The alarm went off at five o’clock in the morning, not that I needed an alarm with the excitement of what lay ahead of us, waking myself and my wife Sandra early.

Laying there in the pre-dawn darkness a thought came to us - one bike (the Silver Ghost, our 2004 Road King Custom) two people, and miles of open road and unseen country, we had to ask ourselves, are we ready for a road trip? And the answer was absolutely!

After three years of planning and canceling the trip the last two years for different reasons the day had finally come for us to leave on our nine day Santa Fe, New Mexico and Four Corners region tour. With the Silver Ghost already packed and gassed all we had to do was put on the leather, strap on the helmets, and hit the road.

We headed south from our home in Ridgecrest, CA on US 395 where we hooked up with SR 58 east for 32 miles to Barstow; we jumped on I-15 for a few miles then merged onto I-40 east heading towards Arizona. Fifty miles down the road we were in Ludlow, a wide spot in the road with a couple of gas stations and a couple of places to eat. We exited and filled up with gas at a jaw tightening $4.50 per gallon and grabbed a light breakfast at the Dairy Queen (not a lot of choices). One hundred and thirty-five miles down and many more to go. We continued on I-40 east, riding through the eastern California desert is pretty drab and uneventful with nothing to see but having traveled I-40 cross-country several times and knowing the road conditions and scenery would change dramatically made it easier to tolerate. A couple of hours down the road and after we passed through the town of Needles, I smiled as we crossed the Colorado River and the Arizona state line, because I knew that for the rest of this day we would be riding through one of my favorite parts of the country. At AZ exit 9 we stopped for a restroom break and to shed some clothes as the temperature had risen to 90 degrees. After cooling down and topping off the tank we were off again. As I mentioned, in Arizona the road improved, as did the speed limit, 75mph, and good for making time, which this day was all about. The scenery began to change as well with the blooming Yucca trees a highlight. We blew through Kingman and it wasn’t long before we were wishing we had the layers of clothes that we took off back on especially the full fingered gloves as the temperature dropped down to 60 degrees as we climbed in altitude to the Arizona high country.

The scenery was changing by the mile from red walled canyons to the foothills of the San Francisco Mountains covered in pale green grass and pinion pines to the tall pines of Williams and Flagstaff. We stopped out of necessity in Williams, as it had been 156 miles since we last stopped for gas and to stretch our legs. That’s three straight hours on the bike and Sandra being the trooper that she is never complained, that’s one of the many reasons she’s such a great riding partner.

After gassing up and eating a leisurely lunch we were rested enough to make the last 130-mile pull to our destination for the day, Holbrook AZ. But we had to make one more stop before getting there, if you’re a fan of the Eagles, which we are, you have to stop and stand on the corner in Winslow AZ. The city has done a great job with a monument and park to honor the classic song “Take It Easy”. I know it’s a little cheesy but we did it anyway and got a picture of us at the monument to prove it, taken for us by a fellow rider (more on him later). It had been a long day and we were ready to call it quits for the night. An hour later we arrived in Holbrook, a little town in the middle of nowhere on the mesa. After checking into our hotel and showering we walked over to this little restaurant called the Mesa Italian Restaurant, not expecting much, we were pleasantly surprised with some outstanding Italian food. Sandra had the linguini and white clam sauce and said it was the best she’s ever had. So if you’re ever in Holbrook and hungry the Mesa is the place. After 542 miles and full bellies we were beat and ready to bed down for the night. So it was back to our room to call an end to day one of our trip. 

After a good night’s sleep we were on the I-40 east at 7:10 in the morning. With the temperature in the mid 50’s and with the hum of our V-Twin and the steady rumble of Vance and Hines oval cut mufflers (who needs a stereo?), like music to our ears we settled into a nice groove as we passed the painted desert and petrified forest onto the Navajo Nation with it’s towering mesas and painted cliffs and finally into New Mexico. We stopped in Gallup for a splash of gas and were back on the road with a fairly strong tail wind pushing us, which really helps the gas mileage. We pulled off in Grants at a gas station just to have a snack since we hadn’t eaten breakfast and who pulls up but the guy who took our picture the day before in Winslow AZ. He saw us and we exchanged greetings and he told us the story behind the Kawasaki 440 with the little peanut tank. He met a gentleman through his church who runs an orphanage in Africa and asked him if he wanted a motorcycle for the orphanage. The guy said he would take it if he could get to Little Rock, AK by May 15th, this was the 10th. He said he could and so here he was just beatin’ feet to make his deadline to donate this bike. In my amazement at him riding this little bike across the country I forgot to ask him where he was riding from, but it doesn’t matter because to ride that bike that far and for that reason all I can say is “good on ya brother”. 

