
Dam to Ham 
By Jerry White 

 
I crossed the 1088 starting line in Salt Lake City at 0700 on Thursday June 23, departing on a 
planned route of 3,500 miles and seven states. Up until the night before the start, I was sure I had 
a darned good route, the most points possible for my mileage budget. Then at the riders meeting 
on Wednesday night, Rallymaster Steve Chalmers dropped the bomb that destroyed my podium 
fantasies. More on that later.  
 
Though my kickstand was up on and my wheels were rolling as soon as we were released on 
Thursday morning, the rally really started back in January. That’s when I paid my entry fee and 
was given access to the group email list that Steve maintains for the riders. Oh the fun we had, 
bantering with each other and occasionally (very occasionally) sharing useful information. Then 
the fun really ratcheted up on June 1 when Steve distributed the bonus pack. This is the first time 
I’ve ridden a rally with the bonuses given in advance. I kept wondering if there would be a last 
minute twist, or some sort of on-the-clock routing to be done. Most rallies include that element. 
But we were reassured that this was it, no new boni the hour before the start. Okay then. This 
was also the first rally I’ve ridden where the riders themselves were allowed to contribute 
bonuses. We provided the photos and background information, and Steve assigned the points 
value. Fun! 
 
There were bonuses literally all over the map, from Seattle to LA and Phoenix to Oklahoma, 
Missouri, Iowa, Wisconsin, and Minnesota, to Hyder, Alaska, to Cheektowaga, NY. This last 
one was timed to coincide with the first checkpoint of the 2011 Iron Butt Rally, which was 
running concurrently with the 1088 for the first (and hopefully last) time. A 1088 rider could 
earn a lot of points by getting a photo of an active IBR rider holding both their own IBR rally 
flag as well as the 1088 rally towel. The most direct route there and back, with no other bonus 
hunting, was 3800 miles. It was tempting, but I didn’t think Steve had given it enough points to 
be worthwhile. There were more points available for fewer miles. I ran various scenarios and 
decided on a west coast loop encompassing Idaho, Oregon, Washington, Oregon again, 
California, Nevada, a touch of Arizona, and Utah. With all the various add-ons for rest, national 
parks, policemen and such, I could get 110,000 points. There were also opportunities to drop 
bonuses if I got tired or low on time. 
 



 
 
By the time I got to Utah I was locked and loaded on my Northwest route. Ready to roll on 
Tuesday night for the BBQ. Ready to roll on Wednesday morning and a Wal-Mart run. Ready to 
roll on Wednesday afternoon and official rally registration and the submitting of our intended 
routes. Then came the riders meeting on Wednesday night. Steve says, “The IBR checkpoint in 
Cheektowaga is now worth 90,000 points. Anyone may add this bonus to their previously 
submitted routes. You are dismissed.” 
 
The biggest problem with this new development was that we weren’t able to totally revise our 
routes. We could only add this one bonus. This meant that someone who had already declared an 
eastward route could still visit some of their intended bonuses, dropping others but adding 
Cheektowaga. That would be a competitive rider. But someone who didn’t have a single bonus 
east of Salt Lake City, such as me, could only get the big bonus but not add anything else. It 
would be a huge ride worthy of the top 5 or 10, but with no possible way to win. The decision 
was easy for me. I’d rather ride the route I’d already developed, with lots of fun and interesting 



places to visit, and finish mid-pack, than ride more miles than I wanted, on all interstates, collect 
one measly bonus, and finish just shy of the podium anyway. I feel it was an ill-considered rule 
change. He should have allowed everyone to revise their routes. I would have seriously 
considered an eastward route that included Cheektowaga as well as other Midwest boni, but I 
had been locked out of it. I didn’t bother me at all. I was happy to continue on with my plan. 
Steve can make whatever rules he wants, and if I don’t like them I am free to not participate.  
 
