THE 2011 IRON BUTT RALLY
A PERSONAL DIARY : PART 1
BUILDING THE BIKE

Introduction
The Iron Butt Rally is held every two years in the USA and is billed as the “Worlds
Toughest Road Rally”. Whether it is or it isn’t, is perhaps open to speculation. It is,
however, hard to argue against any 11,000 mile / 11 day scatter rally being a tough
ride for any rider and motorcycle. Apparently, more people have been “fired into
space” than have finished an Iron Butt Rally.
Many riders on modern machines laden with some of the most amazing accessories
available to put on bikes, have fallen by the wayside and bagged the dreaded “DNF”
tag. This does raise the question as to exactly what was the logic behind me choosing,
as my bike for the 2011 Iron Butt Rally, a 1969 Triumph Trident T150 !! 
This is the diary of the build up to and then the rally itself.
I’ll apologise in advance for the switch sometimes between the past and present
tenses. Some of what follows has been taken straight from my main diary, whereas
other parts are unique to this particular “story”
21st September 2010 : I’m in !!
Today I received notification that my application for a place in the 2011 Iron Butt
Rally in the USA has been accepted. I suspect that my rather unusual choice of rally
bike – an old Trident - helped. I’ve already decided to keep a detailed log of both the
rally ride itself and the preparation leading up to the event so there’ll be more details
to follow …..
For now, all I’ll say, is the rally is an 11,000 mile, 11 day event. That should get the
engine oil warm  ……
October/November 2010
The first couple of months following my acceptance were really all about what the
specification of the rally bike would take. I canvassed the thoughts of a small group
of people whose opinions I value greatly.
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Very quickly, the outline of a specification began to build :
* starting with a decent late T150V
* complete engine overhaul possibly with Mikuni carbs
* increase size of breadbin tank to at least 5/6 gallons
* fit auxilliary tank to where pillion seat should be (2 gallons "ish")
* new, single, very well padded, seat
* reposition footrests - I'll be sitting on this bike for 18 hours a day for 11 days !!
* increase size of oil tank - as big as possible
* total re-wire - separate circuits for each system
* 3/4 fairing with as many of the electrical bits and bobs mounted "up front"
including spare coil, spare electronic box etc already in place for quick swops.
* tri-spark ignition system
* cast alloy wheels and tubeless tyres.
* "O" ring chain
* auxilliary lighting
* uprated alternator
* 2 sat navs - one facing forwards, one facing backwards
Over the next few weeks, this original list was “tweaked”. I decided against a Trispark ignition system, instead preferring to use the tried and tested Boyer system. I
also eventually opted for spoked wheels against cast alloy ones. The downside of this
is that any punctures will take longer to deal with, but I do really want to retain the
“essence” of a 1969 Trident and cast alloy wheels just do not look “sixties”. I also
added various obvious omissions to the list – panniers and a rack being two of the
blindingly obvious ones that I’d managed to initially overlook !!
Now, all I needed was a bike ……
9th December 2010 : My IBR bike is purchased
Less than a week after picking up two NVT Easy Riders for JOG-LE Moped Run, I
was again heading north in the Landrover with the trailer attached, but this time on a
very different mission.
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Now it was to pick up the bike that will be the one that I will use as I attempt the 2011
Iron butt Rally on - It’s a 1969 T150 Trident.
Martin Rawson, a TR3OC member from Middlesbrough, had the bike for sale and I’d
learnt about it over the TR3OC AGM weekend. Although I first thought that it
wouldn’t be suitable, a couple of texts and e-mails later, I’d agreed a price with
Martin of £3,100 and arranged to collect it later that week. Then came the snow …..
It was a full three weeks later that the snow had gone enough to make a quick dash
north to get the bike.

A 1969 T150 – Just the bike for an 11 day, 11,000 mile ride. 
Martin also gave me a mountain of spares with the bike, which has meant that the bike
should end up being a relatively cheap purchase. Many of the parts on the bike that I
intend to either ditch or upgrade for the IBR, will enable me to finally finish the
restoration of my own 1968 bike and also provide some parts for my works triple in
its guise as an endurance racer.
It’s good that I’ve managed to get myself a 1968 bike. My initial choice had been to
do the IBR on a 1973 “ish” T150V. Now I’ll be able to say that I’m doing the rally on
a “sixties” bike rather than a “seventies” bike !!. It sounds just so much more
impressive .
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It looks no more suitable for an 11,000 mile / 11 day ride from the other side 
For now, all I want to do is fire the bike up and get it UK registered as soon as
possible so that I can put some miles on it.. It’s currently without a registration plate
as it is a re-import from …… of all places, the USA !! 
It’s rather ironic that it’ll be going back there in a few months time ……
January 2011
With Christmas over, all of a sudden the rally seemed very close. It was now time to
start the build if I was to be ready in time.
I figured that if the bike was complete by 1st March 2011, it would give me three solid
months of testing over here in the UK before the bike was shipped over to the USA in
early June. In those months, I was hoping to put at least a few thousand miles under
the bikes wheels as well as using it on this years Brit Butt Rally, where I’d be able to
test it under rally conditions.
There’s only really one person who I trust enough to do all of the various
modifications that I’d needed and that was Martin Russell of Rustler Racing. Martin,
along with Richard Darby of 3D Motorcycles (who I was again planning to use for the
engine work) had each played huge parts in the restoration of my works racer over the
previous 2 years and I saw little point in breaking up a wining team. In early January
therefore, the bike made the 30 mile trip over to Martins workshop for the fabrication
work to commence.
Martin had been “in” on the discussions regarding the bikes specification a couple of
months earlier and so with the bike delivered, he knew what was needed from him
and I could just leave him to get on with it
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In the meantime, just as in the restoration of Daytona No.8, my role became a
scavenger for parts. Things like the single seat and crash-bars, just came from my
own “Triples spares emporium” that I’ve accumulated over the years. A pair of
Craven panniers and a rack came courtesy of ebay for the princely sums of £25.00 and
£41.22 respectively.
Although my preferred choice for the fairing would have been a Vetter Windjammer,
they are scarce in the UK and shipping costs generally make it prohibitive to buy one
from the USA. I think I had just been lucky a couple of years back, in sourcing a W/J
III from the USA that now sits on my T160. However, even though I had tentatively
started looking for another W/J in October, by early January, not one had come up for
sale in the UK or one cheap enough in the USA to compensate for the shipping costs
that would need incurring to bring it over. I decided to widen my search for
something similar to a W/J. Within a couple of weeks I had got myself a bargain off
ebay ….

The £1.04 fairing off ebay
Although the fairing is of a much lower quality than a W/J, it has all of the features of
the real thing. A nice big screen, lockable storage pockets for my “bits and pieces”
and a “dash board” to mount the various ancilliaries that I planned to use.
I had also sourced a complete disc front end (yokes, forks and wheel) for the bike.
Although the 1968 Triples used a twin leading shoe brake on the front wheel, I’d
always intended to have a disc up front. This was why the initial choice of bike had
been a late T150V, by which time the triples had a disc brake on the front wheel as
standard. This was one of the decisions that I made about the specification where
function over ruled form ….. 
Apart from work on the bike, I’d been busy in other areas.
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A quick trip down to Bristol during the middle of the month to Phil Weston (another
Brit who is riding in this years rally), taught me the basics regarding the various route
planning techniques I’d need to use on the IBR. Although I’ve been a recent convert
to Sat-Navs, my use of my own has been extremely limited. Phil is a real “techie”
when it comes to electronic route planning aids and it was an evening well spent. I
took Sonia with me as she would probably understand what Phil was saying (I am a
complete technophobe when it comes to I.T. matters) and could help me later when I
would have inevitably forgotten how to do the very things that I’d been taught.
Anyway, by the end of the evening, a Garmin Zumo Sat Nav and Lap Top Computer
had moved staright into the number one position of prospective birthday presents for
me on 16th February .
I’d also began to compile an emergency adresses across the USA. An “appeal” that
I’d put out over both the TR3OC and Triples-on-line had produced a list of names and
addresses across the USA, all of whom said they would be willing to help out in
providing workshop facilities/accommodation/recovery should I need assistance in
their immediate location whilst riding the event.
My thoughts had also turned to exactly how I was going to get the bike over to the
USA for the rally.
Although it would be a far more costly option, I had decided on flying the bike across
straight to Seattle, the starting control for the rally. I had been very lucky in that one
of the guys who replied to my “appeal” for helpers over in the USA lived no more
than 30 miles from Seattle airport. The fact that Ron was also prepared to get the bike
through the customs clearing process and then get the bike ready to ride for me was a
massive and unexpected bonus. That meant all I needed to do was fly in, collect the
bike and then I could, in theory, have a day or so relaxing before the riding started.
22nd January 2011 : Update on the work
I hadn’t spoken to Martin for a couple of weeks and as I needed to drop the fairing off
to him for figuring out how it would be mounted, it gave me the opportunity to see
how the work was progressing.
Work had progress well !!
The oil tank had been enlarged and now gave a capacity of nearly 10 pints. At the
same time, the mounting brackets had been substantially “beefed up”. Also the filler
cap had been moved to the outside of the seat loop. This simple modification will
mean it will just be so much easier for me to check the oil level whilst I am refuelling.
Whilst this might not seem such a big thing sitting here reading this in the comfort of
your own home, I figure that I’ll need to probably fill the bike 4 times a day, for 11
days. That makes 44 visits petrol stations stops. If I can reduce the time taken for
each fuel stop by only a couple of minutes or so, then that gives me, over the course
of the rally, an extra hour, possibly two. One thing that I’ve learnt over the last few
years of long distance rallying is that an extra hour earned like this can make a
substantial difference over the course of an event.
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Enlarged oil tank and repositioned filler cap
The Cardinal seat pan had also been modified to fit the T150 and would shortly be
making the 50-yard journey to P & P Seating to be re-upholstered into a nice big
comfortable seat for me.

Modified Cardinal seat pan, waiting to be painted before being re-upholstered.
At the front of the bike, the Cardinal crash-bars had now been fitted. In discussion,
Martin felt that he may need to slightly modify the top mounting bracket in order for
the fairing to be mounted correctly, but as far as I was concerned, I was more than
happy to leave those decisions to him.
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Crash bars off a T160 Cardinal now fitted
29th January 2011 : Work progresses …..
One week later and the fairing was now in place, Martin having made up new
brackets for it.

It’s coming along nicely …… 
3rd March 2011 : Nearly there ……
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My first target had been to have the bike running by 1st March but very quickly that
had shown itself to be an unrealistic target given the amount of work needed on the
bike. The revised target date is now to have the bike ready in its initial specification
by the weekend of the IBAUK National Meeting on 26th/27th March.
In the meantime, work continued …….

The left hand footrest has been moved back about an inch for a better riding position

And the right one has done the same !!
Something that revealed itself very quickly was that in solving one problem, in this
case creating a larger oil tank, another problem was created, again in this case, where
do we then put the coils and battery ?
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As usual, Martin Russell came up with an answer …….

Due to the increased capacity oil tank now filling the space underneath the seat, the
coils and battery needed repositioning
If on the evening of 1st July 2011, I find myself sitting in the final control hotel at
Ontario, clutching a IBR finishers plaque, certificate, medal or whatever else you get,
the importance of Martin to this ride can in in no way understated. No matter what
I’ve asked of him, he’s always managed to solve the problem, when I’ve just been
scratching my head.
Anyway, his work is nearly done. In a couple of weeks I will be collecting the bike
and then the tinkering with the engine begins ……
11th March 2011 : Getting Closer
During the week, Craig and Carol Vetter along with help from a friend of theirs,
James Phillips had found a way of shipping a Windjammer fairing from the USA that
didn’t require payment of a kings ransom and so, there was a sudden change of plan
on the fairing front. In truth, I had never been totally comfortable with the original
fairing that I’d bought off e-bay.
So on the Wednesday, I took over the W/J off my T160 so that Martin could fabricate
some new bracketry pending the arrival of the new W/J. By Saturday, it was all done
and the bike temporarily at least, wore a W/J.
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The “revised” bracketry
Martin had now also finished the coil and battery mountings

Coils and Battery in place
Although the electrics appear to be pretty exposed, the thought is that with me on the
bike, the seat in place and everything else bolted on (fairing, panniers etc), the
apparent vunerability seen here will not translate into a “real world” problem.
Anyway, that’s what my testing is going to be about over the next couple of months.
For now, “all” that Martin has left to do now is to increase the capacity of the tank and
then I collect the bike.
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A further development during the week has been that I have sourced some cast alloy
wheels. Peter Nicolson of the TR3OC came up trumps on this one for me. Like all of
us, Peter appears reluctant to actually sell any of his spares but is quite willing to
indefinitely “loan” me the wheels

CMA Cast Alloy Wheels
I have wavered between using spoked wheels and cast alloy wheels throughout the
build stage, each having advantages and disadvantages compared to the other. I think
however, in the final analysis, cast wheels just about win out. In any event, as I write
this, the wheels are currently at my tyre dealer, seeing whether they hold air with a
tubeless tyre fitted. If they do, then it’s off to the powder coaters and on with some
new rubber.
27th March 2011 : The final stages
The bike is now back home and I’ve been in the garage all day today with lots of
progress made.
All my fabricated parts which had been sent away for Stove Enamelling have now
been fitted back onto the bike and it also now proudly wears it "NOS" Windjammer.
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At last, it’s beginning to look like a bike

Albeit one that still needs a lot of work 
Tomorrow night I'll start the rewiring ......
3rd April 2011 : Just one last push …..
With the Moped Run over, I was finally able to get back into the garage today.
The major thing was that I had the newly enlarged petrol tank back from Martin – that
went straight on with everything fitting just as it should
So here's todays progress :
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Big tanks are good ……

Mmmmm Carbs are a tight fit  - Might need a rethink !!
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I’ll be looking at this view for (hopefully) 11 days and 11,000 miles !!

And this is what I’ll be sitting on whilst I’m doing it ……
Although it doesn't look like it, I'm nearly there now. Another week or so and I think
I'll have a working bike.
Then there's just the testing .....
10th April 2011 : Just one (more) last push …..
So 6 days ago the bike was coming along nicely :
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It look so close to being finished
During the week, I've been working on the wiring loom and other bits and pieces.
So yesterday morning (Saturday) and as a bit of a "lift" for myself, I thought I'll start
to put the fluids back in the bike - engine oil, gearbox oil, brake fluid etc
Just to drain away the last remnants of the previous oil, I took the sump plate off and
found this (not the fuse - that's just for size comparison purposes) :

It's part of an oil scraper ring.
I couldn't take the chance that there was a broken ring on one of the pistons and so
rather than moving forward yesterday, by the end of the day, I found myself back at
the position where I was a couple of weeks ago
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Shit, shit, shit !!!!
Of course in true "Brit Bike Owning" manner, the rings were ok and this bit of scraper
ring must be the remnants of a previous blow up in the past that's only just found its
way into the oil filter
Ah well - back in the garage today to carry on .......
14th April 2011 : The final bit …..
As predicted a couple of weeks back, the carbs were in fact a tight fit, such a tight fit
that a total rethink of where the coils would go. In the end, and having dispensed with
plans “B”,”C”,”D”,”E” and “F”, we reverted to plan “A” and the coils are now going
to be sitting in the nose of the Windjammer.
Sometimes, the original idea is the best …….
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Bracket with no coils fitted ……

And now with coils fitted ……
17th April 2011 : The IBR Bike fires up
It was with huge relief today that I finally finished the Mark I version of the wiring
and after filling the petrol and oil tanks with fluids and a good few kicks to “prime”
the system, the bike started on the third or fourth “proper” kick.
Next is to get the bike, insured, tested registered and taxed and then it’s time to give
the bike some good test rides !! 
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22nd April 2011 : MOT achieved …..
The bike passed. There is nothing more to add - yet ………
29th & 30th April 2011 : The IBR Bikes First 1000 Mile Run
So with the bike MOT’d and insured and with the first 100 miles under its wheels, it
was time for the Trident to finally do a serious run. Although the bike is still some
way off being properly finished (it has still to be painted, have the alloy wheels,
spotlights and highway pegs fitted and again be rewired) I figured it should be well
capable of a 1000-mile “jaunt”.
I decided that I’d ride the bike up to John O Groats and depending on how things
went, I might possibly then turn the run into a recognised IBA ride with an SS1000 or
even an End to End – after all, a few weeks earlier the NVT had done an E2E albeit
not exactly within the IBA timeframe 
The most important thing though for me was to learn how the bike reacted under IBR
type riding conditions and so at a little after 6.30am on the day of the UK’s future
kings wedding, I headed away from home calling in at my local petrol station to fill
the bike up and get my IBA witness forms signed.

Just about to leave home
Pottal Pool House to John O Groats is just over 550 miles and is a straight forward
run – M6, M74, M73, A80, M80, M9, A9 and finally the last 40 miles or so on the
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recently renamed A99 (formerly the A9). As importantly for my purposes today, it
contains a broad mixture of road types with the first 300 miles up to Perth being
motorway, the next 120 miles up to Inverness being fast A roads and the final 130
miles or so being a nice “up and down, twisty” road.
However today was all about testing the bike.
Around 3 hours after starting out, I crossed the border into Scotland just under 200
miles away. The first thing that was obvious to me, was that I had been travelling
faster than I had planned to do, as even with little traffic on the road, getting up to
Scotland in 3 hours from past experience suggested to me that I’d probably been
travelling in the 70mph – 75mph range. The Tom-Tom confirmed this with a top
speed of 78mph recorded for the leg. I was very disappointed to find that I needed
almost 5 gallons at the pumps meaning that I was achieving only around 43mpg –
some way off my expected mid fifties consumption ….. . However, on the
positive side, the seat had been extremely comfortable and the enlarged fuel tank, oil
tank and engine were all free from leaks.
One of the benefits of the Windjammer is that it keeps all of the weather off you, but
it is one heck of a “big barn door” for a relatively puny 58bhp bike to have to push
along and I wondered whether the fuel economy that I’d hoped for was perhaps just a
pipe dream. I decided to pay close attention to my throttle openings for the next 200
mile stage which would take me up to Aviemore.

