generally the use of their function room for our meetings. 

We had our second Chapter event, the 

Yellow Belly Melee, at Arties Mill and 

despite some issues with the venue 

overall it was enjoyed by everyone—

especially the addition of the Chapter 

Games. 

Again our members collected for and donated to our chosen Charities who all benefited 

from your fantastic work and for which we are hugely grateful. 

Behind all of this successful activity there 

has been a mass of hard work by Chapter 

Members. The activities, events and ride-

outs are only possible due to all of this 

work and I’m sure we are all massively 

grateful to them for giving up so much of 

their time to this. 

Now, looking forward to 2019 how can we top this? 

We have produced a full ride-out calendar with we believe something for everyone within 

it. Short rides, long rides, destination rides and rides for the joy of riding. 

We will be visiting Thunder in the Glens, there 

will be another of our hugely successful Chapter 

Long Weekends Away, Charlie is taking a group 

to the Ardennes for another long weekend and 

Mike is organising a Jolly to Jersey. 



We will have our third Chapter Yellow Belly Melee, with this time the venue being moved 

to the Humber Bridge Country Hotel. 

And this year should be a special year as it is also the Chapter’s 10th Anniversary year, and 

this will be reflected in the main events of the year. 

So, thank you to all of you—our members—for your support and commitment, and we are 

looking forward to enjoying another fantastic year in your company. 
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Across
3. 25th December
5. White flakes from the sky
6. Jolly man in a red suit
7. "I bring you good news of great _ _ _"
9. Place where you find a manger
11. Visited by the angels
12. Some families put _ _ angel at the top of their tree
16. "Once in _ _ _ _ _ David's City"
17. Heavenly host
18. Decorations on Christmas trees and houses
20. Wise men

Down
1. Decoration for a door
2. Angels told the shepherds the _ _ _ _  _ _ _ _ of Jesus' 

birth
4. Jesus, our Lord and _ _ _ _ _ _ _ (English spelling)
7. The baby who was born
8. Many families put gifts under it
10. Town where Jesus was born
11. Common decoration at the top of a Christmas tree
13. "The First _ _ _ _ "
14. A Christmas decoration
15. Jesus was placed in a _ _ _ _ _ _
19. Jesus is the Son of _ _ _
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 What did Adam say on the day before Christmas? It’s Christmas, Eve! 

 Who is never hungry at Christmas? The turkey – he’s always stuffed! 

 How do you know when there is a snowman in your bed? You wake up wet! 

 What would a reindeer do if it lost its tail? She’d go to a “re-tail” shop for a new one! 

 What do you get when you cross a snowman with a vampire? Frostbite. 

 Why was Santa’s little helper depressed? Because he had low elf esteem. 

 What do snowmen eat for breakfast? Snowflakes. 

 What’s the first thing elves learn in school? The “elf”-abet! 

 What do you call people who are scared of Santa Claus? Claustrophobic! 

 What do you call someone who doesn’t believe in Father Christmas? A rebel without 
a Claus! 

 What do you get if you cross Santa with a flying saucer? A UF ho, ho, ho! 

 What do you get if you cross Santa with a gardener? Someone who likes to hoe, hoe, 
hoe! 

 What goes oh! oh! oh? Father Christmas walking backwards. 

 What nationality is Santa Claus? North Pole-ish! 

 Where does Santa stay when he’s on holidays? At a Ho-ho-tel 

 What do snowmen eat for lunch? Iceberg Lettuce! 

 How do snowmen travel around? By iceicle! 

 How do snowmen greet each other? Ice to meet you! 

 What do you call a snowman in the summer? A puddle 

 What’s a snowman’s favorite Mexican food? Brrrrrr-itos! 

 What do you get if you cross Father Christmas with a detective? Santa Clues! 

 Sherlock’s favorite Christmas song: “I’ll be Holmes for Christmas” 

 What is green, covered with tinsel and goes “ribbet ribbet”? A mistle-“toad”! 

 Why did the gingerbread man go to the doctor? Because he was feeling crummy! 

 What kind of money do they use at the North Pole? Cold cash! 

 Why is Christmas just like any other day at the office? You do all the work and the fat 
guy with the suit gets all the credit! 

 CHRISTMESS: That time of the day five minutes after the gifts are opened! 

 What kind of music do elves like best? “Wrap” music! 

 Who sings “Blue Christmas” and makes toy guitars? Elfis! 

 How did the chickens dance at the Christmas party? Chick to chick! 

!



Two young boys were spending the night at their grandparents just before Christmas 

to give their parents time to go out to the shops to get everything ready for the big 

day. 

       

 

After the usual mumbled words the youngest one began calling out to Santa Claus at 

the top of his lungs. 

“PLEASE BRING ME A NEW BICYCLE… 

PLEASE BRING ME A NEW BICYCLE… 

PLEASE BRING ME A NEW BICYCLE…” 

The older brother leaned over and 

nudged the younger brother and 

said: 

“Why are you shouting?... 

Santa isn’t deaf, you know” 

To which the little brother replied; 

“No, but Grandma is!” 

We Need Your Help! 

Whenever the Chapter holds an event or ride-out we try to write it up for the 

magazine so everyone can enjoy it whether they could make it to the event or 

not. 

It would really help us make your magazine interesting and fun if you 

volunteered to write and article on an activity you enjoyed—speak to the 

Director, the Editor or the event Organiser. 

Thank You 

At bedtime, after a long day running their grandparents ragged—Charlie will explain 
what this is like if you’re not sure or can’t remember—the two boys got ready for bed, 
and then knelt to say their prayers.
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Across
4. Guided the Wise Men
7. Gifts
10. "O Come, all _ _ Faithful"
11. White flakes that cover the ground
13. Why the shepherds were in the field
15. Santa's colour
17. Striped candy
18. "Silent Night, _ _ _ _ Night"
19. The wise Men came from a _ _ _ country
20. "They looked up and saw a _ _ _ _"
21. Christmas log
22. "The First Noel, the angel did _ _ _ "

Down
1. Where Christmas decorations are hung
2. "_ _ with Gladness, Men of Old"
3. "_ _ Came Upon the Midnight Clear"
5. "Glory _ _ the New-born King"
6. Pull Santa's sleigh
8. Toy makers at the North Pole
9. He lives at the North Pole
12. Decorations that hang on doors
14.Traditional Christmas bush
16. What stars do
17. Christmas song
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“Twenty years from now you will be more disappointed by the things you didn’t do than the ones you did do…” 

Mark Twain 
 
I’d teased so many of you about Del & I riding Route 66 that I thought it only fair I shared some of the memories 
before they got too hazy, and even though it’s been a few weeks (or perhaps, a few months) since we did it, it’s 
already beginning to feel like a distant memory, or even a dream, so I’d better crack on and get some words down 
before it all fades into snippets. 
 
Was the ride life changing? Well I’ll never forget the experience and maybe I’d not quite call it ‘life-changing’ not for 
me even though I thoroughly enjoyed every mile of the 2800+ miles that we covered in the 15 days; but for some in 
our group, it was clearly an earth-shattering experience – many tears shed at the awe of some of the sights and 
scenes along the journey from a few of the ladies from the eastern side of Europe. Would I do it again? Of course, if 
money was no object. But that’s just it. It was an expensive holiday, but one I’ll smile at when I share my memories 
with the grandkids as I’ll recall spending the ££s and then the $$s along the way. 
Yes, we met new friends, and yes we experienced extreme temperatures, after all we were doing it in the height of 
summer. But regret it I certainly will not. 
 
So below are a lot of waffling words and just a handful of the many images Del, Chalkie, Eleri, Norman and I took 
along the way. If you get bored, just look at the picture or throw it in the trash, if not, great; perhaps it will temp you to 
do something similar in the coming years while you still can hold up a Harley and twist its throttle. 

 

Pre-Route 66
I tried to think of a snappy title for the 
write-up… ‘From the NEC to Route 
66’ or ‘Ah, but we have a ‘Norm’ in 
our group…’ or ‘Did I tell you I’m 
doing Route 66?’ or ‘From Chicago 
to Los Angeles (and a week to 
recover)’ or ‘Las Vegas two times’ 
or ‘$10 + tax’, but in the end I 
settled for plain old ‘Route 66’. 
 
For me, riding Route 66 was a 
dream and one of my top 10 
Bucket List items (which I don’t 
have by the way, but if I did, it 
would be there). It was 
watching Billy Connelly do 
Route 66 for a TV programme 
some years ago that first 
perked up my interest in doing 
the tour. 
Fast forward to November 2016 and the Motorcycle 
Exhibition at the National Exhibition Centre, 
Birmingham… Del and I are there, meeting up with 
our good friends from The Mumbles, Andy ‘Chalkie’ 
White and his wife, Eleri. 
We had spent some time trolling through the various 
exhibits, many comprised of tour companies selling 
their wares, most of which included tours of Europe, 
Canada and America, and in particular Route 66. 
Over a coffee we chatted about Route 66 and there 
and then we all agreed… ‘we were going to do it…’ 
we were going to ride Route 66. 
The challenge wasn’t for me to organize my time off 
work, as I was about to ‘retire’, it was now a problem 
for Chalkie to find a tour company that fitted with his 

company’s set holidays. 
That’s where Eagleriders 
came in. One of their tours 
fitted neatly into Chalkie’s time 
off work. The next thing was to 
agree which year we’d do it. 
For me, 2017 sounded good, 
but Chalkie & Eleri had already 
booked their 2017 summer 
holidays, so it had to be 2018. 
That had an added bonus of 
giving us a little more time to save 
up some extra cash for the most 
expensive holiday yet. 
 
We had to wait several months 
before booking the trip with 
Eagleriders as the 2018 dates 
hadn’t officially been released, but 
as soon as they were, Chalkie, Eleri, 
Del & I paid our deposits and the 

dates were set in stone (well, in the calendar really)… 
15 days in July/August 2018. 
The four of us got together several times to plan our 
trip; well actually the Route 66 part was already 
planned for us, but we wanted to make sure we were 
acclimatised to US time before we jumped on the 
bikes (no jet-lag thank you). So we agreed that a 
couple of extra days in Chicago prior to the ride would 
be good, and then maybe a week extra in Los 
Angeles for some R&R would also be beneficial (sod 
the expense). 
So that was it. All set up… three and a half weeks in 
the States doing some touristy stuff and some serious 
riding; we couldn’t wait for it to come around. 