I emailed my family and friends of this new development and then made the mistake of reading 
some other email. I found out that Mike Kneebone of the IBA had offered no-draw-entries into 
the 2013 IBR for anybody who scored this 1088 bonus and finished the rally. I thought that was 
very gracious of him, and it did make the checkpoint bonus more tempting. It just wasn’t enough 
to put me over the top. It seemed silly to me, to change my entire rally goal to be “get a no-draw 
in the IBR” instead of “have fun and do well on the 1088.”  
 
Back to Thursday morning and wheels rolling. The first bonus of the day was at a shooting range 
about 4 miles from the rally start. We each got three shots on a Walther PPK pistol. Best score 
won the pistol. Everyone who showed up got nice points for it no matter how well they shot. My 
goal was to get in and out as quickly as possible. I had scouted the location on Wednesday and 
was ready for it. Fortunately for me, there was a large distraction just before 0700 involving a 
Nevada Highway Patrolman in the rally parking lot. While many dogs were chasing that 
particular squirrel I was riding to the shooting range.  
 



 
 



 
 
As soon as I retrieved my target paper without a single bullet hole in it, I rode back to the rally 
hotel for a receipt and photo that were good for a rest bonus. I was steaming out of town by 
0725, two bonuses already in the bag. I knew I’d get my policeman photo later in some small 
town, and not have to stand in line for it. 
 
 
(And I did, here she is, some place in Idaho.) 



 



 
 
My first bonus came courtesy of Gary Deitrick. It was in southeastern Oregon at the gravesite of 
Jean Baptiste Charbonneau. He was the son of Sacajawea and her French husband. She was 
pregnant with him when they joined the Lewis and Clark Corps of Discovery, and the baby was 
born on the trail. Having a woman and baby with them was actually an icebreaker for Lewis and 
Clark, because it showed the native Indians they met along the way that this was not a war party. 
He is depicted as a baby on the Sacajawea dollar coin, the youngest person ever to be on US 
currency. He grew up to be an outdoorsman, explorer and miner, and died close to where he is 
buried. Yes, I did my research, folks! 
 



 
 
Anyway, the best way to the Charbonneau gravesite from SLC was a fantastic run on some 
scenic and lightly traveled interstate in Idaho, then a 60 mile detour down into Oregon through 
some nice mountains, then the same 60 miles back up to the interstate. It was a long detour but I 
felt the points were worth the miles compared to the other options. When I got to US95 and the 
mountains, there was a road construction delay. I rode up the shoulder to the front of the line, 
which is customary for motorcycles no matter what state you’re in. The flagger didn’t seem to 
think so and we had an unpleasant encounter. She actually tried to prevent me from leaving when 
the pilot truck came, saying “You have to wait until all the cars are through.” I zipped around her 
anyway. She’s not a cop and she can’t hold me like that. It’s actually safer for a bike to be in 
front of, rather than behind, a long line of cars in construction zones. The bonus itself was about 
30 or 45 minutes south of this spot, at the end of a 4 mile dirt and gravel road. Then I retraced 
my steps and came upon the same bit of road construction in the other direction. I decided to stay 
in line this time, rather than get into more hassles with this weirdo road crew.  
 
With the Charbonneau bonus in the bag I continued in a northwesterly direction to the next 
bonus of the tiny town of Starbuck, WA (thank you, Matt Watkins.) My route took me to Walla 
Walla, Washington, and then into the territory called the Palouse. Here I experienced a 
wonderful bit of déjà vu. I was on this same road, at about the same time of day (late afternoon to 
sunset) in the 2009 Iron Butt rally. It was just as nice this time around. As I was taking my bonus 
photo, a nice local couple asked if they could take my picture for me. I already had my bonus 



photo and was about to leave, but I decided to be a nice ambassador for the sport and let them 
take the shot while I filled them in about the long distance motorcycle scavenger hunt I was on. 
That was a friendly interlude. Then I enjoyed another bit of seriously fun roads getting out of 
Starbuck and on to the nearest state highway. That was truly a wonderful way to spend an 
afternoon. 
 