On the way up to Aviemore at Dalwhinnie – it’s not really twinned with Las Vegas.
Las Vegas doesn’t have enough class to be twinned with anywhere in the UK … 
At Aviemore, having now been on the road for 7 hours, I stopped again for fuel
having covered a further 230 miles and even having restricted “extravagance” in my
right wrist, I again only got low forties fuel consumption. The bike had also
accumulated quite a bit of oil mist around the outside of the oil tank and around the
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battery area, although with the various turbulence created by the Windjammer it was
not that obvious where it was coming from as the engine still appeared very oil tight.
It’s only a further 30 miles up to Inverness from Aviemore and once over the Black
Isle, the A9 turns into a typical “old type” Scottish A road and this was where I
discovered something else about the bike. A Trident in its purest form is a bike built
for UK “A” roads – countless victories in the IOM when the bike was competitive as
a race bike testify to this. However, with the “improvements” that I’d made in order
to hopefully get me through the IBR, meant that my bike was now very much a
lumbering beastie and quite unsuitable to “A road scratching” – and I wasn’t even
fully loaded as I’ll be on the IBR itself. The 150 miles from Aviemore to John O
Groats took almost 4 hours and this is a journey that I’ve done on a Trident many
times before in well under 3 hours.
As I pulled up at John O Groats, my clock told me that I’d been on the road a shade
over 10 hours and covered 551 miles. The fuel stop at Wick, 30 miles earlier had
again showed a fuel consumption figure of low forties, meaning that my enlarged
petrol tank would give me a range of around 250 miles at best.

At the John O Groats Sign Post
Although I was unsure as to whether I was going to formally run an E2E, I got my
various papers signed, stayed for 20 minutes chatting to a guy parked up on a
GS1200, before firing the bike up and pointing my wheels south.
The bike continued to run well and by 10 o’clock, I was back down south of Perth.
Whilst filling up, I noticed that the rear light had stopped working and a quick
examination revealed that the internals had fractured meaning there was little I could
do to repair it. I decided therefore to call it a day and headed for the Days Inn at
Abingdon around 80 miles further on to stay over.

21

As I switched the bike off outside the motel, I’d been on the road just over 16 hours
and covered 900 miles – more or less the pace that I’m planning to do on the IBR.
As I lay in bed, I decided that the following day, I’d simply head for home as I’d
learnt what I needed to know already and riding further just to get another IBAUK
certificate could probably tell me nothing further. At the moment, all else “biking
wise” needs to play second fiddle to IBR preparation and testing.
The next morning was again bright and sunny and I set out on the final 230 miles
stretch at a leisurely pace planning on being home around noon. I spent an hour or so
at L.P.Williams now run by Phil Bargh at Lancaster, in the process relieving my
wallet of another couple of hundred pounds, before heading off again.
Then my problems began …..
I was around 10 miles north of Charnock Richard service area when the bike suddenly
lost power but then a few moments later cleared itself. Around 2 miles later the
problem re-appeared but this time didn’t go away. I headed for the hard shoulder and
decided to make for the service area. By the time I finally pulled up in the car park, I
was down to around 30mph “flat out” and as I pulled up to a stop, I looked down to
see petrol pouring out of the air filter.
After I’d taken off my gear, as always, blind optimism is the first stage of solving any
problem and so, I just attempted to fire the bike up again, thinking (hoping) that the
“Trident fairies” would have “magiced” the problem away for me. No such luck.
After a few kicks, the bike spluttered into life, with petrol again coming out of the air
filter.
I decided to take out the plugs and all three were very sooty – as though I’d been
riding with the choke on. Given that I was only 80 miles from home, I just decided to
use the services of Carol Nash Recovery and put the call in.
Whilst I was waiting though, the strangest thing then happened …...
As I was munching a sarnie, I heard a pop, then hissing and then watched the front
tyre slowly deflate. Quite why the front tyre had suddenly decided to burst goodness
only knows, but I took this as a sign that someone was telling me that my journey had
come to an end for today.
Within a couple of hours, I was back home and an hour or so later, with three fresh
plugs and a spare front wheel, I took the bike out to find all was well.
As I sit here and write this, I’ve now covered around 100 miles since my mysterious
misfire and everything seems to be running normally. Having chatted over the
problem with Steve Turner (someone who has run Mikunis on his triple for quite a
while), the only explanation seems to be that one of the carb floats “didn’t”, meaning
that the carb flooded. The theory is then that the flooding carb emptied itself into the
air filter and then the remaining two carbs helped themselves to a very rich air/petrol
mixture, thus explaining the 3 very sooty plugs. As it hasn’t re-occurred, all this is
speculation of course. All I can do is see how the bike runs on further testing.
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So,what have I learnt from this first run ?
The bike and myself are capable of maintaining an IBR pace over 1000 miles
The oil and petrol tanks don’t leak
The seat is nice and comfortable, but the highway pegs are definitely needed
The fairing works well but at the cost of fuel consumption
Fuel consumption averaged out at a disappointing 43mpg, giving a tank range of
around 250 miles
The additional lighting is most definitely required
One last thing though is that the ride has re-inforced to me exactly how difficult the
challenge is that I’ve set myself to compete in the IBR on a 43 year old Trident 
This week, I’ll tinker further and then on Thursday it’s off to the IOM for the TT1000
– 27 laps of the IOM TT course. Having ridden the roads from Inverness to John O
Groats, I am fairly sure that I’ll be a DNF next weekend, but we’ll see ….
4th May 2011 : Highway Pegs Fitted 
I fitted the highway pegs tonight and with the fitting heaped the final humiliation
upon my one proud Best of British Sportsbike ……… 

Not exactly what you would expect to find on a Triple 
During the course of the week, I decided against competing in the IOM TT1000. I
figure that lapping the TT course 27 times is going to teach me nothing about the bike
that is relevant for the IBR itself so my next and probably final test run will now be
the Brit Butt Rally in a few weeks time.
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21st / 22nd May 2011 : The Brit Butt Rally 
This year my BBR didn't go too well as far as the final result went because of the
problem I had with my rear sprocket.
When I finally limped the bike home by the early hours of Sunday morning and then
took out the back wheel, this is what I found :

Just for clarification, where the holes are, there should be bolts !!
I'd also like to add that it wasn't me that fitted the wrong sort of bolt !!
I didn't actually finish putting the bike back together again until 9.30pm on the
Wednesday evening before the rally and one of the things I had to forgo was fitting
the cast wheels I intend to use on the bike on the IBR itself - those of course have the
CORRECT bolts to hold the sprocket in place.
It's a pity really that I had this problem as up until 2.00pm at Margate I was really
"flying" and well on course for a 30,000 plus point route which would have earned me
comfortably another podium place. The bike was running well, with everything
working just as it should. I wonder what would have happened if I hadn't had the
problem ?
However, these competitive IBA rallies are all "ifs", "buts" and "maybes" and in
reality, for me at least the BBR was more about testing the bike (and myself) under
competitive conditions than winning trophies and in that respect, the bike passed with
flying colours.
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Although as I've said earlier, I've still got to fit the wheels, spotlights and "O" ring
chain and change the gearing slightly, the bike ran well cruising comfortably between
60mph and 80mph and still giving me a range of 250 - 300 miles.
Comfort wise it was fine and my new gear worked well. Nearly there now !!
6th June 2011 : Final tweaking and then delivering the bike to Heathrow
Following on from the BBR, I had two weeks to do the final preparations on the bike.
First off was the chain oiler, which was all plumbed into the left hand fairing and used
the original chain oiler feed pipe that was originally fitted to the triples swinging arm
for the final delivery to the chain

One nice new chain oiler in place
Unfortunatley with the last minute “wish-list”, that was as far as I got.
I decided against fitting the spotlights as I was seriously concerned with the potential
drain on the electrics with everything switched on if I’d have carried on with the
original plan. Even with the uprated alternator, with the sparks for the engine, the
various sat navs, chain oiler and halogen headlight, I was beginning to get too close
for comfort to the alternators output.
I also had to give up with the notion of using cast wheels and tubeless tyres. That
little “adventure” had cost me the best part of £1200 before I discarded the idea after
problems with both getting the tyres to properly seal on the rim and then with the
making up of new “bespoke” spindles to fit the wheels themselves.
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Likewise with the “O” ring chain, although this was just lack of time. In the end, I
have just used heavy duty Regina Gold Link chains. I only hope these last minute
omissions off my original specification list does not come back to haunt me !!
On Sunday 5th June, I loaded all of the luggage and spares onto the bike, ready for
delivery the next day to the shippers. The most important item was my riding buddy
“Hele”.

“Hele” the Triumph Teddy Bear
For those of you that know your Triple history, the reason for his name is obvious.
For those of you that don’t just “google” it. It will all then be revealed.

All set for the USA
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On Monday 6th June, at just after 6.30am, I fired the Trident up and me and the bike
left the yard for the final time.
A little over 2 hours later and having ridden through a good old British Summer rain
storm I left it in the Bonded Warehouse at James Cargo, Heathrow Airport.

Waiting to be crated at Heathrow
The next time I fire the bike up, it will be in Seattle, USA 
8th June 2011 : Phew that was close !!
Now it's all sorted, I'll tell the tale.
As you're no doubt only too aware, the build of my bike has been let's say stressful for
me .....
I'm still arranging some of the paperwork (although most of it is just a case of giving
credit card details now for insurance, medical cover etc), but something I arranged
very early on was my shipping of the bike to the USA. I did this in February.
So on Friday 27th May (the Friday before the Bank Holiday) as had been arranged I
contacted my shippers just to check evrything was ok for delivery to them on 6th June
- which is was.
However, the US agent that I am using to get the bike through customs for me (I'm
having to do this as I'm only arriving a day before the rally sign in starts and I didn't
want any last minute panics), then almost casually asked "just confirming that you
have your EPA exemption forms don't you"
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My answer was along of the lines of "What forms ?"
It transpires that both my shippers and my agent just assumed I knew about these
forms whereas I just assumed that my shippers and my agent did everything for me big, big mistake !!
It was now 5.30pm on the Friday before a bank holiday weekend. I couldn't do
anything until the following Tuesday.
On the Tuesday morning, I sent all of the paperwork over to the EPA "man" and
received my acknowledgement email to say the paperwork had been received.
By last Friday (3rd) I hadn't recieved anything back so with some trepidation I made a
phone call to the EPA. I was then informed that my paperwork was not even due to
be looked at until "next Wednesday" (i.e. today) and some of these applications can
take up to 30 days to process
Shit !!!!!!! The bike is supposed to be leaving the UK today
So a quick few e-mails were sent over to my very good friend Craig Vetter explaining
my predicament.
Within a couple of hours, the PA to the President of the AMA, the President of the
AMA, the AMA's Washington representative, Craig's local Congressman and his area
Director were all working on this problem for me.
On Monday, I took my bike down to Heathrow still without the necessary paperwork
in place, the consequence of this being that I could ship it but then when it arrived in
the USA, it wouldn't be able to be released from Customs without the document.
I just took the view that it was "shit or bust" anyway, so paid the shipping costs and
crossed my fingers.
Well the great news is that late yesterday afternoon, Mr Hurlin from the EPA sent me
over what is effectively the "offer letter" for the form I need.
I've just signed that and e-mailed it back so it looks like a potential disaster have been
avoided.
So I've sent a big thank you to all the parties involved in helping me sort this out
including obviously Craig for initiating the process, Mr Hurlin for "topping" it off and
all those in between.
And most of all to Sonia as it's fair to say the last 10 or so days have been a little
stressful and I've not been the most pleasant person to share a house with .....
The rally cannot possibly be as hard as the last six months I've had !!
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15th June 2011 : The Trident arrives in the USA
Today I received the news that the Trident had arrived in Seattle, cleared U.S.
customs and was safely in Ron Browns garage.
I don’t need any words here, the pictures tell the story well enough …………

Larry Clemons, Rons friend and the “muscle” for the task

One big crate – Just like Christmas !! 
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On Rons lawn – safe and sound ….

The man himself, Ron T Brown. His help was invaluable
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THE 2011 IRON BUTT RALLY
A PERSONAL DIARY : PART 2
THE RIDE

Day -4
Finally the day had arrived for us to leave for the USA and as ever there were
seemingly a thousand things still to do before we could actually make our way to the
airport.
Top of the list was finishing off the last few things at the office and so just after 4
o’clock in the morning I was sitting at my desk dealing with the last bits of work that
needed to be done before I could finally leave the “exciting” world of accountancy
behind for three whole weeks. I had warned my staff the day before, that short of
Armageddon, I could see no reason to contact me at all once I had left the office until
my return. I further re-enforced this message by stating that I would take any such
attempt at contact as their “notice of resignation”. I think they understood exactly
what I was saying 
I had packed the previous night and so once I returned home, it was simply a case of
saying goodbye to the dogs and the kids (although not necessarily in that order),
putting the bags in the car and off we could go.
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Although I had cut my packing list down to the bare minimum, as I had laid out my
“stuff” before packing it away, there seemed to be an awful lot. Of course, most of it
was riding gear and bits and pieces I’d actually need to fit to the bike once we arrived,
although a spare pair of jeans, two spare t-shirts and three spare pair of socks “snuck”
in there as a token gesture for Sonia. I reckoned that whilst I was on the road, it
would not matter if I was a little “pungent”, but after the rally, I would need at least
some fresh clothes.

So how do you get this lot into a suitcase ?
As we drove towards the airport, as usual I got more and more nervous. I am most
certainly not a good flyer and by the time we had boarded the plane, I had all but lost
the power of speech. On flights, my normal approach is to sit down, buckle up and
try not to move for the entire flight and so I was somewhat happy that with such an
early start to the day, I was able to sleep through most of the 10-hour flight. In fact,
the only part of any flight that I enjoy is the bit where we touch down at the end of it
!! 
Once in Seattle and having navigated our way through the “interrogation chamber”,
also known as US Customs, we found Ron Brown who had kindly offered to meet us
and take us to our hotel.
As we loaded the car, Ron suggested we could maybe have a coffee, more specifically
a coffee at his local bike club meeting, the Seattle Vintage Motorcycle Enthusiasts
who were meeting that evening.
The coffee turned into a coffee and snack and very quickly me and Sonia sort of
became the Guests of Honour for the evening after having to stand up and tell the
assembled group about ourselves, our bikes and our “mission” here in the USA.
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As the meeting began to end, we were presented with VME T-shirts - very useful for
me  due to my minimalistic packing approach – together with badges and club
magazines. It was a great start to our adventure.
Ron finally dropped us off around 9.30pm and we agreed that he would be back just
after breakfast the following morning to take me to collect my bike.
Phil, a fellow IBAUK entrant and Gerhard from Germany were already checked in at
the hotel and once we had done likewise, it was time for a quick walk around the car
park to see some of the bikes already there.

Now I felt like I was part of something special
To be truthful, I wish I hadn’t !!
Even though my Trident was “tricked up to the eyeballs” (well, for a Trident at least),
compared with some of the machines in the car park I could see that it was going to
look like the Wright Brothers plane parked next to the latest Boeing 747.
Even though I was tired, I did not sleep easy that first night. Knowing just how many
bikes tended to fail to finish an IBR, it scared me to think that if some of those bikes I
had seen in the car park were possibly going to fail to get to the finish, how the hell
was I going to get a 43-year pushrod triple to Ontario …… 
Day -3
Just as promised, no sooner had I finished my first USA breakfast (and jolly good it
was too), Ron appeared in the lobby ready to take me to be re-united me with my
bike. Sonia had decided to stay at the hotel just in case Carol and Craig Vetter arrived
earlier than planned.
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Ron’s house is about 30 minutes south of the hotel and apart from talking about old
British bikes (is there any better subject ? ), I spent the journey familiarizing myself
with the various universal interstate and other road signs with which I expected to
become so acquainted with over the following few days.

It was good to see the old girl again
Before too long we arrived at Rons’ house and as the garage door rose, it was
wonderful to see the bike all safe and sound. It took about half hour or so to adjust
and re-pack things that the customs guys had obviously messed around with and then
came the decisive moment and I swung my leg over the bike ready to fire her up.
In true triple fashion, despite many kicks, not a whimper came out from the engine
and it took a bump start down the road to breathe life back into her, although if that
was the only problem I was going to have on this trip, I figured that I would be more
than happy.
With everything all secured down and Sat Navs fitted, I followed Ron down to the
nearest petrol (sorry “Gas”) station for my next lesson – how to use USA petrol
pumps.
The first thing you need to learn is that despite the rest of the civilised world using
green handles for petrol and black handles for diesel, for some strange reason, the
USA has decided to go the opposite way. Although this was not a problem for me
here in Seattle with Ron at my side, I did wonder whether, when 8 or 9 days into the
rally with exhaustion and sleep deprivation starting to play its part, whether I’d still be
able to remember this. I was hoping that I would not just adopt “automatic pilot” and
just grab the green coloured pump that I am so used to using back home. Time will
tell on that one …..
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With the bike filled up for the first of (hopefully) many times, I bid farewell to Ron
(until the Monday morning when he’d said he was coming along to see me off) and
headed off on the US highways back to the hotel.
I was relieved that my Sat Navs had immediately “tuned” into the USA and were
giving me clear and precise instructions as I threaded my way through first a series of
back streets, then some busier roads before heading north on Interstate 5. Equally
reassuring was that I found riding in the USA little different to riding in Europe, with
only the few oddities of American driving and American drivers to adapt to.
It was 40 miles back to the hotel and as soon as I pulled into the car park, it was clear
that the Trident was going to be one of, if not the, most talked about bike on the 2011
rally. No sooner had I killed the engine, I was surrounded by a group of people, all
firing questions at me about the Trident. It would have been nice to think that they
were looking at the bike in awe and amazement for all of the right reasons though .
In reality, I suspect that many were just thinking “what the f@ck !!” 

