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Editor: Gregg Mitchell

MEETING
ANNOUNCEMENT!

Saturday, January 26, 2008, we will be
meeting at Karl's Cabin restaurant in Plymouth,
MI. Karl'sislocated on Gotfredson Road, just

north of M-14. From 1-275/ 1-96 take M14 West
towards Ann Arbor. Gotfredson Road is exit # 15.

The meeting beginsat 8:30 AM
However |ate arrivers are always wel come!

Dead Peckers’ Corner
By J. T. Pedersen

Our group’s left downtown Asheville, heading
north aways. It'saweek day morning. Wefind
ourselves starting out on the expressway whose
on+amp is scant yards from STAR 07 HQ.
Traffic’' s heavy, enough that even with the GPS,
safely and correctly navigating our way through
the lump of spaghetti masguerading as a series of
closely clustered interchanges proves challenging.
After awrong turn, two, or three, we find
ourselves on the route which has us going right
into the heart of Asheville. Not quite sure why.
We' d have done better just following the
interchanges, lopping off cloverleafs until we
found theright one. It didn’t help that, upon
getting in the heart of things, the right turn we
needed to make is barricaded—construction.

Even so, once we untangled ourselves, flinging
the last of the spaghetti off back into the bowl, we
found ourselves enjoying fresh air as we finally
surged north out of town.

So about 10am in the morning, we' re somewhere
north of Asheville, as our small group beginsto
work its way westward. We've left the big city
rush well behind, we' ve unwound ourselves, and
eventually roll into asmall town that the crush of
time seemsto have left alone. It’sthe sort of
town where everything's almost sleepy, peaceful,
with that small town ‘clean’ about it.

The main intersection has a store of some sort on
one corner, a gas station on the far right corner,
and sidewalks, street, and parking lots seem to be
oneintegral piece. No rudely intruding curbs. If
it weren't for the concrete sidewalk, you’ d not be
ableto tell where the road ended and parking lots
began. It’'sthe sort of town where everyoneis
mindful, polite, and big curbs aren’t needed for
the sake of enforcing civil obedience.

It really had been an absolutely beautiful morning
so far. The days at thisyear’ sHSTA Sport
Touring Association Rendezvous had quickly
become routine: ride early, because by lunch time
the energy in the clouds would build up, darken,
and the second half of the day would have you
riding through a very dense atmosphere...the sort
of density you wear as opposed to just ride
through.

So here we are, blue skies, some fluffy white
clouds, and the heat of the day just starting to
make itself known. We've al fueled up and
rolled our rides off to the side. While we're doing
this, | note there' s this group of men sitting across
the street, lining a stone wall, sitting under the
only readily available shade to be had. After abit,
keeping to ourselves by the bikes, it occursto me:
Why am | standing in the sun like this, I'll just
mind my business, and go sit down on that wall
under the trees.