 
 
As I rode towards Seattle I reflected on the two boni I had visited so far today. This is the kind of 
motorcycle rallying I love – long rides over scenic and curvy roads, lightly traveled, to bonus 
locations that are obscure. I would have never found Charbonneau’s grave or the hangman’s 
noose in Starbuck, WA, without the efforts of the 1088 staff and riders. Concurrent with my 
day’s ride, some folks were grinding out interstate miles and visiting gas stations or state capitols 
on their IBR quests. It was a different style of ride, and I was thankful to be on the ride I was on.  
 



Riding to Seattle was uneventful until I got onto the Snoqualmie Pass. All of a sudden, four lanes 
of interstate ground to a crawl. At the same time it started raining. There I was, surrounded by 
semis, barely moving, getting drenched. I saw on my weather radar that the rain wouldn’t last 
long, and the traffic jam was probably temporary as well. I kept my spirits up and enjoyed the 
experience. As expected, conditions improved and I found my way into downtown Seattle, Pike 
Place Market, and Starbucks Store #1. I took a minute there to put on some warm socks amid the 
empty stalls of the market. It was around 11PM or midnight by this time. I was right on schedule, 
feeling good, and so I kept going according to my plan. 
 

 
 



 
 
The next day’s plan was to visit Wynoochee Dam first thing in the morning. I was going to get a 
room somewhere between Seattle and Montesano, as far as I could go until my internal fatigue 
clock told me it was time to stop. That turned out to be Olympia, WA. I could tell I was done 
because I couldn’t seem to navigate my way efficiently to a motel. A few minutes were wasted 
riding in circles, fortunately in an area with plenty of motels. I slept for four hours. 
 



 



 
 
In the morning it was raining lightly off-and-on. I had a pleasant ride to Montesano. Fellow rider 
Mario Winkleman had submitted this bonus, and he had answered my questions generously. I 
was really looking forward to this bonus. It wasn’t worth that many points in the scheme of 
things, and it was slow riding, but it was just a place I wanted to go. Mario made it sound so 
great. Sometimes we make rally decisions with our hearts instead of our heads. I thoroughly 
enjoyed the ride up to the dam and back down to Montesano, taking note to time myself and 
report back to Mario what my round trip time was. There were a few logging trucks, but no deer 
or other cars. You can’t ask for a better start to a rally day. 
 



 
 



 
 
Next on the agenda was the northwestern Oregon town of Cannon Beach. To get there I had a 
nice ride through the Washington coastal mountains. At one point I came to a T intersection and 
had a laugh at my dueling GPSs. Experience told me to listen to the older and wiser 478 instead 
of the young and dumb 550.  
 



 
 
Shortly after this I came down a hill, rounded a corner, and gasped at the amazing vista laid out 
ahead. My motorcycle’s windshield overflowed with the sight of the wide waters of the mighty 
Columbia. Over on the other side was Astoria, Oregon. The huge blue sky was interspersed with 
white, puffy clouds. All around were the forested slopes of the coastal range. The road ahead was 
wet from the earlier rain, which had washed the world clean. This was a magical moment that I’ll 
never forget. When I’m too old to ride I can always replay this particular movie clip and smile 
like I did that day. 
 
I crossed the bridge into Oregon, and immediately was absorbed into the morning’s traffic jam 
down the coast. I stopped-and-goed for quite a few miles until Cannon Beach. The bonus was a 
Matt Longtin’s favorite candy store, where we needed to get either a photograph or a bag of taffy 
for Jeniel Chalmers. It was still early and the store was closed, so I grabbed the photo and turned 
around back out of town. Thence the route was directed toward Portland and Vancouver. 
Nothing much of interest happened here, but at least I was moving at the speed limit.  
 



