
 
  



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Coming up at Gruene Harley Davidson 



Road Tales 

Our recent trip to Daytona went off without a hitch.  Despite the rain we battled for the first day and a 

half, we enjoyed the sunshine, camaraderie, and craziness of the Daytona rally, finished off by two days 

in The Big Easy. 

As is always the case, we got great treatment by restaurants and hotels across the country and people 

waved and gave us the thumbs-up all the way up Interstate 10. 

I can’t help but reflect back on how totally different motorcycling cross-country is now compared to 30 

years ago.  In Dallas in the late 70’s and early 80’s, I rode around on an old Triumph chopper I bought at 

a pawn shop for $300.00. It was chopped out and rode like a jackhammer. I had befriended some very 

rowdy independents who rode a variety of mismatched bikes.  Needless to say, there was always a 

chase truck following behind us, not matter how near or far we rode. 

One weekend we got the idea of doing an overnighter in Turner Falls, Oklahoma. Off we went, resolved 

to make our destination.  After we crossed the Oklahoma line, I guess word spread ahead of us that 

“biker’s are a comin’”.  Literally every gas stop we tried to make was closed with blinds drawn. Nobody 

home at 2:00 in the afternoon on a Saturday afternoon in June?  Cars were parked out front.  I felt like 

Billy the Kid without a gun. 

Yes, times have really changed. 

 

Marta Maley Roberts 

 







 


