
It was an early morning 

departure. Dew was still 

clinging to the blades of 

grass and wide maple 

leaves. The quiet was 

briefly interrupted by the 

Vintage engine coming to 

life as I pressed the 

starter button, then the 

low rumble chug chug 

that took over seemed to 

be a perfect match with 

the rising sun. 

 

I was riding north and west. As the sun at my back warmed my spine, the road ahead un-

folded and warmed my anticipation for the day. Iõd chosen a smaller and more meandering 

Oregon highway, and riding along I got thinking about how diverse and how many different 

worlds were contained in this state. 

 

Iõd just completed the last Rose City Grand 

Tour checkpoint earlier that week in a bar-

ren, yet beautiful section of Eastern Oregon, and was winding my way back 

home. Just days ago leaving the harsh spectacular wide open spaces down 

there I was smelling sagebrush and miraculously not squashing little fuzzy 

tailed rodents darting across the asphalt. Breathing in deep the arid desert 

wind felt therapeutic.  

 

Most bridges spanned, what looked like, long forgotten and abandoned 

rivulets, dry channels with rounded rock, the only evidence of rushing water 

once upon a time. Perhaps this was only because it was summer, and eve-

rything will be transformed, turn alive and energetic when the winter snow 

melt from the distant mountains makes its annual flowing migration to-

wards the sea.  

 

I rode by the estuaries of many such accumulated waterways a week or so 

earlier, starting with the mouth of the Columbia as I crossed the border 

bridge into Astoria. I heard foghorns and saw seagulls feeding from the 

brackish water. Gaps in the fog revealed brilliant patches of blue sky and 

then were swallowed up almost magically only to reappear in a different 

shape in a different place.        
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Upcoming Campouts 

¶ April 28-April 30, 28th Annual 

Fossil Campout, Shelton Wayside 

off OR Hwy 19, Fossil, OR 

¶ July 7-July 9, 30th Annual Deep 

Forest Campout, North Fork 

Campground, FS Road 23 Group 

Area Beaver, 10 mi S of Randle, 

WA 

¶ July 14-16, Broken Arrow Rendez-

vous, Broken Arrow Campground, 

3148 US 93, Gibbonsville, ID 

83463  

¶ August 11-13, Bruceport Camp-

out, Bruceport County Park, 7807 

Hwy 101, South Bend, WA 98586 

¶ September 8-10, 22nd Annual 

Humbug Campout, Humbug 

Campground, 4 mi N of Detroit 

Lake, FS Road 46, Detroit Lake, 

OR 

¶ More details and events at: 

www.orguzzi.org 

Photo by Steve Ford, March 26, 2017, Cedar Grist Mill ride 

By Kevin By Kevin 



Same State, Different Worlds (continued) 
Later that afternoon seeing the mouths of the Alsea River at Wald-

port and the Siuslaw River in Florence empty into the ocean made 

me think they too had their diverse sights and meandering jour-

neys along the way. 

 

I soon turned inland taking Hwy 126 leaving the coastline and fol-

lowing the Siuslaw. Within a half an hour, everything was different. 

The briny air had transformed into to the rustic, earthy scent of a 

river and wafted pleasantly up into my helmet. Any trace of the sea 

was erased, and 30 minutes more, the fragrance was of forest, 

and the sights were of tall Douglas fir trees and leaning into the 

corners flanked by the river, I had ridden into another world. 

 

I maneuvered over the Coast range and into the southern end of 

the Willamette Valley. It was thick with vineyards, hops, and Christ-

mas tree farms.  I crossed the I-5 corridor quickly and was soon 

gaining altitude on the western slopes of the Cascades and hug-

ging the curves of the McKenzie River right alongside me.  

In what seemed like no time, Iõd crested the pass, and Highway 

242 was traversing blacktop cut through ancient lava fields, un-

changed and frozen in time for 80 thousand years. As I de-

scended, spread out below, as far as the eye could see, was the 

high desert landscape of Deschutes County. The snowcapped Mt 

Hood rose majestically in the distant north. It was crystal clear. 

Pine trees were getting fewer and being replaced by Junipers and 

sagebrush. Could this possibly be the same state of foghorns and 

seagulls I remembered from what seemed just a short time ago? 

 

Caption describing picture or graphic. 
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òAny trace of 

the sea was 

erased, and 30 

minutes more, 

the fragrance was 

of forest, and the 

sights were of tall 

Douglas fir 

trees . . . I had 

ridden into 

another world.ó 



òSoon, the world 

beneath my wheels 

changed . . . and  I 

was weaving and 

echoing my way 

through great 

canyons and 

ravines . . .ó 
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Having left that beautiful barren area of my last checkpoint of the season, an area where 

sparsely scattered little towns and clusters of trees were a welcome oasis between the vast and 

wide open distances, it was time to point the Vintage towards home. Soon, the world beneath 

my wheels changed once again and I was weaving and echoing my way through great canyons 

and ravines carved by powerful water that satisfied the thirst of the far-reaching acres of farm-

land I next encountered.  Later, I was beginning to recognize roads and certain favorite corners. 

The days and the diversity behind me solidified my appreciation of this multifaceted state. As I 

continued to ramble home, that earlier glow of warm anticipation seemed to renew itself think-

ing of next yearõs yet undetermined and different worlds that lay ahead. [] 
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a post-breakfast meeting ride, Eagle 

Creek, Oregon, April 15, 2017. 

òNo man ever steps 

in the same river 

twice, for itõs not the 

same river and heõs 

not the same man.ó 

-Heraclitus 


