Three Amigos do Bend or Old and Young Enjoying Oregon
4-9 to 4-11-2005
 

Steve Stockinger and I had been planning this ride for a couple of weeks. We needed to be in Bend Oregon by 6pm to meet up with Norm Favre, a retired TPD Sargent of ours. We'll be staying the night at the Cultus Resort on Cultus Lake owned by Steve's good friends, Dan and Sandy Campbell. Sandy had promised Steve a great steak dinner and a country breakfast as well. 
 

I was to meet Steve at Scotty B's restaurant in Tenino where we'd be attending the monthly meeting of the Blue Knights WA VI. I had picked up my granddaughter, Tabetha, in Rainier to have breakfast with us and after a short ride take her home. This was a big event for her. Tabetha's other grandfather had died a year ago to the week in a motorcycle crash on Tanawax/McKenna road. She had not wanted to ride on a motorcycle since the accident. 

About halfway through the meeting Tabetha began to cry and wanted to go home. We called her mom, Elena, who came and got her. We will try and ride again later when it is not so close to the anniversary of her other grandfathers death.


We had arrived about 15 minutes early and I park "Doc" in line with the other bikes in front of Scotty B's. Steve pulls up on his Vulcan V2K "Spock" as we are walking in. Lots of people had ridden their bikes. The day looked promising... weather wise that is. The temp was in the middle forties and the clouds were beginning to breakup with small patches of blue appearing here and there. 
 

Inside Teresa is taking orders for breakfast, everyone is talking and enjoying themselves. The center tables are all occupied so we take a booth across from Bob Oliverio and Claude Belcher. Claude has this funny look on his face. It seems he has dropped his bike while taking it off the center stand in his garage. He has squealed on himself! I've only had to wear the wings for a month. Yes!! I hurriedly take 'em off and pass 'em to Claude. He's feebly making a protest that he was not on his bike when it went over. Don't matter. You're in control of the bike when it goes over you gets the wings. Doesn't matter that you were even in your own garage all by yourself when it happens! If someone finds out you went over or down Kangaroo court can be held, evidence presented, and the wings awarded. Seems Chris D was going to rat on him if he didn't do it himself. Apparently Claude had explained to Chris how he broke the turn signal lens. 
 


Where those wings proudly Claude!
 

The meeting progresses and Steve let's it be known that on TPD my name was Lurch. Steve writes the following:
 

Lurch, formerly known as Mike Neeley, brought a guest to the last meeting.  Guest’s name is Steve and they were cops together in Tacoma.  Lurch and Steve were commencing a three day ride right after the meeting.  While sitting together in a booth eating breakfast, the meeting gets underway.  A few minutes into the meeting Jessie is interrupted by the guest, who then makes an announcement.  As Steve points out a torn piece of napkin affixed to Lurch’s chin by blood, he proclaims that his friend, Lurch (who apparently now passes himself of as someone called Mike Neeley) is a prodigious masticator of groceries, to be sure.  Seems that while eating, Lurch has missed his mouth by at least four inches and stabbed himself in the chin with his fork.  Lurch is now bleeding profusely while attempting to pass the puncture wound off as a shaving mishap.  Steve merely wanted to set the record straight.  Jessie, obviously a president not only capable, but astute, clairvoyant and erudite as well, didn’t miss a beat.  Jessie offered to entertain a motion acknowledging the man formerly known as Mike Neeley to be known henceforth as Lurch.  The motion was made, seconded several times and then promptly passed.  The guest was honored and asked to draw the winning ticket on the raffle.  Steve naturally somehow drew his own ticket and walked off with the money.  Likely consumed with guilt, he then used the cash to join our great club.
 

Mike Smith had his latest chrome goodie mounted on the passenger backrest of his bike. It doubles as a helmet holder also. It actually looks pretty good mounted on the backrest. It will probably be a good conversation starter at rest stops with other bikes. 
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Helmet and TP holder. Mike demonstrated it by mounting a roll of TP. Very functional;-)
 

After the meeting Steve and I leave Scotty B's and pull in behind a dump truck. Just a few seconds passes and we realize we're behind a chicken manure truck! What is it with Saturday rides and manure trucks? The driver of this thing must be paid by the hour because he's just barely dong 20. We can't get around it because of the traffic. Is this an omen for our trip? Maybe he's going so slow because he's pissed at the town of Tenino and wants to stink it up. We finally get around the thing by the Espresso place and continue west to I-5.
 