Scary stuff if a beastie such as this can fail. Two sat navs, spot tracker, weather
radar, traffic radar, police radar, phone, cruise control, heated grips, adjustable
screen, additional driving lights, adjustable suspension etc etc
Anyway, I figured, if nothing else, I was going to bring a smile to many peoples faces
with my “unorthodox” choice of bike for the rally …..
Once back inside the hotel and separated from my bike, I was able to enjoy a little
anonymity for a while and had lunch with Sonia whilst waiting for Carol and Craig to
arrive. I had always assumed that at least whilst the bike was still in the rally, I would
have some “minor celebrity” status but the interest in the bike really did surprise me.
Before too long, other riders came over to talk to me about the Trident and more
particularly to enquire why on earth, I had chosen a 1969 triple on which to undertake
the “Worlds Toughest Road Rally”. Neither of the explanations I offered of “I’m
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British and I therefore ride a British bike” or “it seemed like a good idea at the time”
seemed to satisfy my various “interrogators” and most drifted away, gently shaking
their heads and presumably questioning my sanity 
Around 5.30pm, Carol and Craig finally arrived and once they had checked in, we sat
down for our evening meal. We did not stay up too late that night as tomorrow the
rally signing on started and I had a full day ahead of me.
Day -2
On the Saturday, two full days before the riding starts, rally “sign-on” begins.

Phil Weston’s Fazer 1000 – ordinarily this would have fallen well inside the
definition for a Hopeless Class bike, but compared to mine, it was the Starship
Enterprise !!
Over the course of the day, you move from “station” to “station” undergoing the
following tasks :
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

Initial sign on and receipt of various rally paperwork
Camera inspection – to ensure pictures will be of correct type
Vehicle Insurance and driving license document check
Signing of various disclaimer notices
Bike technical inspection – my bike provided much amusement with so little
to check 
6. A session answering various questions in front of a video camera. These
questions dealt with such things as : Had I discussed what I was about to do
with my family; Did I have sufficient life cover; Was I aware of the dangers of
long distance riding etc If they were trying to worry me, I had news for them
– they were !!
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With that list of tasks out of the way, there was then the odometer check to ride,
which was a 32 miles route through Seattle. The ride identifies the accuracy of your
odometer. The route itself was fairly simple apart from the last couple of miles where
there was some road construction taking place. However with me riding as slowly as
I was (as much to do with my unfamiliarity with Seattle as anything else), I was able
to pick my way through the instructions and make it back to the hotel having followed
the correct route
I had gone through most of the process by early afternoon and so I was able to enjoy a
break before the compulsory “Rookie rider Meeting” at 4.00pm. It seemed strange
after 35 years and hundreds of thousands of miles riding to be referred to as a
“rookie” again, but I fully understood that this was going to be a ride, the likes of
which I had never experienced before and so I duly accepted my novice status and
filed in the conference room at the allotted time.
The main lecture during the meeting was given by multiple IBR podium finisher, Jeff
Earls. Jeff took a great deal of time to re-enforce the dangers of and the need for
safety on the rally, giving advice on some on the things to look out for. If I did not
already know it, I left the meeting room an hour or so after entering fully aware of just
what I was about to take on ……
Saturday evening/Sunday morning was my last opportunity to relax before the rally.
We eat dinner in the hotel and chatted away until quite late before going to bed.

Larking about at dinner ….
Tomorrow, I needed to complete the final few formalities of signing on. I was
planning to spend what little time I then had left giving the bike a final check-over,
before spending a few hours with Sonia. In 27 years of marriage, we had never spent
11 days apart before (the longest was 4 days). In addition to everything else I had got
going through my head, that had also been playing on my mind and I was not quite
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sure how I was going to deal with that. That “problem” however was still a few days
away at least. For now, the bigger task was to continue to try to switch from UK time
to USA time. I’d found sleeping both on Thursday night and Friday night difficult as
my body clock was clearly still working to UK time.
Day -1
I did sleep slightly better on Saturday evening but with me still having things to do, I
left Sonia sleeping whilst I went down for breakfast and then dealt with the final few
aspects of signing on.
Then it was time for the final bike check over and filling up the “gas” tank so that I
would be all ready for start the next day

More scary stuff in the car park. This time on a Yamaha FJR.
To be truthful, I do not really remember where the rest of the day went as before I
knew it, the clock approached 4.00pm and the compulsory riders meeting.
Again, we found ourselves sitting in one of the lecture rooms, whilst various members
of the rally team spoke to us about aspects of the rally that was their particular areas
of specialisation. We were given tips on how to deal with potential press questions
and what to do if for whatever reason we need to pull out of the rally. We were told
of the timetable for the start the next day and when and where we needed to be
leading up to rally commencement. However the biggest news was that this year
there was going to be no requirement to keep a fuel log and we would find out the
reason for this at the pre-rally banquet in a couple of hours time. This was clearly big
news and caused quite a murmur amongst the assembled throng.
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Again, with the rider briefing over, we all filed out of the room to wait the hour or so
before the start of the pre rally meal. By now, certainly as a “rookie” I was beginning
to get nervous and the 90 minute wait before sitting down to eat just seemed to take an
eternity. I sat in the bar then I had a walk outside, then I was back in the bar.
It was a blessed relief therefore when we all found ourselves in the main function
room, having eaten our meal and Mike Kneebone (The IBA President) took to the
stage to begin the formal part of the evening.
With Mike’s introduction over, it was time for the Rally Books to be distributed. One
by one, each rider was called to the stage in State/Country alphabetical order to
receive their sealed envelopes. Again, the round of applause that I received just
seemed that little bit louder than everyone else’s. It could only have been out of
sympathy !! 
With everyone having received their packs, Lisa Landry, the rally master (or should
that be mistress ?), then gave the instruction to open the envelopes and for the first
time we could see what lay ahead for us over the next 11 days ……….

Digesting the rally book.
In a nutshell, to be a finisher of the IBR 2011, “all” you needed to do was visit (and
document that you had visited) all 48 lower states in the 11 days of the rally. For each
state you were awarded 100 points. The minimum number of points for a finish was
therefore 4800, but this was an “all or nothing” points award. Visit 48 states and you
got 4800 points, visit “only” 47 states and you got nothing.
There were obviously other ways of collecting points, with visits to State Capitals
earning extra points. Call in bonuses also earned extra points as did rest bonuses.
More importantly, a suggested 48 state route showed that you could get a “finish” this
year with only around 8500 miles ridden.
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So I “only” had to do around 800 miles a day, for 11 days, with minimal sleep, in rain,
thunderstorms, floods, the humidity of the South, the searing heat of the desert,
remember to collect my proof of a state visit and keep my 43 year old bike going for
18 to 19 hours a day to get a finishers award. What was I worrying about ? 
I’m not really sure whether I was pleased or disappointed with finding out what lay
before me now for the next 11 days but all I wanted to do now was start the ride.
Day 1
States Claimed : Washington, Oregon, Idaho, Montana
Daily Mileage : 727 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 727 miles

My planned route for the next 11 days
I woke at 5.00am on the Monday and having dressed, went down to the car park.
With the start still some 5 hours away, I was rather surprised to find there were
already several riders up and outside fussing and tinkering with their machines. It
gave me a little bit more confidence to know that there were at least a few riders in the
rally as worried as I was !! 
My new found confidence though soon disappeared as I logged onto the computer
back in my room and checked on a few websites that were already discussing the
rally. In no particular order, here are some of the postings that were being made about
me :
From www.ironbuttrally.com
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“Invariably, there is at least one motorcycle in every rally that is considered to be in
what is affectionately referred to as the “hopeless class.” This year, that honor goes
to a 1975 Triumph Trident ridden by John Young from the United Kingdom.
Members of the Tech Inspection team have been placing bets on how far the
Triumph is going to make it. Some are betting that it_s going to be out before
Checkpoint 1. Others are more specifically betting that it won_t make it out of
Seattle.”
From www.Alpineroads.com :
“There is at least one Brit riding in this year's Rally - one John Young (sorry, don't
know where in the UK he's from) who is riding a Triumph Trident.
That would be a 1969 Triumph Trident.
He isn't given very good odds.
But he IS admired for his sheer bravado

”

From www.triumphrat.net :
“May God be with him”
And :
“You are having a lend of us surely?
It is very difficult to average say 60mph over a day's riding, given inevitable delays
for fuel, kick the tire occasionally, eat, and so on. To do so, one is going to be riding
at say 75/80mph as often as possibly.
So, assuming he could average 60mph/day, then to get his 1000m/day, he's in the
saddle of that thing for 16hrs/day. Assuming he's riding 11 days consecutively, then
he is simply not going to finish.
There would be very few people on this planet with the strength to endure such
rigor for 11 days. No, not even in America!!
I for one do not believe it. RR”
From www.fjrforum.com :
“Speaking of foreign entries, we have a number of them besides the Australian
couple.
My personal hero is a completely barking mad Englishman by the name of John
Young. He is going to try to take a rather questionable-sounding 1969 Triumph
Trident triple. Um... shyeah, this dude is pretty much nuts. I love him to death, but
this fucking machine can't even maintain idle. Still, John has done some cool
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custom shit to the machine - enlarge stock fuel tank, a freshly overhauled (?)
engine, and relocation of the electrics, which, sadly, appear to be Lucas.
I wish him the best, but I have little doubt this may be more than what this old girl
is capable of... it's in outstanding condition for its age, but, c'mon.... it wasn't the
epitome of reliability when brand new, much less 42 years later...
Still and all, given the format of this event, he doesn't have to worry about timed
bonus windows every day; he just has to ride, and fix the bike when it breaks, then
ride some more. Simple. The fact that he carries an *entire* engine gasket kit for
his motor says his willing to tackle anything. This is the stuff of Iron Butt
Legends...”
And :
“I just got done speaking with the mad Englishman John Young down in the
parking lot.
He is as nervous as a whore in church. However, he is encourage by the format....
now he can concentrate on just keeping the Trident moving. He told me: "I'll feel
better when it breaks down for the first time, and I fix it, and keep moving".
Iron Butt legend in the making, right there..... I'm pulling for him....”
Finally and my particular favourite – and this was from a so called friend from Ireland
– on the LDRider List !! :
“I spent an evening with John before christmas giving him as much advice as I
could (for all that is worth) He couldn't be talked out of using the bike. Four times
brit butt rally winner Rob Roalfe spent the last weeks teaching him how to transfer
rally data and use S&T ( fat lot of use that is going to be). I hope I'm wrong but I
predict the bike will implode and digest its internals. He had all sorts of trouble with
it before it was shipped out (read the Uk IBA forum). I think he will break down,
become deranged in the sun, and start kicking the sh*t out of the bike whilst
cursing early British engineering. I believe Medjet have a note on his file regarding
straightjackets and charged an additional premium”
The little confidence that I had built up evaporated like ice does in the Mohave Desert
(more on that in the Day 10 log ) as I read the various postings. Logging on to the
computer had been a bad idea and I decided there and then that the next time I looked
at a computer, other than for route planning would be when I was no longer in the
rally. Note that I did not say when I had gotten to the finish, just when I was no
longer riding ……. 
I ate breakfast with Craig who was far more bullish about my prospects than I was,
but it was nice to hear at least someone thought I had a chance !!
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Well the “Hele” and the bike were ready, not so sure about the rider though … 
With breakfast over and the time beginning to march towards 10.00am, I went back
up to the room to put on my riding gear and take the last few things down to the bike.
Once back down in the car park it was great to see several guys from the VME,
including Ron, his wife and “big” Larry, who had come down to see me off and wish
me well. I was particularly pleased that Fred VerPlanck had come down on his
Hurricane meaning that for a short while at least there were two proper triples in the
car park.

A familiar bike came to see me off
With 10.00am fast approaching, there was just time for one final rider meeting in the
car park. We left to return to our bikes with one final instruction from Dale
“Warchild” Wilson ringing in our ears – “DON’T F@CK UP !!”
13

Do I look like I’m crapping myself ? – I was !!
I was glad that this moment had finally come. Now it was just going to be me and my
bike for 11 days or until either me or the bike could carry on no longer, whichever
came first …. Nine months of my life in preparing the bike had lead up to this and
with a final few words from first Craig and then Sonia. I fired up the bike.

Last words of encouragement from my buddy Craig
I then discovered that I was going to be given the honour and privilege of leading the
rally out of the car park. I pulled up to the start line, breathed deeply and waited for
Warchild (he’s a big pussy really ) to give me the signal. As I was thinking “dear
God, do not stall this”, Warchild’s hand dropped and I was away ……
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For a whole 5 minutes, I was leading the 2011 IBR until a steady stream of rather
more powerful machines came gliding past me …..

And I’m off and leading the 2011 IBR – for a while at least !!
My plan for the first day was simple – I just wanted to be able to get to the end of it
and still be in the rally by day two !!  In reality, there was a little more detailed plan
though also in place. I’d already calculated that if I ignored everything else other than
making sure I hit the 48 states during the rally, the first leg to Buffalo New York was
around 3700 miles and I had 100 hours before the checkpoint opened to cover this
distance (or in real time just over 4 days). That sort of distance on a Trident in that
timescale was going to require some serious riding and so the plan from the outset
was to ensure that I covered at least 800 miles every 24 hours. Where I ended up after
800 miles did not really concern me. This was to be a constant daily plan throughout
the rally – plan the route, ride the route and don’t worry about a target destination
each day, just concentrate on a target mileage.
Seattle is in Washington state and so at my first petrol stop some 3 hours after leaving
the hotel car park, I picked up the first of what I hoped was to be 48 receipts for each
of the states. The information required on each receipt was very specific – date, time
and address. Whilst the first two were fairly easy for someone from the UK to grasp,
the third required a little more attention to detail in order to ensure that the
abbreviation for the state (in the case of Washington “WA”) was always there.
My route was taking me south-easterly and as I crossed the river that signalled the
state line between Washington and Oregon, I immediately came across a “gas” station
where I was able to get my second state receipt. Over the next 11 days on at least six
further occasions on my planned route for the rally I’d be doing this – just “dipping
my toe” into a state before heading straight back out again. In Umatilla (the town on
the Oregon/Washington border), I needed my tools for the first time as I had noticed
my right hand footrest was slightly loose. Less than 200 miles into a possible 8500
trek and I was already tightening things up ? – this was going to be a long, long trip
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…. On the positive side however, I had at least proved some of the doommongers wrong and had made it not only out of Seattle, but also the first state !! 
From Oregon, I temporarily re-entered Washington as I rode north-easterly towards
Idaho. Again my crossing of the state line was a river in Lewiston. I was quickly
learning that the USA is a big place as by now I’d been on the road nearly eight hours,
covered 400 miles and yet looking at the map, I’d barely made any headway travelling
east. Again, I had already fallen into a routine of collecting “proof of state” as soon as
possible and so at the first opportunity I pulled into a petrol station for a fill up and
receipt. In Lewiston, I met up with Chris Ogden and Doug Barrett who I think were
surprised that I had actually got this far but like all of the riders and staff on the IBR
they offered whatever help and advice they could. When asking me of my plans for
the remainder of the day and I had said where I was heading for, both suggested that I
was being perhaps optimistic. Taking their advice on board, I lowered my sights for
the rest of the day. They also advised me that the Lolo pass that I was heading for
was best tackled before dark. Unlike Chris and Doug though, I did not have much
option of choosing the time I would be at certain places. If my bike was going to get
me to Ontario, I would need to look after it and show restraint with my right wrist. A
55mph to 65mph speed was comfortable (if a little tedious on some wide-open roads)
for both me and the bike and I just had to accept that, if this meant riding in the dark,
then so be it.

