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...always believe in the natural power and wisdom of the American native people...







This book is dedicated to all those who actively or passively participated in its creation in any way!




And the following people I would thank by name:





	Elizabeth Winker

	Germany / South Dakota





	John Winker

	St. Paul, Minnesota





	Pat Winker

	Howard, South Dakota





	Dan Winker

	Minneapolis, Minnesota





	Jerry Winker

	Howard, South Dakota





	Nancy Winker

	Sioux Falls, South Dakota





	Harold Winker

	Howard, South Dakota





	Christina Winker

	Howard, South Dakota





	Paul Winker

	Howard, South Dakota





	Samantha Winker

	Howard, South Dakota





	Clara Winker

	Howard, South Dakota





	Barney Wagner, Sr.

	Platte, South Dakota





	Connie Wagner

	Platte, South Dakota





	Barney Wagner, Jr.

	Sturgis, South Dakota





	Connie Wagner

	Sturgis, South Dakota





	Richard Wagner (Dick)

	Dimmock, South Dakota





	Marsha Wagner
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Preface


This account of my journey is designed in the form of a diary, which should mainly tell the story though the many and sometimes striking images. Pretty much everything that seemed interesting in any way was recorded. Therefore, you should not be surprised if you see and read things here that also serve as memories for the author. But perhaps it just this characteristic that distinguishes this "work" from other books in a hopefully quite pleasant way ...!


This book should not only convey information about the actual experience; most importantly, it should also reflect some of what was perceived and experienced through subjective impressions in the most diverse situations. You, the reader, or should I say the viewer of the pictures, are invited to join me as intensively as possible in my itinerary. I hope you can absorb some of the magic and energy as we take our road trip across some of the highways through the US-Midwest, the American prairie, and to our ultimate destination – the world's largest motorcycle party, "STURGIS", in the State of South Dakota (SD) and surrounding area.


You are invited to get a little taste of the passion and enjoyment of this journey through this still rough and untamed country, and maybe also get an appetite for what maybe – if at all – possible to express with black letters on white paper.


The journey’s motto from the beginning was:




The path is the goal, or…:







… LET IT GO WITH THE FLOW …!







You are welcome to enjoy…!!!







Our journey began on July 26th, 2107, in Karlsruhe and ended on August 16th, 2017, at the same place. We flew with Lufthansa from Frankfurt/M via Chicago and then on to Minneapolis, Minnesota, and for a price of about 800 Euros, it proved to be quite affordable. (Flying the next day would have been about 500 Euros more due to the summer holiday season).



July 26th(Wednesday)


Upon arrival in Minneapolis, we were picked up by John Winker, who lives very close to St. Paul. The jet lag took over quite quickly, and so after a few welcoming beers at 2 o’clock in the morning (local time), we were really exhausted, and so we fell into bed with a smile as we drifted deep into the realm of dreams ...
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John Winker‘s ‚68 Ford Falcon in front of his house in St. Paul.





…because we had arrived now, at the starting point of our trip, which was to lead us through the expanses of the American Midwest. In a part of the country where the clocks run differently, and the rhythm of life differs from ours in a subtle as well as decisive way.


You can get used to it quickly, very quickly ...





July 27th (Thursday)


After about 5 hours of sleep, we are awakened by the sirens of a remote police car or ambulance. A sound reminding me of pleasant memories of exciting American films from my childhood and youth.


Yes, we are here now, in the land of unlimited possibilities.


By the way, John’s place in Juno Avenue is only about 4 miles from where the “colored” Philandro Castiles was "accidentally" killed in a vehicle check last year on July 6, 2016. He was shot 7 times by a police officer as he went to pull out his driver's license out of his back pocket. (The case went through the press). Incidentally, Philandro was stopped only because of a defective brake light on his car. The policeman was acquitted in spite of the quite clear situation and citizen protests. The only consequence was that he was removed from the police force as ...


US – also a land of "impossible" opportunities ...




SO IF GUNS KILL PEOPLE,


I GUESS PENCILS


MISS SPELL WORDS, CARS


DRIVE DRUNK AND SPOONS


MAKE PEOPLE FAT.
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But we are in “luck”, since none of us are "colored" and we have made sure that all of the taillights are working on the bikes, so we do not have to be concerned ...


Because … shit happens every day … and everywhere!


THE BIKE: The Victory (V92C, BJ 1999, ID No. 379) is a convincingly powerful 1500cc engine with 58hp and has just over 14,000 miles on the odometer. It is one of the first machines of this brand, and spent many as an exhibit in the showroom of a retailer in Minnesota. John purchased it last October for this trip, and got it for about $4500. The sound of its engine roars and bubbles with its open tailpipes, penetrating hard, similar to a Harley, but somehow biting and therefore very impressive!
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Photo from left to right: Karin Winker (Dan Winker’s wife), Elizabeth Winker, Dan Winker (John und Elizabeth’s brother) und John Winker


Caption: John‘s garage in St. Paul with both motorcycles (Victory V92C und Honda Valkyrie, with its6 cylinder boxer-motor…Turbine sound)


For my first trip with this bike, we took the adjacent freeway and I was without a helmet, which by the way, is not compulsory here. We went to a motorcycle dealer where I got one though. So now with my helmet, I am comfortable, used to cruising as in good old Germany ...


... because in my adolescent age of 50 years, one should be somewhat reasonable, although perhaps only in the approach ... and I do not want to do what is done here by most with such incredible care freeness (about 90% of bikers ride here without a helmet!).


After that stop, we wanted to visit a friendly Indian dealer, a half-Indian, but he was in Las Vegas on business ...


We drove there in John's "new" black 1968 Ford Falcon, which he recently purchased for $1500 and has already restored at least so it is ready to drive. The old-timer squeaks and rattles from front to back, the suspension vibrates like a rolling ship in the high seas when accelerating and braking, but it's just great fun to roll over the highways while the car radio plays cool sounds of current underground music I do not know from home, so ...

OEBPS/Images/7_1.jpg
—
———

i
‘ $
|






OEBPS/Images/9_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
LOTHAR R. SSKULZ






OEBPS/Images/11_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/10_1.jpg
- . N

@ <
3 I = R
y L N