Route 66 by Dai Gunter



 

Chicago 
Getting to Chicago was easy enough… book a few 
seats on an airplane and Bob’s your uncle (actually 
Bob is my brother)… yep, sounds right. But getting to 
London to get on that airplane can be a bit trickier. So 
even though we didn’t need to be 
at Heathrow until 1pm to check in 
for the flight, with the potential 
problems associated with driving 
through the two biggest car parks 
in the UK, the M1 and M25, I 
thought it might be wiser, and less 
stressful, to drive down the night 
before. The difference in cost for 
an overnight hotel complete with 
car parking for nearly four weeks 
was only a fraction more than just 
using a car park for the same 
period. 
 
Our flight was uneventful. We flew 
British Airways on one of their new 
Airbus 380’s, you know the plane 
right? one of them fancy double-
decker units that you’d think would 
never get off the ground. It did and 
we arrived in Chicago’s O’Hare 
Airport on time only to battle with customs and 
immigration queues that seemed to be endless. A $50 
taxi ride to the hotel saw us arriving unscathed and 
expecting to meet up with Chalkie & Eleri (who had 
booked their flight with Virgin Atlantic) and were due 
to arrive about a half-hour before us. 
 
As we were in mid-air halfway across the Atlantic, 
Chalkie & Eleri were landing in heavy rain at JFK 
Airport, New York, where they were going to take an 
onward connecting flight to Chicago, only nature 
thought otherwise. The heavy rain turned into a huge 
storm and the subsequent deluge grounded most of 
the aircraft. As a result, Chalkie & Eleri had to take a 
bus through to Le Guardia Airport to catch a different 
flight, this time via Detroit to Chicago. Just one 
problem though, the storm said “NO!” to that flight too. 
The sleep on the airport floor wasn’t comfortable for 
them and it showed the following morning; they got on 
their plane to Chicago (via Detroit) at 6am and arrived 
at our hotel by 11am (about 18 hours late). 
 
“What storms?” 
“There was flooding all over!” 
“Ah those storms, the ones they showed all over the 
news this morning.” 
“Yep!” 
It was bone dry and hot in Chicago, and New York 
didn’t seem to be that far away. But the USA is a big 
place and an inch on the map was more than seven 
hundred miles in reality. 
 
Ok, so with a couple of days before we would meet up 
with the team at Eagleriders, it was time to do our 
touristy thing in Chicago. 
Del & I hopped onto a ‘Hop On, Hop Off’ bus, paid a 
small fortune for the privilege and enjoyed the 

downtown city of Chicago. With the temperatures in 
the mid-80s (oF if you’re a Brexiteer or 30oC if you’re a 
Remoaner) it felt a little uncomfortable due to the high 
humidity. But the temperature was something we were 

going to have to get used to, as 
we would be exposed to 
temperatures a lot higher in the 
days ahead. 
Having completed the tour of the 
city we decided to get some lunch. 
Giordano’s looked ok with its world 
famous (?, never heard of them) 
deep pan pizza; so we thought 
we’d give it a try. 
Del and I managed to get through 
2 slices each, leaving 4 behind – it 
was a huge pizza (even though 
we’d ordered the small version) 
and I don’t think I’ve seen so much 
cheese in a pizza; there must have 
been a few pounds in the pan. 
With full bellies, we hopped back 
on the bus and spent another hour 
or so enjoying the sunshine, the 
sights and the hustle and bustle of 
the city whilst we digested our 

lunch. 
 
Our third day in Chicago was officially the first day of 
the Eagleriders Tour. We were due to meet up with 
our guides at 4pm, but first we had to pay a visit to a 
well known landmark… 
The Willis Tower is Chicago’s highest building and 
stands some 1450feet tall (106 floors). On the 103rd 
floor is the SkyDeck, an observation platform made 
from Perspex (or maybe glass) boxes that extend 
outside the building and allows you to ‘stand in mid 
air’. It just had to be done, so we paid our money and 
took the lift (oops, sorry, the elevator - we’re in 
America now). 
We rocketed to the 103rd floor and marveled at the 
panoramic views from all sides of the tower. The city 
looked 
amazing from 
this height, 
even though 
there was a 
slight heat 
haze. I 
snapped a 
load of 
pictures on 
my ‘real 
camera’ 
(there’s 
another 
story there) 
and then 
we took our 
place in 
another 
queue to 
step out 



onto the SkyDeck. 
It was time for some sustenance before we would 
head back to the hotel and meet our guides. 
Just around the corner from the hotel, and several 
blocks east was the Berghoff Bar & Restaurant. They 

were celebrating their 120th year so that looked like a 
good place for some drinks and a sandwich. And it 
was! 

 

Route 66 – Day 1 – Chicago – 0 miles 
It was time to meet the team. Eagleriders had 
arranged to meet us at 4pm in one of the hotel’s 
conference rooms. Two tour guides and their support 
van drivers welcomed us to the meet & greet session. 
We completed a form containing some personal 
details (just in case… you 
know…) and then we were 
outfitted with our very own 
Eagleriders riding jackets. 
Eagleriders had split the group 
of about 30 people into two 
smaller groups for the tour. We 
were assigned ‘Red Group’, 
the others ‘Blue Group’. Jan 
(pronounce Yan because he’s 
from Belgium) was our tour 
guide, and Brandon our 
support van driver. With 9 
bikes for the first half of the 
tour in our group and 10 in the 
other group. Red Group 
consisted of Europeans and 
one Canadian, whilst the Blue 
Group was New Zealanders 
and Australians with one 
Scottish couple and an 
American couple. 

Having two smaller groups made riding and containing 
the groups much easier through the American traffic, 
especially in the cities where the nutters come out to 
play on the highways. 
 

There were a couple of 
Velcro patches on our jackets 
and Chalkie had brought 
along the Welsh flag for fixing 
to each of our jackets which 
we dutifully exchanged for the 
‘Eagleriders’ patch – clearly 
he’d done some research. 
 
Later that evening, we were 
taken to a restaurant for a 
meet & greet welcoming 
party. Just one minor 
problem… it was the same 
pizza joint Del & I had visited 
the day before, Giordano’s, 
and guess what was on the 
menu… deep pan pizza! 
Okay, so neither we nor 
Eagleriders were to know that 
our eating habits were to 
clash so all was forgiven for 
the 2am indigestion. 

 

Route 66 – Day 2 – Chicago, Illinois to Springfield Illinois – 204 miles 
We were picked up from the hotel by 
our support van and a mini bus that 
took us to the Eagleriders’ office in 
Chicago; it’s worth mentioning that 
Chicago is the US’s third largest city 
and it took us nearly 40 minutes to 
get to the office, which on my tourist’s 
map was only a half-inch away from 
the hotel. 
When we arrived there was a little 
more paperwork to complete before 
we were shown to our bikes.  

Within a row of black Harleys was 
one of two champaign coloured 
Ultras, and guess what… one had my 
name on it. Not that I’m bothered 
about the colour, no; what was good 
about it was being able to identify my 
bike from the others in car parks, etc. 
 
Okay, so it’s time I mentioned 
Norman, our Canadian ‘friend’. If 
you’ve watched ‘Wild Hogs’ then you 



may remember Dudley(?); well Norman was our 
Dudley.  
No sooner had we been allocated our bikes than 
Norman asked “has the bus gone?” he’d left his 
helmet on the bus. 
We knew we were going to have trouble with Norm. 
 
Jan, our tour guide, explained his unique hand signals 
to help keep the group together in traffic (there was no 
second man drop off or buddy system in use). The 
waving of the hands, the pointing of the finger, all 
looked comedic to anyone driving down the road – 
after all, taillights and indicators worked well too. 
Enough to say, Chalkie and I had some fun extracting 
the urine out of Jan’s motions on the road – even 
Brandon enjoyed our antics through the trip. 

 
The problem with having two groups of riders was that 
one group had to set off before the other and leave 
enough time gap between so as not to overwhelm any 
of the places we would stop at, such as toilets (oops, 
sorry, restrooms) and restaurants. 
As we waited the allotted 30-40 minutes for the Blues 
to head off down the road, the sky turned a nasty 
shade of black and some of the water allocated for 
New York a few days earlier was now redirected to 
Chicago instead. 
We had a terrible decision to make: get a soaking 
from the warm rain or get a soaking from our own 
perspiration if we adorned our ‘wets’. The clouds 
looked too heavy and ‘wets’ had to be broken out of 
the panniers (oops, saddle bags) when the drops from 
the heavens began to fall. 
Suitably attired, and sweating profusely, we were 
finally on the road heading southwest out of Chicago 
and toward Springfield (I wondered whether we’d 
bump into Homer, Marge and the kids – wrong 
Springfield apparently). 
 
Norm (our loveable Canadian old timer who I don’t 
think knew how to tell the time) had no idea of 
urgency, or paid any attention to instructions from our 
guide (or anyone else for that matter). Inevitably, 95% 
of the time, the whole group would be waiting for 
Norm to put on his helmet, then one glove, then 
another, then remove his gloves because he wanted 

to check his camera was in the tank-bag, then he’d 
fiddle with his helmet again, then… you get the 
picture. Norm became our comedy channel celebrity, 
but during the hotter days ahead, it wasn’t so funny as 
we baked in the sun, waiting, and waiting, and wai… 
This became the norm from Norm and soon enough 
the ladies (well Del actually) began to mother the 68-
year-old delinquent and the guys began to get 
annoyed (a mild choice of word). 
 
The Route 66 tours can be broadly split into two 
halves; the first being the green-belted heartland of 
agriculture (so many fields full of maize and soya 
beans), and the second, the arid desert landscapes. It 
can also be split into two by means of tackiness and 
some of America’s finest scenery (in some people’s 

opinion of course). As we continue 
through the journey in this write-up, you 
will see what I mean by tackiness. This is 
not meant to be any criticism, it is simply a 
means to describe how the people who 
once lived (and some still live) along the 
Mother Road scraped a living, they had to 
have something to draw peoples’ attention 
so that people would stop by and spend a 
few dollars; so the tackier the better 
perhaps. 
 
Our first stop along Route 66 was at 
‘Dick’s On 66’. Dick’s garage has become 
one of Route 66’s icons. It was once a 
flourishing business looking after the 
many unreliable cars that travelled along 
the road in the 1930s. 
As we pulled up onto the forecourt, the 
current owner greeted us with key fobs 
and pens advertising ‘Dick’s On 66’ and 

offered us water. Most of us had already had enough 
water as it had only just stopped raining. In front of the 
garage was a small piece of history: a set of bricks 
that once made up this part of Route 66’s 
construction. 
After 10 minutes we were back on the road and 
heading to our next stop – the 30ft tall Gemini Giant. 
This was clearly one attraction for the kids so they 
would pester their parents into stopping to look at the 
giant whilst 
munching on a 
burger and Coke 
from the Launching 
Pad Drive-in 
restaurant just feet 
away. 
There are so 
many attractions 
along Route 66 
that you cannot 
stop to visit 
them all – if you 
did it would take 
a few months to 
ride the 2000+ 
miles to 
California. 
 