Approaching the Lo-Lo pass in Idaho, I came across Chris and Doug again. They
declined the offer that I made to swop bikes ….. 
Although I left the gas station before Chris and Doug, they soon passed me and for a
while I was able to tag along behind them as the road opened up. Whilst following
them on a dual carriageway, I managed to lose the airhawk seat that I had been given
back in the UK. I thought I had it secured safely to my tailpack under the cargo net,
but obviously not well enough and although I saw it make it’s “break for freedom”
there was simply nowhere to stop to retrieve it. At the time, I can remember thinking
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that it was probably superfluous to requirements anyway – a view that 8 or so days
later, I wouldn’t be taking .. 
It was a long climb up to the summit of the LoLo pass and although, we’d left
Lewiston at around 6.30pm, it was almost midnight before I started the descent on the
other side down towards Montana.
As I crossed into my fourth state, the trip meter clicked over to 700 miles. The
“countdown clock” in the plastic window in the tankbag told me that I had used 14 of
the 100 hours available to me for the first leg, but I needed a break.
As I rode into Missoula and rejoined Interstate 90 ( a road that I’d become very
familiar with over the next couple of days, I decided I needed to rest and looked for a
hotel/motel that I recognised. Before too long I found a Days Inn Motel.
Checking in, the young girl on the desk clearly took pity on me and prepared me a
quick meal of bacon and eggs, steadfastly refusing payment for it. Back in my room
and after a quick shower, the last thing I remember before falling asleep was “what
have I let myself in for ?”
Day 2
States Claimed : South Dakota, Wyoming, North Dakota
Daily Mileage : 605 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 1332 miles
I woke at 3.30am quite refreshed even though it had barely been a little under 3 hours
since I’d checked in at the motel. I’m quite lucky in that generally I sleep for maybe 5
hours a night at most and so I’d always believed that needing to dock 2 hours or so
from my sleep requirements for a relatively short period of 11 days was not going to
be a major problem for me.
Although I was intending to “hit” three more states today, first there was the small
task of crossing Montana. Now on the map, it doesn’t look that far across the state,
well certainly not on the one I had in the window of my tank bag – it was no more
than about an inch and a half across !! 
Maps can be ever so slightly misleading though ……
West to East (or East to West for that matter) Montana is nearly 600 miles wide
(nearly the length of Great Britain) and the state covers an area of 147,406 sq miles.
To put that into perspective, Great Britain (England, Scotland and Wales) covers
88,764 sq miles ….. In short it’s “BIG” !!
Montana is also called “The Big Sky State” and it’s not difficult to see where the
name comes from as the state is relatively flat with only a range of snow covered
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mountains bordering it to the south, hiding any view whatsoever of the sky. Even
though it was only day two of the rally, I didn’t believe that I’d find anywhere more
beautiful or impressive on the ride and already felt as though I’d found my favourite
state.
Although I was actually on the road by 4.00am, it was almost 14 hours later before I
left Montana and crossed into Wyoming. In the meantime I had ridden within a few
miles of Mount Rushmore (for UK readers that’s where the fours USA Presidents are
carved in the rock) and literally right by the side of the museum and site of the Battle
of the Little Big Horn (aka Custer’s’ Last Stand). Ordinarily both of these would
have been places that I would have loved to have taken the time to visit, but for now, I
was on a far greater mission ….
It had also been very frustrating needing to keep the Tridents speed down to around
60mph on the big open roads of Montana, especially when from time to time, other
IBR riders would serenely glide past me on their big BMW’s and Honda Goldwings.
It took great restraint to hold back from lifting the triple up to the 80mph mark and
follow them. However, I was under no illusion that whilst the triple could easily hit
80mph, even perhaps 90mph, kitted up as it was, it would put a heck of a lot more
strain on the engine than compared with keeping the speed down as I was doing.
After all, this was a marathon not a sprint !! 
Disappointingly, although I rode through around 20 miles of Wyoming before
crossing into South Dakota, I was unable to verify my visit with any form or receipt. I
was unable to find any sort of establishment where one could be obtained, so once I’d
verified South Dakota (with a receipt from a café this time), I punched into the
Garmin directions to the nearest petrol station in Wyoming and headed off to collect
my proof. It was nearly a 60 mile detour for this, hardly excessive in the big picture
of the rally, but 60 extra miles nevertheless.
My evening meal that night consisted of yet another packet of beef jerky which I
picked up from the petrol stop in Wyoming and I consumed it as I headed due north
for my overnight stop (can 4 hours ever be regarded as overnight ? ) that was going
to be somewhere in North Dakota.
Already by day two, apart from refuelling and sleeping, I was doing everything else
on the bike – eating breakfast, lunch and dinner, taking in fluid and even cleaning my
teeth, as my tank bag gradually emptied during the journey of the provisions that I’d
stock up with on my first fuel stop of each day. For me, it was simply a question of
keeping the wheels turning.
The first rest bonus was available during the Wednesday and so I’d planned to take a
sleep at this time. In order to gain the points for a rest bonus, you needed to get a
timed and dated receipt from somewhere (generally a petrol station) and then (in this
case) obtain a timed and dated receipt from the same place at least 4 hours later. This
tied in quite well with my arrival in North Dakota at just before midnight. At the first
town I came to, Hettinger, I found a 24hr petrol station, got my receipt (which would
also provide proof of the state “capture”) and then rode no more than 400 yards
further on, to a nice little roadside motel to have a nice comfortable four hour
break/sleep.
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As I switched the Trident off that evening, my various instruments were telling me
that I’d now ridden just under 1500 miles since leaving Seattle and I had used 38
hours of the 100 hours available for leg 1. Assuming I was on the road almost as soon
as my rest bonus had been earned and further assuming that I made no navigation
errors, it would mean that I had 58 hours left to cover the remaining 2200 miles of
Leg 1.
Again as I drifted off to sleep, I can remember thinking as long as I didn’t have too
many problems or hit too much bad weather, I could make the first checkpoint within
the allotted time. Unfortunately, day 3 was going to prove rather challenging …….
Day 3
States Claimed : Minnesota, Wisconsin, Iowa
Daily Mileage : 689 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 2021 miles
The Unholy Trinity - The third day of the rally, riding a triple and three major
obstacles were to present themselves to me before the day was over.
I was already up and waiting at the gas station a few minutes before 4.00am so that I
could pick up my closing receipt for my rest break and get underway. By 4.02am, I
was on the bike and heading back into South Dakota.
The sun didn’t begin to rise until after 6.00am and so as I crossed back into South
Dakota and started to make my way across its North Eastern corner, it was still dark.
However, before too long, the sun rose and I was able to witness a glorious sunrise
over the South Dakota prairies.
As the sun continued to rise and I rode on a seemingly endless strip of tarmac, it
suddenly occurred to me that I couldn’t recall having seen any other vehicle on the
road since I’d left Hettinger almost 3 hours earlier. A further thought then flashed
through my mind, as I also could not remember the last time I had had to move the
bars even slightly for any sort of bend in the road.
Albeit I was conscious of my continuing tight time schedule that I was working to,
this needed further investigation …..
Parking the bike on the verge, I rummaged around in the tank bag for the camera and
took a picture “up” the road and then turned around and took a picture “down” the
road. Not only was there not one car in sight, there was also not even the slightest
indication of a bend. Clearly the Lennon/McCartney song, “The Long and Winding
Road” had not been penned following a visit to South Dakota 
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Traffic congestion – what’s that then ?

And what’s the other thing ? – Bends in roads ? – What are they then ?
It was a further hour or so, before there was any noticeable change in my immediate
surroundings and the flat virtually featureless grassland “morphed” into gentle hills.
By then I experienced my second time zone change as I “lost” a further hour as I
moved from Mountain Standard Time (MST) that is 7 hours behind GMT to Central
Standard Time (CST) which is only 6 hours difference. I hadn’t noticed the change
towards the end of the first day when I’d moved from Pacific Standard Time (PST) to
MST, but this time is was very strange simply watching an hour “vanish” from the
clock on my Garmin.
In respect of the problems of time zones, it is perhaps worth a few sentences on how I
tackled the problem. On the IBR as you’re criss-crossing the USA you can obviously
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be anything from as much as 8 hours behind the UK (GMT) to as little as 5 hours
behind. There is also the problem that some things, such as the call in bonus are time
restricted and that time in the case of the 2011 IBR were always stated in PST. On the
other hand, checkpoint windows deadlines were always quoted as local time. Again,
sitting here in a nice warm comfortable office and after a good nights sleep, coping
with all these different time requirements is fairly straight forward. GMT is 8 hours
behind PST, PST is 3 hours behind Eastern Standard Time (EST) etc. It’s somewhat
more difficult in the pouring rain, when you’re cold and weary through either lack of
sleep or simple fatigue from the ride. I’m sure that different riders cope with the
problem in different ways, but I kept it simple as follows :
1. The clock in the fairing (the bike clock) was set at the start to PST and this
was the clock that I used to determine when the call bonuses needed to be
made
2. The clock in the Garmin was set to show local time. This was the clock by
which I recorded the time when I claimed a state and was what I used to
determine opening hours of gas stations etc.
3. The clock on the Tom-Tom remained on GMT. This was so that if I needed
any technical advice regarding mechanical problems if and when they
occurred and I needed to phone “home”, I’d know whether it was the middle
of the night or lunchtime or mid afternoon etc.
4. Finally, the countdown clock in my map pocket of the tank bag, showed the
real hours to the finish of a leg. To explain further – the opening of the
Buffalo checkpoint was 1.00pm Friday EST. The rally started at 10.00am
Monday PST. The “real” time in hours therefore between the rally starting
and the checkpoint opening at Buffalo was not 4 days and 3 hours but only 4
days, as I had “lost” 3 hours in time zone changes crossing from west to east.
Again, easy to calculate in the warm of my office here, not quite so easy to
work out at 3.45am in the dark in the middle of nowhere on the third day of
the ride.
I wonder whether there has ever been a Triple before kitted out with four clocks on
the bike. 
It was around 8.00am as I began to approach the state line between South Dakota and
Minnesota. Of course again, “approach” in this context is slightly different to how I
would normally use the phrase. When I approach the Channel Tunnel Terminal at
Folkestone, it means I am 5 miles away. When I approached state lines during the
IBR, it generally meant I was less than 50 miles away 
As I did so and was just beginning to congratulate myself on how well things were
going, the skies in front of me turned an ominous black. Before long I was riding in
torrential rain, probably as heavy as I’ve ever ridden in before. Although my
waterproofs and more importantly the Windjammer were keeping me relatively dry, it
was still a fairly miserable experience and as I finally crossed into Minnesota, I
decided that I needed a break and pulled into a petrol station.
Although the bike was running well, as I was filling up, I noticed that the rear end of
the bike seemed unusually oily but just assumed that the chain oiler was being a little
exuberant. However having paid and returning back from the shop, as I approached
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the bike from its right hand side, I saw that in fact the entire engine from the cylinders
backwards was dripping with oil and I mean dripping ….. 
I spent a good 10 minutes or so checking that no oil pipes had broken or come loose
and that all the caps were on correctly. Everything seemed to be in order. As there
was nothing wrong that was blindingly obvious and having checked the oil level and
found that it was ok, I just decided to monitor the situation from fuel stop to fuel stop,
at the same time trying to figure out other possible reasons for my bikes sudden
imitation of the Amoco Cadiz 
As I pulled back out into the rain, there had been no let up and after another 70 miles
or so, I was ready for another break as the rain was just continuing to fall as heavy as
ever. Again as I filled up the bike, it was clear that the leak wherever it was coming
from was still there. With all of the obvious causes already checked, at this stage, my
mind started to run riot at other possibilities – a cracked oil tank and cracked
crankcases were the two most worrying !! However, firing up the bike on its stand
and revving it, I suddenly noticed oil “spitting” out from where the alternator wires
exit the cases and cross over the top of the gearbox that was suggesting crankcase
pressurisation. I decided to put a call into “home” and dialled up Richard Darby. My
UK clock told me it was mid afternoon “ish” and it was good just to be able to discuss
the problem with Richard, if only because apart from paying for “gas” and motel
rooms, I hadn’t actually spoken to anyone at length for nearly 48 hours. After
describing the symptoms, Richard came up with the same diagnosis that I had done in
that somehow the crankcases were pressuring and not breathing correctly. The
consensus was that as long as it didn’t get too bad and as long as I kept checking the
oil level regularly, it was a case of just monitoring the situation and see whether it
cleared itself.
For the first time for a couple of hours, my worrying stopped and as I left the station,
the rain had even lessened in its intensity. Mmmm, maybe the Trident Gods were
smiling on me ….
Within 5 minutes, those thoughts disappeared in a puff of smoke as the Trident started
to badly misfire and although I was 99% certain that this was just a case of water
being somewhere it shouldn’t, despite several roadside stops to try to identify what
the exact problem was, the bike continued to cough and splutter its way through the
next 30 miles or so before, just as the rain finally stopped, it cleared and again ran
smoothly. Although this may not seem like it was a big problem, it needs to be said
that having your triple misfire when you’re 40 miles from home is a slightly different
situation to when you have the same problem 4000 miles away …...
Whilst the misfire had resolved itself though, I continued to watch oil bubble out of
the alternator wire exit hole  ……
With the various issues that I’d had already that day, time was moving on and by
lunchtime, I was only halfway across Minnesota, still heading towards Wisconsin.
My day was then further interrupted by my introduction to the US traffic law.
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I’d seen the patrol car a few minutes before parked up on the side of the road and then
noticed that it had begun to follow me. Still, one thing I did know was that I
definitely hadn’t been speeding 

UK biker meets U.S. lawman …
It still made me jump though when about 10 yards behind me, all of a sudden all the
cars lights started flashing and the sirens started wailing. I pulled over blissfully
ignorant of what I’d done but having learnt all about how to deal with the law in the
USA from nights of watching “Starsky and Hutch”, “Hill Street Blues” and “The
Dukes of Hazard” as a teenager in the seventies, I waited for them to approach me. It
seemed that all I’d done was not having my headlight switched on which was a
requirement in Minnesota. This is one of the difficult things for a foreigner (or even
someone from another State) when riding across the USA, in that each state tends to
have its own set of laws in terms of vehicle requirements and even speed limits. For a
European, you need to think of the USA as just being like Europe. Whilst there are
some “European wide” laws, each separate country then has its own particular “take”
on those laws.
Anyway, both State Troopers were really friendly and were as much interested in the
bike as there were in seeing my documents. Although the bike was still heavily
“perspiring”, it seems that one of the guys actually rode a Meriden Bonneville and the
other had ridden old British bikes in the past and so were completely unfazed by the
growing puddle of oil collecting under the bike as we talked.
With my brief introduction to US law enforcement over, I continue to press east and
finally crossed over the Mississippi and into Wisconsin at just after 4.00pm local time.
Having punched into the Garmin “find nearest petrol station”, my eyes continued to
be drawn as much to the oil exiting the engine with monotonous regularity as they
were to the road ahead. However with a petrol station now located, I followed the
instructions from the Garmin and a little past 4.00pm local time, I added Wisconsin to
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my list of “captured” states. It was also time for my first call in bonus which was
available from Noon to 23.59.59pm PDT on 22nd June. As I dialled the number and
left the required information, my gaze continued to be drawn to the, by now, very oily
engine when and quite why this had not occurred to me before, I checked the engine
breather pipe routed along the rear mudguard. Where it passed under the battery
carrier, it was clearly blocked with an oily sludge. Clearly this had to have been the
reason for the crankcase pressurisation.
I disconnected the breather and fired the bike up. Instant success and no more oil
spitting out from where the alternator wires exited – It had only took me around 7
hours and 300 miles to figure it out !!
From Wisconsin, I had one more target state for today, Iowa. It had been a long day
with the various problems that I had had and after stopping for petrol just before I
crossed into Iowa from Minnesota, I checked the map for a suitable place to head for
so that I could just, if nothing else, have a quick shower. Des Moines, the capital of
Iowa seemed to offer the best chance of finding something like a Holiday Inn Express
and as it was directly on my planned route seemed like as good a place as any to rest
up.
As I crossed into Iowa, night was falling and not only that, the rain had returned and
with Des Moines still some 150 miles away, there was nothing to do but to press on
following Interstate 35 as it cut directly south through the state.
Around 10.00pm, I was starting to mentally prepare to “switch off” for the night as
even with the uprated halogen headlight that I’d installed into the Windjammer, it was
just so tiring to ride at night where there were no street lights. Then and without any
warning, there was a almighty bang from the rear of the bike, the Trident momentarily
skewed to one side and almost instantaneously the engine revs screamed.
Instinctively, I pulled in the clutch and waited. A thousand thoughts flashed through
my mind as to what had happened – Has the clutch “exploded” ? Has the gearbox
broken up ? With no further nasty noises assailing my ears, I gingerly let out the
clutch and rolled on the throttle.
Little, apart from an increase in engine noise occurred and I coasted to a halt on what
passes for a hard shoulder in the pitch black of a moonless, rainy night.
I have to say I was mightily relieved to find “all” that had happened was that I’d lost
my chain, although the next day I was to discover further consequences. This was no
major problem as I was carrying two spare chains, albeit the wrong length (hence the
reason for me also carrying my link splitter).
So, all I needed to do was, in the pitch black, inches from articulated lorries passing
by me at 60mph, in the rain, lie by the side of the bike, feed on a new chain over hot
engine cases, take out a few links, reconnect it up and I’d be on my way. Of course, I
also had to somehow hold my torch whilst I was doing this 
I think it’s fair to say this took some time ……..
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It was almost midnight before I was on my way again but then I had probably my only
bit of good fortune throughout “Horrible Wednesday” when at the very next
intersection, maybe only 10 miles down the road, the signs for a Best Western motel
flashed invitingly to me. It was owned by a really nice couple who, despite me
waking them up and doing a favourable impression of the “Sludge Monster”, let me
have a room for the night (actually 3 hours) and let me park the bike under cover.
That night after showering and removing as much oil and dirt from myself as I could,
I collapsed onto the bed.
If I had any more days like today , I could kiss goodbye to a finish as I wouldn’t even
make the first checkpoint. By the time I’d be back on the road, the next morning,
even with a ludicrously early start, I was still almost 1700 miles from Buffalo
(Checkpoint 1) and I would have only just over 36 hours to get there.
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Day 4
States Claimed : Nebraska, Kansas, Missouri, Illinois, Indiana
Daily Mileage : 1006 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 3027 miles
With Wednesday having turned out to be a bit of a disaster, I was conscious of the
need to make as early a start as possible on the Thursday since I was around 250 miles
behind where I really had planned to be by this stage.
Whilst 250 miles for the other riders on the IBR was probably a triflingly small
distance, to me it represented a good four to five hours travelling time at the speeds
that I could comfortably move along at. So, even though it had been after midnight
before I finally lay down on the bed, by 3.45am, I was back on the bike and heading
south before turning right and then west towards Nebraska. As I plodded on in the
dark, I was thankful that at least it had stopped raining and was hoping that most of
my troubles were now behind me. What I was really needed though, was the first
light of the day to properly assess whether the incident with the lost chain now some
six hours ago had done any further damage to the bike. Although I’d given the bike a
good examination when I’d first reached the Best Western motel just after midnight,
that was under rather poor artificial light and it’s fair to say, I wasn’t at my best when
I was doing it !!
Nebraska was another state where my visit was going to be short and sweet - just
cross the state line, get my proof as soon as possible and then out again and back on
my way. It wasn’t until I was nearly there that it was light enough for me to combine
a fuel stop with the opportunity to have a good look around the rear end of the
Trident.
In the daylight, it was clear that the chain incident had caused more damage that I’d
first thought.
Although it had probably been understandable, given the fact that I was working in
total darkness on the side of the road that I’d missed the damage to the light unit and
the chain guard, somehow whilst fitting the new chain and even then at the hotel, I’d
also managed not to notice the complete absence of the rear number plate. This was
obviously going to cause a problem as obtaining a new British style number plate in
the American Mid-West was probably not going to be the easiest of tasks.
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Just outside Nebraska, checking out the bike for damage……
There was only one option. Dragging out the computer from the left hand pannier, I
logged on to the Triples On line website and put out a request for one to be flown over
to meet me in Buffalo.

