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VALENTIN BESIDE THE GUADALUPE

Dispatch from East Tennessee……………………………………………...KENNETH SENKEL
I’m just going to say it here: Tennessee barbecue makes me pine for Texas barbecue. It’s not that it’s bad
stuff at all, but somehow the concept of beef brisket or beef ribs just never took hold up here in the hollers.
Pork is a fine meat, as is chicken, but what in the heck do they DO with all the cows around here? Are they
pets? It was something to ponder as I set out for town on the R1200C/Ural sidecar rig one recent Saturday
morning.
It was early but my stomach had already commanded:
“Get barbecue from the Giggling Pig. Add it to scrambled eggs. I
have spoken.”
There was no argument from me. “Okay, stomach. You are wise,
so it shall be done!”
Yes, it’s ten miles each way to the Giggling Pig barbecue shack,
but it is seriously the best ‘cue around. Yes, there was heavy
morning fog in some valleys along the way, but barbecue ‘n eggs
for breakfast? And a morning drive on the sidecar rig? Yessir!
Speaking of fog, it was
actually kinda dangerous out there. Soon I
realized why weather
conditions sometimes
grounded squadrons
during the Battle of Britain. Heavy morning fog can be so dense
that visibility truly is no more than a matter of feet. This morning it
was changing quickly as I steered the rig toward home, and those
changes weren’t always noticeable until nearly too late! Cautiously, I drove to town slightly below the posted speed limits.
But the barbecue! I rolled into the parking lot of the Giggling Pig,
noting how few folks were within. Coronavirus, Wuhan virus –
whatever you called it, it was hurting the small businesses. A fluttering banner next to the shack’s door caught my attention: “CBD Oils!” Now that was interesting. Better living through (pseudo)science and smoked meats.
“Hey, man! A little quiet this morning, eh?”
The proprietor/pitmaster, a Tazewell firefighter by trade, commiserated with a slight grin as he took my order.
Muscular, tattoo-covered forearms made his butcher knife flicker through juicy pork. It was satisfying watching
a professional do his thing.
“CBD, huh? That’s an interesting mix – when are you going to infuse the meats with CBD?”, I joked as I fiddled with my jacket zippers. My wallet was in there somewhere, I was sure of it.
Silence caused me to look up from my wallet to the pitmaster’s upturned face. He was stroking his scraggly
beard with a latex glove-covered hand, clearly mulling my ostensibly cheeky question, a faraway look on his
face.
“Infused—“, he muttered. A frown slowly formed on his face.
Barbecue secured beneath the tonneau cover on the sidecar, I stuffed the generous (yet unwanted) CBD bottle into my jacket. It would have been rude to refuse the pitmaster’s grateful offer made in trade for my “idea”.
Explaining my question as being merely a wiseguy crack seemed almost cruel. He’s a good dude weathering
a rough patch, so I’d thanked him for the oil.
---Rolling home I was busy debating between cracking four or maybe even five eggs into the skillet when my
(Continued on page 3)
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nose alerted me to a navigational error. Remember the fog? One phenomenon I’ve noticed is that fog can
suddenly increase in density just before the eventual burn off begins – it seems to be caused by rising air
temps. Whatever the reason I clearly hadn’t been paying attention in this murk and thus ducked down the
wrong gravel road. The whiteout had me confused!
But my nose told me one sure thing. Sour mash. It’s a
stench you just don’t forget once you know it. Shifting into
first gear, the funky BMW stock exhaust growling on the
trusty chromehead, I skidded to a halt before running into
several figures looming in the gloom. Looking around, I
found myself in the presence of Bluto, Brutus, and several
of his overall-clad cousins!
Sociologists call it an “insular society” – you’ve probably
seen it depicted in the TV series Justified or the recent
movie Winter’s Bone. Yes, there really are large, suspicious hill folk who don’t look kindly on strangers popping
up...At the family’s still... Uninvited.
Brutus held open a large copper lid as Bluto fed a large bucket of something into the boiling innards. At least
that was what they were doing when I popped up. But now they were frozen in place, along with the rest of
the kin.
My scant Texas accent (what little remains) surely marked me as a complete
outsider. Popping my face shield and blathering something about fog and barbecue, I sorely wished I’d brought Stinky, my big, black pup who loves riding
in the sidecar. A Rottweiler mix, Stinky enjoys meeting new people but they,
in turn, usually give him a wide berth. He’s got an intense gaze, I’m told.
Right about then a slight breeze shifted the mist and revealed an ancient
woman with a mesh of wrinkles for a face. Clad in a green plaid coat, she sat
perched in a rocking chair on a cabin porch just yards away. Her jaw chewed
at nothing, nonstop. She didn’t rock, and that always makes me nervous for
some reason, truth be told. Who sits in a rocking chair and doesn’t rock?
“Mam-maw?”, Bluto bellowed to his non-rocking granny – at least that’s what
it sounded like the man uttered. I could not be sure. All I knew is that he didn’t
need to ask her anything else. The rest of the question was clear to all of us.
Mam-maw listened to my rambling story and remained silent as my voice
trailed off. Never once did she look directly at me, but she mumbled something to her denim audience as her jaw continued chewing nothing. Rather
than wait around to see what happened next, I hopped off the rig and attempted to get into the “back-the-sidecar-rig-the-heck-outta-there” position. But
clunky Sidi boots, loose rocks, sloping ground, and my terror instead caused
me to stumble! Out of my jacket popped the poorly-stowed bottle of CBD oil.
Arms and gloved hands flailing reflexively, the bottle flashed in mid-air and
shattered on the rim of Brutus’ copper lid. The CBD contents splattered into
the sour mash mix, and I realized I was a dead man.
Time stopped. Mam-maw was now most definitely looking at me, and I wish she weren’t!
The denim giants took a collective step toward me as I looked around for an escape route. All this for barbecue – what now…!
We all smelled it at the same time: a fresh, floral aroma very much like bluebonnets in bloom. Yes, definitely
bluebonnets! The odor of sour mash had been banished -- but how?! We all gawked around us: the holler,
the cabin, the still, the trees. What was happening?
It was Bluto who stuck a fingertip into the mash and tasted, tentatively. A puzzled grin spread across his face
(Continued on page 4)
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then.
---Mam-maw waved goodbye and croaked to me something unintelligible
as powerful hands swung the sidecar rig around (with me on it) and
pointed it back to the main road. I had two thoughts on my mind right
then: scrambled eggs with barbecue, and my upcoming Monday morning meeting with my new, overall-wearing business partners.