Our next stop was a pleasant little petrol (oops, sorry, 
gas) station/museum at a small town called Dwight. 



The station had recently received some TLC and the 

new owner was very 
proud to show off his 
freshly painted gas 
station. 
Inside was a small shop 
where you’d pay the 
attendant for your gas. 
The glass counter still 
had the original 
contents from when it 
was last commercially 
viable. I wouldn’t like to 
eat some of the candy 
(that’s sweets to you 
and me). The bars of 
Milky Way (Mars in the 
UK) were full size, just 
like I used to remember 
them before the 
manufacturers decided 
to hide the increased costs by 
reducing the size of their wares. 
 
Our last stop of the day (before 
reaching our hotel) was at a great 
little museum in Pontiac. The 
collection of trinkets and other 
interesting artifacts, including an old 
school bus that had been converted 
into a home for the owner, were 
housed in a brightly painted building 
just off the main street of Pontiac. 
It was Bob Waldmire’s dream to 
promote Route 66 and he had spent 
most of his life doing this. He drove a 
battered old VW campervan and 
travelled the Mother Road promoting 
its charm. Today, much of Bob’s 
collection is on show at the museum 
including his VW campervan and his 
converted old school bus home. 
 
We arrived in Springfield, Illinois 

around 5pm. Brandon pulled out the cooler box full of 
beers and we all celebrated our first day of 
riding with a beer in hand. This became a 
tradition for the rest of the road trip. 
Eagleriders had a good system for 
checking in at the hotels: we’d arrive, have 
a beer whilst our tour guide and van driver 
would pull out our luggage from the van 
and get our keys to our rooms. By the time 
we’d finish our beer, we’d have the room 
key and luggage and info on the local 
eateries, etc. Super, smashing, great. 
 
Springfield was the home of Abraham 
Lincoln apparently; I say apparently 
because the town say he’s one of theirs, 
but he was actually born in Kentucky to 
Welsh descendants, apparently, that’s why 
there is written welsh language on the side 
of the Lincoln Memorial in Washington (not 
a lot of people know that). 

So Springfield; yes, 
it’s a lovely quiet 
town, in fact it’s the 
state capitol of 
Illinois. 
We met up after a 
shower and a change 
of clothes and as a 
group we heading to 
a local restaurant 
called Boone’s 
Saloon. 
Boone’s was very 
popular and very 
busy. The place even 
had its own miniature 
concrete horse-racing 
course. Chalkie and I 
thought we’d give it a 
try, but as the fillies 
were stuffed with 
burgers and fries, 



there wasn’t much gallop left in the gee-gees and the race ended up as a dead-heat. 

 

Route 66 – Day 3 – Springfield Illinois to St. Louis, Missouri – 117 miles 
Although the early morning sky threatened some 
dampness, day 3 turned out to be a dry day. Again the 
temperature was well into the 80s by mid morning and 
by the time we rode into St. Louis it was in the mid-
90s (around 34oC). 
 
Today’s ride would take us 
out of Illinois and into 
Missouri along part of the 
original Route 66 block 
paved road that was built by 
Al Capone’s mob as a means 
of transporting alcohol from 
Illinois to Missouri during the 
Prohibition period. Capone 
had struck an agreement 
with the Governor of Illinois 
that if he (Capone) built the 
road, then the local police 
wouldn’t give chase to the 
bootleggers; there’d also be 
money to be made, and this 
did make the Governor a 
very rich man. 
Much of the road from 
Chicago to L.A. was a dirt 
road when it was first built in the mid 1920s. It was the 
eastern stretch that first benefitted from improved 
construction (thanks to Al Capone as well as other 
more legitimate constructors) with a brick-type 
construction. We rode over a few miles of this original 
narrow red and brown brick road and posed for a few 
pictures just before we rejoined the more traditional 
concrete road. It was hard to 
imagine that this road, as 
was all of Route 66, 
equivalent to one of our two-
way trunk roads here in the 
UK – barely wide enough for 
two cars to pass each other. It 
was no wonder that there were 
many accidents on the road 
back in the day, especially with 
the dodgy brakes on the old 
cars and wagons (much like the 
brakes on a pre-two-pot caliper 
Harley). There’s little wonder 
why the road became disused 
as more and more people began 
their love affair for the 
automobile. With land so freely 
available, they just made wider, 
safer roads next to the old ones. 
 
We stopped for a toilet break in 
the small town of Carlinville. What 
a lovely place with a bandstand in 
the town centre and old-fashioned 
shops surrounding it. We bought a couple of bottles of 
Route 66 grape soda – tasted fantastic, and the 
bottles were very ornamental, so we brought a couple 
home as a keepsake. 

 
Onward to Henry’s Rabbit Ranch – yep, you read right 
– a rabbit ranch. We felt that this unappealing furry 
venue could have been swapped for a visit to a Harley 
dealership or some other more interesting venue; but 

fair play, the rabbit ranch 
turned out to be okay. There 
were only four furry bunnies 
left and the owner (Henry’s 
son, now in his 70s) has 
decided not to get any more 
of the furry critters. 
Then he showed us his other 
Rabbit collection (and I’m not 
talking sex toys here ladies). 
Henry (the father) had 
bought a VW Golf (known in 
the States as a VW Rabbit) 
back in the early 1970s and 
father and son had bought 
more since, making a 
collection of over 60 rusting 
hulks. He had even cut up a 
number of Rabbits and made 
his own version of the 
Cadillac Ranch. The 

impromptu Cadillac Rabbit Ranch and rusting gas 
pumps outside Henry’s gift shop made for a good 
photo opportunity. Today, Henry has just about 30 VW 
Rabbits left in his collection – like his furry critters, 
he’s been cutting back on the rust buckets too. 
 

We stopped at a gas station to fill 
up. Our bikes’ windshields were a 
little grubby so I took one of the 
station’s windscreen cleaners and 
cleaned my windshield. I then 
cleaned Chalkie’s and I noticed 
that the support van’s window 
was grubby too. By the time I’d 
finished I’d cleaned everyone’s 
windshield – I then put out my 
hand and requested ‘$10 + tax’. 
Our Swiss companion (Tomas) 
thought it was funny as did the 
rest of the group. So every 
time we gassed up, it was ‘$10 
+ tax’ if they needed their 
screens cleaned… needless 
to say, no one paid up! But at 
one gas station in Arizona, a 
chap on a trike pulled up at 
the next gas pump, I already 
had the screen cleaner in 
hand and so proceeded to 
clean his screen – he smiled 
until I held out my hand and 

demanded ‘$10 + tax’ to the amusement of 
the group. 
 
Enough of rabbits and ‘$10 + tax’… we rode on in the 
warm sun until we crossed the Chain of Rocks Bridge. 



This bridge has been closed to public traffic access 
due to its condition and historical significance. 
Eagleriders have exclusive 
access to the bridge to 
allow the bikes across. 
Once again another great 
photo opportunity, this time 
getting the real feel of the 
Mother Road’s history. 
The bridge hade been built 
on columns of rocks that 
originally formed a chain of 
rocks across the 
Mississippi (hence the 
name ‘Chain of Rocks 
Bridge’). Today it is no 
longer in use as new 
bridges and interstate 
roads have replaced this 
section of Route 66. 
 
From the Chain of Rocks 
Bridge looking south you 
could see the city of St. 
Louis and its Gateway Arch 
standing (and spanning) 
630 feet. It looked 
impressive from a distance, but as you got closer (and 
our hotel was almost next door to it) it was huge. 
 
By now it was late afternoon and although hot, we 
were advised to wear our jackets as we were about to 
negotiate the St. Louis traffic on the busy highway. 
Jan had told us that the locals were not as courteous 
as most American drivers and there had been a 
number of accidents with cars cutting up other road 
users. Safety first! On with the jacket and on with the 
gloves; damn it was hot. 
 
As we arrived at our hotel, drank our obligatory 
celebratory beer and gathered our luggage, we 
decided we’d have a quick shower before paying a 
visit to the Gateway Arch. If you didn’t get your ticket 
early, then you might not get your ride to the top on 
the day. 
It was around 5:30pm when we purchased our tickets; 
our ride to the top was for 8pm, so plenty of time for 
dinner first; a nice juicy steak in an Italian restaurant 
just about a half-mile from the Arch. 
 

The Gateway Arch visitor centre housed a museum 
that told the story St. Louise, of how the Gateway 

Arch came about and how it 
was constructed – look it up 
on the Internet – it’s too 
much detail to write in here. 
Anyway, we perused the 
museum and then at 8pm 
we headed for our minute 
pod (that’s minute as in 
miniature rather than 
60seconds) that barely 
seated 4 (even though it 
had 5 seats) and after 
another half-hour we were 
being transported up the 
southern leg of the Arch to 
the top. 
Outside the sun had set 
and darkness had fallen – a 
great opportunity for some 

night shots of the city. 
One 

problem 
though: the 
top section 
of the Arch 
with its 
small 
observation 
windows 
was barely 
large 
enough to 
hold 50 
people – 
there 
must have 
been three 
times that many; boy it was so claustrophobic, we 
didn’t spend more than 10 minutes peaking through 
the grubby windows. 
 
Back to the hotel and the ladies decided to get an 
early night whilst Chalkie and I tried some local beer – 
Harp lager courtesy of Guinness Brewery, Ireland!!! 
Tasted good though. 

Route 66 – Day 4 – St. Louis, Missouri to Joplin, Missouri – 301 miles 
Since leaving Chicago the weather had greatly 
improved, only rain on the first riding day and then a 
steady increase in temperature. It was 8am when we 
saddled up the palominos and it was already in the 
80s. 
 
Our first visit of tackiness for the day was the world’s 
largest rocking chair. ‘Why such a big chair?’ I hear 
you ask… well the answer is simple – to get the 
punters in you need tack and you need tack in big 
measures, so why not a big red rocking chair. It once 
held the world record for the biggest rocking chair in 
the Guinness Book of Records until the rocking 
mechanism had to be locked off for fear of hurting 

someone. Only one day per year is someone allowed 
to sit on the high perch, so until then, all you can do is 
stand in the 
shade (phew 
it’s getting 
hot) and 
admire(?) 
such a 
wonder. 
 