Turning South on I-5 Steve and I settle in for the ride to Vancouver where we will take I-205 across the Columbia and take I-84 to the Dalles. Just before the Hwy 12 E cutoff with Steve in the lead riding the right track of the inside lane, he runs over an X shaped metal tube. This thing looked like something used to hold up a pole or something. It was about 6' by 6' and it blended in with the concrete. Steve couldn't see it until he was on top of it. He swerved right and his back tire hit it causing it to fly up in the air. I was in the left track and could do nothing but watch it sail past me. I looked in my mirror and cars were veering to the right and left to avoid it. Didn't appear that anyone hit it.
 

The rest of the ride to the Dalles was uneventful. The weather was holding. Clouds were thinning out, it was warming up and we were enjoying the ride. We chose I-84 on the Oregon side of the Columbia River over Hwy 14 on the Washington side because we needed to make time. Hwy 14 from Camas to the Hwy 97 bridge across the Columbia is a great stretch of twisties as well as beautiful scenery. Just out of The Dalles we take Hwy 197 south. The road winds its way up towards Dufur and as we get on top we notice the wind has increased immensely from the west. We are having to lean our bikes to the right to keep from being blown into the oncoming lane. As we enter a sweeping right turn the wind dies down and upon exiting the turn we get blasted with a gust that moves Doc about 3 feet into the oncoming lane in front of a truck and camper. I throw him to the right and get back into my own lane with not to much time to spare. After a couple of miles we pull over for a photo of Mt Hood. 
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Mt Hood in background just North of Dufur
 

Just west of Hwy 197 is a stretch of the Oregon trail. The Oregon Trail comes East to Tygh Valley then turns north to the Columbia. We continue south through Tygh Valley and head down a 6% grade into Maupin. Steve takes the lead here and we turn off Hwy 197 onto a side road that takes us to a park and boat launch on the Deschutes River. We stop here and Steve tells me this is the finish point of a river rafting adventure he has taken a few times. He said they rent rafts and depart at Warm Springs on Hwy 26. He said the trip takes 3 days and there are lots of places to camp for the night. The river has rapids if you want to experience them or places to easily bypass them.
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Doc and Spock with Steve
 

We continue south on Hwy 197 across Criterion Summit and about 8 miles later we join up with Hwy 97. Hwy 97 is the main road through west central Oregon. It's a pretty good road with lots of scenery especially once you hit Bend. From Bend south you are in or along the mountains for most of the rest of the ride through Oregon. As we approach Madras you can definitely tell you are in farming country. This place sure has it's number of Juniper trees. Continuing south from Madras I can't believe how big Redmond has gotten since I was last there in the early 90's. We stop for gas and a milkshake as we are ahead of schedule. Continuing south 18 wheeler trucks are quite plentiful now and continue to be all the way to Bend. The Hwy is 4-lane most of the way from Redmond to Bend and we make some good time.
 

We follow 97 through Bend (population of 65,000) to Sunriver. We go a couple of miles on road 40 and turn in at Dan and Sandy Campbell's home where we park the bikes in their garage and take their SUV. They left it for us because of all the snow still on the road near the resort. Dan and Sandy are already there with their daughter, Jeanee, husband Seth and their two kids.. We follow road 40 west about 15 miles to the Scenic Loop (Hwy 46) and turn south for about a mile and turn west again on the access road to Cultus Lake Resort.
 

What a magnificent area! Pine trees, Douglas fir, Spruce and even some Junipers. We park next to the clubhouse/restaurant where we find Seth cooking the steaks and Sandy cooking a vegetable stir fry. Steve and I have arrived just in time for dinner.
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Looking at Clubhouse from edge of Cultus Lake
 

Dan and Sandy have owned the Cultus Lake Resort for the past eight years. It is open from May 15th to the end of September. Check out their website at www.cultuslakeresort.com for more info.
 

