2012 Minnesota 2010
Considering the circumstances, I debated on whether I should post a ride report. For the few that will read
this, and don’t already know, one of the riders in the event, Curt Gran, was killed when he collided with a
horse trailer near Minot, ND.
I was not close to Curt, though I knew him a little bit, and while it’s easy to say when someone passes that
I wish I’d have gotten to know him better, in this case it’s absolutely true. Curt was a great example for
anyone who is involved in this odd hobby of LD riding. He was an excellent, skilled competitor as well as a
kind and generous person, always willing to help out fellow riders in need with assistance or advice. Curt
will be missed terribly as a rider, but more so as a good person. We should all strive to be remembered in
such a way when our own time comes.
That said, I decided to write a ride report more for my own reference than anything. A few times a year I
go back and read my reports to remember the fun things I’ve done and seen, to remember why I’m looking
forward to the next adventure, and to remember why I do this. Should you choose to read on, know that I
mean no disrespect considering the tragic circumstances of this year’s rally.
And so on with the story…
This year’s MN1k was my first 24 hour event since 2009.
2010 was a 48 hour event, in which I DNF’ed due to a bad
tire, and I skipped the 2011 event for the first time since 2003,
as a date change resulted in it falling on my wedding anniversary. I had ridden in the 2011 and 2012 Team Lyle 8 hour rallies
(I didn’t do a ride report for this years Team Lyle – all I can say is
it rained the entire time) but it’s really not the same as a 24 hour
event.
To make things a bit different, there was a 36 hour option this
year, where riders could leave on Friday night, but they had to
ride to Carhenge in Alliance, NE, 660 miles away, before picking up any other bonuses. I hadn’t really
planned on taking the 36 hour option. I wasn’t in top rallying shape, having not done much distance riding
(a new baby will do that to you) and I’d decided to stay in a motel near the start this year so I could plan in

isolation and peace (see new baby above). When Carhenge was announced as the mandatory location,
I really didn’t want to go. There were storms across S. Dakota on Friday night, and well, I’ve been to Carhenge before.
And in an aside, about that motel…
The rally started and ended at St. Paul Harley-Davidson this year. I never did ask why the change of venue,
but they were very hospitable to us, providing a pavilion, a port-a-potty, and a nice setting by a lake. The
odd thing though, was that this is not a very Harley-centric crowd. I’m not positive, but I think that it ended
up that I was the only rider who was on a bike made by H-D, and even then, I ride a Buell, so it’s only sortof-a-Harley-product. Anyway, I booked a very cheap room at the Red Roof Inn in Woodbury. Woodbury is
a fairly upscale suburb of St. Paul, but the motel was anything but upscale. My last experience with a Red
Roof Inn was in Columbia, MO on a weekend motorcycle trip and it wasn’t a great one. This was worse.
There were some seriously sketchy characters hanging around this place, some of them clearly living there. I
understand that, especially with the economy as it is, there are a lot of people living in circumstances they’d
rather not be, but I can tell the difference between that, and people who are likely renting long-term motel
rooms for, lets just say, other reasons. There were a lot of those “other reasons” types at this place. I didn’t
sleep well with comings and going at all hours, and I figured there was about a 40% chance I’d wake up to
find my bike stolen or that the place would be blown up in a meth lab explosion. Fortunately, it was still there
in the morning, but even at SIX AM there were people coming and going suspiciously. So, don’t stay there.
Anyway, on Friday, there was the usual option to get a receipt from Bob’s Java Hut for a bunch of points off
the clock, so I did that, and then went back to Casa de Meth Lab and Hookers to plan my route.
Someone after the event posted on the Team Strange board about being a “recreational rallier” meaning
more or less that there are those who compete for the top spots, and those who do it for the ride. At this
point, that’s a pretty good description of where I am. I enjoy the scavenger hunt aspect of the game, and I
love to ride with a purpose, but I’m not at the point right now where I’m going to be competing with the top
riders. I did however, have the goal of riding over 1000 miles on this event, simply because I want to get
at least one IBA certificate on my Buell (having failed on a couple other attempts), even if I already have a
SS1000, and a lot of other 1000 mile days under my belt. I mapped out three routes.
1. North Dakota, way up by the Canadian Border. This was around 1300 miles.
2. North Dakota 2, but not as far west. This was about 1200 miles.
3. South Dakota, about 400 fewer points, but about 1011 miles.
I chose number three for a number of reasons. The storms and wind in SD seemed to be better than going
north. I wanted to guarantee getting my rest bonus, which was 1800 points, and by taking the southern
route, I could take that at home. I knew I wouldn’t compete with the 36 hour riders. On my last MN 1000,
I went to Rugby, ND, and wanted to go somewhere else, and finally, sadly, I don’t totally trust my Buell. I
really learned that I miss my old Concours for this kind of riding. Getting stuck up by Bottineau, ND wasn’t
high on my list of fun things to do, so I took the safe option.
23 riders chose the 36 hour option, so it was a smaller group waiting to leave on Saturday morning from St.