Okay, 
enough of 
the tack – 
enough 



already!!! Let’s move on to something a bit 
more interesting. 
 
Today’s ride was fairly long one to Joplin and 
as the morning progressed so did the 
temperature rise. By midday it was in the mid-
90s and we could feel the strength of the sun 
whenever we stopped at traffic lights or road 
junctions. 
We were back on the Mother Road and finding 
the condition of the road beginning to 
deteriorate in areas. Pot-holes, not quite as bad 
(yet) as the ones outside my house, but 
considering this road was now earning the 
American economy a significant amount per 
annum in ripping $$ from unsuspecting tourists 
like me, you would have thought that the 
tarmac and concrete sections would receive 
some TLC along the way. But that was all part of the 
charm of Route 66 – its scruffiness, its unkempt feel 
and neglect. There were significant sections that were 
in really good condition too and when we did come 
across them we made the most of the smoother ride. 
 
We came across another bridge that made for a great 
photo opportunity. We stopped and whilst taking a 
break and stretching the legs, we got the cameras out. 
Meanwhile, Brandon got his skateboard out! 
 
By the time we’d had some lunch and then arrived at 
the old Sinclair Gay Parita gas station we were 
melting in the heat; 96oF and climbing. 
We pulled up outside the old Sinclair gas station and 
were greeted immediately by the owner’s husband 
offering us all iced lollipops – and cold drinking water - 
a welcome sight. 
The original Sinclair gas station, established by Fred 
& Gay Mason had burned down in 1955 and was 
rebuilt by Gary Turner who renamed the station ‘Gay 

Parita’ after the original owner’s wife. He built up a 
varied collection of auto-related objects from old cars 
to oil cans. Unfortunately Gary passed away in 2015 
and the station was left in disarray for a few years until 
Gary’s daughter returned from the north east of the 
US to clean up and reopen this iconic landmark in 
honour of her father and mother. As we looked around 
the place, she told us stories of how her father had 
collected and remodeled the station over the years. 
We spent a good hour here and enjoyed every minute 
of it. 
 
Back on the bikes and we were now taking the final 
leg of the day into Joplin. We arrived at the hotel, 
parked up the bikes and collected our luggage from 
the van along with the celebratory beer. 
That evening, we didn’t have far to walk for our food – 
there was an Outback Steakhouse right across the 
road, and if you’ve never eaten a steak from Outback, 
then you’d better add it to you Bucket List now! 

Route 66 – Day 5 – Joplin, Missouri to Oklahoma City, Oklahoma – 255 miles 
Once again, we were up with the sun. We were still 
suffering a little with jet lag so although we had our 
alarm set for 6:30am we were waking a little earlier. I 
think only twice during the two weeks of riding did the 
alarm wake us. Anyway, jet lag or not, once we’d 
showered and eaten breakfast we were on top of the 
world… kinda. 
 
Today’s ride would take us 
briefly through Kansas. Del 
was hoping she’d see the 
house from the Wizard of 
Oz – I just shrugged my 
shoulders and twisted the 
throttle. Some of the small 
towns we rode through 
could well have been the 
location of the homestead in 
the movie. We crossed a 
bridge or two and soon we 
were out in the green 
countryside once again. 
We entered Kansas and 
took the obligatory group 

picture at the ‘Welcome to Kansas’ sign and then rode 
a few more miles along old Route 66. Before we knew 
it we were leaving Kansas and were in Oklahoma. 
 
Now talking about signs; in the US, they have a 
slightly different sign they sometimes use instead of a 

‘No Entry’ sign. Jan (our 
illustrious group leader) 
must have been in a bit of 
a daydream when he 
decided he wanted to turn 
up a slip-road (or on-ramp 
in the States), riding 
through a ‘Wrong Way’ 
sign he quickly realized his 
error; he and two other 
riders who followed him, 
would have found 
themselves in oncoming 
traffic. Luckily, Jan and the 
two other riders must have 
ridden dirt bikes in the past 
and all three veered to the 
left, over some dirt and 

vegetation and back onto the parallel side road (old 
Route 66) to the freeway. 



I made a mental note of this, Jan’s so far faultless 
ride, food for a wind-up perhaps. 
 
The first stop of the day was a visit to the Vintage Iron 
museum. You’ve probably realized by now that most 
of our stops were places deeply related to the Mother 
Road. At first I thought this to be a bit repetitive, 
especially when they all sold similar merchandise, but 
I soon realized that these places were keeping the 
history of the road alive and those who owned or 
worked in them were dedicated to the cause – I didn’t 
get the repetitive thought again for the rest of the trip. 
The museum held many classic motorcycles and a 
load of Evel Knievel memorabilia. The owner had 
once been friends with the daredevil and had 
collected a lot of Evel and his son, Robbie Knievel’s 
memorabilia over the years. 
 
We topped up with 
gas and picked up 
a sandwich for our 
lunch – we were 
going to a “special 
place to have a 
picnic”, we were 
told by Jan. 
The special place 
turned out to be the 
Blue Whale – yes, 
more tackiness, 
this time on the 
biggest scale you 
can imagine; or 
maybe not! This 
chap’s wife loved whales, so he decided to build a 
giant whale for his wife as a birthday present. It took 
him 2 years to build it and the locals loved it! I didn’t, 
but that’s just me right? 
Anyway, at the Blue Whale we ate our sandwiches 
and cooked in the heat. Yes, it was well into the 90s 
again and promising to get hotter through the 
afternoon. 
 
To make amends for Jan’s ‘special place’, he told us 
he’d treat us to a visit to the Harley dealership in 
Tulsa. I never appreciated air-con so much as I did 
when we burst through the glass doors at Tulsa 
Harley-Davidson. 
Okay, so H-D dealerships are pretty much the same 
the world over – lots of Harleys, shiny chrome hanging 
on pegs and t-shirts. Who cares – Tulsa H-D had 
great air-con!!! 
 
I should mention at this point that 
there was an ulterior 
reason for Jan’s visit 
to Tulsa H-D; 
remember Norm’s 
helmet? Well Norm’s 
helmet was going to 
be shipped to the 
dealership by 
Eagleriders, and we 
were also getting a 
new taillight lens for 
Norm’s bike (because 
he braked a little too 

hard and caught Marcus (one of our German riders) 
sleeping and Marcus just gently ‘touched’ Norm’s tail 
light with the nose of his Ultra). It could only happen to 
Dudley Norm! 
Anyway, we got the taillight, but not Norm’s helmet – it 
had only been shipped from Eagleriders Chicago back 
to the bus company by mistake. Poor Norm had to live 
with his Eagleriders beanie for another few days. 
 
We left the comfort of Tulsa H-D’s air-con and picked 
up Route 66 once again. Several miles down the road 
we stopped once more. This time we were at another 
motorcycle museum – Seaba Station Motorcycle 
Museum, to be precise. 
Now you can think that there’s only so many classic 
motorcycles you can look at, but you’d be wrong. This 
was another example of the compassion, the 

dedication, the devotion the owners 
had to the motorcycle and Route 66. 
It was here we found, in its original 
crate, a 1979 Triumph Bonneville 
T140E, still under cellophane, still in 
bits, waiting to be assembled for the 
very first time. 
Just around the corner were 
motorcycles from the movies – actual 
bikes that had been cast in Captain 
America and other classics (not that 
Captain America is a classic of 
course). Harleys from the early 

1900s and 1930s right up to ‘new’ HDs from the 
1950s.  
Another hour well spent gawping at rolling steel. 
 
Time was getting on and we still had another 50 miles 
to go before we reached our hotel. It was hot and by 
the time we reached Oklahoma City’s city limits, the 
temperature gauge spat out a meager 99oF (37.2oC). 

We knew we had hotter days 
ahead and now I was beginning to 
look forward to those days with a 
little less enthusiasm! 
 
We pulled out of the heavy traffic 
as one group at the hotel 
entrance – excellent. But 
where’s Norm??? He was right 
behind us a minute ago, in fact I 
saw him pull into the hotel 
entrance. He’d only rode 
passed where we’d stopped, 
got himself parked around the 

corner in the valet parking area and 



then got lost trying to walk back to us. It took Jan 
about a half-hour to find Norm, who was strolling 
around, still in his beanie and Eagleriders jacket – his 
boots must have been full of sweat. 

Meanwhile, we all guzzled a second cold one from 
Brandon’s cooler box!!! 

Route 66 – Day 6 – Oklahoma City, Oklahoma to Amarillo, Texas – 272 miles 
After breakfast we headed down to the van to drop off 
our case with Brandon. En route through the hotel we 
came across Norm ‘doing a Dudley’ – yep, he’d only 
gone and got himself locked into the hotel’s computer 
suite – a glass bowl that needed a room key to enter 
(and to exit). How could he lose his keycard between 
entering and exiting the goldfish bowl??? I thought 
about leaving him there for a while but then again, it 
would just delay our departure, so I let him out. A 
good start to the day for Norman then. 
 
Today’s ride was to Amarillo. Chalkie plugged in his 
iPhone to the bike’s Boom Box and as we saddled up 
Tony Christie’s ‘Is This The Way To Amarillo’ blasting 
out as we rode down the multi-story car park ramps. I 
don’t think anyone hadn’t joined in with the chorus, 
and from my place in the group I could see Jan’s head 
shaking slowly from side to side. 
 
It was another bright sunny morning without a cloud in 
the sky. The temperature was already in the mid-80s 
and it wasn’t 9am yet. Another scorcher 
ahead. 

 
Our first stop was at a Cherokee Trading Post – well it 
was a trading post many years ago, only today it’s a 
gas station and restaurant with the obligatory Native 
American (Cherokee) gift shop selling their trinkets 
and trivia (all very nice too). 
Outside the gas station were a totem pole, a 
Cherokee wigwam and a plastic buffalo that had been 
painted in bright colours in the Cherokee Indian style. 
Needless to say, a bunch of photos were taken. 
 
We picked up old Route 66 again. The road had been 
upgraded from its original dirt road back in the 1930s 
to a concrete version that boasted a rebuild some time 

in the 1950s. Again, I pondered on what it must have 
been like back in the day. 
 
Our second 
stop of the day 
was at, you’ve 
guessed it, 
another 
museum; this 
time in the 
little town of 
Clinton. The 
difference with 
this museum 
was that it 
actually 
showed the 
history of how 
the road was 
made. 
Memorabilia 
from the day 
littered the 
museum as you walked from the late 1920s up to the 
early 1960s and the introduction of the freeways that 
mostly by-passed old Route 66. Building materials, 
tools, large equipment, cars & trucks, even an original 
Route 66 telephone box that Superman might have 
used to change from his Clark Kent outfit into his 
slacks and cape regalia back in the day. 
 