A Sign outside the Gate at
Denton State Supported Living Center
For 450 handicapped children and adults
(including my daughter) ed.

4

Mr. Underwood’s RS
I was unloading the old bike in my driveway when my wife knew it would not be
going home to Arizona with my friend Morgan after we fixed its’ oil leaks. She
noticed that my body language was possessive. I remained clueless for another
24 hours.
This chapter in a long story began when we met my friend Morgan and his wife
Donna for a weekend steam train ride to view the aspen color in Northern New
Mexico last year. Over dinner, after the train ride, Morgan said that he was going
to sell Mr. Underwood’s old bike and asked if I wanted to buy it. Knowing that I
already owned two vintage BMW motorcycles and had a neck which was no
RICK KALLMAYER
longer very tolerant of the riding position on an R100RS, I answered with a firm
no which earned me kudos from my wife. Morgan told me that the old bike had
a leaking main seal that would need to be fixed before he could sell it. He told me that he had not worked on
an airhead for thirty years and asked if I would be willing to help him fix it since I had the special tools and
was still in the practice of working on the old machines. We agreed that he would truck the bike to my house
in Texas to do the job later in the year.
I told a few of the airhead enthusiasts from our BMW club about the repair project and invited them to come over to hang out while Morgan and I did the job.
Morgan and I each took a side of the bike for the disassembly and started talking about the old days working at Underwood’s shop and being a part of the
Underwoods Clan. The rest of the guys asked lots pf questions about the repair and before we knew it we had a great airhead shop day. When the other
guys had run out of time and gone home and Morgan and I were tidying up the
shop, I finally understood that the old bike needed to have a new caretaker
who knew the bikes’ heritage. Fortunately, Morgan had brought the title with
him!
Mr. Underwood was a BMW motorcycle dealer in business in Saint Joseph,
Illinois for 35 years. He was an old-school sport touring rider who cut his teeth
riding single cylinder British bikes all over the country. Cross country riding
back then was truly the manly sport of manly men and a few very tough women! He became a franchise dealer for BMW when the Butler & Smith Company
started importing the brand in 1956. His wife Hazel was the managing partner
at their shop in Saint Joseph, Illinois and looked after us bike bums like a
mother hen. Morgan and I learned our way around the BMWs of the day under
the tutelage of Jimmy Reed, Underwood’s Master Technician. We attended all
the midwestern club rallies back then, riding our bikes and camping around
the Underwood’s van where Hazel always had a big pot of something to eat
on the camp stove. Mr. Underwood and Jimmy rode to the rallies too, Mr. Underwood usually in the company of one or two Clan members who could, “keep up”. Morgan and I were
young Police Officers working in the same department and we rode together often, delighting in riding fast
and far each day on what became known as Iron Butt rides.
I had a personal connection to the old bike. In early 1979, I walked into Underwood’s shop to buy my first
BMW motorcycle. Sitting in the showroom that day was this gold 1978 R100RS which had just been uncrated.
That bike was the hottest sport touring bike on the planet back in the day and I wanted it badly. Unfortunately,
the $6,200 price was more than half of my annual salary, so I settled for a R100/7 model instead. Months later after no buyer appeared interested in the unusually colored RS, Mr. Underwood decided to use the bike for
his personal mount.
There was a tragedy in the Underwood Clan not long after that. Mr. Underwood was riding with Mr. & Mrs.
Babcock on the way to a rally when the other couple was struck head-on by a drunk driver, killing them instantly and Mr. Underwood just missed being involved. He was quite shaken by the experience and had their
initials painted on the seat cowl of the RS. We all knew that he would never sell that bike, and indeed he con(Continued on page 6)
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tinued to ride it until he decided he was too old to ride in his 80’s. When Mr. Underwood passed in the early
2000’s the bike was inherited by a nephew who in turn sold it to Morgan. Morgan switched to Harleys soon
after he bought the bike, so the old bike had been stored for most of the previous 25 years by the time it arrived at my house. After 41 years the first BMW I wanted to buy had come home.
The old bike had the usual storage issues but it was in very good condition after only 43,000 miles of use.
Other than a new windshield, the bike is exactly as it was the day Mr. Underwood stopped riding it. I take it
out for a spin every couple of weeks to keep it in good running
order. These days my fast and far ride is a K1600GT but the
sound in the cockpit of that big-pipe R100RS at a brisk pace
on a curvy road still makes my heart sing. The old bike is a
time machine, transporting me back to the beginning of what
became a lifetime association with the brand and with the
community of BMW riders. Thanks Mr. Underwood, I’m honored to take care of your bike.

