Moab Trip Notes 2002

 

Sat 11/9

4:00am start at Macy’s.

Linda Bergeron’s first set of daily tears are spilled.

Stiff Head (winds), missed connection in Phoenix – but luggage made the connection.  Hello?

Leisurely lunch, 2:30 flight, Salt Lake about 4pm.

Nate and Don share Expedition driving responsibilities in dark, snow.  Have you driven a Ford lately?  Not Bruce.

8pm arrival in Moab, burgers at Eddie McStiffs sans Edgar who ate with Nach, Ken, and Dave.

Solo gets king bed, Ed and Bruce are buddies, Nate gets heater maintenance duties.

Asses feel fine.

Sun 11/10.

Diner walk is around freezing, day is pleasant in low fifties.

Nate’s Superlight is Super-dorked.  Needs tubes, tires, brakes….yikes!!  First ‘X’ for Moab Cyclery.

Bruce sustains first injuries of group while doing clipped wheelies on Ed’s FSR in street.  Idiot.

Slickrock – 22 miles.

Peddle Sand Flats Road – Nate pays the groups Park bill.

Ride some old, shoot some new stuff including Panoramic View – excellent.

Watch rainbow Willey’s jeep blow clutch in hole.

No one makes the steepest climb where Boob Babe was eyeballed in 2001.

Nach and Ken begin to like Jekyls.

Nate takes late face plant on ledge.  Bloodies lip and chin, but nothing serious, actually speeds him up.  Cool.

Ed dons gauze bandages after second tumble.  Loses clipless peddles for remainder of week.  Wuss.

Sun going down, and speaking of going down we meet Canuck chicks with old fart.  They’re looking for directions and we turn them around – for a couple of reasons.

Scream the road down, Nate is mislead by Bruce and Ed going to carwash.

Cy joins Team Nach and and all 8 eat at the Fat City Smokehouse.

Hot Peppers for appetizers.

Asses a tad sore.

Mon 11/11

Diner walk is chilly - freezing-ish, but day warms up into mid forties, fifty and sunny by late PM.

Porcupine Rim – 21 miles.

Very late start.  Team Nach slow going, then Dave goes food shopping.  It’s all about Dave.

Solo and Cy peddle Sand Flats Road collecting 8 more miles than the others, who motor up.

Dave is forgotten by both vehicle groups.  Nach returns to town to scoop him up.

Roll onto trail at noon.  Fair amount of snow still on trail.

Edgar leads the way up – great pace – Team FOMBA in tow.

Nach leave turd in the wilderness, Bruce follows suit a bit later.

Team FOMBA torches team Nach and screams downhill alone after lunch.

Edgar tumbles off ledge chasing Solo and Bruce –fortunately a non-event.

Solo leads much of the final technical downhill leg and sets the bar.  Also hexes Nate with comment about ‘no flats’.

Nate performs second header, leaving bike balanced upside down on trail.

Team Nach catches up just in time to catch Nate’s bush bail and several flats.

Nate is passed by two Canadian chicks and another blonde babe with her boyfriend.

Solo, Ed, and Bruce chat with Canuck bodies and ignore old fart.

6 miles of road back into town.  Team Nach does the congo line and is gone.

Hot tub closed due to Health Inspector being in town.

8 for dinner at ZAT’s wood fired all-you-can-eat pizzeria.

Asses are sore.

Tue 11/12

Diner walk is a relatively mild start – 40’s, sunny and fifties most of day.

Gemini Bridges, to Gold Bar Rim, to Golden Spike, to Poison Spider Mesa.  30 miles.

Awesome run, lots of blood and skin loss among group in many technical uphill attempts.

Bruce having ‘the squirts’ – regular dashes off the trodden route.

Some great climbing feats by many.  Old crash sites visited, some old bushwhack routes revisited.

Team Nach plus Solo takes Portal.  The real men roll Poison Spider Mesa – and smoke it!

Nate runs into painted jeep symbol and crashes.

Bruce and Ed establish ‘rules’ and race the final 3-switchback downhill after Bruce’s final trail-side purge.  Nate referee’s, Bruce wins.  New rule:  If only one guy has big chain ring, it cannot be used.

Run into the other guys sans Jekyl boys at staged vehicle.

Nate, Bruce, and Ed congo-line the road ride back to 191 where Solo collects them with Expedition after tallying 11 miles more than the others.

Hot tub re-opened.  Health Inspector had moved on.  Hmmmm…..

Team Nach goes shopping (Hello?), so Team FOMBA plus Cy hit Moab Brewery for pasta.  No extra burger appetizer this time.

Nach and Dave show up as Team FOMBA is departing, Ken’s not feeling too well.

Asses very sore.  Bruce’s for more than one reason.

Wed 11/13

Diner walk grey and cold this morning.  Doesn’t improve much – overcast, cloudy and windy most of day.  Brrr.