 
 
The bonus was Ken Morton’s house in Vancouver, WA. The way it was worded, you could get a 
photo any time of day or night, but if you got there between 5:00 PM and 9:00 PM you could get 
a member of Ken’s household to be in your photo and pick up some extra points. I was hoping 
that someone would be home when I got there at noon, and I would get the extra points anyway. 
As I approached town I saw another rally rider heading west out of town. I assumed he was 
running my route in reverse. He was the only rally rider I saw in the three days. 
 
I got to Ken’s house in short order, and one of his many wives came outside to greet me. She was 
really friendly and helpful, and held my flag for the shot. I asked to go inside to use the 
bathroom, and as I came out again, there was Dennis York. He also lives in Vancouver and had 
arranged to meet me at Ken’s. It was great to see Dennis. He had also met me at a local bonus 
back in 09, so it was great to continue our tradition of rally intercepts. We had a discussion about 
the best way to avoid the southbound traffic jam, and then I was gone. It had been a really fun 
bonus, one that I was eager to relate to Ken when the rally was over. It hurts me deeply to say 
that we never had that conversation, and that Ken Morton is never going to set foot in his house 
again. I was there after him. It wasn’t supposed to be that way. Rest in Peace, my friend. 
 



 
 



 
 
Portland traffic wasn’t too bad, but then I made my way to McMinnville and the aviation 
museum where the Spruce Goose is displayed. Traffic sucked. After the jillionth traffic light I 
pulled into the driveway and saw Paul Peloquin’s smiling face. About a week earlier I had 
intercepted Paul in Woodland, CA, while he was on his quixotic Dutch Treat ride. This time it 
was his turn. We had a short visit, went inside to take the pic of the airplane, and then Paul gave 
me a slug of his Dutch Brothers Mocha. At least he’s consistent! 
 



 
 
I blindly followed my GPS to Salem, OR where I could get onto I-5 southbound. Unfortunately 
the damn GPS (both of them this time) routed me through about 20 minutes of downtown traffic. 
I wish I had paid closer attention to the routing and found a way to skirt the city. Finally I was up 
on the interstate and picking up speed. Next stop, Eugene and the new basketball arena. I had 
scouted this location online and with Rich Hursey, so I had a good route to get the photo. It 
worked out fine and I was quickly on the road again. I just can’t wait to get on the road again. 
 



 
 
From here on out I had a long slog ahead. My next bonus was in my home territory, my own 
bonuses in the Oakland hills. It’s about 500 miles from Eugene to Oakland, so I just settled in on 
a steady pace and rode tank to tank. XM radio sure does come in handy during times like this. 
 
It was around 11:00 PM or so when I got off the freeway in Lafayette, CA, and made my way to 
the Canyon post office and then up to Skyline and the Chabot Observatory. Didn’t need no damn 
GPS this time.  
 



 
 



 
 
Then I had a special treat – a visit home! Immediately upon pulling into my driveway I heard 
some noise behind me and it was my neighbors and good friends across the street standing in 
their doorway applauding and waving. They didn’t even know for sure that I was coming home, 
but they’d been watching my SPOT track and made an educated guess. That was totally cool! 
Sally and Claire also came outside to greet me and I felt like a minor celebrity. I was so ready for 
their welcoming arms. Rally wisdom says to avoid going home because you might never leave 
again, but it worked out fine. I stayed 20 minutes, ate a sandwich and a brownie, kissed them 
goodbye, and kept going. My daily route wasn’t over yet but that visit had just bought me a 
bunch of energy to keep going. 
 
The last bonus of the day was courtesy of Thane Beckstrant: Lick Observatory on Mt. Hamilton 
in San Jose. This has been a rally bonus many times before, but never in the middle of the night. 
I knew the road would be slow and twisty, but I had good lights and was familiar with the ride. 
No problem. As I went up there was a steady stream of cars coming down. That was curious 
because normally at midnight that road is deserted. I pulled into the observatory parking lot, 
which I had halfway expected to be closed, and instead found many cars and people all around. 
A security guard greeted me and I told him what I was doing. I asked him what was going on, 
and he said they had a special event where people could look through the telescope. It was a 
perfect night for it, with no clouds or moon. The guard was happy to take my bonus photo for 
me, and another guy came over and started kibitzing about motorcycles. I got out of there as 



quickly as I politely could, and began my ride down the other side of the mountain toward my 
expected rest stop in Turlock.  
 