True North
Stop following me. I’m riding motorcycles wrong and I should probably not be riding a
motorcycle at all!!!
Saturday, February 22nd, a few of your BMWDFW club members made their way to
Kerrville, Texas to attend the 2020 Texas Motorcycle Safety Forum – How to Increase Rider Safety hosted by the
Look-Learn-Live organization.
https://www.looklearnlive.org/2020
-texas-motorcycle-safety-forum/.
The keynote speaker for the 2020
forum was a motorcyclist I once
greatly admired, Lee Parks. Lee
“Yeeha”
Parks has been racing motorcyStephen Slisz
cles since 1984. He won the 2001
WERA National Endurance Series Championship in the
Lightweight class (up to 800cc twins and unlimited singles
class) and finished 2nd in the 1994 AMA 125GP national
championship in its exhibition year. I admired Lee for his
ability to wrangle his racing popularity into a successful
motorcycle business venture - “American Made” motorcycle accessories by Lee Park’s Design. https://
leeparksdesign.com/ Another product from Lee is his “Total Control” motorcycle riding self-help book, and a
successful series of motorcycle rider improvement schools based on that book.
Though not as famous as the international MotoGP and World Superbike series or the USA based MotoAmerica races, WERA (Western Eastern Roadracing Association) is a stateside clubman racing organization
similar to the CMRA motorcycle racing we’ve seen locally at the Cresson raceway. The WERA/CMRA club(Continued on page 7)
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man level racing series literally support
much of the motorcycle aftermarket business and I liked Lee’s success in the field. I
was excited about hearing Lee speak at this
year’s forum because I too won a couple of
motorcycle championships at the clubman
level. Even though my motorcycling future
kinda fell flat on its face, I enjoy hearing from
those that have made the transitions.
I say “once admired” and “was excited” to
see and hear Lee Parks because it turns out
his presentation smacked of him being another smart-assed “my way or the highway” elitist. Lee’s keynote
speech was themed on rider training and attending commercial rider training schools. Halfway through his
presentation Lee stated that if you failed his Total Control Beginner’s riding school course, he would pull you
aside and tell you that you had no business riding a motorcycle. No second chances. No come back later and
try again. Nothing. Lee also stated that if you didn’t spend hundreds of dollars ($350 for his school) on professional training you didn’t need to be riding a motorcycle, and that free rider training was worth exactly what
you paid for it – nothing. His view: The only way to increase rider safety is a professional riding school. You
spent thousands on a new bike why not $200-$300+ more on a school? Pretty elitist backhand to our club’s
“free” training efforts or even purchasing one his books and trying learn on your own.
Later in the afternoon, one of Lee’s side seminars was about “Road Speed Curves”. At the start of his earlier
keynote speech, Lee told us he started his Total Control School to offer riders a street focused training school
as opposed to the pure roadracing-based schools of the time. Yet, as he started this presentation, Lee’s slide
show photos and his live demonstration showed riders hanging off the seat and knee out roadracing style. His basic style
is to pre-turn by leaning your bike to the inside of the bike’s
centerline while holding your bodyweight to the outside of the
bike’s centerline, loading the outside footpeg and negative
counter-steering while maintaining a straight line before the
turn. At turn-in, you release the negative counter-steer, move
your body weight to the inside of your centerline and begin
your inside counter-steer. I asked Lee why the tic-toc exaggerated style for street riding and he told me if I wasn’t riding
like this I was doing it all wrong. I told him that I did slightly
shift my hip-weight to the inside of my bike’s centerline and
load the pegs as he instructed but that “hanging-off and knee
-down” style riding on the street would just attract a lot of attention from the police. Then Lee told me that if I didn’t ride
his way, I’d attract a lot of attention from the cops… when
they scooped me up off the street. Cue: Big laughs from the
crowd.
Funny – Ha Ha – to everyone else’s ear, but to my ear, Lee
Parks words and tone just were just a little funny – weird - for a safety seminar. There are two sides to every
story and mine is – I’m not doing it all wrong. So go ahead and ride with me and we’ll “Ride ‘Em – Not Crash
‘Em”! I used to admire Lee Parks.
“Yeeha” Stephen Slisz
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PLACES I"VE NEVER BEEN
"Twilight

