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Road Trip 2003 ï 9.300 Miles - By: Keith L. Sorrels (some names have been changed) 

 

8/17/2003, Sunday Chico, Ca. to Macdoel, Ca. 

My day (the day that my trip was supposed to start) was not going well. Just a couple of weeks previous, 

Kathleen and I moved from a house into an apartment, and stored most of our belongings. Most of the 

moving routine had gone well, but sometimes, when you store a lot of ñstuffò, you find that you have 

buried something you really need. What I really needed was my computerôs original program disks 

specifically, the printer program. As a last resort, I had decided to download the 172.65 MB program 

which was taking 20 hours with my slow dial-up service. Now the download was complete and the 

commutative instructions were being loaded onto my computer. Everything seemed to be going well 

until, oh, no! the installation process locked up. Well, that was just wonderful. The only thing left to do 

was to tell Kathleen that she would not be able to print for the next month while I was gone. After 

explaining that sad fact to Kathleen, I took care of a few things, said my goodbyes and headed north. 

Along the way I was thinking about what lay ahead on this trip, the longest motorcycle trip I had ever 

taken. Just thinking about the upcoming dayôs adventure was exciting because I really enjoy riding on 

unfamiliar roads and seeing new country. Most of the United States particularly, east of the Rocky 

Mountains, was a mystery to me. I had spent a lot of time studying my route on the map pages in my  

$4.97 Rand McNally Road Atlas; trying to figure out the kind of geography that I would be seeing. 

 

Just how did such a long solo motorcycle trip start? I suppose part of the credit goes to the day I picked 

up a brochure about the Harley Davidson, ñThe Ride Homeò, at my local Harley dealer. The ñRide 

Homeò, was a celebration in Milwaukee, (the home of Harley Davidson), to celebrate the 100
th
 

anniversary of HD. Another factor was that after nearly 33 years of working for a living, I retired, and, 

after retiring, one is compelled to ñdo something specialò.  I am involved with the Christian Motorcyclist 

Ministry (CMA), Oroville Eternal Riders Chapter. This is a fellowship of like minded folks who go to 

secular motorcycle events to help and serve those in need. Through helping them in areas like providing 

first aid, giving out water and coffee, or providing activities for their children, we earn the privilege to 

minister to, or pray for them. Many of these folks are trapped in a culture and lifestyle of drug and 

alcohol addictions, broken relationships, and other destructive influences. The idea behind CMA is that 

rarely will ñbikersò darken the door of a church in a time of need. We, through our presence at these 

events, make ourselves available to help and otherwise minister to them. Our CMA back patch tells them 

clearly who we are and that we are there to help in a positive way. For my trip, I decided to wear my 

ñcolorsò on the whole trip. It would be interesting to see if God would connect me with any hurting 

people, who I could encourage. While I am at it, I am hopeful that the reader will consider the story of 

salvation and eternal life in the Bible. The Gospel of John is a great place to start. If you have any 

questions about what I believe (or why), feel free to contact me anytime. My studies, investigations, and 

life itself, has taught me the only reason that we are here on the earth is to choose. You see, there are only 

2 ways to go: to accept Godôs way, or refuse His way and adopt, some other way.  If you have not fully 

pondered why you are here, and where you fit in to Godôs plan, I hope you do.  

  

 

The concept of the Harley ñRide Homeò, was, that there were riders heading toward Milwaukee from 

four routes across America. The starting points were: Washington DC, Baton Rouge, Louisiana, Portland, 

Oregon, and Las Vegas. My plan was to intercept the Portland group at Kennewick, Washington, and 

then head east with them. Because the ñRide Homeò had a set destination each night, I was able to 

arrange for accommodation in nearly each city. The way I did this was by finding various pastors and 

other motorcycle ministries in, or near the various destinations. I contacted them via E-mail asking for a 

place to ñpitch my tentò. As it worked out, I only pitched my tent at one of the prearranged locations. All 

of the other folks had a room and a bed for me.  
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As I headed up Interstate 5, I was enjoying the start of the trip. What adventures (or misadventures) were 

in store for me? It was not long before I would be finding out. About a mile from my planned off-ramp in 

the town of Weed, I noticed that my bike was cutting out as I powered up to pass a truck. Hômm,  I had 

experienced this before when my voltage regulator went bad on a ride to Mariposa. As I entered the off-

ramp the motor died altogether. Well, this is a great way to start a trip! As I coasted to a stop, my mind 

was already troubleshooting. After I parked, a quick tap on the starter confirmed that my battery was 

dead.  I stepped off the bike and looked in the area of the voltage regulator and viola! The plug that is 

normally plugged into the case for alternator power was unplugged. Here was at least an obvious 

problem, but, was it the only problem or was something else damaged. I dug out my small pair of jumper 

cables and tried to look as helpless as possible as cars and trucks drove by. After a few minutes, a man in 

a pickup stopped and offered his help. I explained to him in typical man-talk, ñI need a jumpò. Soon the 

cables were attached to the batteries, and my engine roared to life. Making sure not to let the motor stall, 