Before we knew it we were at the Texas State Line 
where we stopped for some water and more pictures. 
The temperature was up in the low 90s now but the 
skies had hazed over somewhat and gave us a little 
shelter from the sun’s rays – for an hour anyway 
before it reappeared in anger. 
 
We pulled over for a short leg stretch at a visitor’s 
centre; time for a pee and a good look at the 
countryside. We had left the greenery long behind us 
and the vista was clearly a scene from a plethora of 
western movies. The only 
things missing were the 
cowboys on horseback, the 
herds of cattle and the 
horse-drawn wagon trails. 
What wasn’t missing was 
the tornado shelter – the 
toilet doubled up as a 
shelter if the wind got too 
blustery for the locals. 
 
We arrived in Amarillo and 
after our celebratory beer, 
shower, etc, met up with the rest of the team. A limo 
was picking us up to take us to the Big Texan 
Steakhouse – the home of the 72oz steak challenge 
where if you could gobble up a 72oz steak c/w all the 
trimmings within an hour, then it was a free meal… if 
you failed, then you owed the house $72. 



As we took our seats a cowboy picked up his knife & 
fork and the timer kicked off his 60minute scoff. He did 
it in 34 minutes… easy right? Wrong – another lad 
thought he could beat the clock – it cost him $72..! 
I settled for the 20oz slice of cow and that was gut 
busting, especially after a large jug of Budweiser.  
 
After dinner we explored the steakhouse proper – in 
the back was a rather large rocking chair that 
everyone wanted to get their mug shots with. A suite 
of 3D pictures of olde worlde cowboys and their molls 
hung on the walls and as you walked passed them 
their smiling faces turned into gruesome sculls and all 
manor of decay – a little eerie if you weren’t expecting 
it (didn’t bother me coz I’m a roughie toughie bloke). 
And then right at the back of the building was what 
looked like a movie set from a western where you 
could try to hook a metal ring on a string onto a hook 

on a wall (amongst other silly little games and past-
times to keep you occupied). 

 

Route 66 – Day 7 – Amarillo, Texas to Santa Fe, New Mexico – 284 miles 
Chalkie blasted out Bruce Springsteen’s ‘Cadillac 
Ranch’ as we left Amarillo, yes, the Cadillac Ranch 
was our first stop on today’s itinerary. It was a cool 
morning and jackets had to been worn to keep the 
chill away – it was only in the mid70s this morning but 
we were now used to the warmer temperatures and 
when it dropped below 80oF if felt chilly – ok, so I’m a 
wimp..! 
 
We pulled up next to a huge dirt patch that may have 
had maize or wheat or some other crop in it at one 
time, but now it was just plain old dirt. In the middle 
of this huge expanse was a row of up-turned half 
buried Cadillacs that had been stripped of their 
original apparel and re-sprayed by passers-by with 
all forms of graffiti. The 10 hulks represented the 
10 different versions of Cadillac back in the 1950s 
and early 1960s. As you approached the hulks, 
you came across aerosol cans of spray paint. It 
had become tradition for visitors to abuse their 
artistic expertise and spray the hulks with graffiti 
and all manor of multi-coloured forms. 
Being the proud owner of Bruce Springsteen’s 
‘The River’ album, I was looking forward to 
visiting the Cadillac Ranch. When I got there, I 
can only say it wasn’t as good as the album 
track..! 
 
We pulled up at a solitary building that was 
once a gas station; today it’s the Vega tourist 
information building, or Vega’s Old Gas 
Station museum (I’d hold back on the word 
‘museum’ for this one as there wasn’t much 
there apart for some paper flyers and just a 
couple of old gas pumps and an old car’s 
wooden wheel). We did meet with the town’s 
very own head of tourism there and after a 
lengthy history lesson on Route 66 and 
Vega she was good enough to point out to 
us that just across the street was the 
Milburn-Price Culture Museum. Jan decided 
we should pay a visit – he’d not been there before 

and was thinking 
about adding the 
museum to the tour 
for future groups. 
 
The place was an 
Aladdin’s cave with a 
huge number of 
historical items, including an old 



printing press, which today is used to print your very 
own Milburn-Price Culture Museum post card. 
Out back was a large shed which housed an old 
Model T Ford (in black of course). The owner was 
about to start it up and drive it around the front – he 
asked me it I wanted a ride – sure why not. It took a 
while to start up as it was suffering from acute old age 
and lack of TLC over the years (it had a huge crack in 
its block); we only managed to move about 10 yards 
so we pushed it the rest of the way. 
 
We stopped at the 
MidPoint Café, which as 
the name states is 
arguably mid-point 
between Chicago and L.A. 
Time for a drink – Del 
spotted some homemade 
apple pie and it 
disappeared off her plate 
before you could blink. 
 
By now the temperature 
was more than 100oF and 
the jackets had long 
disappeared into the 
saddlebags. We were back 
out in the sticks again and taking an 
interstate service road to nowhere – 
or so it seemed. We turned a corner 
and once again we were on old 
Route 66. This time we stopped in 
the middle of the road and had a 
good look around some of the long-
abandoned buildings that once 
were thriving businesses back in 
the day. 
A great photo opportunity again 
before we double backed the few 
hundred yards onto the service 
road and then took the interstate 
for a short while. 
 
We rode into New Mexico, 
passing a bullet riddled Texas 
state line sign; the Texas sign 
measuring about 2-feet by 1 foot. 
The New Mexico sign must have 
been twenty times bigger. No 
wonder the locals used the 

Texas State sign as target practice. 
 
We pulled up at Russell’s Travel Centre where we had 
a drink and of course, a good look around the 
memorabilia of cars from the 1950s & 60s. All were in 
fantastic condition and there was one of my most 
favourite cars there too – the 1966 Ford Thunderbird. 
 
Lunch was at Del’s Restaurant – yep Del’s, only 
not our Del, but 
someone 
else’s 
Del. After 
lunch we 
found 
ourselves 
on the 
New 
Mexico 
route 104 
(or NM104). 
What a 
fantastic 
road; 55mph speed limit all along its 70 miles of 
straight road (with only a few bends and sweeping 
corners). We were given a ‘free ride’ and arranged to 
meet with Jan after the 60mile marker. We set off 

along the road individually 
so we could experience the 
vastness of the open spaces 
and countryside as well as 
the solitary nature that you 
felt as you rode along the 
road all on your lonesome. 
No police so the speed 
varied (let’s say) greatly. 
Just one warning from Jan 
though – the local police 
were actually Navajo Indians 
and they enjoyed taking your 
licence! Didn’t see any 
Indians, in fact didn’t see 
anyone else along the 60 

miles of open road, apart from 
the other riders in our group at 
the meeting point. 
 
We passed a sign – Las 
Vegas 68miles. Surely we 
weren’t that close to Vegas? 
Turns out there are two Las 
Vegas in the States – so this 
was Las Vegas, New Mexico, 
or as the Stereophonics might 
say (‘Las Vegas one time’ – no 
wait a minute, the song is ‘Las 
Vegas Two Times’). Anyway, as 
we approached Vegas (one 
time) the clouds began to 
thicken and threatened some 
serious rain. Ahead and just to 
our right you could see the heavy 
downpours and lightening. I 
looked at the map on the bike’s 
satnav and NM104 took a slight 
turn to the southwest – if our 



timing was right, we’d just miss the rain. 
We topped up with gas in Las Vegas NM and as we 
left the gas station we just clipped the edge of the rain 

cloud and took a few spots of the wet stuff, but not 
enough for us to don our wetsuits. 
 
We arrived into Santa Fe at around 5pm via the 
Turquoise Trail. The Turquoise Trail was the original 
route the early settlers and traders took into Santa Fe 
and led us through the old town to our hotel, which 
looked fantastic. Santa Fe had a distinct rustic feel 
about the place. 
That evening we ate at the Cowgirl BBQ & 
Smokehouse, about a 15minute walk from the hotel. 
What a great meal (again – I don’t think we had a bad 
one all trip), and, of course, the cowgirls looked 
mighty fine too y’all. 
 
More beers and a sit by an open fire at the hotel’s 
poolside before saying our goodnights. Even though 
we only rode 284 miles this day, the heat and the 
humidity from the week’s riding was beginning to 
catch up. We welcomed an early night and were 
looking forward to a free day tomorrow. 

 

Route 66 – Day 8 – Santa Fe, New Mexico – 15 miles 
Day 8 was meant to be a day off the bikes. Some of 
the group decided to take a run up into the high trails 
and visit some of the local 
sights; we decided 
otherwise and to take a 
stroll through old Santa Fe. 
In the Market Square there 
were Native Americans 
selling their wares: rugs, 
jewelry, silver guitar picks, 
belt buckles; you name it, it 
was there.  
 
Del wanted to take a peek 
inside Santa Fe’s cathedral. 
From the outside you’d say 
the cathedral was just an 
elaborate church; the inside 
wasn’t much more 
decorative and certainly not 
as elaborate as the cathedrals in the UK. 
Instead of the ornate stonework, you had carpentry; 
instead of the marble/stone slabs and inlaid grave 
stones on the floors, you had tongue & groove and 
rugs – all very nice. 
 
After lunch I decided I had to take a short ride to the 
Santa Fe Harley-Davidson dealership to see if I could 
get a replacement helmet. My trusty old Roof helmet 
had decided to fall apart, but worse still was the 
stench it had decided to make from the mixture of a 
long life, my perspiration and the heat of the sun. 
Chalkie & I rode to the shop and I picked out a new 
lid. I asked the sales person if she could dispose of 
my old helmet – ‘no problem, we’ll take it out back and 
shoot it!’ 
That was the last I saw of my old Roof. 
 

We met up with the rest of the group at 5pm to 
welcome three new faces to the gang – a Dutchman 

(Richard), a 
Portuguese lady and 
her ignorant and 
obnoxious French 
husband who’s names I 
choose to forget. By the 
end of the second week 
I don’t think there were 

many in the group who didn’t want to have words with 
Frenchie. 
 
That evening Chalkie, Eleri, Del and I revisited the 
Market Square where the locals were having a music 
festival. A country band (guitars, fiddles, percussion 
and a singer) echoed across the square. It was a 
fantastic atmosphere in the warm evening. 
We ate and had a few beers before returning to the 
hotel for a couple more beers and a sit by the pool. 