 
 
As I wound down the mountain it suddenly occurred to me what I had just done. I had started the 
day at Wynoochee Dam in Washington. Now here I was on top of Mount Hamilton. That was 
just amazing to me. I didn’t know exactly how many miles it was, but it was surely over 1,000. 
And I had not ridden it point to point. I had collected rally bonuses, been in heavy traffic, and 
visited with friends. I was thrilled to have made that ride. The funny thing was, I was executing 
my plan just as I had written it. But when it was on paper, on the computer, it didn’t seem that 
big a deal. It was just, “Here’s Day Two.” But when I actually rode it, it seemed like an 
incredible deal. I felt so proud of having ridden through the many challenges of that ride, 
certainly the only person ever to have done that exact ride. But I decided I had the makings of a 
fun IBA Saddlesore 1000 route. Call it the Dam to Ham. Anyone can do it – just have Mario 



witness them at the dam, and I’ll witness them at Mt. Hamilton. Silly things go through your 
mind at 1:00 AM on the back side of the mountain. 
 
I had a bit of a struggle with fatigue as I wound my way down to the Central Valley. It’s a good, 
long slog when you’ve already had a long day. I stopped once to regroup, but finally did make it 
to I-5. There was a motel there right as the canyon road ended at the Interstate, but they wanted 
$130 a night. Forget that, I decided I was good enough to make it 20 minutes longer to the Motel 
6 in Turlock. And I was. And I slept. 
 



 
 



 
 
When my Screaming Meanie woke me up on Day Three, I was already an hour behind schedule. 
Rather than short myself on sleep I had decided I could cut some bonuses at the end if necessary 
so I had set my alarm accordingly the night before. Sleep and safety are Job One in this game. 
My plan was to hit Yosemite first thing in the morning before the weekend traffic got heavy. It 
was a summer Saturday, sure to draw slow moving lines of cars and RVs anywhere near the 
park.  
 
The first part of the ride was through the rolling, golden foothills of the California Sierra Nevada. 
I love this terrain. It feels like home to me. Traffic didn’t really get heavy until just before the 
entrance gate, where I had to wait a few minutes to pay. Then we moved slowly but steadily 
through the park, and I made it to the Tunnel Overlook. This viewpoint is spectacular, but I’ve 
seen it many times before and barely glanced at it as I focused on getting the bonus photo. 
Shame, I suppose.  
 



 
 



 
 
As soon as I exited the park at the south side, I saw a huge lineup of cars northbound, waiting to 
get in. This line was way worse than the one I had faced earlier on the way in. I wonder if it was 
the same at the other gate now. I was just glad to be moving away from the madhouse. My next 
stop wasn’t until downtown LA, many miles away, but before that there was the small matter of 
the In-N-Out Burger bonus. We could get a receipt from any In-N-Out, and it was worth pretty 
good points, more than Wynoochee Dam. What’s up with that, Steve? A burger chain is more 
valuable than a fantastic forest road? (Actually, that’s one reason I went west in the first place – 
easy points with this bonus.)  
 
Anyhow, I had done my research and had marked every In-N-Out within ¼ mile of my route on 
my GPS. I stopped in Fresno shortly after the store opened, and rather than just use someone 
else’s receipt (perfectly legal) I decided to order my own burgers. There was no line at all, and 
you have to take advantage of that situation when you can. I chowed one burger right there, and 
stuck the other one in my trunk for later. Back on the highway and into LA. 
 