was thickening in the street outside. The white-walled buildings, florescent
with last light, had taken on the beauty and mystery of a city in Africa, or someplace
else I'd never been."
From The Doomsters, the 1958 Lew Archer novel by Ross MacDonald.

"...someplace else I'd never been."
As the calendar inexorably and relentlessly clicks off months and years, reminding
MIKE GRAGG
me of so many missed opportunities, the poignancy of that phrase hit me hard.
There are so many places I've never been - so many places I still want to see and so many things I still want
to experience. My home office is packed with maps and atlases and travel books and books about riding motorcycles to fascinating places.
Sometimes, when I'm sitting and daydreaming in my little home office, when I should be working on an article
for the club newsletter; or lying quietly in bed, when I should be going to sleep, or driving around aimlessly in
my elderly pickup truck, when I should be at home doing chores, an INNER voice begins to taunt me:

Where do you want to go?
What do you want to do?
I can't help but answer (only when I'm alone do I answer aloud) "I want to get a hamburger and listen to some
blues music at Morgan Freeman's Blues Club in Mississippi, or I want to spend a weekend riding the Ozarks,
or I want to explore more back roads here in NE Oklahoma, or I want to ride to Eureka Springs for lunch, or I
want to ride more of Route 66, or I want to ride the Enchanted Highway in North Dakota, or I want to ride to
Colorado to visit my much-missed R90S, or I want to see the balloon festival in Albuquerque again, or I even
want to ride another IBA National Parks Tour, or I want to return to Big Bend and ride the River Road again,
or I want to get a better photo in Frankenstein, MO, I want to..........

So what's stopping you? Seems like you've got some good ideas.
"Well," I stutter, "these things are expensive and they take a lot of
time."

Do you think the Earth will stop spinning if you take a break?
"No, of course not" I protest. "It just seems like there is always
something I should be doing, like mowing the lawn or cleaning the
gutters or washing the windows and so forth. I really don't have the
time to do all the things I want to do and go all the places I want to
go. Besides, I really need to clean out the garage."

So where does washing the windows rank on your To Do list?
Is that more important than an quick ride to Clarksdale to get
(Continued on page 9)
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a hamburger? Or a weekend ride to Big Bend? Will the windows
still be there when you get back? Will the neighbors evict you from
the neighborhood if your garage continues to be a disorganized mess?
How often do you entertain guests in your garage anyway? Or anywhere else, these days. You spent years forcing other people to make
prioritized lists of tasks. Did you forget how to get yourself organized?
"Uh, I don't have an actual list. I've been pretty busy since I retired" Wow,
that sounds lame even as I think it.