I disconnected the jumpers and looked at my headlight. To my great relief, I saw that my headlight was 

burning brightly as I revved the motor. I thanked the man for his help, and rode to the gas station for fuel. 

Since my battery was very low, I choose a station that was on a slight hill just in case I had to ñbumpò 

start to get going.  

 

After fueling, the engine started right up and I was on the road 

again. Riding north of Weed a ways, one is afforded an excellent 

view of Mt. Shasta. I could not help stopping, and taking a picture. 

Because of my late start, my destination for today would be the 

CDF Fire Station at Macdoel. I figured that they would allow me to 

camp on their lawn. It was dark when I arrived and soon I was 

talking to Jeff, who was the Captain in charge. Many years before, 

I had met his father Mike; so that was a fun coincidence. Jeff said 

that it was no problem if I stayed there, and, after pitching camp 

and a quick shower, I went to sleep. It was a good thing that I had a 

set of earplugs because all night long there was a lot of train and vehicle traffic. 

 

8/18/2003, Monday  Macdoel, Ca. to Prineville, Or. 

 

I woke up refreshed from my sleep. The crew invited me to have pancakes and eggs with them. We had a 

unhurried breakfast, but soon, I said goodbye and traveled north. I rode toward Lapine and enjoyed the 

scenery. The temperature was just right, but soon the highway paralleled the Upper Klamath Lake and 

there were vast swarms of fish flies pelting me. Soon my windshield was completely obscured by a solid 

mass of splattered bugs. Fortunately, when riding, I look just over the top of the windshield. I continued 

on and arrived in Lapine using my reserve fuel. My fuel tank is about 4.25 gallons. I can usually ride 

about 150 miles before going on reserve. Being on reserve is something I had not done much of since I 

have been riding, so, I didnôt have a good feel for how far I could go on the reserve fuel. I can say after 

the trip, that I am no longer nervous about being on reserve, I came to depend on my reserve supply 

many times. After fueling, I took some time to relax with a large coffee as I looked at my map. Nearby 

was a water hose, and I washed off most of the bugs and got underway. I arrived in Redmond Oregon and 

stopped for a bite. While eating, I looked at my map, and figured out a route to Smith Rock Park and also 

to Prineville, where I would spend the night with some relatives. 
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Smith Rock Park is an area of massive, impressive rocks. It is a 

place that begs further exploration on foot, but not today. It was 

just too hot, and I had places to see and people to meet. Heading 

toward Prineville, I took the back roads that meandered through 

lava mesas and alfalfa fields, a very enjoyable route.  

 

Prineville is a pretty town, 

and I wanted to see the 

area from a higher 

vantage point, so I 

instinctively   road around and found a place where there was an 

overlook. The main industry in Prineville is Les Schwab tires. 

Just on the outskirts of town are huge warehouses that are full of 

tires. While I am sure the town has benefited greatly because of 

Les Schwab, it seems hard to imagine that they could turn a 

profit considering that they have to ship all of these tires from 

this place, which is essentially the middle of nowhere. While up on the overlook, I met a man who lived 

in the area for a long time, and he told me about some interesting facets of life in Prineville. 

 

After parting company and the interesting conversation, I rode into 

town to the Wildland Firefighter Memorial. This memorial is 

dedicated to the 14 firefighters (9 were from Prineville) who died 

on Storm King Mt. near Glenwood Springs in Colorado on 

7/6/1994. Part of the memorial is a meandering walk through a 

grove of trees; rocks are here and there, bearing plaques of names 

and etched photos of the ones that died. A walk through this quiet 

memorial is a very solemn. My own fire experiences provided 

background information as I considered how awful their last 

conscience moments must have been. As I was preparing to leave 

the park, a couple of local high school senior girls, along with a cameraperson approached me. They said 

that they were out looking for places to take their senior pictures. One of them had decided that she 

wanted to have her senior picture taken while astride my Harley, and was it OK with me. I told them that 

I was honored, so soon, there were poses and the clicking of shutters. Afterward, I found the address of 

my nephew, Steve and his wife, Lucy. Since they work for a living, I had a little bit of a wait before they 

would be home. With the help of a ground cloth and my helmet for a pillow, I took a nap. They arrived 

home in about an hour and soon we were sipping iced tea, and catching up on all of the news. 