In the clubhouse Norm Favre is waiting having driven over from Burns earlier in the day. It sure is good to see him again. He was a hell of a Sgt to work for at TPD. Norm is a former Motor Officer and after retiring with 23 yrs of service he took up a new career... a cowboy on a ranch! Norm had always wanted to do this and had been cowboying for a number of years using his vacation and comp time to do so. I spent some time riding horses with Norm and can tell you he's an excellent horseman. He trained his horses to work cattle and I'm glad he got to fulfill his dream of being a cowboy. Norm owns a farm a few miles outside of Burns Or. Norm said he has sold his horses and given up cowboying full time to ride an Iron Horse... a black Kawasaki Nomad. Norm is 70 now and still looks like he can chew nails and spit rust. Below is a photo of Norm sharing a funny story and us listening.
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Norm, Steve, Sandy leaning on counter, Dan leaning on Sandy.
 

Following is a picture of the 3 Amigos.
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Lurch Steve & Norm
 

Seth had prepared the Dormitory cabin for us to sleep in. It was really nice. Seth had started a fire to warm it up and had the water heater going. Steve Norm and I sat around jawing until about 2 am. Steve was quite impressed with Norms overnight bag. He especially liked the tassels on it. Steve asked Norm if he had crotched the Foo Foo tassels all by himself. Norm, with hackles rising, said he made it over a period of a week or so at night while sitting around a campfire out on the trail with the herd close by. Norm said the bag is canvas, the tassels are hand braided and they are called scrimshaw. Norm fires back at Steve about his cute green Foo Foo belted fanny bag Steve wears. Steve comes back with something about Norm and his other buckeroos getting in touch with their feminine side while out on the trail. Steve said something else about an overabundance of testosterone that they have to while away their time crocheting to keep it in check. I just sat by laughing my ass off listening to these two. These two are just like they were 20 years ago on TPD. Here is a photo of Norms jacket and vest and his scrimshawed canvas overnight bag. By the way, Norm is a member of the Oregon Veterans Motorcycle Association.
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Foo Foo overnight bag?
 

It's Sunday morning about 7am and I hear Norm hollering like a Marine drill instructor that it's time to get up. The cabin was still quite warm and we did our morning toilets, packed our stuff, cleaned and made our rooms up and headed to the Clubhouse for breakfast. Sandy was fixing us sausage, bacon, eggs, O'Brien potatoes, toast and coffee. What a feast she made and what a cook! I took a couple of photo's in the daylight of the lake and Mt Bachelor.
 

[image: image8.jpg]



Mt Bachelor taken from boat launch
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Dock and boat launch. 
 

After locking the place up we all head back to Dan and Sandy's place to pick up our bikes and head east to Norm's place in Burns. We say our good byes and that we will be back soon. That's right we will be back April 24th on the return leg of the Rain Run. This trip we will have Jesse Maynard with us. It sure is nice having such wonderful people like Dan and Sandy who open up their resort for us.
 

It's noon when we finally get away. The sun is out, it's in the mid fifties and I'm excited to be headed to Norms. Norm had originally headed out on his Nomad for Bend but had to turn back and get his truck because it began snowing on Saturday morning. Here it is Sunday, a gorgeous day and he has to ride in his truck. About 10 miles East of Bend Steve pulls over complaining of a sore back and asks Norm to take his rig and let him take the truck. Normally there would be a protest from Norm but not this time. From Norms smiling face you could see he didn't mind. 
 

Here is a picture of Norm on Steves bike. Behind Norm is miles and miles of sagebrush.
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Norm riding Spock. Steve's 2004 Kawasaki V2K
 

Burns is 130 miles from Bend and Hwy 20 reminds me of Kansas. There is a t-shirt available that has "I rode Deals Gap. 318 turns in 11 miles" on one side the other is "I rode Kansas. 11 turns in 318 miles" Anyway, Norm is moving along at a good brisk clip. The sagebrush is everywhere. You could even see what looked like a scrub oak tree every few miles. In other words this road is flat, straight and boring.  Just east of Hampton the road surface takes a turn for the worse with those expansion joint thingy's showing up. You hit one about every 3 seconds that jars your bike. This went on for a good number of miles until just outside of Riley where we stopped for a little break. With the coffee drained we head back towards Burns. We did see quite a few wild horses and a few Antelope along the way. Burns is another farming/ranch town. We head to Norms place on the east side of Burns and he shows us his bike. The Nomad is a very dark blue or it's black depending how the sun hits it. About 5 we head for the Paiute Indian Casino for dinner and after saying good bye Steve and I head north on 395 towards John Day. 
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We be parked across from the Paiute Indian Casino
 