Paul. We left at 8 am sharp, with a number of us heading for a small bonus in St. Paul, to take a photo of
a monument to the Ox Cart trail off 280 and University. Oddly enough, I’ve been by there dozens of times,
and never noticed it.
My GPS was acting weird, but I managed to get it corrected, and I headed for Faribault, my wife’s hometown. The stretch from Bloomington to Faribault involved heavy rain, and I stopped once to cover my tank
bag (a lesson learned after the Team Lyle rally in May, where my route sheets were soaked). The bonus was
a monument near the river, and I knew right where it was. The rain had passed by then, and the entire rest
of the ride involved absolutely perfect weather, which was a nice surprise.
Next stop was Mankato, for a statue next to the public library (and where some weird guy kept staring at
me), and then a longer stretch on to Jackson, MN for another monument, which involved going around some
road construction, which was a recurring theme.

Mankato, MN

Jackson, MN
Then it was on to Luverne, MN, where the bonus was a small roadside chapel. It was here that I first encountered my friend Kerry Person (aka “P”). I’d texted him the night before to see where he was thinking
of going, and I knew we were on a similar route, but he was planning on getting the St. Paul bonus on the
way back, so I figured he’d be farther ahead of me. I suspect I passed him at a gas stop. P and I leapfrogged each other several times for the next few hours.

Luverne, MN - this is a really small chapel!
Next stop was Mitchell, SD, home of the Corn Palace (which oddly, I’ve never seen) and also where my tire
fell apart on the MN 2010. The bonus was just to get a fuel receipt, and P pulled into the station right after
me. I asked if he was going to Chamberlain, and he said he wasn’t going to, but changed his mind. I said
I’d see him there, as I really needed to use the little boys room at that point.
The Chamberlain bonus was a mess. It was at a rest stop overlooking Lake Francis Case on the Missouri
River, which is a really beautiful view. Unfortunately, there was more construction, and the rest area wasn’t
accessible westbound. I had to ride three miles or so west, get off I-90, get back on, and ride three miles
back to the stop. I saw P coming back eastbound, and caught up to him at the rest area. After finding out
that Lewis and Clark killed and ate a magpie (ick) we talked for a bit and P said he was heading to Fort
Pierre. I looked at my route, and realized I had another bonus to get to, out in Murdo, SD, so we parted
ways. All things considered, I should have just gone to Fort Pierre, because Murdo wasn’t all that exciting for
the 50 mile round trip or so. I wanted to get 1000 miles in though, so I went to Murdo.

Chamberlain, SD - this photo really doesn’t come close to doing the view justice.