Ok – number plate has gone awol, as has half of the light unit
Amazingly enough, Ken Rand from the UK took up the challenge and although due to
US Customs temporarily impounding the plate and delaying delivery long enough for
it to arrive after I’d left Buffalo, it nevertheless gave me the first inkling of just how
closely my ride was being followed by classic (and non-classic) bike riders the world
over !!
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Ooops – a chunk of the chain guard is missing too  ……..
Although as the pictures show, there was more damage than I had first believed, it
was nothing that was going to cause me too many further problems and so with a full
tank, I pressed on.
The city of Omaha in Nebraska (or more accurately any petrol station in the city of
Omaha) was my target now and as soon as I had my precious receipt, I punched into
the Garmin, the destination of Kansas City for my next state.
It was just after 8.00am as I left Nebraska. Bagging Kansas should have been a
simple matter of a quick 200-mile blast (can you “blast” at 55 mph  ?) down
Interstate 29. My Sat Nav was telling me that I would “have” Kansas well before
lunchtime and with the first few hours of Thursday having gone so well, my spirits
were lifting.
Then I saw the sign “Interstate 29 closed at junction 10”. Now you don’t close an
Interstate surely ? However, yes they had as the Mississippi had burst its banks and
flooded the entire highway. It needed a 70-mile detour through Missouri to bridge the
10 mile flooded portion of I29. On the positive side though, at least it was not raining
today and the sun was even threatening to make an appearance.
Although in theory, I “hit” Missouri first, I decided to log Kansas before it, if only so
that I’d be ticking off the states in the order that I’d first planned to visit them. There
is a great IBA saying that goes along the lines of “Plan the Ride and Ride the Plan”.
Occasionally on past IBA events, I’ve sometimes overlooked this simple guideline
with unwelcome consequences. On the big one, the IBR, I was going to strictly
adhere to the rule !!
By 1.00pm, having been in and out of Kansas, I was now starting the long trek east
that would take me through Missouri, Illinois and halfway across Indiana before I
could even think about stopping for the night. Although I’d already covered over 500
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miles today by the time I’d left Kansas, my Sat Nav was telling me that there was at
least that much again today before I could think about stopping, if I wanted to make it
to Buffalo within the checkpoint window.
By now, it was already clear that, at the pace both the bike and myself were
comfortable of maintaining, anything other than the bare basic finishing requirement
was out of the question for me. Although on many occasions my route would take me
through some state capitals where there would have been additional bonus points
available for a relatively short detour from my planned route, the half hour or so
needed to get the pictures for the extra points was just time I didn’t have. In fairness,
to finish had always been the limit of my ambition on the 2011 IBR and so the
“revelation”of not being able to collect any State Capitals for the extra points was
hardly anything I needed to “beat myself up about” too badly.
As the hours and miles ticked by, Missouri became Illinois and Illinois became
Indiana. By the time I finally crossed into Indiana, it was already dark and the
unwelcome companion of heavy rain had returned. I also “lost” another hour as I
crossed the state line and into Eastern Standard Time (EST). On the positive side and
if I was still running after the next three days, there were to be no more time zones
changes to deal with until I started (in theory) heading west sometime early Tuesday
morning.
By 11.00pm, I was starting to flag. My trip meter was confirming that I’d covered
almost 1000 miles over the previous 20 hours and I was more or less back on track
with the original plan. Interstate 74 had turned into a foreboding, dark, very wet place
and somewhere I really didn’t want to be and having already started searching the Sat
Nav for a motel for a few hours rest, I was looking forward to having a break.
Then, almost 24 hours after the chain incident, my rear view mirrors suddenly lit up
with the glare of police flashing lights indicating for me to pull over. I really didn’t
need this and was just about to have a damm good moan at the approaching officer
when before I could say anything, he very politely he informed me that I had no tail
light and that he’d been following me for a while “protecting” me from lorries, until
he’d found a safe place to stop me. I felt rather embarrassed that I’d just been
thinking about giving him a mouthful of abuse before he’d revealed the favour he’d
done me and even more so when he listened to my explanation of why I probably had
no tail light. Replacing the bulb immediately cured the problem. I can only assume
that as the chain thrashed about the previous evening as it undertook its divorce
proceeding with the rest of the bike, in addition to damaging the light unit, ripping off
the number plate and chewing up the rear of the chain guard, the tail light bulb must
have had a big enough jolt to blow the filament. The officer was good enough to hold
his torch to provide light as I delved into my treasure trove of spares and then when
all was well and I had rear illumination again, even gave me precise directions to the
nearest bed for the night.
Again my final thoughts as I drifted off for my all too brief sleep was that today had
overall been a good day. With one more decent days riding, I would have confounded
many of the doom merchants in Seattle and would at least have made the first
checkpoint. I was still rational enough though, to acknowledge that the sanctuary and
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10 hour rest break that would be my “reward” for reaching Buffalo was still some 700
miles away and the news on the weather front for the next day was not good ……
Day 5
States Claimed : Ohio, Kentucky, Michigan, Pennsylvania
Daily Mileage : 685 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 3712 miles
It was still dark as I left the hotel but despite beginning to suffer from lack of sleep, I
felt strangely elated. At the time, I didn’t know why I felt this way, but it was a good
feeling anyway and so much nicer than how I’d felt 24 hours earlier.
For the first couple of hours, I continued heading east eventually crossing into Ohio
around 6.00am just as the daylight arrived. Ohio to me though was just a 10-mile
strip, at least for now, as my initial target was Kentucky.
Again, although I was planning that Kentucky was to be a brief visit, it was quite
memorable but for all the wrong reasons.
As in so many other instances, the state line between Ohio and Kentucky around the
Cincinnati area is actually a river and so as soon as I’d crossed the bridge, I followed
my, by now, well trodden path, of punching into the Garmin “find nearest petrol
station”. Half a dozen or so came up, all more or less on the same route. Blindly
following the route instructions (always a mistake), I turned off the freeway and down
a single carriageway road. That road turned into a smaller road, then an even smaller
road before becoming, let us say, at best a dirt track. The Sat Nav was confident
though – within half mile there were supposed to be at least four gas stations.
Assuming, that the dirt road was going to lead me all of a sudden back onto the
freeway, I went around a bend in the track to be confronted by the river and a deadend. The Sat Nav was still adamant that 400 yards away were at least two BP stations
and sure there they were – on the opposite side of the river back in Ohio !!!  That
was when for the first time I actually looked at the address of the two BP stations,
both bearing the two little letters at the very end “OH” – shit, shit, shit,shit.shit
!!!!!!!!!
Having spent nearly 25 minutes following a wild goose chase, I then had to retrace
my route back to the interstate.
All I could think about was the best part of an hour that I was going to have wasted
which was time that I could ill afford to lose, when going around a left hand bend at
around 40mph, I was suddenly confronted by a large deer standing directly in my
path, barely 7 yards in front of me. For a moment time stood still. I’d read of so
many people having animal strikes on the IBR and it ending their involvement. I
could already see the headlines now about how “the gallant efforts of the Trident rider
came to nothing after his altercation with Bambi’s dad !!” It was just too late to brake

5

and if ever there was proof needed that God rides a Trident and not a Harley, this was
it, as with one bound, the deer leapt out of my way and I passed through unscathed.
To say that I was rather shaken by this incident was an understatement and it gave me
a short, sharp reminder that I needed to keep my wits about me at all times.
Eventually though, I found myself back on the freeway and one junction further along
came to a service station, filled up, got my receipt and headed back into Ohio.
Although it was “only” 200 miles up through Ohio, it seemed a lot further than that
and I stopped about half way up to pick up the necessary and “oh so important”
receipt.

I cannot really remember where this was other than it was somewhere in either Ohio
or Pennsylvania on the fifth day of the rally. Anyway, this is Jeremy Loveall from
Kentucky and his ex-police BMW. Jeremy became a good friend over the course of
the ride. He’s into “old bikes” and I think in 2013 he may be thinking of riding a
“Hopeless Class” entry.
With Ohio “sorted”, Michigan was next on the list.
My first attempt at finding proof failed miserably when the petrol station that I’d
pulled into had got a problem with issuing receipts. I rode on a bit further and saw a
café. After buying a $1 cake and then much to the amazement of the staff requesting a
receipt for it, I was again disappointed to discover that the receipt did not show the
full address.
This was getting a little frustrating, but I figured third time lucky and I started to walk
along the small row of shops that I had parked by. The shop next but one to the café
was a jewellers and I’m not quite sure what the staff thought when having entered the
premises, my first two questions were :
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1. Do your receipts show the date, time and address of your shop ? ; and
2. If so, then what is the cheapest thing you have for sale ?
With the answers coming back as (1) “yes” and (2) “a small bottle of jewellery
cleaner for $5, I suppose”, I was back in business. Whilst the receipt was being
prepared (it came off the computer printer), I explained just what I was doing and that
I didn’t actually want the jewellery cleaner, I was just interested in the receipt !! I
paid over the money, left the jewellery cleaner on the counter and walked out of the
shop, more than delighted with my bit of paper that I’d paid $5 for !!
For the first time now, I was able to punch into the Garmin, the Buffalo checkpoint
address as I headed back into Ohio before turning “left” for Pennsylvania. I suspect
that the poor “Tom-Tom” also breathed a sigh of relief as it had spent the previous 96
hours in a permanent frenzy of “recalculating route” ….
Another explanation is required here as to just how I used the two Sat Navs. During
the rally, the two key deadlines I had to meet were to get to checkpoint one at Buffalo
and checkpoint two at Jacksonville before the cut-off time. Of course there was also
the final checkpoint at Ontario but that was still a long way off. I’ve previously
explained the procedure that I followed with the various clocks and there was a
similar logic with the Sat Navs. The Garmin (that’s the oblong one up by the clutch
lever) was the one I used for the actual route and whose instructions I followed –
albeit that they were sometimes “frustrating” to say the least !! The Tom-Tom (that’s
the square one down by the top yoke had a much more simple task to undertake. At
the start of each leg, I’d punch into the Tom-Tom the co-ordinates for the finishing
checkpoint for that leg. The Tom-Tom would then calculate the mileage and
estimated time to get there. Then as long as the hours on the “countdown” clock
exceeded the estimated journey time on the Tom-Tom all was well. Once they started
getting close, I would know that I had a problem. Anyway, so far on leg 1, this was
probably the one problem that I hadn’t suffered.
As I approached Cleveland (just around 200 miles from Buffalo), the skies in front of
me again turned ominously black and before too long I was riding in yet another
deluge. This one though went on and on and although I’d picked up on the weather
warning of severe rain storms, I was still mote than a little shocked at just how heavy
the rain actually was falling. On the brightside though, many cars had reduced their
speed down to barely crawling pace and so for a couple of hours at least, I had the
pleasure of being able to overtake more vehicles than I was being overtaken by.
At 3.30pm I stopped for fuel and my receipt in Pennsylvania and as I left the fuel
station, my “distance to go” reading on both the Garmin and the Tom-Tom dipped
below the 100 miles mark.
It’s strange now to think back to this moment as I can vividly recall that for the first
time I actually started to worry about reaching the checkpoint. The fact that I’d
already covered over 3600 miles seemed to be lost on me as all I could think was
“please, please don’t break down this close”. It was not until the final few miles that I
started to relax and began to savour the moment and as I turned into the car park of
the hotel where checkpoint 1 was based, I actually realised for the first time that
maybe, just maybe, we could finish this rally.
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As I parked the bike up, I was immediately surrounded by well wishers, many of
whom had said I was the one they were waiting for. Knowing that if I was in any
other place than last, I’d be “dead chuffed”, this came as a bit of a surprise to me as
normally it’s the leading group that get’s this sort of attention. The only explanation
could be that I was the “freak show at a circus”

Reaching Checkpoint 1 at Buffalo – Sally Higdon was going to be disappointed 
Once I’d checked in to the hotel and stopped the clock as far as the rally went, I went
up to my room, showered, changed and quietly sat down with a cup of coffee to
prepare my paperwork. Although I didn’t have much in the way of paperwork,
having just ridden over 3700 miles to claim 19 states, a rest bonus and a sleep bonus, I
didn’t want to lose any points at the scoring table.
Before I went back down to be scored, I decided to check out a few websites to see if
peoples opinion of my chances of success had changed.
One of the first postings that I came across mentioned a statement that Bob Higdon
had made in confidence to a buddy back in Seattle when discussing me and my bike.
Of course, just because it had been said in confidence, didn’t stop it being posted all
over the web. Bob’s comment was along the lines of :
“if that bike makes it to Buffalo, you can call me Sally”
Hello Sally …….. 
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Day 6
States Claimed : New York, Vermont, New Hampshire, Maine, Massachusetts,
Connecticut, Rhode Island, New Jersey
Daily Mileage : 941 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 4653 miles
The scoring went well and after eating my fill from the rather excellent buffet
supplied at the checkpoint and having rechecked my route for the next few days, I was
in bed and asleep well before 10.00pm.
I don’t think I’d realised how tired I was and embarrassingly, I slept through my
3.00am alarm, meaning that I missed the rider briefing that was held an hour later. I
didn’t even wake until 4.20am and so by the time I’d dressed and got all my gear back
together and on the bike, the meeting had long since finished and I was the last to
collect my Leg 2 pack. Fortunately this “cock-up” on my part did not cost me too
much time as, having already accepted the limitations as to what I could achieve on
this rally given the bike that I was riding, I’d already put the route into the Garmin the
night before. All I needed to do was have a quick look through the leg 2 notes to
make sure that there was no last minute surprises – which there wasn’t.
My plan for leg two was basically to arrive at Jacksonville, Florida (the leg 2
checkpoint) as soon as possible to give myself maximum time for maintenance. Even
on the direct route that I was taking, I had probably got around 1900 miles to cover in
a little under two and a half days. By serious IBR rider standards, this was a relatively
small distance. By normal classic bike standards though, it was probably the
equivalent of at least a years mileage !! Additionally, including the leg one mileage
and to put it into total perspective, by the time (well “if”) I reached Jacksonville, over
a 7 day period, I would have covered the equivalent of nearly 3 years normal usage
for most 40 year old bikes. This was why for me at least, giving myself so much time
for maintenance at the end of leg 2 was just so very important.
One positive aspect for me though, was that contrary to many of the riders, I’d always
viewed Leg 2 on the “congested” East side of the USA as being my easiest leg. Here,
the lack of top speed on the triple meant little, as in heavy traffic I’m as quick as even
a Hayabusa !! Additionally, whilst the traffic on the east coast seemed to hold
trepidation for some of the riders (presumably those that lived in some of the less
densely populated areas of the USA), I was expecting nothing to be remotely as bad
as what in England I have to cope with on a day to day basis. In reality, this was how
it turned out. Even in New York (I’ll explain how I ended up there later), the traffic
was never as bad as it sometimes gets around say the M25 or Spaghetti Junction over
here in England and certainly nowhere near as bad as many of the European Capital
Cities.
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I finally left the hotel at just around 5.00pm and judging by the car park, I was by no
means the last to leave. I assumed that people were either re-adjusting their routes or
simply just taking extra rest.
Once finally out of New York state, for a while the riding was much more like home.
The roads became smaller, the traffic became heavier and crossing states became
much more like crossing counties in Great Britain. Heck, even the countryside looked
a little bit like the UK and most surprisingly, in this part of the USA they had
discovered that islands (roundabouts) keep traffic flowing better than the driving
lottery also known as four-way intersections 
States came and went in a relative blur (actually relative to crossing the likes of
Montana, I’m sure that some continents would come and go in a relative blur !! )
so it was important for me to stay focussed and to keep remembering to collect my
proof of visit. Even though I’d only been on the road for 9 hours, I was already
approaching Maine.