US Hwy 395 is a good road. It has great scenery, nice road surface and some good twisties and sweepers. We have about two hours of light left plenty of time to get to John Day. Traffic is quite light and I was surprised that 395 was somewhat narrow, had no white fog lines, and almost no shoulder to speak of the first 15 miles or so. The road climbs until you cross Devine Ridge summit. An elevation of 5,340 feet. I was surprised that the temperature remained at 50. I expected at this height it'd be much colder. Not to far past the summit we pull over for the next photo. This is a view of the Strawberry Mtn range just south of Seneca.
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Strawberry Range
 

While taking this photo Steve heads south on a rutted dirt road yelling "follow me."  We end up out in nowhere land in front of an old abandoned sawdust burner. We pull in park our bikes and take the following photo. How many of you can say you've had your bike photo's with a Sawdust burner?
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If this thing is not a sawdust burner then what is it?
 

 

Arriving in John Day we stay the night at the Best Western. The room was clean, the bed was firm, Steve didn't snore and I slept like a baby. I was up at the crack of dawn. Don't know why but when daylight hits the window I wake up. Looking outside our bikes were wet and the clouds looked nasty. Took a shower, woke up Steve and started packing the bikes. Steve is soon ready and we are on the road. I wanted to get gassed up but he felt he could make it to Spray where he knew there was gas. At Mt Vernon Hwy 395 turns north and we continue west on Hwy 19/26. We follow the John Day river which snakes through the valley and cross it several times. This looks to be good grazing land as there are cattle ranches all over the place. We pass through Dayville and a few miles west Hwy 19 splits off north. We follow Hwy 19 which goes into a very narrow canyon following the John Day river. The following photo shows the narrowness of the canyon.
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Hwy 19 and the John Day River
 

Riding through this canyon was a blast! The road surface is good, and lots of twisties for the next 5 or 6 miles. Coming out of the canyon the road follows the east side of the valley and as we get closer to Kimberley I stop and take the following photo. The pastel greens of the canyon wall face were magnificent! There was a clouds shadow on the very top of the wall which added to the beauty.
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On Hwy 19 just outside Kimberley
 

Hwy 19 heads west at Kimberley and we proceed towards the town of Spray where we were going to get fuel. The station is dark and looks closed so we continue on. We stop for breakfast at a little stop called Service Creek. This place was pretty nice. A lady of about 50 or so was cook, waitress, dishwasher and cashier. We had a great breakfast. I had the chicken fried steak and Steve had the "everything but the kitchen sink" omelet. We was quite full after this meal. Here's a shot of Steve having his after breakfast cigar.
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I'm glad this guy wasn't the cook. Steve relaxing in his King Farouk pose.
 

As we are leaving Service Creek Steve tells me he's been on his reserve for the last 10 miles. Fossil, the next town with fuel is 20 miles away. Just this side of Fossil we took the following photo. Steve and I had both blown past and both had the same idea we needed a picture. We went back and pulled off the road next to the fence. What we have here is local garbage dump art. While taking a photo the makers wife and sheep dog came out and she filled us in on the creations. Her husband, who she said has just too much time on his hands was helping at the local garbage dump and decided to put together the metal prehistoric deer and the wild rider chopper. He was just keeping with the theme of the area with fossil bed sites around it.
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Local Fossil art
 

In Fossil we get fuel. We had a choice of Diesel or 87 octane unleaded. This place also looks empty but the door is open and it turns out the owner is gone but his neighbor is looking after things for him. When we pull up the neighbor is across the street jawing with some locals. We try our cell phones but get no service. The neighbor says you can sometimes get out at the top of the hill heading toward Antelope. He said Fossil is a really laid back town. Not much going on at all. This place reminded me of a little town in northern New Mexico. My wife Tanya was on "Rascal" our '87 1200 Goldwing and I was on "Buckwheat" my 1500 Goldwing. As we pull up to the pumps the owner is closing the door and tells us as he leaves to just leave the money on the counter "I'm on my way to lunch." Never forgot this. The next photo is Steve enjoying himself again.
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What a ham!
 

Leaving Fossil we take Hwy 218 and immediately come upon some great twisties. The road snakes its way up to the top where we find the access road to the garbage dump. We wonder if this is the place the local artist with too much time on his hands got his materials. Here is a photo from the top.
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The town of Fossil is at the end of that road.
 