At this same stop we also talked to a couple of riders from Great Britain who told us some cool stories about riding in Europe. You hear and read about it all the time but it’s true, you meet some of the coolest people when you’re riding on two wheels. As we cruised on towards Albuquerque that tailwind turned into a nasty crosswind that we fought until we finally exited I-40 in the small town of Tijeras, no more super slab for quite awhile. In Tijeras we headed north on NM – the Turquoise Trail – where we stopped for some much needed gas in Cedar Crest. On this 60-mile stretch of road through the turquoise mining region you pass through such small towns as San Antonio, Golden, and Madrid made famous by the movie “Wild Hogs”. At least it’s famous with bikers, there had to be a hundred or more bikes in this one street town, most of them hanging out at the Mine Shaft Tavern and museum. We stopped to take a few pictures but didn’t stay long as we were getting anxious to get to Santa Fe. When we did roll into Santa Fe we made the requisite stop at the Harley shop for t-shirts and checked into our room at the Inn on the Alameda. We rested before we walked down to a restaurant recommended to us by the guy at the front desk of our hotel for an authentic Santa Fe style dinner. The Guadalupe Café didn’t disappoint with its laid back southwestern style and cool breeze blowing in through open windows. The food was fantastic especially the sopaipillas and honey, which quickly became one of our favorite foods ever! They seem to be a staple at just about any restaurant you go to, if your server brings you a huge squeeze bottle of honey you know the little fried puffy pieces of bread are coming and you are in for a treat! After dinner it was back to the room for some much needed rest. With two days of constant riding, 316 miles today, we were looking forward to a day of no riding and exploring what Santa Fe had to offer on foot the next day.

Day three brought us beautiful weather with the temperature in the 70’s and clear skies as we walked around Santa Fe’s downtown plaza. The plaza is the place to go in Santa Fe with its cool adobe architecture from the beautiful Cathedral Basilica of St. Francis of Assisi which was completed in 1869 to the Palace of the Governors which dates back to 1610 and is the oldest public building in America. The plaza also has many art galleries, shops, restaurants, and cantinas, with a park right in the middle of it all that has a stage for live music. Make sure you check the nooks and crannies as many of them hide more shops and eateries. It’s places like this that we always find room to pack an extra pair of comfortable shoes because you will put some miles on your feet checking this place out, everything is within walking distance but there is a lot to see. After our one day of not riding at all we were ready to get back in the saddle, so went back to our room and planned a day trip for the following day.

We awoke on day four ready to do some exploring so we leathered up and hit the road. Leaving Santa Fe we headed north on US 285-84 for 20 miles then turned right onto NM 503 for 13 miles into the old Spanish village of Chimayo’ where we stopped at the Santuario de Chimayo’, a 19th- century chapel that is known as the “Lourdes of the Southwest” for its “miraculous dirt” found in one corner of the church said to have healing powers. We figured we could use all the help we can get so we went in to see for ourselves. It is definitely an old church with nothing modern about it which just adds to the charm of the place. One thing that struck me was that it must have been built by very small people because I’m 6’ 1” and had to duck to get through the doors. We left Chimayo’ and turned right on NM 76 for about 20 miles to Penasco then turned right on NM 73 for about 3 miles to NM 518 where we turned left and rode the Carson National Forest for 13 miles to NM 68  where we turned right and into Taos. We stopped at the El Taosaneo restaurant for lunch, we figured it would be good  because it was lunch time and the parking lot was full which told us this was were the locals eat. We were right, the food was great and of course we had more sopaipillas. By now the wind was really getting after it and as we rode through downtown Taos on dirty, poorly maintained streets we both wondered what was the draw to this dusty high desert town. Definitely not the green Sedona-like town we expected. Just outside of Taos we took US 64 west to the Rio Grande River Gorge Bridge. After riding across the bridge, which Sandra didn’t much care for (her sense of adventure doesn’t cover crossing high bridges) we parked and I walked out on the bridge to take some pictures, which Sandra was having no part of, before head back across the bridge to back track through Taos.

