Everybody remembers their very flrst
ride with BMWMOCM members, I sup-
pose. Mine was earlier this month when
I joined up with Darrell and his merry
men at 7:30 a.m. at a truck stop in
Hastings. Since the forecast was cold
and cloudy with a chance of rain and the
time was shortly after sunrise, I expected
maybe 3 or 4 other people would be
ready to join Darrell that morning. I
made it a point to arrive a little earlier
than the posted time so I could get gas
and perhaps a jump on the others before
they arrived. When I got to The Point,
there were already five or six bikes in
the parking lot and when I went inside,
the waitress had already taken orders.
By the time we left there were 10 people
riding. I quickly changed my strategy
from being a step ahead to a more realis-
tic approach for the day- use every
ounce of energy I had just to keep up.

: What a great bunch of people to spend -

the day with. Everyone in the group
made an effort to introduce themselves
to the new guys- me and Ty. What a
great way to spend the day. Where did
we go and what did we see on the way
there? I have no idea, really. From the
time we left the parking lot at breakfast,
I kept my eyes glued to Darrell's back-
side. There were lots and lots of curves
and turns from one obscure county road
to another. At one point he seemed to
have found the mountainous area of
western Wisconsin as I remember being
surprised when the curve turned into a
hairpin turn. My goal was just to keep
up until we got to our destination and
not screw up with eight riders following
behind me.

Finally, we rode out of the cornfields
into a small town and then into a large
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