My “record” for the least amount of time spent in any state - Maine
Again, like so many state lines, where I crossed into Maine from New Hampshire, the
border was a river. No more than 30 yards after the river bridge, on the right hand
side of the road there was a café. Again after establishing that the receipt would give
me an address, I bought a coffee and an apple pie, got my receipt, took one “slurp”
from the drink, stuffed the apple pie into my mouth and was back on my bike and
back into New Hampshire with 5 minutes. Mmmmm …. An entire state in 5 minutes
and 60 yards 
As I left Maine, I realised that right at this very moment I was just about as far away
from the finish as I’d be and from now on, every mile covered took me a mile closer
to Ontario – that was a very good feeling  …..
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The states of Massachusetts, Connecticut and Rhode Island all followed in quick
succession and just 12 hours into today’s ride, I had reeled off seven further states and
covered 600 miles

At a gas station, somewhere in Connecticut, just rechecking my route before tackling
New Jersey and the area around New York
The only negative was that my Garmin had locked up on me just as I was leaving
Massachusetts and despite my best efforts, I had been unable to get it working
properly again. I suppose if nothing else, this hugely demonstrated the benefits of
having two navigation devices as I just switched my attention to the Tom-Tom.
Whilst I am sure that if you are from the area, there are better ways to tackle getting
around New York, I just had to rely on (now) the Tom-Tom to lead the way for me. It
was a tortured few hours as I seemingly inched my way first along the coastline of
Connecticut, then skirted around the city itself before passing through the Bronx and
finally crossing the George Washington Bridge to leave the city behind me. There
was both construction work and a serious accident on the bridge and I was stationary
at one point for well over 45 minutes. Eventually though and probably much to the
disgust of the car drivers surrounding me, as filtering (lane splitting) is not allowed in
New York, I picked my way in and out of the queue and finally emerged onto the free
flowing New Jersey Turnpike.
I had lost track a little of my fuel situation and so at the first opportunity, I pulled into
a gas station to top up. It was just past midnight when I got my receipt for New
Jersey.
Although I had lost the use of my Garmin, today had been a good day. I had covered
941 miles and picked up eight further states. More importantly, I felt that I had
broken the back of the second leg. I was now less than 1000 miles from the
checkpoint and some much needed “fettling” for the Trident and I’d still got over 36
hours before the checkpoint even officially opened.
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At the next exit, I found a $30 motel and although I didn’t need to sleep, checked in to
have a shower, make my call for the call-in bonus and undertake a proper assessment
of just how things where going.
Day 7
States Claimed : Delaware, Maryland, West Virginia, Virginia, North Carolina,
South Carolina
Daily Mileage : 584 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 5237 miles
Although I’d not stopped with a view to sleeping, it seemed a little pointless given
that there was a comfortable bed in the room not to take advantage of it and so I did
get a couple of hours. Nevertheless, I was still back on the road at just as the clock
turned 4.00am.

Happiness is a Goldwing 
By 7.00am, I had crossed the remainder of New Jersey State and already been in and
out of Delaware. Far more importantly, I had been lucky enough to bump into Andy
Kirby at my stop in Delaware and he managed to help me get the Garmin working
again. Andy is a Brit originally from Norwich who now lives in New York. Can’t
see myself what New York could offer anyone, that Norwich couldn’t ……… 
It was during my stop in Delaware that I realised that having to do my own
maintenance in Florida was probably a bad idea. The time would be better spent
resting, albeit that under the rules of the IBR, I would have to stay with my bike
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whilst it was being worked on. Most of the riders of modern bikes would just be
taking their bikes into dealers for tyres and general servicing. I of course didn’t really
have that option as there aren’t too many Meriden Triumph dealers left as the
company went bust nearly 30 years ago . However, Carol and Craig had mentioned
that they had many contacts around Jacksonville and if I needed help, they could
probably find me someone. A quick phone call to Sonia who by this time was back in
Carmel, California sorted it and a text message later that day confirmed that I’d have a
“pit crew” waiting for me in Florida. It was only half hour after I had left Delaware
that I considered that although it was 7.00am and light in Delaware, in California it
was still the middle of the night. Oooops ….. 
Following Delaware, receipts first from Maryland and then relatively quickly from
West Virginia were added to the ever growing collection in the (waterproof)
Tupperware Tub in which I keep my very valuable documents.

This was my view for 11 days – Put another way, that is 264 hours or 15,840 minutes
or 950,400 seconds. It’s funny how your mind tends to wander sometimes on the long
straight roads in the USA ……… 
During my stop in West Virginia a cursory glance at the map suggested that rather
than have a big detour in Leg 3, I could capture Tennessee on Leg 2 and save myself a
few hundred miles. As I crossed into Virginia from West Virginia it was still morning
and so I quickly altered the route in the Garmin (it was so good to have two Sat Navs
again ) and struck out South-west towards Johnson City, Tennessee rather than
directly South on the more direct route to Jacksonville, via Richmond.
Of course all the while you’re doing this, there’s that annoying little “prick of a
conscience” in the back of your head that keeps repeating over and over again “Plan
the ride and Ride the Plan. Plan the Ride and Ride the Plan, Plan the Ride and ride the
Plan”.
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I had not travelled even 50 miles on the “new route” before I could stand it no longer
and reprogrammed the Garmin to take me back on the original route. To be fair, a
warning that I’d received from another rider who wasn’t on the rally of some severe
thunderstorms heading across Tennessee played no small part in my decision to revert
to plan “A” !!
Virginia is a deceptively long way across. Hardly Montana or Texas proportions, but
still a long way down and it took most of the afternoon to reach the state line with
North Carolina.

A self portrait – just to show it was me riding 
As I topped up the petrol tank just over the state line in North Carolina, Annette and
Shane Cudlin from Australia rolled into the station. I hadn’t seen these two since the
parking lot in Seattle and so we chatted for a while.
After North Carolina, South Carolina was next. This was a state that I’d particularly
been looking forward to passing through for a rather unusual reason
As soon as I was in South Carolina, I immediately found myself a gas station and
although I paid with my credit card at the pump and got my little slip of paper, I had a
mission in the shop. Picking up a couple of bottles of water, I joined one of the two
queues leading up to the tills. Although mine was the longer queue, my till had a mid
twenties proper American cheerleader type girl operating it. I reached the front of the
queue handed over the bottle and waited. Then she spoke – just as Scarlett O’Hara
did in “Gone with the Wind” or Ashton Main in “North and South”. Ah, absolute
bliss !! I could die a happy man now that I had heard a real South Carolina female
accent 
As I continued to head south, there was a noticeable change in the weather. It was
getting hotter and more and more humid. Even the three or four heavy rainstorms that
I rode through in the northern half of South Carolina didn’t provide relief from the
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humidity for too long and so as night began to fall, it was very welcome when in
conjunction with the darkness falling, so did the temperatures.
Once I was south of the state capital, Colombia, I started to look for somewhere to
take a break for a few hours and found a Holiday Inn Express in Orangeburg. My
Garmin and Tom Tom were now both telling me that I was only around 350 miles
from the checkpoint in Florida. A 4.00 o’clock start the next day should see me
comfortably at the checkpoint for around 9.00am, just around the time when my “pitcrew” should be arriving.
Day 8
States Claimed : Georgia
Daily Mileage : 351 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 5588 miles
Leaving Orangeburg, nice and early meant that the sun was rising just as I crossed
into Georgia. Almost immediately as I crossed the state line I received a warm
reminder of home as I passed the US operating base of JCB Excavators at Savannah.
The main JCB factory is barely 20 miles north of my house back in the UK and so
seeing such a familiar name was just plain nice !!
Unlike in other states, I did not stop straight away for my paperwork in Georgia,
deciding instead to stop about halfway across the state. This would mean I would be
within about 100 miles of Jacksonville as I filled up and have a much better idea of
my time of arrival. I could then get a message to Sonia so that she could let my
waiting “crew” when to expect me.
Again looking back, I was clearly beginning to gain belief in both myself and my bike
by this stage of the rally and I was experiencing none of the doubts that plagued me
on my approach to Buffalo only a few days earlier. In fact, I was actually enjoying
the ride knowing that all being well, I would have a full 12 hours off the bike before
the start of the final leg three, assuming I arrived as predicted.
As I crossed from Georgia to Florida, the sun was always giving off plenty of heat
even this early in the day and I was glad that I had taken the decision to bring in some
help at the checkpoint.
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It’s early morning and my shadow is on my right – I’m heading south then!!
Once in Florida, Jacksonville is but a stones throw away. It was the morning rush
hour (or at least what passes for the rush hour in Florida as there seems to be a whole
new definition of “laid back” there) as I threaded my way through the city, finally
pulling up at the Ramada just after 9.00 o’clock. Although I appeared to be the first
of the riders to arrive, my intrepid crew was fired up and waiting.

Me, Chris Alley and Val Horton – Bill Robinson who organised the team is taking the
photograph
IBR rules whilst allowing for help, state that you must be present whilst the
maintenance is taking place. With strict instructions to the guys not to start until I got
back, I left to check into the hotel and have a quick shower.
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Once back from my room and feeling a hell of a lot more comfortable in a loose
fitting t-shirt and jeans than I had done in my riding gear, I sat down and watched my
team spring into action.

Gentle persuasion – Trident style !! Rafe has now joined in.
By now Rafe from Triples On-Line had arrived. He had been following the ride on
the computer and as well as coming along to give me some support, he had decided to
sort out my number plate problem. Having printed one on the computer (well several
actually), he had it laminated, and then attached it to a clipboard before cable tying it
to the bike – job done !!

You will notice the matching two-piece black outfit I wore in Florida – accessorised
with 8 days of stubble, a potbelly and bike boots … 
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Whilst work continued on my bike, Cleetha rolled in on her F650 BMW. I think it’s
fair to say that she’d got every $’s worth out of her chain 

Well at least my chain wasn’t this bad ……
It was so useful being able to call up for help as I did because it gave me another few
hours of rest before the third, final and most difficult leg started. The guys finishing
off my bike co-incided nicely with the checkpoint opening for scoring and so once I’d
taken the bike a very quick ride around the block to make sure everything was ok, I
said my goodbyes, collected my paperwork and disappeared inside the air conditioned
coolness of the hotel. I felt a little guilty really as the guys had pulled out all of the
stops for me, but I hope they understood that time was really of the essence. To be
fair, I didn’t realise at the time just how good these guys were until a week or so later
when I read a report they’d sent over to Craig Vetter for his web-site on what they’d
found.
It really does deserve to be repeated in full - so any spelling mistakes are Vals !! :
Val Hortons Report on the Bike
“Bill took pictures of John's pit-stop in Jacksonville .. Chris took several photo's
also .. I had my camera in my Merc's cubby-hole but forgot about it until I left at
around 2:30 PM .. John's bike had all my attention and likewise same with Chris
who is an outstanding bright and hard working team player with an excellent
attitude and can-do spirit.
The prudent choice of 20W-50 Semi-Synthetic oil by John was drained and visually
& physically examined .. it was slightly brown tinged by normal piston/ring blow-by
of carbon soot and other post-combustion products that was limited and controlled
by good piston & bore fit & assembly and original good quality component/s
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selection.
Normal low oxidation with this type of semi-syn oil was evidenced but generally the
drained oil was in excellent shape and relatively clean with NO ferrous, nonferrous or other deposits and good for another 3,000 miles plus no problem in my
opinion - crankcase ventilation and +/- pressure control was excellent. There was
insignificant to zero gasoline dilution which indicated excellent atomization and
mixture control with the fitment of more modern high quality broad control type
well metered mixture under various air velocity and barometric pressure
differentials & conditions .. solution was the fitment and accurately tuned Mikuni's
Vs the old original AMAL Concentrics. Boyer ignition control was a good upgrade
along with the dry inner dash mounted 3+1 HT Coils. In general it was obvious that
the motor-cycle was professionally well tuned and prepared for durability,
efficiency and system compatibility by someone who knew the Brand well and
exactly what they were doing.
John decided against replacing the long thin main oil filter and I fully agreed with
his good decision. Significantly larger oil capacity and consequential longer oil life,
consistent quality and long service life was the goal so the main oil tank under the
saddle had been stretched sideways by cutting-out and removing the original LHS
sheet metal wall skin and increasing the overall tank width and capacity
significantly .. a great move toward lower oil temperature and subsequent lower
oxidation and better fit & function control of internal engine parts with
consequential increased durability and extended life of all lubricated rotational,
reciprocal & oscillating component/s life.
For spares or replacement I had bought a set of NGK B8ES spark plugs MADE IN
JAPAN and set them for John at 0.025" gap and suggested a little higher gap if he
had significantly increased the HT coil output voltage. John decided to leave the
existing Champions in the bike for the time being. Higher Performance NGK
Iridium spark plugs were not available at the store .. this was not an issue as the
Champs were doing a fine job.
Chris removed and replaced the rear Dunlop tyre and tube and replaced with the
NOS spare tyre John used to hold up his rear tail-lamp (j/k). John had no rear
license plate (TAG) as it had decided to part ways with John several States earlier
and a local Jacksonville member had one made up for John together with a Plexi
frame, hardware & Tie-Wraps. This is why I live in the US .. Great understanding
people who cut you slack and most always give you a break. Had John been driving
up the M-6 towards Manchester or down to Brum, a Noddy would have pulled him
over and written him up. We are fortunate for the general broadmindedness of most
all Americans.
I went over all the hardware on the bike frame and most all engine cover screws
and bolts. I found all of the rear sprocket bolts loose and two were very loose with
one totally stripped and the other almost gone. I replaced the stripped bolt in the
soft cast aluminum sprocket carrier/rear brake drum assembly with a perfectly sized
bolt & nut assembly. We had no Heli-Coil tool with us. Most all the engine screws
were tight & secure .. only one was at 60% of spec .. good result generally.
Most all the 7/16 & 1/2 inch frame hardware fasteners were in various stages of
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looseness or under torque spec .. a few were still hanging on because of the prudent
use of Ny-Lock nuts and/or medium strength Blue-Loctite in some places although
I doubt it as there was no white powder traces on the threads. My guess is that they
were most all Grade-5 quality hardware fastener pieces and would strongly
recommend stepping up to a far better Grade-8 quality to prevent thread stretch or
fatigue. Excess paint thickness between sandwiched sheet metal, brackets, plates
and components should be illuminated to negate future loosening from creep, paint
crush & degradation that avails air spaces and reduces fastener torque and hold
together clamping pressure.
When I worked for Cummins Engine Company International and Allis Chalmers
HD Off-Hiway Mining & Construction Equipment we had major problems with the
large DIA Grade-8 cap-screws & bolts on the rear Ripper Tool Attachments
shearing off the larger Main/Rear Drive Housing O/E mounting plate surface of
the twin-compounded turbo Cummins V-12 powered Allis-Chambers HD-41 HD
Crawler tractors significantly larger than the then CAT D-9's. Causal source of
these sheared high-grade large DIA Bolts was the rapid degradation of the thick
hardened & sandwiched yellow paint medium that would crush and vibrate away as
powder out the bottom of the large hydraulically actuated Ripper mounting
plate and cause an air-gap with subsequent under-spec torque and
reduced retention bolts.
We replaced the partially worn & stretched made in Italy REGINA chain with a
new same Brand on 0-ring type John had in his side pannier. I found the rear axle
adjustment differential between swing arm lengths was 1/8" .. not too shabby a
result from John's much earlier chain failure & replacement challenge at 11:00
PM on the Inter-State with a torch in mouth at the road-side on his own .. we have
all been there in the past!! The Left Side Rider Rubber Footpeg isolator "Made in
Malaysia - Circa 1968" was a tad split open at the rear .. John bound it up well with
a few layers of black commercial duct-tape.
All in all it was a good productive pit-stop in Jacksonville. Please ask John to keep
an eye on those stress cracks adjacent to the anchor base hardware on his thinwalled fiber-glass Pannier Cases .. especially the rear LHS Pannier.
As you well know John is more than capable of completing this Endurance Task in
good time and could do a lot more riding after the final day I am quite sure. John is
well prepared, professionally focused, tenacious and extremely tough mentally and
physically. John is from Wolverhampton.. just up the rode from my Dad and
relatives in Birmingham and well South of my Mother and my relatives from
Shipley in West Yorkshire .. all major locations for the Industrial Revolution
Birthplace. I have met John's relentless, never-quit hard driving spirit & unassuming attitude on the MX Race Track and Rugby Field .. come Hell or High
Water John will succeed without any sweat.
Scoring again went well for me. All of the states claimed were approved as was my
call in bonus. By mid afternoon, I’d had my bike serviced along with a new chain and
new tyre fitted, I had been scored and eaten from the buffet supplied. I also took a
few extra nibbles back to my room.
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On the way back to my room Lisa Landry gave me some great advice on how to deal
with the heat that I was about to face over the next few days. Again looking back, this
advice was invaluable and I wonder how things may have turned out if she hadn’t
took the time and trouble to find me and talk to me. For now though, I had the
opportunity to sleep for a while. At 10.00pm tonight, leg 3 would start.
It was about to get hot !!
Day 9
States Claimed : Florida, Alabama, Mississippi, Louisiana, Tennessee
Daily Mileage : 1129 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 6717 miles
Although statistically with a minimum of 3700 miles in 100 hours, Leg 1 should have
been harder than Leg 3 (almost 1000 miles less but with still 87 hours), it was
generally accepted that the latter was going to be the tougher of the two. I suppose
the combination of 8 days riding on both the man and machine already, coupled with
the harsher riding conditions in the south was the logic behind it
Whether it was or wasn't though, was immaterial. Approximately 2800 miles over a
three day period was "all" that now separated me from what had been my goal since
21st September 2010, the date when I found out I'd been accepted as an entrant in the
2011 IBR.
As I'd looked at my overall plan for leg 3, for me it was all about getting off to a good
start. If by the time I rested on Tuesday night, I could have over a thousand miles
between me and Jacksonville, then I should have broken the back of the leg. For the
start of Leg 3 therefore, the last thing I needed was to oversleep and miss the riders
briefing as I had done back at Buffalo. I took no chances as in addition to two alarms,
I also put a wake up call into the reception and also sent Sonia a text message asking
her to call me at 6.00pm PST i.e. 9.00pm EST.
At 10.00pm I was in the meeting and by 10.30pm I was on the road, heading west
through the remnants of the thunderstorm that had landed right on top of Jacksonville
during the late afternoon. My objective was to ride through the night perhaps
stopping for an hour or so and simply grabbing a little sleep by the side of the bike.
Even though I'd rested well in Jacksonville and managed to get some sleep back at the
hotel, the cumulative effect of the last eight days meant that I was still expecting to
need to stop at some point during the night for a rest. At least when that time came, I
had managed to put about 200 miles under the wheels.
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I later learnt that as I stopped, the guys that had my personal spot tracker details and
were following my every move, went into a frenzy as they had all just assumed that
after the checkpoint rest, I would just ride on through the night without stopping.