My next stop after that was Fort Pierre. Unfortunately, somewhere along the line, I lost the bite valve for my
water jug, so all the water would just siphon out onto the ground, or onto my ass as it were (a last minute
addition of my beaded seat cover helped avert what could have been a less comfortable ride after that).
This meant if I wanted something to drink, I needed to stop. It was pretty hot, so when I stopped for gas at
the Pierre exit, I went into the store for a Gatorade. Upon coming out, there were a man and woman on a
GL1500 trike, and a Harley respectively, sitting in the shade, also getting something to drink.
The guy looked me over (full ‘Stich, fuel cell, GPS, addled expression) and smiled and said “So, how far do
you have to go?” I always find it interesting when people I meet on these rides know what it is I’m doing,
and I could tell he did. I said “back to Minneapolis, via Pierre, about 1000 miles total.” The woman said
“we have a dear friend who does a lot of IBA rides.” There are over 20,000 of us now, but I thought I’d
ask – “who’s that?” She said “David Nelson.”
Holy crap! Dave is a long-time Team Strange rider, and I’ve been on a bunch of rides with him. Unfortunately, Dave had a crash a couple days before the rally, which I’d found out about the night before on
Facebook. (Dave was a bit banged up, but he’s okay). I mentioned that, and they knew about it, and
wished him well. Turns out they’d been at the same event in the Black Hills as Dave, and were returning to
Pennsylvania and New York. They wished him well, and we exchanged the usual “ride safes” and I was on
my way. It’s so weird the people you meet on the road.
I headed north for Ft. Pierre, and it was at this point I saw a lot of rally riders. This was around the halfway
point of my route, so I figured that if others were doing a similar ride, only counterclockwise, I’d see them
around this time. The first rider I saw was Rider Number One, Mark Foster, heading south on a really old
Goldwing he’d just picked up. We waved, and then
I pulled into Ft. Pierre, and found the monument that
was the bonus. It was up on top of a hill, overlooking
the city, and was the highlight of the ride – just a great
view and I’d never been there before. Another rider
(I don’t recall who it was) was also at the monument.
I saw a couple other riders shortly afterwards in the
middle of town as well. I also saw more pheasants
than I’ve ever seen in my life, having to swerve several
times to miss them.

Ft. Pierre - this photo also doesn’t do the view justice.
For some reason, the GPS got weird around Pierre and had me driving in circles. I had to use my brain (get
me through this and I’ll keep killing you with beer, said Homer) to get out of town to the next stop. It was a
monument to a town that’s now underwater, near Gettysburg, SD. Looking at the map, I thought it might be

actually overlooking Lake Oahe, but it was just at the end of a farmers driveway. In hindsight, I should have
ridden the couple miles further west to the river/lake, because I suspect it was pretty cool, but in rally mode,
you just push on. (people think it’s bizarre that I went to the Black Hills on the MN2010, but I’ve never seen
Mt. Rushmore – well, it wasn’t a bonus).

The actual town site is now under the Missouri River.
At this point, even though it was only just past the halfway point, I felt like I was on the home stretch, since I
was heading back east on Hwy. 212. This part of SD is pretty desolate (okay, most of SD is desolate) so I
could make pretty good time, and I had a tailwind as well. I stopped at a bonus in Redfield, where a cow
was staring quite intently at me the whole time, and remembered to stop and eat something as well. I often
forget to eat on these rallies, and without a full fairing now, I can’t really eat on the bike like I used to.

Near Redfield, SD
According to the GPS, I’d made up a lot of time, and was scheduled to get home for my rest bonus about 1
am, which would have been great. Would have been…