For dinner we went to a local Chinese restaurant and after returning to their apartment, spent the evening 

hours in conversation until Lucy and me both hit the tiredness wall at 2230, and we turned in.  

 

8/19/2003, Tuesday Prineville, Or. To Kennewick, Wa. 

 

I was on the road, and heading east at about 0900 with a stomach full of eggs and coffee. My stay over at 

Steveôs was fun, this was the most time I had spent with them since they were married a few years ago, 

and it was enjoyable to get to know them better. My overall destination for the day is Kennewick, 

Washington. On the way, I was going to stop at John Day, Oregon, to say hello to Lucyôs mom, Susan. I 

had met Susan and her husband, Mike, at Steve and Lucyôs wedding; I really liked both of them. Mike 

has recently retired from being a game warden for the State of Oregon, and, obviously, was enjoying his 

retirement since he was away on an elk hunting trip.  
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Heading east on Hwy 26, I came to the town of Mitchell, where I stopped at a cafe/bar for a stretch. 

There were some Harleys parked out front, and  I talked to the riders and learned that they were also 

heading toward Milwaukee for the ñRide Homeò. One piece of information startled me, they said that the 

event in Kennewick was ñlast nightò instead of tonight. Was this true? Had I read the brochure wrong? I 

needed confirmation before the floodgates of adrenaline were 

opened. I fished around in my bag, and caught the brochure on the 

first cast. To my relief (and amazement), the brochure verified that 

the event was tonight, and all was well. They were greatly relived 

as well, because they didnôt have to catch up by riding late into the 

night. Across from the café was an attraction, a large black bear in 

a cage. The owner invited us to ñpet the bearò, not from the safety 

of the outside of the cage, but inside. Having a deep, respectful, 

attitude for an animal that could rip me apart in a few seconds, I 

choose to watch the proceedings from the safe area outside the 

cage.  

 

I soon parted company with the other riders, and their ñlarge animal friendò, and headed east toward the 

town of John Day. The sky had a few thunderstorm-like clouds around, which may be an issue later in the 

day but for right now, with no rain, they just added to the scenic quality. There was also no traffic, which 

I always like. Along the way, I ran into a solo bicycle rider heading east. Since there was no traffic, I 

paced myself next to him, and we talked a bit. He was riding from Florence, Oregon to Vermont. He said 

he was really having a great ride so far. Before this Harley trip, I had considered taking a coast to coast 

bicycle ride. This was based on a couple of nearly 500 mile rides I had participated in and enjoyed. After 

this Harley ride though, I decided that coast to coast was just too far! Still heading east, I soon began to 

see the outskirts of John Day. To me, John Day has the feel of a frontier town on the edge of civilization. 

The countryside east of the town seems to be dry and desert like, and the town itself seems to made of 

buildings that exude a temporary ñmining campò character. I stopped at the local grocery story to call 

Judy, and there was no answer, so I asked directions of how to get to the local high school where I knew 

she worked. As I was preparing to leave the parking lot, a lady in a car came close and asked where I was 

from, and where was I going? I explained my trip, and upon parting, she said that she would be praying 

for me, which made me feel good. I found the high school with little difficulty, but Judy was not there. A 

check of my watch said that she was out to lunch, so I found a bench and grabbed my notepad to catch up 

on my journal. Before long, Judy arrived and we got caught up on what has been going on since we had 

last seen each other.  

 

My visit with Susan was a short one because I still had many miles to ride before the day was over. Soon 

I was on the road heading north toward Pendleton (128 miles) up Hwy 395.  I loved this route because 

the road was in very good condition, and there was very little traffic. The view included forests, streams 

and small towns as the road cut through part of the Umatilla National Forest. As I got closer to Pendleton, 

the landscape opened up and became rolling hills that were sowed  in winter wheat. After a food stop in 

Pendleton, I had to get on a stretch of I-84 toward Kennewick. The wind had picked up considerably and 

now there was dust blowing. The bikes handling was also becoming more difficult in this wind nuisance. 