 

Route 66 – Day 9 – Santa Fe, New Mexico to Gallup, New Mexico – 259 miles 



Our road out of Santa Fe took us through the newer 
part of the city – much like so many other cities in the 
States, blocks upon blocks of buildings, shops, 
garages, workshops, shopping malls and traffic lights. 
Eventually were out of town and back on Route 66 
taking in some winding roads again with hills and 
desert either side of us. 
 
The first stop on today’s itinerary was the little town of 
Madrid, made famous by the movie ‘Wild Hogs’. It 
came as a surprise to see that Madrid didn’t bring 
back memories of the film as I’d remembered it; then it 
dawned on me that the movie set had only been 
based (loosely) on the real town of Madrid. Needles to 
say, the present owners of Maggie’s Diner were 
milking the Hollywood connection. 
Inside the Diner the original dining tables remained, 

but they were covered with t-shirts and other Route 66 
memorabilia and trinkets. After a few minutes I’d had 
enough and decided to get back outside and enjoy the 
fresher air and scenery. It would have been better (in 
my opinion) if the diner had remained a diner and sold 
trivia as a sideline, but that’s just my opinion. 
 
We were back on the road again and the day’s ride 
was spent riding through desert plains on long straight 
roads with the occasional kink in the blacktop. You’d 
be forgiven for thinking that the day’s ride was 
monotonous, but strangely it wasn’t. The vast 

expanse and the feeling of being miles from any 
civilization (at times) was exhilarating and gave you 
the sense of isolation in such a vast open space. 

 
One of the highlights of the day was riding alongside 
several of the freight trains. These trains were at least 
a mile long and were pulled by three locomotives. The 
Americans use the railroad system for freight in the 
mid-west far more than you’d imagine, and much of 
the railroad ran in parallel to the interstates, and of 
course, old Route 66. 
The trains travelled at around 50mph so as you pulled 
alongside we’d mimic the driver’s arm pulling on the 
wire that sounded off the horns – moments later the 
drivers of the trains would do it for real – small things 
please little minds right? 
There was a down side of watching these mile-long 
hulks was, if you found yourself at a train crossing 
with the lights flashing red and the bell clanging, you 
might be there for some time; especially when more 
than one train would pass in opposite directions. 

 
Jan had told us about the Acoma Indians who lived on 
a small plateau range in a wide valley. The Acoma 
Indians held the claim as being the only Native 
Americans who had never been relocated by the 
American Government. Their home on the plateau 
had been there since before the white man’s arrival in 
the Americas. 
Jan pulled over at a viewing point and we marveled at 
the plateau in the valley floor about 2 miles across 
from our location. We took pictures and drank more 
water. We needed to hydrate and keep our water 
levels topped up in the dry heat of the desert. Jan had 
told us that we would ride across the valley floor to the 
base of the plateau where we’d stop for just long 
enough to take a picture and before any of the Acoma 
people would come to us demanding money for being 



on their land and taking photographs. But we’d also 
notice the higher temperature in the valley floor – it 
would be well above what we were feeling at that 
moment (already 105oF (41oC)). 
We followed the road down into the valley and as we 
rode across the valley floor I checked my temperature 
gauge – 113oF (45oC). It was hot. 
We pulled up at the visitor’s centre car park, took a 
picture or two, and as predicted one 
of the Acoma residents started to 
make his way toward us. We didn’t 
hang around; we just headed back 
from whence we came. 
 
The rest of the ride into Gallup was 
uneventful really. More desert 
roads, long straights, occasional 
windy bends and lots of sun. It 
might sound boring or repetitive but 
we were riding through the mid-
west, through New Mexico, Injun 
country, on Route 66! Nope, 

boring it certainly was not. 
 
That evening, we settled into the hotel, took a quick 
dip in the pool then headed across the road for a bite 
to eat and a beer or two. New Mexico has a reputation 
for its chilies and hot food. I like to taste food rather 
than set fire to my mouth so I went for the mild option; 
I still needed a fire extinguisher to put out the blaze in 

my mouth. 

 

Route 66 – Day 10 – Gallup, 
New Mexico to Grand 
Canyon, Arizona – 304 
miles 

As we rode past 

an exposed 
mountainside cave where once an Apache tribe had 
lived over 150 years ago, you could see large wall 
paintings of animals and people on the sandstone 
cliff-side. Below was a trading post advertising its 
American Indian Owned goods for sale. 
 
We crossed the state line and entered Arizona by 
9am. We were taking a detour from Route 66 to The 
Petrified Forest National Park. I was looking forward 
to visiting this park as soon as Jan had mentioned it a 
few days earlier. The park consisted of a loop about 
50 miles or so in length. Along the way were a number 
of stopping locations and viewing points where you 
could take a nice picture or look at some of the 
petrified trees that had been buried millions of years 
ago and then, over time, had their timber replaced by 
minerals – they became ‘petrified’. 
Okay, so it sounds a bit boring perhaps, but if, like me 
you’ve done a bit of geology, then you’d get the urge 
to see more. 



The park was made up of 
low hills and wide shallow 
valleys that had been the 
product of erosion over time. 
The iron rich sandstone and 
mudstone (the red colour 
generally indicates the 
presence of iron) made for 
some exotic landscape. I 
could have stayed at the 
park all day, but the others 
weren’t quite so interested 
in the red hills 

dust peppered with chunks of stone that looked like 
old broken logs and tree stumps. 
Fair enough. We continued our ride through the park. 
The arrangement was to meet up with the others at 
the park’s exit where we’d pick up Route 66 once 
more. 
 
Our next stop was at the Teepee Hotel – the place 
that inspired the movie ‘Cars’. Phew, it was getting hot 
again and it was only late morning. The teepee hotel 
rooms looked just like that – teepees; but they 
appeared to be made out of concrete – I hope the 
aircon was fully functional in them there rooms. 
Outside most of the teepees were old relics, cars and 
trucks from the 1950s and early 60s. A few of these 
hulks had large cartoon-type eyes in their 
windscreens to remind you that they 
are/were film stars (if 
you’ve watch 
Cars then you’d 
recognize them). 
 
It was time to 
move on and to our 
next stop – 
Winslow. We 
gassed up, and I did 
my daily chore of 
cleaning the bikes’ 
windshields, 
demanding the ‘$10 + tax’ (which I never did get). As 
we entered Winslow we stopped for a few moments to 

visit a memorial to those killed during the 9-11 
atrocity. Two steel girders from one of the Twin 
Towers had been erected as a memorial to those 
who lost their lives that day. 
 
Another freight train passed by and honked its horns 
and we were back on the road for the short run into 
Winslow for lunch. We scoffed our hot dogs and 
cokes and went outside to stand on the corner where 
bronze statues of Glen Frey and Jackson Brown 
stood, with the ‘Flat Bed Ford’ just a few yards away 
at the curbside. 
I think almost 
everyone who 
stood next to 

one statue or 
the other burst 
into song joining 
in with his or her 
own rendition of 
‘Take It Easy’ by 
the Eagles – it 
just had to be 
done. 
 
Ahead of us was 
another detour, 
this time we 
were going to 
the Grand 
Canyon. The 
road through 
Flagstaff took a 
right and we 
were heading 
north towards 
one of the 
Seven Wonders of the World. But first we had to 
ride through another National Forest – the Kaibab 
National Park – a huge forest up in the mountains. 
We began to climb up the park’s slops and soon 
we could feel the air cooling – a welcome friend. 
An hour later the skies had gone black and we 

could see some snow on a few mountain peaks. Yes, 
rain was ahead of us. 
It was a chilly 75oF now and when the rain eventually 
arrived it would drop another ten degrees. 



A few miles ahead we could see the rain – black 
sheets of water falling from the skies that would 
occasionally light up as lightening struck. LED 

message boards on the side 
of the road read ‘Warning, smoke ahead – do not 
report’ – lightening had caused a few forest fires and 
the authorities already knew about them. Later, after 
the thunder storm had passed, they would send up a 
few helicopters to spot any new fires and mobilise the 
firemen to deal with them. 
We stopped to don our wetsuits and jackets (not in 
that order). Moments later we were wading through 
several inches of rainwater as we followed the 
slippery road through the park. 
We stopped for some shelter at a gas station. It was 
here I introduced Chalkie & Eleri to ‘PayDay’ – a 
peanut & caramel snack bar that’s soooo good – if 
you get a chance to try one, you should. 
Unfortunately, they don’t sell them here in the UK. 
 
We waited at the gas station for about 30minutes 
before the rain started to ease off. We had another 
20miles to run before to our hotel at Grand Canyon. 
The intent was to settle into the hotel then meet at 
7pm for a ride up to the South Rim of the Canyon to 
watch the sunset; yeah right, look at them clouds and 
that freestanding water..! 
 
By 7pm, the sun was shining again and the roads had 
dried up. We assembled at the bikes and took the 
10mile ride towards the Grand Canyon’s South Rim. 

As we walked the final few hundred yards from the car 
park to the rim, the vista opened up before us, 
exposing the amazing view of the Grand Canyon. You 

have to see it to believe it; the view was awesome! 
To the west, the sun was just about to set. Rain 
clouds in the far distance were moving southward 
leaving clear blue skies for us to watch the orange ball 
in the sky slowly slip down the horizon. What a sight. 
 
‘Oh my God, it’s a real camera’ I heard an American 
girl state as I asked her to take a picture of our little 
group. Almost everyone were using their smartphones 

– how times have changed. 

 

Route 66 – Day 11 – Grand Canyon, Arizona to Laughlin, Nevada – 244 miles 
As part of the Eagleriders tour, we were treated to a 
helicopter flight over the Grand Canyon. I’m used to 
flying in choppers – they were my equivalent to the 
number 20 bus to work. But this was going to be 
different, more enjoyable. This time I didn’t have to  
have a certificate to prove I’d completed my helicopter 
ditching training, or have to wear a survival suit or a 
life jacket, and this time it was for pleasure and not to 
pay the mortgage. 
We queued up at the heliport waiting for our names to 
be called out for the helicopters. Each chopper carried 
6 passengers so we were split into small groups. 
Norman & Richard’s names were called out and they 
disappeared; soon after Del and I were assigned our 
flight to share with a Dutch family. 
We took off in the morning sunshine and were soon 
flying over the Colorado River that had cut this nasty 

scar into the sedimentary rock over millions of years 
to make the Grand Canyon what it is today. The views 



were amazing – even better than the previous 
evening’s sunset. I snapped away with my real 
camera, even taking some video footage too. 
 