We stayed on NM 68 south for 45 miles to Espanola, what’s nice about this route is that a lot of it runs right along the banks of the Rio Grande. We would have enjoyed this ride more if the wind hadn’t been beating on us so bad all afternoon, but now all we wanted to do was get back to our room and out of the wind. In Espanola we got back on NM 285-84 and headed south to Santa Fe ending our day ride after 187 miles. Later we had another outstanding meal at an out of the way place called Mucho Gusto with the highlight being the almond flan we had for dessert, which is absolutely the best you’ll ever have! As you can tell by now my wife and I are foodies and we tend to judge a trip by how good the food is, so far so good. We were leaving Santa Fe the next day and our plan was to ride north to Pagosa Springs, CO and then over to Durango before heading to Four Corners. But there was a winter storm warning in that part of Colorado with 1 to 6 inches of snow and temperatures in the 30’s so we broke out the map and plotted another route.

With our new route in hand we headed south on I-25  for 40 miles to Bernalillo, where there’s plenty of gas if you don’t fill up in Santa Fe, then got on US 550 north. We rode 66 miles to the town of Cuba where we got gas and, here we go again, some great food at El Bruno’s, go with the stuffed sopaipilla. Continuing north across the Colorado Plateau the terrain was fairly flat except for the black and sandstone colored mesas and arroyos with fire red soil, then we passed a sign that told us we were riding at an elevation of 7000 feet. Eighty-eight miles north of Cuba we rolled into Bloomfield where we picked up US 64 west for 12.5 miles into Farmington where we planned to stay for the night. It was overcast and we got a little rain from the storm to the north of us but otherwise it was a cool comfortable 210 mile ride. After checking into our hotel we took a ride to Four Corners HD for some more t-shirts and stuff, and I have to say it is one of the biggest and nicest Harley shops I’ve been in.

On day six of our trip we slept in and didn’t leave Farmington until 9:00am. When we did ride out we stayed on US 64 west where we had a great view of Ship Rock, a large rock formation in the middle of nowhere standing all alone. It is an impressive sight and I’m still kicking myself for not stopping and taking a picture, don’t ask me what I was thinking because I don’t know. Continuing west the area was sparsely vegetated with some of it completely bare, resembling a moonscape, and the road was very rough, bouncing us all the way to the Arizona state line. In a welcome change the minute we crossed into Arizona the scenery greened up and the road smoothed out. Arizona has great roads, New Mexico not so much, whether it’s a difference in economies or just priorities I’m not sure. Fifty-one miles after leaving Farmington we were in Teec Nos Pos, AZ where we turned right on US 160 for 5 miles to the Four Corners Monument. We paid the fee of $3.00 per person and went in to get some pictures, where we met some real nice folks from Memphis who were on a three week ride to the west coast. After switching cameras with them and taking pictures of each other standing in multiple states at the same time, we talked a little about routes and the rides we were all on before continuing on.

We stopped and topped off with gas at the intersection of US 160 and 64, where we had turned to go to Four Corners, then continued west on US 160 to Kayenta where we took a quick splash of gas and rode another 32 miles to pick up AZ 98 and rode another 68 miles into Page. I’ve been all over the state of Arizona but never this far north, the landscape here is truly unbelievable. With the red and black mesas, canyons and gorges, and the towering spires of rock in various shades of pink and purple so vivid, it seemed more like looking at a painting than seeing it for real. I remember thinking that it felt like we were riding through an old John Ford western movie. After 282 miles day six of our trip was done.