Saturday traffic in LA can be hit or miss. Unfortunately it was more Miss than Hit this day. I had 
to do a fair amount of lanesplitting to get to the Farmer John factory downtown. This was Nancy 
Lefcourt’s bonus, and it was interesting to say the least. A sketchy neighborhood, but a cool 
mural on the wall. Then back on the freeway, more lanesplitting, to get to Upland and the 



Madonna of the Trail. This was a combo bonus for those that got all four of them between here 
and Albuquerque. I was only after this one but it was still worth points, so what the heck. 
 

 
 



 
 
Then I went to Barstow to find a folk art installation. This was nothing more than someone’s 
building with a bunch of old signs out front, and an anvil on top of a really tall flagpole. Mark 
Starrett had provided it. I had a tough time photographing the anvil with my rally flag, but 
fortunately the bonus instructions had an alternate photo that was allowed. Points in the bag, it 
was time to head for Las Vegas. 
 



 
 
I-15 is weird. Traffic is either fast or faster. Nobody seems to pay attention to the speed limit. I 
tried my best to keep it within 10 mph because I didn’t want any tickets. As soon as it crosses 
into Nevada the speeds really pick up, and the closer you get to Vegas, the crazier the people 
drive. It was downright dangerous a few times. Stoopid morons, slow down! The casinos will 
still be there if you get there 15 minutes later. Fortunately the bonus there was not on the strip 
and it was really easy to get into and out of. Thanks to Reno John for directing us to the site of 
the worlds largest Margarita. I was really hot at this point so I took a long break at a gas station, 
had a sandwich and bought a bunch of ice. This was the toughest part of the day, my time in 
Vegas.  
 



 
 
After this I was aiming for the barn. I needed to pick up a receipt in Arizona, which I had scouted 
earlier and was able to obtain in Littlefield. This is a tiny town in the Arizona Strip, which is that 
brief stretch of I-15 that cuts across the northwest corner of AZ. The lady at the mini-mart was 
really nice and she helped me get a receipt that actually had the name of the town on it. I spent 
too much time there talking bikes and rallies with her, but I had fun.  
 
Not long after Littlefield I was in Utah and I pulled off at the Kolob Canyon entrance to Zion 
National Park. This photo was worth 1250 points and was right off the interstate. I was slowing 
down here, so I stopped a while to enjoy the amazing starry sky. Unfortunately the highway 
noise and lights were distracting and I couldn’t really get primal at that moment as I had wanted. 
Instead I got back on the horse and rode northward. 
 



 
 
I had a big decision to make here. Would I head for more National Park bonuses, or head straight 
home? Already I’d lost too much time to make Capitol Reef, but I could still get Bryce if I 
pushed it. I did the math – if I went for Bryce I would get back to the rally at 6 AM, 1 hour to 
spare. If I didn’t, I’d get back at 3:00 AM. I decided the 1250 points weren’t worth the risk of a 
DNF. One hour wasn’t enough slack time because I knew I’d need some rest time. The roads 
were isolated and curvy, more tiring than nice, straight interstate. I erred on the side of caution 
and decided to head for the barn.  
 
Awhile up the road, in Beaver, UT, I stopped for gas. The gas station had a little gift area and I 
was able to score a bag of taffy for Jeniel. It wasn’t from Oregon but she probably wouldn’t 
mind. I was feeling hungry and tired, so as I stowed the taffy in my bike, I retrieved the Fresno 
burger and went in to the trucker’s lounge. The burger was definitely worse for wear, it had had a 
long day too, but I ate it anyway. World’s Toughest Stomachs, or something like that. Then I 
tried to sleep, but the truckers a few tables over were talking too loudly. I put in my earplugs and 
did my best to rest, and eventually I did end up sleeping some.  
 
