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Counting Down...or Up?

FEW YEARS BACK, after someone

asked me how many miles| thought

I had ridden on motorcycles, | sat
down and made an effort to see if | could
come up with aredlistic total. Asit turned
out, it wasn’'t all that difficult. I've always
kept pretty good maintenancerecordsonall
the bikes I’ve owned, so | knew pretty
closely how many miles a bike had on it
when | bought it, and when | sold it. Then,
of course, it wasafairly easy matter tolook
uptherecordsondl thetest bikes|’d ridden
over theyearsfor Wing World, Road Rider
and, naturally, MCN. When | punched up
the grand total, it came to a little over
780,000 miles. Of course, | could have been
off by several thousand miles either way,
but I had made an honest effort to err onthe
conservative side, so | felt fairly comfort-
able with that number.

Anyway, this al happened right around
the time that my mentor, Bob Carpenter,
was getting set to go on aspecial ride cel-
ebrating his one-millionth mile on two
wheels, and it got me to dreaming that
someday | might actually get the same
opportunity. So, | set myself agoal of reach-
ing themillion-mile mark by my 55th birth-
day, and have kept pretty careful track of
my mileage since then.

About three weeks from now—or about
two weeksbefore you got thisissue—I will
pass my 54th birthday. Twelve months to
go, and counting. And, as of this writing,
my cumulative mileage total is 961,351
miles. That means| have 38,649 milesto go
to reach my goal, or about 3220 miles a
month (or 743 miles per week; if | want to
get really anal about this). That's a little
steep, even for me, but I’ m determined to try
to make it. It's too many miles to rack up
just riding on available weekends, so I'm
juggling my work schedule to try to get
myself two extra days off amonth, just for
riding. If | can managethat, getting the miles
should beasnap. Especially sincethe good
folks at Honda have been kind enough to
provideuswitha“long-term” test bike—an
ST1300. Eating miles on that baby is like
eating candy.

Speaking of bikes, it also might beinter-
esting to note that by thetime | hit my mil-
lion-mile mark (if 1 do), those miles will
have been accumulated on over 300 differ-
ent motorcycles. And though that works out
to an average of only about 3300 miles per
bike, over a quarter of the total (about
260,000 miles) will have been spent on
Honda Gold Wings. That's because from
1982t0 1991, | owned asuccession of GLS:
An 1100 Interstate, a 1200 Interstate, and a
1500 SE. And then, of course, you have to

take my tenure at Wing World magazine
into consideration. After that, though, my
second-most-ridden bike would be the
Honda ST1100, followed by 12 years of
two or three different bikesamonth. Inthe
past fiveyearsor so, themgjority have prob-
ably been accounted for on variousBMWs.

Last week, Dave, Walt and | took the
three sport-tourersreported on in thisissue
on athree-day, 1200-mile trek up to Zion
National Park and back, and the following
weekend, my wifeand | logged another 500
miles running around southern California.
So, asof right now, I'm actually almost two
weeks ahead of schedule for rolling over
that seventh digit.

Non-motorcycling friends (the few |
have) think I'm crazy, and even a few of
my riding friends agree. Of course, they're
the kind of motorcyclists that are into rac-
ing. Ever noticethat very few racersever do
any street riding? In fact, my friend Walt
Fulton is the only ex-racer I've ever met
who actually getsinto touring. | asked him
about it once, and he saysracerssimply find
street riding much too dangerous, and save
their saddletimefor the track. Aninterest-
ing phenomenon, when you consider that
most street riders, and especially touring
riders, tend to believe exactly the opposite.

But al thisisreally about is setting per-
sonal goals. Over theyears|’ ve participated
inmany year-long “tours,” with stated goals
like spelling out aclub’ snamewith thefirst
letters of town names, by photographing
your bike at the city limits sign. Some of
themoreinteresting oneswerethe “ Tomb-
stone Tour,” where you collected cemeter-
ies, the “Brothel Tour,” where you found
and photographed legal houses of prosti-
tution (obviously sponsored by a club in
Nevada), and Mike Kneebone's dreaded
Iron Butt “National Parks Tour Master

Award,” where you have to get an official
National Parks Passport stamped at 50 dif-
ferent parks and/or historical monuments
inat least 25 different states, all within one
year'stime,

Granted, my “millionmiles’ isabit loftier
goal than some of those I’ ve previously
undertaken—morelikealifetime quest. But
therein lies the rub. Any mileage or desti-
nation-driven goal I’ ve ever set for myself
before, I’ ve always known, and sometimes
said: “I'd like to do this again sometime.”
And, on a few occasions, | actualy have.
Obvioudly, that is not to be thistime. To
rack up asecond million miles, I'd have to
keep riding at the current rate right up until
my 90th birthday—and that seems a bit
far-fetched.

All of whichisby way of explaining that
though | look forward to attaining thislife
goal, part of me is a bit saddened by this
reminder that the majority of my riding days
are behind me. Asthey say, “It'sall down-
hill from here.”

Bob retired soon after attaining his mil-
lion miles, and hasn’'t been on amotorcy-
clein years. He's found other interests,
and seems perfectly happy with that, but
I honestly wonder if | could do the same.
Quitefrankly, I have absolutely nointention
of trying to find out. Lately, I’ve actually
begun to accelerate the amount of time |
spend in the saddle, and have aso started
making an effort to improve both my phys-
ical and mental riding skills—in hopes of
extending my two-wheeled tenure just as
far into thedistant futureaspossible. | have
several friends who have managed to keep
riding (and | mean seriously riding, not
just weekend putts) well into their 80s, and
see no reason | can't do the same. On my
side, | have a genetic advantage—both my
Mother’s and my Father’s families are
known for their longevity. | have half-a-
dozen great auntsand uncleswell into their
90s right now, and next month will be my
Grandmother’s 100th birthday. Fred Rau
Senior, my Grandfather (and a motorcy-
clist), lived to be 95, and both my Great-
Grandfathers passed the century mark before
succumbing.

So, who knows? Maybe | will see that
second million-milemark. | know thismuch
for sure—I’m going to give it one hell of
atry.

o

—Fred Rau
Senior Editor
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