You're hopeless. I'm outa here and you're on your own.
I'm glad my alter ego has gone, but I can't ignore the truth of what the sarcastic so-and-so said. We all have but a finite amount of time until we can
no longer do the things we enjoy. Unfortunately (or maybe fortunately) we
don't know exactly how much time we do have. I think it's time for me to
start working on my list. How about you? What's on your list? Where are
some of the places you've never been? Post them to the email list and then
write an article for the newsletter when you go. Maybe I'll tag along with you.
As Stephen says, "Ride 'em. Don't hide 'em".
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2020 PREMIER CLUB RIDES
All the details for each of the Club Events are available by going to the Event Calendar Click here

May 21-24, Paris to Dakar (Texas) Rally 2020
“Thank God It’s Spring” “Farewell to Summer”
BMWDFW Annual “Fall Color Tour”
Oct 22-25, Eureka Springs, AR

For future and most current updated Event information, go to the Club Event Calendar
Click here

Cancellations Resulting from the CoVid Executive Orders. Please Check the Website
and Group.io List for Most Recent Updates

RECURRING CLUB ACTIVITES DETAIL
BMWDFW Club Forum
Our members’ forum is at the BMWDFW Group.io Click here to join

All CANCELLED temporarily
due to CoVid 19

CLUB MEETING, 7:30 PM, 2nd Tuesday, MONTHLY, except December
Spring Creek BBQ, 1509 Airport Freeway, Bedford, TX. Located on the westbound access road of Airport Freeway at
the corner of Forest Ridge Drive in Bedford. Dinner and social begins 6:30 pm.
CLUB BREAKFAST / RIDE, 2nd Sunday, MONTHLY
AM/10 AM, Mary’s Brazos Café, Tin Top, 15 mi south of Weatherford, Texas. A ride follows, weather permitting.
CLUB BREAKFAST, Saturday, 7:30 AM/8:45 AM
WEEKLY. Original Pancake House in Grapevine, 1505 William D Tate Avenue, Grapevine, TX 76051, (817) 421-3444.
AD HOC RIDES
These will be announced as they come up on the Members Forum at Yahoo Groups. Click here to join
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2020 UPCOMING CLUB EVENTS
For future and most current updated Event information, go to the Club Event Calendar Click

here

BMWDFW Training Event – Slow Speed Maneuvers
March 28 @ 10:00 am - 3:00 pm

CANCELLED

2020 On-Bike Training Stay tuned for updates on time and location TBD!
VINCE BRECKNER

Find out more »

Saturday Tourist Series – Sixth Floor/JFK Museum Dealey Plaza
April 11 @ 10:00 am - 2:00 pm

CANCELLED

#10 in the Series! We visit the museum that examines the life, times, death, and legacy of President John F Kennedy and the very spot from which Lee Harvey Oswald, according to four government investigations, shot and killed
the President on November 22, 1963.The museum's exhibition area uses historic films, photographs, artifacts, and
interpretive displays to document the events of the assassination, the reports by government investigations that
followed, and the historical legacy of the tragedy. Ride leaves the Grapevine…

Find out more »

Queen Wilhelmina Lodge
April 16 2020, Mena, AR

CANCELLED

I added one night to my trip to the Spring Ozarks Ride. I wanted leave a little early and have an extra full day of
riding in Arkansas, so I booked a room at the Queen Wilhelmina Lodge for Thursday night, April 16th 2020. I will
leave for Eureka Springs from the Queen on Friday. https://www.arkansasstateparks.com/parks/queen-wilhelmina
-state-park/accommodations/lodge See ya' there! SS
Find out more »

Arkansas Ozarks Great Spring Escape Ride
April 17 @ 8:00 am - April 19 @ 5:00 pm

CANCELLED

OZARKS GREAT ESCAPE EUREKA SPRINGS, ARKANSAS Motorcycle
Sport Touring
Association - Arkansas Chapter https://www.motoadrenalinetours.com/ozarkgreatescape2020 We love to do Arkansas/Missouri in the Fall. It's just as fun in the Spring. I did this one last year and had a great time meeting new
MSTA riders and riding my favorite roads. Don't be afraid to ride with this group, they are a lot like our
club. Besides, I can show you the way ifin' you be skeert! Find out more »