After about an hour, I arrived at the Harley dealership in Kennewick. I had figured that since this was a 

celebration of 100 years of HD, that the company would probably supply some food to help the 

participants celebrate. I was dead wrong. At this stop, there was not any food, not even anything I could 

purchase. After checking out some of the bikes and talking to some of the riders, I decided to find my 

host where I would stay. I had printed out a lot of detailed maps prior to the trip that would help me get to 

my hosts with as little hassle as possible, and these worked very well. Soon I found my host, and they 

supplied me with a place for my tent and a Subway sandwich. The place I was staying at was a 

compound of sorts and a motorcycle ministry.  
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There were several residents living in different trailers on the property, and I enjoyed talking to Preacher 

Mike and hearing about their tent/food/camping ministry at the Sturgis bike rally. It had been a great day 

but a long one, so without fanfare, I cleaned up and went to bed. My desire to sleep was interrupted about 

every ½ hour by trains on the nearby track. What was supposed to be rest became sort of a torture ñwhen 

is this night going to endò, I would say to myself as I looked at my watch. Finally it was 6:00 AM and I 

quietly packed up and wrote a note to thank them for their hospitality.  

 

 

8/20/2003, Wednesday Kennewick, Wash. To Missoula MT.  

 

 I was on my way again, and shortly after starting, I came to the  

bridge that spanned the Columbia River. It was a cool piece of 

engineering, so I stopped and took a photo. As was my usual habit, 

I like to ride for an hour or so, and then get some breakfast. The 

road east was not too heavily traveled and wound its way over the 

rolling grasslands. I soon arrived at the small town of Waitsburg, 

and soon found a small 

café. There were several 

bikers there who had 

stopped to eat. Sitting near 

me was a local man whose name was Dean. I like to talk to the 

locals whenever possible to find out a bit of the history of the 

area, and I enjoyed talking to Dean. Dean was not a man of 

means by any stretch but, he was sure was proud to tell me about 

the Honda 950 he had at home, and loved to ride. I said goodbye 

to Dean and headed toward Lewiston.  

 

Lewiston is a pretty good sized town, and as I entered the town, I was busy trying to get a look at the 

town while at the same time trying to find the proper highway turnoff. I came around a corner, and there 

was a sign that said that due to fires in the area, a certain highway was closed 30 miles ahead. The way 

the sign was positioned, I did not get a good look at which road it was referring to. I could see that there 

were other bikers on the road ahead of me, ñthey must know the wayò I thought, but after about 10 miles, 

I saw an another sign which said that the road was closed 20 miles ahead. Well, that narrowed things 

down somewhat. I pulled over at the first place which happened to be a rest stop, parked, and took a 

stretch, looked at my map, and used their facility. The facility had no running water, so I strolled down to 

the river to wash my hands.  There was an elderly man parked at the rivers edge, and soon, small talk 

commenced; he seemed lonely. His name was Steve, and I soon learned that his wife of many years had 

recently passed away and that he was plagued with back problems. Before I left to head back toward 

Lewiston, I encouraged and prayed for him.  

 

After parting company with Steve, I headed back to Lewiston. During the return trip I had the thought 

that my wrong turn was not really a wrong turn, there had been a purpose. The detour took me on back 

roads and through small towns. I stopped at Craigmont, visited the local store, and bought some yogurt, 

nuts and an ice cream for lunch. On the road again after topping off with fuel, the road was just great for 

riding. Soon, the detour was over, and I was on Hwy 12, which follows the Locsha River for many miles. 

The road and scenery reminded me of the Hwy 70 route through the Feather River Canyon near my 

home. Because this route was part of the official ñRide Homeò, there were numerous bikes on the road, 

usually in groups. Sometimes the groups of bikes would want to ride a lot faster than me, so I would find 

a wide spot, and let them go. When I would find a group that was traveling at about the speed that I liked, 

I would tag along at the back of the pack, which is where I feel the most secure.  
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After many miles, I was entering Missoula but there was a problem. Many forest fires were burning in 

the area, and Missoula was shrouded in a thick blanket of smoke. I could see only about ½ a mile through 

my burning eyes.  

 

Soon, I found the home of Craig Sheplet, who I would be staying 

with for the night. Craig works for the US Forest Service on fire 

chemical research and I met him on a retardant project at the Chico 

Airport. When I was still working 

for a living, my inmate crew and I 

were utilized to process retardant 

cups on a retardant dropping 

project. A large grid of cup holders 

are placed on the ground and cups, 

similar to ñCool Whipò cups, are 

placed in the holders. After the air tanker being tested makes a drop, the 

inmates move out and place lids on the containers that contain a drop or 

more of retardant. The lids are all marked according to their position in 

the grid and then the samples are collected. The samples cups are 

weighed on a very sensitive scale and the data is captured into a 

database. The result of all this work is a map of the shape and spread of 

the dropped retardant for a particular aircraftôs, load and speed. It is 

useful information for both the manufactures and users of the retardant.  