The 30minute flight soon came to an end and we 
found ourselves back in the car park waiting for the 
rest of the group. In twos or threes they came… but 
where’s Norm? He was nowhere to be found, and 
neither was Richard for that matter. 
Jan headed back inside the airport to find out if Norm 
and Richard had been kidnapped. 
It transpired that the two had been whisked away for 
the VIP treatment – they had been allocated two seats 
on the 60minute flight – jammy b****ds. 
 
We were back in the saddle now, on Route 66 and 
heading for our lunch stop 
at Seligman and the 
RoadRunner Diner. But first 
we had a coffee stop at 
Williams where I convinced 
Chalkie to lay down on 
railroad tracks in front of an 
old steam loco. 
 
The RoadRunner Diner has 
been a feature of Route 66 
since the early days. It was 
very popular for travellers 
to stop off here and take 
some food and 
refreshment. We weren’t 
any different and so we 
indulged in some 
consumption of what they 
had to offer. 
 
What was noticeable now 
was that there were fewer 
museums and less 
tackiness en route. It was 
also more 

noticeable was that aircon was more important and 
welcoming as were cold drinks and shade. 
The temperature was consistently between 107oF and 
113oF now and we were told that it was going to get 

even hotter. We still 
had the Mojave 
Desert to cross in the 
height of summer, but 
even hotter was the 
valley that stood 
between Oatman and 
Laughlin. 
 
Oatman’s windy 
roads twisted and 
turned as we climbed 
the hills and 
mountains. Again, it 
was something out of 
the Wild West and as 
we pulled into the old 
town of Oatman we 
weren’t disappointed. 
It stands today as it 
stood in its hay-day. It 
was hard to believe 
that a short single 
street had once 
furnished for more 
than 4000 people 
during the peak of the 

mining period. 
 
We parked the Harleys in some shade and peeled off 
our gloves and helmets. The cold water from 
Brandon’s icebox was welcoming once more. 
 
You can’t miss the wild donkeys (wandering freely - a 
legacy from the old mining days) as they meander 
amongst the visitors and vehicles in Oatman. And you 
certainly couldn’t miss the donkey that took a liking to 
Chalkie’s Ultra’s seat. He was quickly shoo’d away but 
he was persistent; he eventually got the message and 
moved on. 



The locals must have known we were coming as 
almost all the restaurants and hotels were shut – 
damnit, no aircon..! Just one or two gift shops were 
open and I managed to buy a couple of ice creams 
for Del and me. 
 

Our next stop was going to 
be the last of the day - Laughlin. As we descended 
into the Colorado valley the heat intensified… 113oF… 
114oF… 115oF… 116oF… it was beginning to feel 
unbearable – like riding with a hairdryer on full heat 
blasting in your face – and we still had a few hundred 
feet left to descend into the valley. By the time we 
bottomed out in the valley floor it was 118oF 
(47.8oC) . I was melting! 
As we rode alongside the Colorado River it felt like 
it was getting hotter. It was, and as we entered into 
Laughlin my temperature gauge was displaying a 
whapping 119oF (48.3oC). I wasn’t sure how much 
more of the heat I could take. I could feel my 
strength being drained from me; my body was 
dripping with perspiration and the heat bouncing off 
the blacktop just added to the intensity of the 
inferno. Thankfully The Aquarius Hotel (and Casino) 
was within view on the other side of the river. 
 
The hotel’s pool was a Godsend. We cooled off 
some before we even thought about what we were 
going to do that evening. Plans made, we would 
meet at 7pm for dinner. 
The Aquarius Casino was buzzing – noise, flashing 
lights, claustrophobic, so many people. I’m not a 

gambling man and I didn’t care for such a place, but 
soaking up this atmosphere was a new experience for 
me. For others it was a bit too much. Eleri felt unwell 
so she and Chalkie retired without supper. Meanwhile 
Del and I found an Outback Restaurant (in the 
Casino) and ate at the bar with Richard (our new 
Dutch friend). 
A few beers were welcome and we later met up with 
some of the others in the group for another beer as 
we chatted about nothing in particular. 

 

Route 66 – Day 12 – Laughlin, Nevada to Las Vegas, Nevada – 148 miles 
Laughlin at 8am was a cool 
86oF. We were headed up 
into the mountains and the 
Hoover Dam and then onto 
Las Vegas. Everyone was 
in good spirits after our 
heat-induced ordeal the day 
before. Even Eleri was 
feeling much better. 
 
The Hoover Dam holds 
back thousands of tons of 
water to form Lake Mead. 
The magnificent dam was 

built between 1931 and 
1935 and supplies Las 
Vegas (amongst other 
places) with electricity and 
drinking water. As we took 
the off-ramp from the 
interstate onto the Hoover 
Dam access road we were 
met by a security check 
before being let loose to 
ride across the top of the 
dam and up to a viewing 
point on top of the east 
ridge. 



 
It was hot again now, and the 
early coolness and 
evaporated. Already we were 
at 110oF. At the viewing point 
was a café selling ice 

creams. By the time I’d bought one for Del and walked 
the 100 yards across the car park, the insides of the 
chocolate Magnum had melted. As Del bit into the 
chocolate case, white liquid began to ooze out 
narrowly missing her t-shirt and jeans. 
 
At the bikes Chalkie had been mobbed by a busload 
of Asians (we think they might have been Chinese or 
Korean). Anyway they wanted their pictures taken with 
him and the bikes. Why Chalkie??? Well his red t-shirt 
might have had something to do with it – red is seen 
to be lucky in parts of Asia. 
 
Today’s ride was relatively short and by the time we 
reached Las Vegas (two times, remember the first 
time was Las Vegas, Nevada) it was early afternoon 
and already for the second time in two days the 
temperature was at a whapping 118oF. Before hitting 
the hotel we stopped off at Las Vegas Harley-
Davidson. Eagleriders have an office here and Jan 
wanted to check if Norm’s helmet had arrived (which it 
didn’t) – there was also aircon..!. 
 
The ride from the dealership to our hotel was only a 
few miles but we had to negotiate Las Vegas traffic at 
peak time. It took some doing but Jan kept us all 
together (apart from Frenchie who decided to stay at 
the dealership – he had ignored Jan’s instructions yet 
again, but that’s another story). 
 

The Golden Nugget Hotel & Casino was fantastic. 
It sits on Freemont Street which 

was made famous by the 
James Bond movie 
‘Diamonds Are Forever’ 
when Bond manages to 
get his car up-ended 
through a narrow alleyway 
during one of the car 
chase sequences. 
Anyway, the Golden 
Nugget’s pool beckoned, 
even though there was a 
huge shark tank in the 
middle of the pool. After 
some cooling off we decided 
to explore the New Strip (the 
Golden Nugget sits on the Old 

Strip). A $20 taxi ride dropped 
us off at New York, New York Hotel. When you 
entered the hotel you were transported to another 
world – New York. We strolled up the Strip, ducking in 
and out of a number of hotels and shopping malls 
along the way.  

Time for a drink, so why not go to Paris for a beer? 
We did and drank a bottle of Bud in the Eiffel Tower. 
There was a dress code and Chalkie, wearing a HD t-
shirt, had to borrow one of the house’s black shirts to 
get in. 
Further on up the Strip were the fountains at the 
Bellagio Hotel. Every 15minutes the fountains burst 
into life accompanied by music to give a dazzling 
display; this attracted hundred of people as they 
strolled up (or down) the Strip. 
 



It was dark now and 
the hotels were 
showing off their light 
shows. Competition 
was high with each 
hotel/casino trying to 
induce you to spend 
a few $$s in their 
casinos. Some other 
people were also 
trying to separate 
you from your $$s as 
Chalkie found out 
when two scantily 
clad ladies trying to 
pass off as police 
officers gave him a 
friendly whipping (if 
there’s such a thing) 
as we strolled up the 
Strip. 
We entered the Venetian Hotel & Casino. The décor 
was out of this world – it must have cost millions to 
build and decorate the place. I’m not sure you’d want 

to spend $100 for a 
15minute ride on a 
gondola but if you 
do, then why not 
visit the Venetian?  
 
We decided to head 
back to the Old Strip 
and watch the light 
show there. Much of 
Freemont Street is 
covered over now 
with a mesh-like 
arrangement that 
lights up at night. 
Street entertainers 
drew in crowds of 
onlookers and we 
meandered up the 
Old Strip and back 
to the brightly lit 

Golden Nugget. Like Laughlin – it was busy, noisy, 
claustrophobic and after a drink at the bar we’d had 
enough. 

 

Route 66 – Day 13 – Las Vegas, Nevada to Victorville, California – 259 miles 
Today’s ride took us 
through the Mojave Desert; 
this was billed as the hottest 
stretch of the tour, so we 
were expecting high 
temperatures once again. 
As we left Las Vegas 
behind us the desert 
opened up again; it was 
cool in the morning sun and 
either side of us grew yucca 
trees as we climbed into the 
hills. As the elevation got 
higher, so the Joshua trees 
took over from the yucca. It 
was like riding through your 
personal U2 ‘Joshua Tree’ 
album cover. We were now 
bordering the northern edge 
of the Joshua Tree National 
Park. 
 
Without realizing, we were 
soon riding through the 
Mojave Desert. Storm 
waters had flushed large 
swathes of sand and dust 
across parts of the roads and this made riding through 
them a little hazardous at times. I checked the 
temperature gauge - 103oF. It was a cool day in the 
Mojave today (thank God). 
We took the road that led us through the middle of the 
Mojave Desert Park until we picked up old Route 66 
once more at Amboy. Here stands Roy’s Motel & Gas 
Station. 
We stopped for some refreshment and a well-earned 
rest before moving on. Today’s ride was fairly long 
and in a rather warm climate in exposed desert. 
 

As we rode through Amboy 
you could see the caldera 
from the volcano that once 
spewed hot lava across the 
desert. Lava flows were 
clearly visible now as 
coarse black rock 
contrasted against the 
sandy desert plain. 
 
There were few places to 
stop and visit now as the 
countryside was a wild 
open expanse of sand, 
rocks and scrub vegetation. 
In the few lines of buildings 
(too small to call towns) 
that we rode through there 
were rusting hulks of 
trucks, cars and in one 
yard, a FatBoy – what a 
waste. 