Tusher Canyon, to Monitor and Merrimac, to Courthouse Loop.  23 miles.

Nach has small sheep mounted on seat for cushioning.

Tusher is new terrain, and fun.

After waiting 90 minutes for Team Nach to assemble, Team FOMBA is blown off as they park at trailhead and others drive up creek for several miles.  By the time Team FOMBA rides to Team Nach vehicle (after dealing with Blade mechanicals and Emergency Christmas related cell phone calls from Flagstaff…), Team Nach had already departed into canyon.  Can you say “Peckerheads?”

Some bushwhacking and following arrows in the sand to get up on canyon wall and catch up with Team Nach.

Lot’s of playing around and trying tough climbs.  Ride down into two cool wash-out canyons, ride out of one, climb out of the other.  Rather cold lunch break on some peak.

Play at Monitor and Merrimac – conditions improved over prior visit.  Sand conditions are probably at a premium.

6 rip up the Courthouse Loop downhill, Nach and Ken sport back to their vehicle.

Team FOMBA departs for dinner at Poplar Place ahead of team Nach.  End up getting most of the way through dinner before Team Nach arrives.

Edgar doesn’t eat his pasta.  The Team is concerned – although he did eat most of the appetizers.  Ed finds room for a Sundae with Solo and Nate after dinner and the group is relieved.

Speaking of relieved, Solo grabs keys from Nate and jogs home with Prarie Dog poking out.

Asses are very sore.  Where’s that Bag Balm?

Thu 11/14  **highlight day

Mildest Diner walk yet, above 40, will get into mid fifties and very pleasant.

Team FOMBA pulls 34 mile Riverside Loop while Team Nach rides 49 mile Lockhart Basin.

Cool downhill into canyon while avoiding numerous cow patties – and cows – which Ed chases down the trail, Very pleasant scenic 8 mile ride along river with tunnel like shrubbery.

Solo snoozes on a rock.

Play in mine – take blinding photos in the dark tunnel.

Blaze new trail (trail?)  for 2 hours up cliff from mines to mesa.  Ed is a mountain goat. 

This would have been tough CLIMB, let alone hike-a-bike.  Tremendous team work with multiple bike hand-offs, cave storage, bush storage, port-hole slithers, and downright life threatening ledge moves delivers a successful navigation of this difficult and intimidating route.  YES!!  Had to see it or experience it first hand to believe it, to understand this adventure.

18 miles of dirt road back to vehicle.  Solo and Bruce ride in short sleeves for 2 hours.  Why are Ed and Solo in such a hurry?  These guys set a thigh burning pace the ENTIRE way.  Ouch!!

Team FOMBA returns to ZAT’s for all-you-can-eat pizza buffet.  All but Bruce still find room for a Sundae.

Fri 11/15

Recovery day?  Supposed to be.  Diner walk produces average temps, sunny but cool and breezy day ensues.

Team FOMBA rides alone and chooses Moab Rim. 20 miles.

4 miles of road, 30 minute hike-a-bike, more tough uphill, very cool, steep, technical downhill to finish.  Bruce cleans the route, Edgar has one get-off.

See group of ‘geezers’ at top of pass, they don’t know the rugged route they’re about to go down.

3 miles of road back to town.  Solo managing congo line which falls apart after 3 minutes.

Boys sans Bruce hit Wendy’s for late lunch.  After, Bruce and Solo head up to Slickrock to put on an additional 4 – 5 miles to get 20 on the odometer for the day.

Bruce speaks with same  ‘geezers’ late in the day on Slickrock. They’ve got staying power…

Team Nach opts for Mexican so Dave can share the costs of his getting drunk on Margaritas.

Team FOMBA opts to return to Fat City Smokehouse.

Final Sundaes.

Total mountain biking miles for the week about 150.

Sat 11/16

Team Nach up and gone at dawn.  Team FOMBA has final leisurely breakfast at Moab Diner.

Bruce speaks with ‘Geezers’ again at Breakfast – they will ride Porcupine Rim this morning, then over to Fruita to ride Bookcliffs in the afternoon.  Whoa!!  Geezers??

No delays, no problems, nice smooth flight.  Until Logan.

Limo service is 75 minutes late. and can’t pick the boys up at the Arrivals location, they need to haul their shit to Departures. Bruce and Nate frazzled at poor service and opt to reduce tip.  Solo feels squeezed since he’s made the transport arrangements and is to be the guy to handover the cash. Nate takes over the payment process to remove Solo from interface, but Solo still uneasy and opts to wait outside, by himself.  Ah, the minds of the tired and weary at the end of a long day/week.

Ride to Manchester still takes only 65 minutes after Boston rain turns to snow at I495 all the way to ManchVegas.  

The boys shake hands and depart in the snow.  Welcome back to winter..