There are always vacancies at the Iron Butt Motel. I was totally unaware of this
photograph until it popped up in our inbox a few days after the rally had finished.
Look at my right hand lovingly caressing my bike
I later discovered that the phones back at Carmel, where it was now nearly midnight
all started ringing as people were contacting Sonia, Carol and Craig to see what the
problem was and whether I'd broken down. Apparently, it wasn't until I was moving
again that everyone calmed down .. 
It's always nice to ride through a daybreak as it gives you a real lift and as day dawned
on the Tuesday morning, I was finally riding out of Florida (the state is nearly 400
miles wide at its northern edge) and into Alabama. I'd also crossed back into Central
Standard Time during the dark and that was another huge psychological lift as I
watched the clock on the Garmin suddenly "give" me an hour back.
Alabama is maybe only 50 miles wide at its most southerly tip and so, before too
long, I'd been in and out of the state and I crossed into Mississippi.
For a while, I hugged the coastline as I rode through Mississippi and being able to see
the sea even for an hour or so, gave me a very welcome change of scenery. There is
only so much of "endless land" you can take in before you start going crazy !!
Although I was going to be spending the best part of the remainder of the day in
Mississippi, my initial visit was brief as I still need to travel just a little further west to
pick up Louisiana, before heading directly north for a while.
It was just after 11.00am when I stopped for fuel (and receipt) in Louisiana. I'd been
on the road now just over 12 hours and my trip meter was showing that I had covered
nearly 600 miles.
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It was clear that today, so far was going very well and it was important not to lose the
momentum I had built up. Heading back directly north I soon crossed back into
Mississippi and began the 400 mile “haul” up I55 to clip the corner of Tennessee
before turning west again. It was with a heavy heart as I reeled off the miles towards
Memphis as I had been so close to nabbing Tennessee two days previously. Never
more did I feel this than when I rode past a series of intersections bearing the words
“Little Rock”. Little Rock is in Arkansas, the state that was next on my list and one
of these intersections would have been where I would have been cutting across
country and saving me both a good amount of time and miles had a receipt from
Tennessee already been in my Tupperware box. However it wasn’t and I went some
way to consoling myself by repeating the mantra “Plan the Ride, Ride the Plan, Plan
the Ride, Ride the Plan …..” 
It was late afternoon before I finally crossed in Tennessee and Memphis and although
I didn’t know it at the time, I’d just ridden through my last rain that I would see on the
rally, when just north of Grenada I ran into yet another heavy thunderstorm. Actually
the rain had arrived quite nicely as the afternoon had started to become very hot and
sticky, although as yet, I’d witnessed nothing like the sort of heat I’d imagined I was
going to have after my chat with Lisa back at Jacksonville. I thought to myself that
this is just another one of those examples of “everything being bigger or better in the
USA”. Less than 24 hours later that view was going to substantially change …..

Half way through Mississippi. I was just about to see my last rain of the rally
In Memphis, as I was fuelling, I shared the forecourt with another IBR rider who
mentioned that Graceland, the home of Elvis Presley was only a very short detour
from where we were standing. He seemed surprised that I wasn’t interested in seeing
it. At any other time, I would have jumped at the chance to visit it or maybe even just
stand at the gates and take a picture but with only 2 days riding left on the IBR and
being so close now to finishing, all I could focus on was the finish at Ontario and to
get there I just needed to keep my wheels rolling.
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Memphis sits right in a corner where three states meet and so I was soon out of
Tennessee and into my final state for today, Arkansas. More importantly I had joined
Interstate 40 and this was the road that would take me all of the way “home”.

758 miles to go to where ever I was aiming for and my next turn is left in 211 miles !!
As I ploughed ever westwards, night began to fall. My trip was showing that I’d
achieved the target for the days riding having ridden almost 1100 miles. Although I
wasn’t too tired, I decided to stop just east of Little Rock and found myself a motel.
Being now so close to the end of the rally, the last thing I wanted to do was have any
unforeseen problems. By resting now, I could give the bike a quick check over and
re-group. According to my Garmin I was now “only” 1600 miles from the finish and
my countdown clock was telling me that I still had over 50 hours in hand.

52 hours and 24 minutes left and if I wasn’t in Ontario by then I’d be a D.N.F. !!
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After showering and as I lay back on the bed, I switched my phone on to pick up any
messages or emails. Although I been receiving the odd congratulatory message as I’d
reached the previous two checkpoints and I’d obviously kept in touch with Sonia, I
was shocked to see my phone filling up with both text messages and e-mails. As I
read each message, for the first time I had some inkling of the interest that my ride
was generating. Again in hindsight, I’m only glad that I didn’t fully appreciate just
how big an audience I’d created (I only discovered that after the rally) otherwise I
think I would have felt incredibly uncomfortable with the situation.
For now though, I needed just to sleep for a while …..
Day 10
States Claimed : Arkansas, Oklahoma, Texas
Daily Mileage : 766 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 7483 miles
I actually slept for almost two and a half hours before waking but by day 10, I had the
routine of “waking and vacating” down to just a few minutes. Later and as the sun
rose, I remember thinking that the next time I witnessed a dawn would be at the start
of my last days riding and despite everything that I’d been through, I felt just a little
sad at this prospect

Do I look hot ? I was and at this stage the sun was barely above the horizon
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For the first time since day one (and obviously other than the checkpoint days) today I
actually had a target destination, Gallup in New Mexico, which was just over 1000
miles away.
The reason for this slight change of routine was that in order to claim the states of
New Mexico, Utah, Colorado and Arizona, a visit to the “4 corners” monument was
sufficient. However this was only open between 7.00am and 8.00pm. Gallup on I40
was where I would be heading north for the 100-mile detour to visit the monument
and “collect” the four states. Your visit was verified by taking a picture of your rally
flag next to the point where the four states meet. I figured that if I could make Gallup
by late this evening, then I would not need to be on the road tomorrow until 5.00am
(wow – a lie-in !!) and as importantly, I’d only be 700 miles from the finish meaning
a “relaxed” last day for me. That was the plan at least ……
The morning went well and by noon, I’d covered nearly 400 miles and was at
Oklahoma City. Although the temperatures were already much higher than the
previous day, I was still just about coping. I had been religiously following the advice
given by Lisa two days earlier regarding using ice to keep cool, or as she had put it :
“Remember ice is your friend”.
I’ll try to remember that next winter as I’m struggling to keep my bike upright on
early morning journeys …. 

Keeping your crash hat cool - A big block of ice !!
I’d even managed to follow her other words of wisdom :
“If you’re not peeing at every gas station, you’re not drinking enough”.
Now these are words that you don’t see written down in any IAM manual in this
country !!
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Although I had needed to take on at least 4 litres of fluid every couple of hours to
keep my bladder full enough to comply with the “command”, I was quite pleased that
I seemed to be doing okay on this front.
The following four pictures show how you “used” ice. It must have looked like a
comedy routine to most car drivers – but I didn’t care as I was keeping nice and cool.

Buy yourself a nice big bag of ice. Ice was available at each gas station for just a few
dollars. With you bag of ice opened up you first put plenty into your Camel Back or
whatever other hydration system you’re using ……

Then you fill each and every pocket on your jacket and trousers. Having punched
some holes in the bottom of the bag to let the melted water run out, the rest goes down
your front inside your jacket ……
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Tuck well in ……

….. zip up and you have your own air conditioning unit – well for 150 miles at least
that is until the ice has all melted . You then stop and repeat the process ……
At Oklahoma City, I40 and the old Route 66 merge and whilst there are still remnants
of R66 that sometimes run parallel to I40, for much of the remaining 1400 miles or so,
they have become one road. This of course gives every gas station on I40 between
Oklahoma City and Los Angeles the opportunity to cash in on the seemingly endless
supply of R66 memorabilia for sale.
As I40 and R66 merged into just the one road, my Garmin gave the instruction “turn
right in 715 miles” !!! It is difficult to describe just how horrible it is to see that pop
up and for the next few miles, I watched the Garmin countdown 715, 714, 713, 712
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etc. After a while that view became just too depressing for words because no matter
how much I tried to ignore it, I just couldn’t help but keep looking at the screen. As I
knew where I was going – which was effectively no-where other than on this bloody
road for 700 miles - I switched the unit off for a couple of hours just to avoid having
to see it.
Over the course of the rally I’d devised more and more cunning ways of keeping me
alert on these particularly long stretches. Although I’d obviously have to be aware of
the bike, constantly listening to the engine and just “feeling” how the bike was
running, some time also could be taken up with playing around with the Garmin,
looking at possible alternative routes etc. There was also the more mundane tasks of
eating, drinking and even cleaning my teeth as I crunched the miles. Even so, there
were still huge passages of time to kill. Unlike many of the other riders, I didn’t have
“i-tunes” or whatever the hell they’re called and with my musical talents being at
about the same level as my talent for open heart surgery, very soon singing along to
myself became tiresome. However, the need to start using ice to cool myself down
opened up a completely new world of entertainment for me. One “game” that kept
me amused for a while was the “ice cube melting race”. I’d reach into my jacket and
take out two ice cubes. On the Windjammer, there’s a dip on what you would call the
dashboard either side of the headlamp. When it rains, very often water will collect
there, but these “wells” were perfect to throw an ice cube into. I would then “bet”
with myself as to which one would melt first. A variation of this game was to bet
which pocket of ice would turn to water first. I’d then have great fun slapping the
pockets to eject the water all over me. As the hours passed and I grew tired of the
betting games, I would then try to see how far I could throw an ice cube in front of me
and the bike (obviously using my left hand of course !!). My final game creation
required a little more finesse. Putting an ice cube in my mouth, I would then attempt
to move it around the outside of my lips just using my tongue and lip movement –
Yes, I know it doesn’t sound that great but believe me, with the alternative being
simply to stare at a never ending straight strip of grey tarmac, watching kettles boil or
paint dry would have been infinitely more preferable ….. 
It was just turned 3.00 o’clock as I crossed the state line into Texas. By now the heat
had climbed even higher and as I filled with the bike with petrol at the first gas station
inside the “Lone Star State”, I noted a digital temperature gauge on the side of
building reading 113 degrees. I realised then that this was what Lisa had been
warning me about back in Jacksonville 
It is impossible to accurately describe just how hot it had become and perhaps the best
description that it’s possible to give to someone that’s never experienced it, is to
imagine the feeling that you get when you open the oven door to check the Sunday
joint. Then imagine that blast of heat you get from the oven, not just being on your
face, but all around you and then further try to imagine what that feels like having that
heat all around you for 12 hours but even then that doesn’t really describe it 
More worryingly, no matter how much I drank, by the time my sweat glands had
taken their share and presumably other bits of my body their “chunk”, there seemingly
was nothing left for my poor old bladder  . Actually, even though I seemingly
drank and drank and drank, from the time I left Oklahoma City at noon on the
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Wednesday until after I’d eaten breakfast at 9.00am on the Friday morning at Ontario
almost two days later, I didn’t need to use the toilet once.

Tony Christie asked “Is this the way to Amarillo ?” Well, yes it is. Just turn left at
Oklahoma City and head west for 300 miles or so on I40 – you can’t miss it !!
Although I “only” crossed the Texas “Panhandle” (that’s the square bit that sticks up
at the top), the vastness of the state was difficult to ignore and it was still a four hour
crossing for me at the speeds I was travelling at. Even more difficult to ignore was
the strong southerly wind that hurled itself at me as I crossed Texas meaning that not
only was my view of Texas at an angle of around 20 degrees as I leant the bike into
the wind but for around 200 miles, every little bit of heat from the engine was hitting
my right leg. The constant heat on my leg began to hurt quite badly as I approached
the end of Texas and the beginning of New Mexico and so just over the state line, I
stopped to see why it was starting to become quite so painful..
Taking off my boot and sock (in the process killing all life form within a 10 yard
radius from the smell) and then rolling up my trouser leg, I was confronted with what
can best be described as a first degree burn and a very red inside leg. I decided, to
leave my boot and sock off for a while and as it was beginning to get dark, rode for a
while in the slightly cooler air with my bare leg sticking out in the breeze. Gallup was
still nearly 300 miles away and I really wanted to give my leg a good soaking in a
nice cool bath. Given that I’d already covered well over 700 miles today, I decided
that it would be prudent to stop and sort out the problem with my leg rather than carry
on and risk aggravating the problem further. Already just by having my leg out in the
breeze, the pain was beginning to subside and I figured that a cool soak and a rest for
a few hours would clear up the problem. All it would mean is that on day 11, I’d have
around 1000 miles to cover rather than the 750 miles I’d originally planned.
At Moriarty in New Mexico, I saw signs for a Best Western Motel and let the Garmin
take me there. I’m not quite sure what the young girl on reception thought as she
watched me get off my wife and walk towards her, bootless and sockless on one foot
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and with the trouser leg rolled up above my knee. Despite whatever she was thinking,
she was the model of professionalism as she dealt with the booking in of this strange
character standing before her 
It was just after 11.00pm as I sat in the cool bath easing the pain in my leg. Half hour
later, after setting two alarm clocks, asking for an alarm call from Reception and also
the same from Sonia in Carmel and Richard Darby back in the UK, I lay down on the
bed.
Under no circumstances was I going to oversleep this close to the finish …..
Day 11
States Claimed : New Mexico, Colorado, Utah, Arizona, Nevada, California
Daily Mileage : 958 miles
Cumulative Mileage : 8441 miles
So here it was, the last day and against all of the odds and contrary to overwhelming
opinion, I was still actually in with a fighting chance of finishing the 2011 IBR.
Although I’d taken every precaution that I could against oversleeping, in the end I
didn’t actually need any of the alarms or telephone calls as I was awake at 2.00am.
I was especially anxious to start this last day and as I pulled away from the motel and
back onto I40, the Garmin told me it was just over 1000 miles to Ontario and my
countdown timer was telling me I still had almost 27 hours before the final checkpoint
opened. As importantly now, I had almost 32 hours before the checkpoint closed.
I can clearly remember thinking to myself, “1000 miles in 32 hours, this was going to
be plain sailing”. As a Trident rider of some 34 years standing, I should have known
better. Nothing is ever plain sailing when you ride a Meriden triple ……. 
When I’d had a quick look at the task ahead of me for this last day, the route broke
down nicely into three sections.
1. From Moriarty I had the haul across the New Mexico desert to Gallup of
around 250 to 300 miles.
2. At Gallup, I’d head north for my round trip of 200 miles to visit the “4Corners” monument.
3. Once back in Gallup, there would then be just the 500-mile “run for home”
again along the I40, with the slightest of detours to “nab” Nevada on my way
through.
The first part of the day went well. As I’d started out in the very early morning, the
run to Gallup was mainly covered either in the dark or at the very worst, the relative
coolness of first light and that meant I could move along at a slightly faster pace,
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having no concerns about putting to much strain on the engine. Even on day 11, I still
needed to be as gentle as possible on my bike.
By 7.00am, I had already reached Gallup, topped up my “gas” tank and was heading
north towards the Four Corners Monument on Highway 491.

Me (77) & Neil Hejny (05) at Fours Corners. It looks like I was in Colorado and New
Mexico, whilst he was in Utah. Seems we were both avoiding Arizona !!
At 8.18am, I paid my $3 admission fee and rode into Four Corners. Although its full
title is “The Four Corners Monument Tribal Park” it’s nowhere near as grand a place
as its name suggests. Apart from the actual brass and granite plinth at the intersection
of the four states, Utah, Colorado, New Mexico and Arizona and a few stalls selling
Indian merchandise, there’s nothing else there or in fact for miles around, as it sits
basically in the middle of nowhere. At least whilst I was there, Neil Hejny on his
Goldwing pulled up and we helped each other with our photographs.
Although originally I had intended to retrace my route back to Gallup in order to pick
up I40 again, at Four Corners I had a look at my map. It appeared that if I used
Highway 160 and then Highway 89 to take me back to I40 at Flagstaff, I could
shorten my route by nearly 80 miles. The map suggested that both the “160” and the
“89” were decent roads and so despite the fact that I was about to breach the Golden
Rule of “Plan the Ride, Ride the Plan”, I set off heading South West across the desert
towards Flagstaff.
For a while things went well and at one stage, I even had company as Mike and Betty
Liggons, again, and like so many other IBR riders, on a Goldwing (God how I envied
the comfort of those things ) rode along with me and even took a few pictures although riding as slowly as I was, must have meant that Mike would have been
struggling to stop the “Wing” from stalling ….. 
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Somewhere in Arizona

Somewhere else in Arizona, just a bit further up the road from the last picture 
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Due to travelling at my speed, Mike and Betty clearly lost the will to live eventually
and leaving me with one last photograph, opened up the throttle on the Wing and
rapidly became a dot on the horizon ……

A study in concentration
As I wasn’t quite sure of the petrol situation between Fours Corners and Flagstaff, I
decided it would be prudent to top up the tank at the next available gas station, which
according to “Mr.Garmin” was only a few miles along Highway 160. By now the
wind had picked up considerably and was already making it an uncomfortable ride for
me. It was a relief therefore, to be able to pull in for petrol and have a little respite.

A real life Indian trading post, where I met (and talked to) a real life Navajo Indian
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As I was filling the tank, a Navajo Indian came up to me and started talking about the
bike. This was quite a thrill for me, talking to a real life Red Indian, although I am
fairly sure that you are not “allowed” to use that term any more.
I casually asked if it was always this windy. He said it wasn’t normally this bad, but
it was actually far worse where I was heading as the “sand was whipping up”. What
the heck that meant I had no idea. Of course, I also had no real terms of reference for
what “far worse” meant, but as “160” was going to take me to Flagstaff, I was
obviously going to have to find out.
Around 15 miles further on I actually found out what “far worse” meant as what
looked to me like a red snow storm, swept across the road.