 

By late afternoon, 
and with about 60 
miles to go 
before getting to 
our hotel, we 
filled up with 
gas. 
As we started 
to fill the bikes 
with 96 octane 
there was a 
huge 



flash/bang as thunder & lightening struck the petrol 
station killing the power. The deluge that followed 
almost instantly overcame the 
drains’ capacity and we had a 
mini-river coursing through the 
gully that separated the petrol 
pumps from the gas station rest 
area. 
We had seen the cloud build up 
as we approached Barstow, but 
didn’t expect the deluge to hit us 
so soon. 
We decided to wait it out – we 
needed gas, there was no 
electricity. 
 
By now the rain had stopped, but 
the electricity hadn’t returned. We 
decided to move on. Our next 
stop was the Bottle Tree Ranch. 
This was a strange collection of 

glass bottles and other 
items that had been collected by Elmer Long and his 
father over a number of decades. Another tackiness 

episode perhaps? Maybe not. When you listened to 
Elmer and how his collection started (and grew) you 

realized that, to him, it was no 
different than someone in the 
Chapter collecting pins and 
patches. 
 
We arrived into Victorville by 
around 5pm. We agreed we’d drink 
our beers at the poolside today as 
that would be our last dip into 
Brandon’s icebox – tomorrow night 
was party night. 
We settled into the hotel and then 
headed down to the poolside.  
Kschhh  - the sound of the first 
beer of the day sounded good as 
we cracked the first tab. The pool 
was nice and cool too. 
Brandon had turned up and was 
wearing his new swimming shorts 
– a pair he’d bought back at 
Maggie’s Diner – sporting the logo 
‘I Can Feel A Sin Coming On’. Very 
fitting for Brandon. 

 
After four or five beers each, the icebox was empty. 
Time to dry up, shower and meet in the restaurant for 

food. 

 

Route 66 – Day 14 – Victorville, California to Los Angeles, California – 150 miles 
Day 14 was our last riding day and it was to be a short 
ride too, taking us up into the mountains and the 
Angel’s Crest Mountain 
Pass and down into L.A. 
and Santa Monica – the 
official end of Route 66. 
As we left Victorville and 
headed west, we began to 
gain elevation again; we 
were expecting to get to 
Santa Monica by lunchtime 
(or a little after). 
 
As we headed up into the 
mountains on the Angel’s 
Crest Pass, the roads 
became much more exciting 
and adventurous again. 
Twisting tight corners, 
having to watch out for 
fallen debris, were just a couple of the things to keep 
you on your toes. 

As we reached the peak of Angel’s Crest, we pulled 
over to admire the view, and for the first time, in the 

distance you could see the 
Pacific Ocean. A few 
picture taken and we were 
on the bikes again. This 
time the general direction 
was downhill; still twisting 
tight corners and debris on 
the road here and there, 
and still exciting riding to 
enjoy. 
 
As we reached the end of 
the mountain pass we 
came across a set of traffic 
lights where we had a 
choice of turning right or 
left. There was no straight 
ahead option. We were at 

the PCH or Pacific Coast Highway. 



From here it was a 
simple ride negotiating 
L.A. traffic and finding 
the road that would 
lead us to Santa 
Monica Pier. 
We eventually got 
there and parked up. 
On the Pier we took 
the obligatory 
photograph at the sign 
that denotes the end of 
the trail. Like the 
picture we took two 
weeks earlier at the 
start of the trail, it was 
a fitting bookend. 
 
We had our lunch on 
the pier before 
negotiating more L.A. 
traffic as we headed 
for the EagleRiders 
depot via a gas station. 
We had to drop off the 
bikes with full tanks of 
gas. In the gas station I 
took a picture of the 
total mileage – 
2812miles. With just a 
few more miles to 
EagleRiders the whole 
trip had been a total of 
2815miles. What a 
journey. 
 
It was sad having to hand over the keys to the Ultra, 
but at least I knew I had my Street Glide waiting at 
home – most of the group didn’t ride Harleys – but I 
wondered how many would pay a visit to their local 
dealership when they returned home. 
 
A mini-bus took us to our hotel and we showered 

and prepared for our 
final even of the tour – 
the farewell party. 
The party was held at 
the South Bay 
Customs clubhouse 
and was a private 
event just for us. Beer 
was cheap and the 
food was great. The 
live band was 
excellent and we 
enjoyed the 
atmosphere until the 
end. 
 
After we had eaten, it 
was time for Jan and 
Brandon to hand out 
some prizes. They 
had made a collection 
of trinkets on Route 
66 as we journeyed 
across the States. 
Each bike would 
receive a prize. T-
shirts, flags, books, 
etc. were handed out 
to random winners. 
Chalkie and I had also 
been collection one or 
two items of our own 

just for such an 

occasion 
as this evening to 
present to Jan and Brandon. Remember 
the ‘Wrong Way’ incident in Kansas? Well 
I couldn’t find a ‘Wrong Way’ sign but I did 
get a ‘Do Not Enter’ sign. Chalkie had 
picked up a ‘Brandon’s Mobile Bar’ sign 
too. 
After we had received our prizes, Chalkie 
and I made our own presentation, to the 
total surprise of Jan, Brandon and the rest 
of the group. It was worth a few giggles 
from everyone and a fitting way to say 
‘thanks’ to the two people who had looked 
after us for the past two weeks. 



Chicago to Los Angeles – 2812 miles 
Would I do it again? Yes, if money was no object. I 
would certainly consider one of the other Eagleriders 
tours – the Wild West Tour looks good. 
 
Norm never did get his helmet; we can only surmise it 
was posted to his home address. 
 
Frenchie, who had convinced us all that he didn’t 
understand a word of English, happened to speak a 
little of the lingo – he didn’t get a thumping from 
anyone either, but it came close a few times. 
 
So a fantastic journey through 2815miles of American 
soil, mostly on Route 66; experiencing high 
temperatures I’ve never seen, or felt, before in my life. 
I truly enjoyed the steaks – they definitely feed their 
cows on different grass to ours. But most of all, I 
enjoyed the riding. 
 
It has to be on everyone’s Bucket List. 
If I have to explain, well you just wouldn’t understand. 
 
Hope you enjoyed my ramblings, 
Dai 
 
Words by Dai 
Photos by Dai, Del, Chalkie, Eleri & Norman

 
 



The seasonal rush to get everything ready at 
the North Pole had begun when four of Santa's 
elves got sick, and to cap it all the trainee elves 
did not produce toys as fast as the regular 
ones. 

Santa Claus began to feel the Pre-Christmas 
pressure and it wasn’t just the mince pies. 

Then Mrs. Claus told Santa her Mother was 
coming to visit, which stressed Santa even 
more. 

On Christmas Eve as Santa went to harness the 
reindeer, he found that three of them were 
about to give birth and two others had jumped 
the fence and were out … goodness only 
knows where. 

Then when he began to load the sleigh, one of 
the floorboards cracked, the toy bag fell to the 
ground and all the toys were scattered across 
the snow. 

Frustrated, Santa went in the house for a cup of apple cider and a shot of rum. When he 
went to the cupboard he discovered the elves had drunk all the cider and hidden the 
liquor.  In his frustration, he accidentally dropped the cider jug, and it broke into hundreds 
of little glass pieces all over the kitchen floor. 

He went to get the broom and found the 
mice had eaten all the straw off the end of 
the broom. 

Just then the doorbell rang, and an irritated 
Santa marched over to the door, yanked it 
open, and there stood a little angel with a 
great big Christmas tree. 

The angel said very cheerfully, “Merry 
Christmas, Santa. Isn't this a lovely day? I 
have a beautiful tree for you. Where would 
you like me to put it?” 

And so began the tradition of the little angel 
on top of the Christmas tree. 
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Across
3. 25th December
5. White flakes from the sky
6. Jolly man in a red suit
7. "I bring you good news of great _ _ _"
9. Place where you find a manger
11. Visited by the angels
12. Some families put _ _ angel at the top of their tree
16. "Once in _ _ _ _ _ David's City"
17. Heavenly host
18. Decorations on Christmas trees and houses
20. Wise men

Down
1. Decoration for a door
2. Angels told the shepherds the _ _ _ _  _ _ _ _ of Jesus' 

birth
4. Jesus, our Lord and _ _ _ _ _ _ _ (English spelling)
7. The baby who was born
8. Many families put gifts under it
10. Town where Jesus was born
11. Common decoration at the top of a Christmas tree
13. "The First _ _ _ _ "
14. A Christmas decoration
15. Jesus was placed in a _ _ _ _ _ _
19. Jesus is the Son of _ _ _
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4. Guided the Wise Men
7. Gifts
10. "O Come, all _ _ Faithful"
11. White flakes that cover the ground
13. Why the shepherds were in the field
15. Santa's colour
17. Striped candy
18. "Silent Night, _ _ _ _ Night"
19. The wise Men came from a _ _ _ country
20. "They looked up and saw a _ _ _ _"
21. Christmas log
22. "The First Noel, the angel did _ _ _ "

Down
1. Where Christmas decorations are hung
2. "_ _ with Gladness, Men of Old"
3. "_ _ Came Upon the Midnight Clear"
5. "Glory _ _ the New-born King"
6. Pull Santa's sleigh
8. Toy makers at the North Pole
9. He lives at the North Pole
12. Decorations that hang on doors
14.Traditional Christmas bush
16. What stars do
17. Christmas song
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The waitress asks them for their orders. 

    
 

  

   
  

     
 

   

   

   

       

 

Shortly the waitress brings the order and says, 'That will be $32.62.' 

Once again the man pulls the exact change out of his pocket and places it on the table. 

The waitress cannot hold back her curiosity any longer. 'Excuse me mate, how do you 
manage to always pull the exact change from your pocket every time?' 

       
      

My first wish was that if I ever had to pay for anything, I would just put my hand in my 
pocket and the right amount of money would always be there.' 

'That's brilliant!' says the waitress. 'Most people would ask for a million dollars or 
something, but you'll always be as rich as you want, for as long as you live!' 

'That's right. Whether it's a gallon of milk or a Rolls Royce, the exact money is always 
there.' says the man.  

Still curious the waitress asks, 'What's with the bloody emu?' 

      
     

An Aussie trucker walks into an outback cafe with a full-grown emu behind him.

The trucker says, 'A hamburger, chips and a coke,' and turns to the emu, 
'What's yours?'
'Sounds great, I'll have the same,' says the emu.

                
            
                  

The emu says, ' Sounds great, I'll have the same.'
           

            
                

'Same for me' says the emu.
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'Well, love' says the trucker, 'a few years ago I was cleaning out the back shed, and 
found an old lamp. When I cleaned it a Genie appeared and offered me two wishes.

The trucker pauses, sighs and answers, 'My second wish was for a tall bird with big 
breasts, a big arse and long legs, who agrees with everything I say.
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