BMWDFW Cool Your Rocks Annual Picnic
May 16 @ 6:00 pm - 10:00 pm
White Rock Boat Club, 340 E. Lawther Drive
Dallas, TX, TX United States + Google Map Join us at the White Rock Boat Club on White Rock Lake in Dallas
from 6pm to 10pm for free hamburgers, hot dogs, soft drinks and music. This is our annual picnic and a family
affair. Bring your spouse or significant other and spend time with your fellow BMWDFW members. Please RSVP
by May 12 so we have an accurate headcount for the food. We ask you to please bring a dish to share with your
fellow members. Find out more »

Paris to Dakar (Texas) Rally 2020
May 21 - May 24
Join us for a little-ole Texas sized 4-day Paris to Dakar Rally. Pavement ride runs from the Eiffel Tower replica in
Paris Tx to and thru Decatur, Abilene, Kerrville, Austin and Red Oak. Ride leaves from the Route 66 Classic Diner in Rockwall Tx at 8am (come earlier for breakfast) https://foursquare.com/v/route-66-classicdiner/4b9b9987f964a520951236e3/menu OR Meet us at the Eiffel Tower replica in Paris Tx - Ride leaves from Paris at 9:30am. 5/21/2020 Thursday hotel is the Abilene Best Western at 350 Overland…Find out more »
(Continued on page 12)
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BMWMOA National Rally – Great Falls, MT
June 25 @ 8:00 am - June 27 @ 5:00 pm

Montana Expo Park, 400 3rd St NW
Great Falls, MT 59404 United States + Google MapGreat Falls Montana offers all the best of Montana recreation:
fishing, hunting, hiking, and more. Added to that, a rich history and arts community that caters to enthusiasts. We
welcome you to come experience Great Falls' spectacular unspoiled nature, our charming tree-lined streets, our
breathtaking experience by day and our relaxing hospitality at night. It is True Montana and True to Expectations. Registrations started Jan. 1, 2020.
Find out more »

OTHER NOTABLE EVENTS DETAIL
Listed below are select other events that are not club sponsored but may interest our members. These may not be listed on
the Club’s website calendar.

Apr 3-5, Fri-Sun; Kerrville, TX. Hill Country Hangout

Join us again this year at Kerrville-Schreiner Park, on the hill side of the park, at the edge of the beautiful Texas
Hill Country. Just in time for the famous wildflower bloom and on the doorstep of the famous Three Sisters. Two
nights camping included, or enjoy nearby hotel accommodations. The best roads in Central Texas plus motorcycle
museum, wineries, shopping, and more. Saturday evening chili dinner, coffee and camaraderie throughout day.
Save the dates now and check our website for registration details after Jan 1, 2020 or the website at San Antonio
BMW Riders Association. See you in Kerrville!. Click here for all the information and registration.

Apr 12, Sun; ***EASTER SUNDAY***
Apr 17-19, Sat; Mountain Home, AR. Ozarks Great Escape
Motorcycle Sport Touring Association in Mountain Home.
Jerry James, formerly of the Dallas BMW club, Lone Star Riders and Two Wheeled Texans, moved to Bentonville
Ark for a job relocation and has joined up with the MSTA. Jerry is putting together this ride for that group and
our Tourmeister is going up to support him (as if he really needed it!) Jerry just sent Stephen a note that there are
plenty of rooms open and you do not need to join the MSTA to attend. Check it
information to register and to get the
out and click here for all the
Membership
updates. Several of the folks
from the club are already regisitered
Meeting

?

Apr 20, Sat; Rusk, TX. Texas National Picnic
Postponed but not Cancelled date TBD
Join us on Saturday, April 20th, 2019 at noon for the Texas National Picnic,
being held at Love's Lookout Park, located on the east side of US Hwy 69 approximately 4 miles north Jacksonville, TX. N32d 01' 46.03 W95d 16' 46.93 We
will fire up the grills at noon. There are restrooms, vending machines, covered
picnic tables, grills, plenty of parking, and a great view. Bring your own food
and drink; we will provide charcoal for the grills. Come join us for lunch and
meet some folks from East Texas!

Apr 29-May 4, Wed Sat; Bryan TX. NIIT WIT takes on the Heart of Texas Rally
This will be the first year the NIIT WIt crew has taken on the HoT Rally and we
hope to do it the justice it deserves for James and Karen Stovall. Click here for
all the information.

Tuesday
CANCELLED
7:30 PM
Spring Creek BBQ
1509 Airport Freeway
Bedford, TX

817-545-0184
At Forest Ridge & Airport
Freeway (Hwy 121)
Copyright 2009-2020
(all rights reserved)
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