The next stop was Watertown, where the bonus was visiting Lunatic Lee Bruns’ house and noting the license
plate on his Flying Breadpan sidecar rig. I got a bit lost in Watertown, but when I found his house, he came
out to greet me (and why didn’t I get a root beer???) We talked for a bit, and messed around with my driving lights, which are somehow screwed up, and then Jack and Marlene Backer rode up on their Goldwing.
I took off shortly thereafter, heading back to the cities. It was 10 pm. I later found out from Marlene as well
as from Lunatic himself, that he was a bit concerned that I was a bit wobbly leaving Watertown. I actually
felt fine – just a bit disoriented from getting a little lost, and dealing with my driving light problems.
212 isn’t the most exciting ride, and less so at night. That said, I chose to do the route clockwise, because
I don’t ride very fast at night, no matter the road. I thought it made more sense to be on the faster roads like
I-90 during the daylight, and the slower road, 212, at night, since I’d be going slow anyway, watching for
deer.
Here’s where the ride really sucked. 212 was closed in two places, requiring major detours. The two detours probably cost me about 30 minutes total. In addition, I had an unexpected delay coming out of Dawson, MN. Fortunately for me this delay only lasted about ten minutes, but I was careful to watch my speed
through small towns from there on.
I had two more stops that night. One was in Renville, Rallymaster Bart’s hometown, where the GPS kindly
took me down a gravel road. Another rider on a BMW GS was following me, and I kind of figured that the
gravel wasn’t necessary, had I gone up the road a mile or so, but I took the ride anyway to the rural town
hall which was the bonus. The other rider (whose identity I also don’t recall) finished up there before me,
and I didn’t see him again. That was the last rider I saw on the rally.
The last bonus of the rally was in Brownton, MN, where there was a sign by a big windmill. I also, despite
the GPS, had a little bit of trouble finding the bonus. I actually wrote the answer down on the bike while it
was running, so my writing was all wobbly and weird, which I noticed at the scoring table.
Finally I was done bonus hunting, and was heading for home. I dropped my house in as a waypoint on my
route, and I’d lost a ton of time, with a scheduled arrival closer to 2:30 or so. Coming into Waconia, I had
more unexpected fun, finding out that Highway 5 is closed all summer. Fortunately most of my recreational
riding this spring has been in the west metro, so I knew the way up to Highway 7 in St. Bonifacius (why
has the missile there never been a bonus?) and then took 7 to 101 into downtown Wayzata to get my rest
receipt.
It was quarter to three at this point, and I was tired and cranky. Now most riders know that if you need an
accurate receipt with the location, that historically, Holiday stations aren’t a good choice (I’ve written about
this before). The pump receipts often don’t have the city name – just a station number. So I went to the
BP station instead (usually a good choice), and pumped a small amount of gas. The receipt popped out,
and…nothing. Where the location would normally be, was just some random number. Shit. The only other
option was the Holiday across the street. Rather than screw around to find another nearby station, I decided
to chance it. Another gallon of gas, another receipt, and…perfect. Location, date time, everything. It was
2:49 a.m.

I rode the mile and a half or so to my house, pulled into the garage, took off my gear and laid it on the
floor. I didn’t want to wake up Lisa and Max (especially since I knew I’d need to set the Screaming Meanie
to wake up) so I quietly slinked (slunk?) down into the basement with a pillow and blanket and crashed on
the couch for three hours. I woke up at six, told Lisa I was leaving again (she had no idea I was even there
to begin with), peeked in on Max sleeping, and went back to the Holiday for another quick gallon of gas
and a couple Diet Cokes for the finish. The three transactions in three hours resulted in a call from my bank
due to suspicious activity as well.
I rolled into the finish around 6:45, and I was surprised to see that I was one of the first five bikes there. I
added up my points and was finished scoring by 7:45, before the rally was even done. Critter and Deb
were my scoring judges, and I joked with them a bit at the table (seems like it didn’t feel as stressful as it
used to). I didn’t lose any points, and finished with a score of just under 8000. There was the usual comparison and conversation with other riders, and a nice breakfast as well. (it was especially nice to talk to Jim
Simonet again, who rode to Montana and received zero points, despite the most miles on the rally!)
Right before the awards were to be announced, Bart
made the announcement about Curt. It was one of the
saddest events I’ve ever been a part of. I’m not even
sure what to say, other than that everyone gathered
was devastated. It was a mix of silence and tears and
I hope that none of us ever have to go through something like that again. After the announcement, I could
barely even speak to anyone – I packed up my things
and rode home. It was my first Fathers Day as a new
dad, and I just really wanted to see my wife and son
more than anything at that point.
Epilogue:
In hindsight, my rally was interesting (well, to me), in that it might have been the first time on a 24 hour or
more rally where I’d chosen a route and rode it perfectly, with no changes mid-ride, and I was pleased with
that. My score wasn’t as good as I’d hoped however. I came in 13th in my class, which was in the top half,
barely, meaning I was mid pack, or at the top of the bell curve (thanks to Peter Behm for this description at
the Team Lyle rally). Congrats to my friend John Coons for his usual exemplary ride and win this year, as
well as the other riders who received awards. Thanks as always to the rally volunteers, and most importantly
special thanks to Bart Bakker who as the rallymaster for the past seven (is that right) years has taken us all to
all kinds of interesting places (except the Elba fire tower – that completely sucked.)
That said, I will most certainly be back next year and for future rides and rallies. Competitive or not, this is
fun, and Team Strange is a great bunch of people. And I’m really looking forward to seeing what Peter and
Paula have in store for us next year!