The next morning we slept in again and leisurely got ready to leave Page for Flagstaff. We were in no hurry as it is only a 132 mile ride to Flag-town. Now the Silver Ghost has been running superbly the whole trip, not even a loose nut or bolt 

(which will come as a surprise to some of our friends we ride with at home). But when we pulled into the Cameron Indian Trading Post half-way to Flag-town for a restroom stop Sandra was checking the Ghost over when she noticed one of the mufflers hanging down away from the bike. My muffler mounting plate and screws that hold the muffler under the saddle bag were gone. Now with over 40,000 miles on my bike these screws had never even come loose let alone fall out so I can only conclude that sometime the night before someone decided they needed it more than I did, so to whoever took it, remember - what goes around comes around. So after making the minor repair, hose clamps are a good thing to keep in your saddlebags, we rode on into Flagstaff where we stayed the night and had a great pizza from New Jersey Pizza Co.

The next morning after filling up we were back on the I-40 heading west for the 75 mile ride to Seligman, with a quick stop at Grand Canyon HD to buy and install a new muffler bracket. We exited at Seligman to get on the old Route 66, not knowing the gas situation on the 66 I topped off before heading down the Mother Road. The road was in much better shape than I expected and only being the middle of May the landscape hadn’t dried up and turned brown yet. About half way through the 88 miles to Kingman is the old town of Truxton where we stopped at the Frontier Motel and Café for lunch. With it’s original neon sign and the diner looking like it probably hasn’t changed in years and the friendly service from the ladies working there it felt like we stepped back in time. After lunch and some photo taking we rode into Kingman where we found the temperature starting to climb - a lot. So we stopped and shed the leathers and took US 93 north to Hoover Dam. The only thing I can say about this stretch of road is – straight and hot.

I always thought it would be cool to ride across the dam, boy I couldn’t be more wrong. With the temp hitting 105 degrees and a traffic jam that would have been right at home in Los Angeles, it was a brutal 30 to 45 minutes to get across the dam. Shortly after getting across the traffic speeds up and you start moving again, and to our surprise we passed four friends from our local HOG group as they were on their way to the Grand Canyon. A few minutes later we were in Boulder City, NV where we checked into the Boulder Dam Hotel. It was built in 1933 and is on the National Register of Historic Places, a very cool place. After 175 miles and that hot ride across the dam I was in need of a cold, frosty beverage and as luck would have it the Boulder Dam Brew Pub was right across the street. That very well could have been the best microbrew I’ve ever had, I suggest trying the Hell Hole Hefeweizen. After another great Italian dinner at Matteo’s which is in the hotel, we bedded down early and got a great night’s sleep.

We were up early the next day to try and beat the heat on the final 282 miles of our trip. We packed up the Ghost then walked around the corner for a light breakfast at the Coffee Cup Diner (even I was tired of eating by now), gassed up and headed for home. We took Boulder Highway to US 95 north to Beatty, NV 146 miles away. In Beatty we filled up the tank and prepared ourselves for a hot 132 mile ride home. Riding through Death Valley and back into California at 9:30 in the morning it was 102 degrees but cooled down considerably as we climbed Towne Pass but warmed up again as we dropped into the Panamint Valley. At the bottom of the pass we turned left onto Panamint Valley road then right onto Trona-Wildrose road which eventually turns into US 178 which takes you right into Ridgecrest.

After two years of trying and 2214 miles we had finally completed our trip. Now we can start planning our next one until the day comes when we ask each other – are you ready for a road trip? 
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Standin’ on the Corner in Winslow, AZ on Our First Day
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Sign at Winslow, AZ
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On the Turquoise Trail in Madrid, New Mexico on Our Second Day
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Sandra and Her Favorite Flower – the Lilac – in Front of  Our Hotel in Santa Fe, NM
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Cathedral Basilica of St. Francis of Assisi – Downtown Santa Fe
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Palace of the Governors – Downtown Santa Fe
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One of the Many Shops in the Plaza
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A Very Old Church in Chimayo, NM
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Stone Crosses Behind the Santuario de Chimayo
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The Rio Grande River Gorge
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The Rio Grande River Looking Down from the Bridge
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A Beautiful View on US 550 on Our Way to Farmington, NM
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Sandra and the Silver Ghost on US 550 – a Great Ride!
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Our Stuffed Sopaipillas at El Bruno’s in Cuba, NM – a Food Photo to Make Judy Proud!
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The Moore’s at the Four Corner’s Monument
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Michael and the Silver Ghost on Route 66 – Heading Towards Kingman, AZ
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Old Route 66 Diner – Great People, Good Food!
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Inside the Frontier – Really Cool
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