It turns out that this road is one of the best ones we traveled on this trip. It's about 40 miles of twisties that takes us through Antelope. Antelope is the town taken over by the Indian Guru Bahgwan Shree Rashneesh back in the '70's. It is all but abandoned now with a few of the houses occupied. As we leave Antelope we get into some tight twisties. You know the down to 2nd gear type turns. Here is a photo of what I mean.
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This stretch outside of Shaniko was a hoot to ride.
 

Arriving in Shaniko we spot a bunch of old horse drawn type wagons and head over for a photo. Steve notices a red Goldwing and an ST 1100 with the riders just getting off in front of a cafe. We pulls up next to them and start jawing. They invite us in and we follow. Turns out the rider of the Honda ST 1100 is Clarke Brown from Yakima Wa. He's 77 years old! He said he is still working and that he owns NW Ag Plastics, Inc a recycling business that is in Washington, Oregon and Idaho. Clarke said he is thinking of slowing down a bit and riding more. His riding partner, Norv Johanson, is from Lacey and he is 75. Clarke is actually just a mile or two from my Dad's house in Lacey. Gonna have to look him up. Clarke used to work for Norv years ago and they have remained friends all these years. Here we are in the cafe.
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Norv, Steve, Lurch, and Clarke
 

They are headed for Death Valley in hopes of seeing the flowers that are in bloom for the first time in 50 some years and to just enjoy the area. We have a great conversation with Clark and Norv. Norv said he started riding at 68 years old and loves riding his '96 Candy Red Goldwing. Clarke said he started riding on an Indian when he was 27 and has continued to ride for the past 50 years. They said they would be taking Hwy 395 to the Lone Pine area. I told him about an old hotel built around 1905 I stay at. It has been restored to the original look it had in 1905. The hotel has many old photos etc of the movie stars who used to stay there while filming westerns at the foot of the Sierra Nevada mtns. Stars like John Wayne, William Boyd (Hoplong Cassidy), Gene Autry, Roy Rogers and many others left their signed photos at the hotel. Here is the front of the Cafe.
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Steve and I were very impressed with Clark and Norv. They are in remarkable shape and don't even seem to be as old as they say they are. They said they ride 300 to 600 miles a day if need be. They have a week to get to Death Valley and back. Steve and I both were inspired by the stories these two guys told us. This is what riding is all about. You meet the nicest people on a Honda. Ha Ha.. a little plug for Honda there. Really, traveling around the country and meeting other motorcycle riders, jawing and sharing yarns is lots of fun. Clarke gave me his business card with his email address and Steve and I want to meet up with both of them and take in a ride. You should have seen how well they handled those bikes at slow speed. We wish them well on their trip.
 

We're off again and take Hwy 97 north to Biggs and the Columbia River from Shinako. The ride is pretty uneventful along this stretch of Hwy 97.  I get a good shot of Steve while on the way to Biggs. At Biggs we fuel up again and head across the bridge.
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That's a nice looking V2K Steve is on.
 

Having crossed the Columbia River we decide to visit Stonehenge on the Columbia. Here are a couple of photos.
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Stonehenge on the Columbia
 

Looking at the openings Steve decides we can ride our bikes in there and we do.
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There is Steve thinking he's the sacrificial virgin
 

While at Shinako Norv said that Snoqualmie pass had 10 inches of snow the prior night. Not wanting to chance having to turn around if White pass or Snoqualmie pass were closed we headed west on Hwy 14 to Vancouver. About 30 miles from Camas we got rained on. Nothing bad but enough to make the roads pretty slick. This stretch from Hwy 97 to Camas on Hwy 14 is a beautiful ride. It has great views of the Columbia River Gorge and the road is nicely paved with lots of twisties and a few sweepers. Here is a shot  of the Columbia River Gorge from Stonehenge.
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Looking West at the Columbia River with Hwy 97 bridge. 
 

Steve and I both got home ok. We both traveled over a 1,000 miles and had a great time. We will be headed back through Oregon to Redding California and back for the Rain Run April 20th to the 25th. I may take my laptop with me and do a daily trip report and may even be able to email it as we travel.
 

Best to you all.
 

Ride with Pride,
 

Mike Neeley and Steve Stockinger
Blue Knights Wa VI
