Logan Branch – Ride to Kenilworth - Sunday 16 May 16/05/2010

I have named this ride – “What’s in a Name”
The most important aspect about doing a ride report is: not t0 leave it too long before the write up so you don’t forget who went on the ride and exactly where we rode. Kraft is a wonderful thing allowing people to meet new people everyday.

Apologies in advance if I leave someone out. If I do it means you probably didn’t do anything to attract attention
OK – We gathered at Maccas on a slightly overcast and rather cool morning. Obviously cold enough for me to change into my cold weather gloves for the first time since last winter. The other nagging issue was rain – it has rained for the last three rides I have been on.

Rowdy our trusty ride leader for the day had us saddled and mobile by the start time and we motored off into the unknown. First stop Samford where Sak was waiting for us. Not a bad cruise through town that time of day. Samford was a quick stop, well long enough for Gadget to devour a few choice chocolate bars before motoring onwards and upwards. Oops sorry, was I supposed to keep mum about the chocolates??

Leaving Samford it was a straight forward run through to Dayboro where we had a bit of morning tea. Don’t know how Rowdy picks the venues, must be just guess work… I guess. Some of the mob scattered to find a healthy intake of meat pies and sausage rolls while those trying to lose a few kilos munched on some nuts (their own) and a cup of tea. 
Passing by the lookout at Mt Mee there was another group of bikes. My first thoughts were who is going to pull in thinks the front runners may have pulled in. Intelligent people this Logan mob, not a one turned off. The Mount Mee run is always a great ride. Plenty of twisters and great views of the country side. But it was a bit chilly.  Arriving in Woodford I was thinking there is a pie shop handy here. Those nuts did nothing for me. Rowdy should pullover as he might like one too. Buggar can’t get his attention- oh well keep riding Don. Next stop is Kenilworth. 
Lots more twisty bits and here we are - downtown Kenilworth on a Sunday arvo. Yep -  hoot and holler everybody this is a fairly cheesy place. I know, joke in poor taste. Again we scattered to the winds. Some tasted cheese and other things while the more adventurous set out to savour the town attractions – namely the pie shop and the pub. Both of which cater to almost everyone’s taste buds (live or dead). A few of us settled in at the pub for a feed. Gadget had a heap of ribs you couldn’t jump over. (Was I allowed to mention ribs). Teresa and Whats His Name had a burger that was more than a mouth full, while someone else had something else to eat. Yours truly, having got over the pie fetish settled for a Ceasar Salad. Not sure why they call it a Ceasar Salad – maybe it was his last meal before things got pointed!!
Diesel and Cathy (had to cheat and look at the contact list to remember her name) chose the pie shop for lunch and someone else whose name escapes me – again, Old Timers rules. Gee Diesel I hope you haven’t changed spouses. No problems the editor will fix things to prevent a domestic.
Ok - its time to refuel and head home. Just about to leave and who shows up – Vibes and Twig. What! Sleep in did we? Heading out of town and a few corners later we are on the Obi Obi road heading to Mapleton. A few K’s into the trip and what this – a detour onto dirt is what it is. Hey this wasn’t mentioned in the itinerary. Those gold wing riders will be upset and whinging about this. OH I forgot – Holler wasn’t with us as he had taken the bride on a recce to Chinderah checking out the camping for the June long weekend. Diesel seemed OK with a bit of dirt. Hey it was smooth dirt – but I am glad it wasn’t raining as it might have become slippery smooth mud! After a few K’s (about 4 I think according to the Gadget dirt distance detector) we got back on the hard stuff. A few more miles up the road and it splits and its One Way for a stretch. Rather fun to able to use the whole road, legally that is, for a change. I just hope everyone coming from Mapleton can read. Don’t want any nasty surprises do we?
Got to the top of the hill and made our way down the other side via Montville, Maleny and Landsborough and onto the highway via Crocodile Man road. Onto the highway and we are looking at plenty of boring bits. Last stop the BP at Morayfield where we said our farewells. Last stretch to home, I hope the Gateway is OK. Miracles and saints be praised a straight through run home. More silent thankyous as it didn’t rain.

A great day out with great company and congrats Rowdy for throwing this one together. See ya next time:-

D-fer
A final tit bit: just like to give the June long weekend camping adventure a plug. I know sleeping in a tent isn’t everyone’s cup of tea but there are great cabins to hire at the park. The few of us that went to Flanagan’s had a great time. Have a think about it and would be great if you can join us.  If you can’t fit it on a bike – bring the ute. If nothing else it will help me to remember a few more names!!