 

Craig had some time off so he decided that he would ride to Sturgis, SD with me on his old Shovelhead 

Harley (with the buffalo hide seat). But for tonight, Craig had some of his friends stop by, and together, 

we rode to the ñRideò festivities for the evening. Because it was such a short ride, I thought I would try 

riding without a helmet. While I liked the feeling of ñwildò rebellion, (at least for me), I found riding 

with a naked head to be uncomfortable. The feeling was similar to when I forget to buckle up in a car, the 

nagging feeling is that something is wrong. There were a lot of bikes and people at the event and soon, I 

found a food vender and bought a Philly steak and cheese sandwich. It was good. After a while, the group 

decided to head to one of the local watering holes for drinks (which is just not my thing).  After such a 

long days ride, I had two thing on my mind, a shower and sleep. I opted out and said goodbye to the 

group, and headed to Craigôs place. Soon I was in bed and my world faded to black; asleep at 11:00.  

 

8/21/2003, Thursday  Hells Paradise - Missoula MT. to Great Falls MT. 

 

Todayôs ride under normal circumstances would be a beautiful one, but the 

circumstances were anything but normal. Montana, as well as the 

surrounding states, was having a very brutal fire season and there were 

several fires burning along our route. Near the small town of Lincoln, the 

smoke was so think in places, that my throat involuntarily gagged a couple 

of times. I was definitely feeling thankful that I was retired, and would 

(hopefully) be getting away from the smoke unlike those poor firefighters 

battling the blazes. This stretch of the trip would take us up over the Rocky 

Mountains and past the Continental Divide. The final pass was Rogers Pass 

at an elevation of 5,610 ft. About as soon as we were over the pass, the 

terrain became more arid and turned from heavy timbered land to mainly 

grassland.  
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Before Long, we arrived at Great Falls, Montana, and it was 

downright hot. We stripped off any excess clothing, and stopped at 

a convenience store to hydrate ourselves and figure out what to do. 

Since we arrived fairly early in the day, we decided to see a couple 

of local attractions. One of the attractions was called, ñBig 

Springsò. This spring is located in Great Falls on the side of the 

Missouri River. The spring flows 16 million gallons of fresh water 

per hour into the river. This is definitely the biggest spring I had 

ever seen. Iôm sure that it was a marvel in the eyes of the Lewis and 

Clark participants, and the pioneers that followed. The other place 

we went to was the C.M Russell Museum. Charlie Russell was a famous watercolor artist who lived 

between 1864 and 1926. Russellôs works, focused on scenes of life during the era with many of his 

paintings focusing on the life of the Native Americans, which lived in the area. Before his death, he had 

completed approximately 4,000 works. I must confess that I usually am not all that interested in art, 

especially Indian art, but Russellôs works captivated me, and I thoroughly enjoyed the museum. If you go 

to Great Falls, the museum is a must see!  

 

 

 

After the museum, we went to a historic downtown restaurant/bar for supper, afterward, Craig and I 

parted company. It is not as bad as it sounds, it is just that I had arranged to stay with people (mainly  

local Church pastors) for my accommodations, and since I had not planned on there being 2 of us, I really 

didnôt feel comfortable imposing further on my hosts. Craig 

would find a place to camp out for the night, and so, we agreed 

on a place and time to meet the next morning. Tonight, I would 

be staying with Mike & Ginger Williams. Mike is the local 

Pastor of the Calvary Chapel church and they had a very 

comfortable extra bedroom in the basement that would be my 

room. Mike and Ginger are about my age, and we had a lot of 

things in common that we talked about late into the evening. 

Every Friday morning, Ginger cooks breakfast for several of the 

men who attend their fellowship. The breakfast was wonderful, 

as was the fellowship.  

 

 

8/22/2003, Friday Great Falls MT. to Billings MT,  

 

I said goodbye to the Williamsô, and met up with Craig at a local 

restaurant at 7:00 am, as planned. Soon, we are on the road to 

Billings, and the weather is great (again). We both appreciate that 

unlike the day before, there is no smoke. Our route today will take 

us up through part of the Lewis and Clark National Forest. This is 

not the most direct route, but motorcycle riding is usually not about 

taking the most direct route. Scenic quality is what dictates our route 

today, and I rely on Craig (since he is the local) to be the navigator 

for our route.  

 

 

Our ride takes us through several small towns: Monarch, Checkerboard, Two Dot, and Cushman. This is 

mainly open country and along the way, I notice a slight problem. The foot peg on my right side has 