Mmmmm …… A sandstorm 
For a while, whilst I’d hardly call it fun riding amongst the flying sand, it was at least
something I’d never experienced and so enjoyable of a sorts. However, as the miles
ticked by and there was no obvious signs of it letting up, I did start to become mildly
concerned. Soon that concern turned to severe worry as I felt the bike first begin to
misfire and then start to lose power. Although by that time, it was far too late,
looking down at the engine, I could see that the air filter was becoming clogged with
sand. Before too long, it was all I could do to keep the bike moving along at much
above 40mph. I obviously needed to get out of this situation and fast.
A quick check of the Garmin showed a town called Kayenta was only around 6 miles
further along “160” and it was with huge relief that I finally was able to pull into the
service station on the edge of the town. Actually, the word “town” is probably a little
kind for what was there – a couple of petrol stations, a motel, a hotel and a scattering
of buildings, some residential, some industrial. No matter, this was infinitely more
preferable to the landscape a few miles back.
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Eventually stopping in the motel car park, although there was no shade, I could at
least shelter just a little from the wind and sand whilst I checked the bike over.
The following four pictures are actually out of sequence as I took them at the end of
the rally in Ontario with the bike having covered a further 600 miles and most of the
sand having gone, but it gives some idea of how much of the stuff there was on the
bike as I stopped at Kayenta

Sand, sand, sand everywhere …….. 

More sand …… 

36

Still more sand ….. 

And even more sand …… 
The first thing was to take out the plugs and a visual examination of three rather sooty
plugs, simply confirmed what I already knew – at best, I had one very blocked air
filter. The first option was just to try new plugs and hope that was all that was
needed. No such luck. As I rode the bike up the road, it continued to run as before.
There was nothing to do but strip the air filter and possibly the carbs. I was just
hoping that I’d done no further damage. Of course, I had no spare with me as the
need to replace the air filter was a scenario that I had just not envisaged. I then spent
well over an hour first dismantling and then trying to clean out the filter as best I
could. Whilst this was happening of course, the dust storm continued to swirl around
me and even if I just put a spanner on the ground, very quickly it would have a layer
of fine sand covering it. Removing and replacing the filter on a “Mikuni” set up on a
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Triple is awkward enough in your own garage but effectively on the roadside could be
described at best as rather frustrating …….
With the filter all back in place, I put everything back on the bike and rejoined the
road hoping that I could now continue the journey. My heart sank as the bike
continued to misfire badly and rather dejectedly, I returned to the relative sanctuary of
the motel car park.
By now it was already approaching 11.00am and I’d been stuck for well over an hour.
I decided that there was nothing else I could do but to take off the carbs and see if
there was anything obviously blocked. Looking back now, it’s clear that I wasn’t
thinking straight. I can remember looking at the Garmin and then the countdown
clock and thinking that I’d still got plenty of time – 19 hours before the checkpoint
opened, 24 hours before it closed and “only” 600 miles left to cover.
Well over another hour passed before I was able to try the bike again and as the bike
lurched its way up the road, popping and banging, I think I could have simply sat
down and wept.
Again returning back to the car park, for the first time I was beginning to seriously
consider the possibility of being a DNF ….. 
I decided that it would be prudent to put at least a plan “B” into action. If I couldn’t
get the bike going, I well as might have a comfortable bed for the night whilst waiting
for recovery and so went into the motel reception and actually booked a room. I then
called Sonia and gave her the bad news that instead of meeting me at Los Angeles for
my glorious arrival, she would need to tell Craig and Carol that they’d be coming to
Kayenta to recover me, rather than Ontario to celebrate me 
Having booked the room and made the call, for what seemed like an eternity but was
perhaps only a few minutes, I sat in the motel lobby, looking out at my bike in the car
park. It was just so frustrating. I was so very close to achieving what was thought to
be improbable by most and impossible by others and here I was stuck in the middle of
nowhere.
As I sat there, I thought back to just over a year earlier as I’d approached the final few
miles of the Brit Butt Rally when I’d had my electrical problems with my T160. Then
I’d managed to cobble together enough of an electrical circuit to limp the bike over
the finish line. Of course on the BBR 2010 I’d been 6 miles form the finish, now on
the IBR 2011 I was nearly 600 miles away. However and even in the face of the
complete disaster looming before me, I managed to smile to myself at just how pissed
off a Triple can make you feel sometimes ……..
I’m not quite sure why, but just that brief moment of ironic humour seemed to give
me a second wind and I decided to put a call into Richard Darby back in the UK. I
was actually a little unsure of exactly “when” I was phoning the UK (although I later
calculated that it was around 7.00pm) but Richard answered and I talked through the
problem with him. After giving me some pointers as to the potential problem, I
ventured outside to have another go with the bike. Again looking back, I shouldn’t
really have needed to be told those things as they should have just been obvious to me
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but they just weren’t at the time. I can only assume that this was through a
combination of stress and just plain old fashioned tiredness.
After removing the points cover to help the electronic pick-ups keep cooler, replacing
the Boyer Electronic Unit with my spare, replacing all three plugs and again giving
the filter another good shake, I fired the bike up …….
It sounded better – not “good” but better. I tentatively took the bike up the road and
although there was still misfiring, it was nowhere near as bad as it had been 
Returning to the motel, I told the reception that if I wasn’t back within two hours I
wouldn’t need the room and they could keep the $100 or so that I’d just paid them. I
sent a quick text to Richard and Sonia telling them that I’d got the bike going and I
was going to try for Flagstaff.
As I rather unconvincingly finally left Kayenta behind me, my Sat Nav was telling me
Flagstaff was just over 150 miles away. What is wasn’t telling me was that 150 miles
was through a total desert !!
I think it’s fair to say that with the bike running as poorly as it was, had I have known
just what I would need to ride through in order to reach Flagstaff, then I would never
have left the sanctuary of the motel back in Kayenta. In short, never has someones
complete stupidity and total lack of knowledge be so necessary to finish an IBR 
It was well after 4.00pm when I finally arrived in Flagstaff. It was nearly 8 hours
since I’d left Four Corners barely 200 miles “up” the road

Relief – I’m in Flagstaff and civilisation !!!
As I filled up the bike, I asked a Harley rider filling up opposite me if he wouldn’t
mind taking a few pictures. I suspect the above picture accurately describes just how
I felt more than a thousand words ever could ……
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With both the clock (13 hours) and the miles (400miles) now definitely counting
down, I started out for my final two states – Nevada and California.
Although the bike was by no means running correctly, at least I could now maintain a
reasonable speed of just over 50mph provided I was careful with the throttle. It was
also helping of course that as the daylight ebbed away, it was getting slightly cooler.
At just after 7.15pm, I crossed into Nevada, by 7.30pm I had my receipt and by
8.00pm I had crossed the border into my 48th and final state, California. By now I
was riding along for a while with Jeremy Loveall who I’d met at the gas station in
Laughlin.
We actually rode together for perhaps 30 to 40 miles before I was just too tired to
carry on and as I turned into a gas station to sleep (and pick up my receipt), Jeremy
ploughed on alone into the night.

Just arrived at Ontario and Dan is about to say “I told you that you’d make it” 
Although I’d really like to be able to give a mile by mile account of those final two
hours or so of riding, I can’t, as I really can’t remember much about them, other than
for isolated certain instances. I can remember for example seeing the Garmin read
99.9 miles to go and I can also remember when it read 50 miles as that was when I
started to covert the remainder of the journey into how many times the distance was
represented by the journey that I take each day between my office and home 
At 20 miles to go, I began to get nervous just like I’d done almost a week earlier as
I’d approached checkpoint one at Buffalo and it wasn’t until the Garmin told me I was
one mile away that those nerves subsided.
I then did something that I have no idea why I did it ….
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The Garmin read 0.9 miles to go as I turned off from my last Interstate. I pulled to the
side of the road and turned off the engine and just sat there for what seemed like hours
but was perhaps just seconds. For those few moments, the only things that mattered
in the whole wide world as far as I was concerned, were just me and my bike. Just
me, that crazy, lunatic, mad Englishman and my 43 year old horrendous POS, bike
that couldn’t even maintain idle back in Seattle. Despite all of the doubters and
naysayers, we had done it. I leaned over, patted the bike on the tank and then the
moment was gone …..
I fired the bike up and barely a minute or so later was pulling into the car park of the
hotel.

The bike could do with a wash ……
I was surprised but even more so, delighted to find Sonia was still up and waiting for
me. It was good that around 30 or so other people were waiting as well to greet the
riders as they arrived - but it was especially good to see my lovely wife. I’d thought
arriving at 3.30am that I could have a “low-key” arrival and sneak in but it wasn’t to
be.
Even whilst still on the bike, I gave Sonia a big hug and kiss. She smelt good,
although I’m not quite so sure she felt the same way about me !!
Dismounting and taking off my helmet and jacket, I was immediately presented with
an ice cold beer and I sat down on the floor talking with various folk as they offered
their congratulations. Jeremy who had arrived half hour or so earlier, came over and
we talked for a while. It was during those few words that we exchanged that so many
stories that I’d read from people who had completed an IBR suddenly made sense.
Most ride reports of IBR finishers end with the words (or variations thereof) “you
can’t really truly explain what it feels like when you cross the finishing line of an
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IBR”. Up to this moment, I’d thought “What a load of bollocks !!”  How can you
not be able to put into words how you feel ?
But it’s true – you cannot describe the feeling. It’s a strange mixture of elation for
having done it, depression for it having finished, exhaustion for what you’ve been
though and in my case happiness for seeing Sonia again. In short, it’s something that
I’ve just never experienced before.

……. and I could as well !! 
It was well after 5.00am before I wheeled my bike from under entrance canopy and
into the car park and we left the growing crowd behind and went to our room. Now
all I needed was a shower and shave and then it was time for my final paperwork
preparation and scoring.
After the Rally
Once I’d showered and shaved, I sat down with my paperwork and put it all together
for my final scoring.
Although I’d probably had less than six hours sleep in total since leaving Jacksonville
over 3 days earlier, I just didn’t feel tired. As neither breakfast was being served or as
yet scoring had opened, I decided to log onto the net to see what people were saying
about me now and as importantly if the news had yet filtered through that I’d made it
to Ontario.
I suppose shock is the word that I would use, when I typed into the Google search
facility “John Young Iron Butt Rally”. I’d had an inkling that my ride was causing
more than a little interest on the previous Tuesday evening from the multiple texts and
e-mail messages on my phone but as the computer screen filled with search results, I
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really was very surprised. From almost being figures of ridicule in Seattle, as the rally
had progressed, me and my bike had morphed into some kind of “peoples champion”
with an ever increasing amount of interest developing in us as we rode through the
days.
The most amusing thing to me though, was the wide variety of forums on which we
were mentioned. As well as the obvious Triple and Triumph related ones, they also
included general bike forums, several BMW forums, a Goldwing forum, the Yamaha
FJR forum, for some unknown reason the Subaru Impreza forum and finally and
perhaps the two most diametrically opposed forums of all, The California Scooter
Company Blog and the Chopcult.com, a site dedicated to choppers (rather obviously I
suppose ).
Here’s just a small selection of some of the nice things said about us :
“Another great showing was made by John Young who finished 73rd on one of my
favourite old bikes, a circa 1969 Triumph Trident T150 putting in 8483 miles with
6669 points”
“John Young finishes the 2011 Iron Butt Rally. Congrats to John for an incredible
ride on his 1969 Triumph Trident!!!”
“The man's a giant amongst Triumph riders”
“

The man is a star. And so is his bike!”

“OH - and this too - OLD Triumphs ROCK !!”
“One of the most significant successes is that John Young on his 1969 Triumph
Trident made it into the final checkpoint at 3 am this morning.”
“My hat is off to all the people who have the stamina to ride the IBA rally. The real
Superman may have been John Young, who finished the rally riding a 1969 Triumph
Trident. Talk about hardcore!!”
“I'd like to be the first to make a $100 contribution to the "Bob-to-Sally Higdon
Sexual Reorientation and Wardrobe Rebuilding Project"”
“John Young - WAY TO GO YOU CRAZY, BARKING MAD BRITISH LOON!”
Wow – talk about a sure fire way to receive a boost your ego !! 
At 7.00am, the scoring opened and as I was ready, I took full advantage of the lack of
a queue and went straight in. It was a wonderful feeling as the last state was accepted
by the scoring team and as I walked out of the room, I breathed a huge sigh of relief.
Finally after more than 11 days, I could now relax.
Both Don Emde and Rob North came along to the hotel to spend some time with me
and I finally met up with someone who I’d known over the internet for a few years,
Frank Buckman.
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Along with his two dogs, Dakota and Buddy, Frank is a one-man (and two-dog)
travelling circus riding his Hinckley Rocket III with its Vetter Liberator fairing and
towing behind him his Rocket-Dog Sledge. There are not sufficiently descriptive
words within the English language to correctly describe the visual assault one faces as
Frank rides in your line of sight ….. 

Big Frank and his travelling circus arrive ……
On the Friday evening it is the Finishers Banquet and the awards are presented. Of
the three Europeans, Gerhard finished in 37th place, Phil in 43rd (although he also
received a Gold Medal Finish for having completed the Four Corners ride, truly an
awesome ride) and I finished in 73rd place.

The “E” Team – that’s “European” !!
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It was a real honour for me to receive not one, but two standing ovations at the dinner.
The second of these was when I went up to collect my finishers award, but the first
was perhaps the most moving. As the presentations were about to begin, Bob Higdon
was the first speaker to take to the podium. His very first words concerned his
impending name-change to “Sally” and as he acknowledged that he may well just
have possibly misjudged our chances of finishing back in Seattle (), he asked me to
stand up to accept a round of applause. As I rose, so did the entire room. It was a
very humbling experience to have a group of people like IBR finishers believe that I’d
achieved something very special.
As I left the stage having collected my finishers award, and second standing ovation,
Lisa asked me just to hold back for a while and produced two bottles of sauce. As she
handed them over to me, she explained to the rest of the audience that these were a
sort of hot chilli dressing, but more relevantly, they were called “Smack My Ass and
Call Me Sally” 

Smack my Ass & Call me Sally !!
It seemed only fair to give one bottle to the man who had seemingly immortalised me
into IBR folklore, Bob “Sally” Higdon 
The banquet finished around 10.00pm and although we sat in the bar for a short while
with Phil, Gerhard and Dan, it will come as no surprise, that it wasn’t long before I
was back in my room, in bed and asleep.
We were due to leave Ontario the next day, travelling back up to Carol and Craig’s
home in Carmel before finally leaving for the UK a few days later, but before then,
there was one last (and very important to me) thing to do.
The year 1971 was “The Year of the Triples” when for one glorious racing season, the
BSA/Triumph Trident and Rocket 3 race team swept all challengers aside whether in
endurance, production or short circuit racing. The last great victory that the team
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achieved in that year was in the October, when the BSA/Triumph race team came to
Ontario and won what was then the worlds’ richest motorcycle race, the Champion
Spark Plug Classic under the guidance of the great Doug Hele. That day John Cooper
riding a Rob North Rocket 3 actually won the race.
Just under 40 years later, the Ontario Speedway circuit has long since been
demolished and a retail centre called The Ontario Center has been built on the site of
one of the triples greatest racing wins.
For me, the 11-day journey between 20th June and 1st July across the USA was really
as much about leading up to being able to take this picture as it was to getting a
finishers award. This was my little homage to the men and machines of the greatest
racing team ever put together.

At the scene of possibly the Triples greatest victory. “Hele”the Teddy, takes centre
stage and finally has a view of something other than my backside 
After I’d taken the picture, I sat for a while on the grass in the sun and just watched
the world go by, before returning to the hotel. It was just so strange after the hectic
last couple of weeks to suddenly have all the time in the world to just to sit and do
absolutely nothing …… 
By the time I had returned to the hotel, Sonia, Carol and Craig were all packed and
just awaiting my return. Enlisting the help of a couple of guys, the bike was loaded
onto the trailer and with a last few goodbyes we left for Carmel.
I don’t really remember the journey up to the Vetters ranch that day as I spent most of
it asleep – I wonder why I was so tired ? 
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Loading up
For the next couple of days back in Carmel, we were able just to relax although we
did have to “suffer” being in the USA as the country celebrated Independence Day.
In fairness, I spent much of the 4th July hiding away from the “Damn Yankees” in
Craig’s workshop giving the Trident a quick once over. Amazingly enough, the bike
was in very reasonable condition and this was despite it having covered the equivalent
of many years riding for most classics over the course of the previous 11 days.

Tinkering in Craig’s workshop.
Although they had never been adjusted throughout the ride, only on the right hand
cylinder did the tappets show any sign of closing up. The oil still looked good
although the chain was totally worn out after only 3000 miles and was still covered in
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grinding paste (otherwise known as sand and chain lube). Presumably, the sand storm
in Arizona did most of the damage there by clinging to the lube on the chain. The
front tyre had plenty of tread left on it and the back tyre was also still perfectly
serviceable. The one problem that was showing up was that whilst I was using the
bike at Craig’s, it was becoming more and more difficult to start. When the bike
arrives back in the UK, the carbs will need a total overhaul as clearly there is still
some “sand induced” problem with them.
Tuesday was the day we left finally for home. It’s fair to say that over the previous 18
days, I had seen more of the USA than most Americans do in their lifetime.
But I suppose, the million dollar question is would I do the IBR again ?
Of course of would !! It was the most challenging, exhilarating, wonderful adventure
that I have ever experienced and if I am fortunate to make the cut in 2013, I will be
there in an instant.
But will it be on an old Triple again or a modern Hinckley Triumph ? Mmm ….. the
answer to that question may need just a little more time to think over !! 
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