I pulled back onto the highway and rode for an hour or so, then got sleepy again. I exited the first 
chance I could, found a perfect nap spot near the highway exit, and checked into the Iron Butt 
Motel. This time I could really enjoy the starry sky, the quietness of the moment, and the sense 
of accomplishment of my rally ride. I had made the right decisions, been lucky with traffic and 



weather, and had a great rally. On this satisfied note I slept. Not long afterward I woke up feeling 
refreshed, got on my trusty FJR, and finished the ride to Salt Lake City. I realized that my two I-
15 stops had totaled 90 minutes. If I had chosen the Bryce route, which only had 60 minutes 
spare time, I would have been riding fatigued (or been late and DNFed.) That worked out well! 
 

 
 
I got scored with a minor hiccup which ended up earning me the rock later, but that’s another 
story. It was great hanging out with all the other riders, not just my gang of 3-day riders, but also 
the 12- and 24-hour folks who had showed up a few days after us. And then I saw Matt Watkins 
who was looking extremely pleased with his BBG Trifecta ride and points total of nearly 
200,000. I drifted in and out of groups, and then went back to Matt and a few others to see if his 
ride had held up as the best of the bunch. The other top contender was Ken Morton, winner of 
the 10 in 10 last year, but I hadn’t seen him yet. I asked Matt, “Where’s Ken?” Matt looked at 
me oddly and said, “Ken’s dead.”  
 
“What?” 
 



“Ken crashed his bike into the center divide in Nebraska. He’s not coming back.”  
 
It took me a few seconds to realize this was no joke, and the enormity of it hit me. Ken was one 
of the best, smartest riders I knew. Guys like him aren’t supposed to die like this. It just didn’t 
compute. We had exchanged internet conversation for a few years but we only met in person for 
the first time at the start of this rally. It didn’t matter, I considered him a friend and I grieved his 
loss. A few details of his accident trickled out, but the bottom line was that he had bought the 
farm doing what I considered a hobby. People aren’t supposed to DIE doing hobbies. I had to 
seriously rethink what I was doing with this hobby. 
 
And so I did. That night, and the next morning, I had important conversations with some rally 
riders I really respect. Then I had 11 hours of riding on the trip home. I decided that motorcycle 
rallies present a situation that can lead to different decisions than when someone is not in a rally. 
There is pressure to finish and not DNF. There is pressure to score well. Those pressures might 
influence a decision to keep riding instead of stopping in bad weather, or fatigue, or deer 
territory, etc. If it were a certificate ride, or a pleasure ride, you’d be more likely to call it off, or 
just back off a bit. In a rally, you have more to accomplish.  
 
For me the result of Ken’s death is that I’m retiring from competitive rallying. Call me a flower 
sniffer from now on. I’ll still rally because I love it too much to give up, and I have so many 
great friends in the sport. I’m actually writing this report at another rally right now. But I won’t 
be pulling consecutive all nighters, or riding monster mileage just to squeeze out a top score. 
This stuff is supposed to be FUN, not life or death.  
 
Oh, by the way, I finished 7th in the three-day 1088. Five people went to Cheektowaga and made 
it back. They were the top five. Matt did win, with a monster ride and monster score. His ride 
was something very few people could have ever done, something to go down for the ages. 
Congratulations, Matt. Marc Beaulac was initially declared the winner, but a few days later, after 
we all came down from the rally and Ken’s death, Steve reviewed things and realized he’d made 
a mistake. Marc was very gracious about relinquishing the trophy and taking second. Brian 
Roberts was the top non-Cheektowaga rider in 6th place. He rode 3500 miles on an eastern route, 
a very smart ride that I didn’t see on the map. If I had made Bryce and Capitol Reef I would have 
barely squeezed past Brian, but I am still sure I made the right choice to skip those. They 
probably weren’t ever reachable for me. I rode 3300 miles, my best pace ever on a multi-day 
rally.  
 
My sincere thanks go out to Steve Chalmers, his volunteers, and my fellow riders for making the 
Utah 1088 such a great event.  Many people contributed to this rally, in large and small ways. I 
thank you all. Also my condolences go out to Ken Morton’s family. May God bless you.  


