
BSL to White Sands

Introduction:

So this whole trip began when my friend Alex got a COOP job with Cisco in San Jose, CA. 
Alex had been studying engineering at Northeastern in Boston, and was due for another coop semester 
(engineering majors work one semester and study the next – the program takes a year longer or so to 
complete).  Tired of life in Boston, Alex looked elsewhere and found a job in San Jose with Cisco. 
Either shortly before or after, he also lost his scholarships to Northeastern, so he decided to pack his 
bags and head out for good (Northeastern tuition is 50k a year or something).  

In the beginning of June, he rode his Ninja 250 down from Boston to Bay St. Louis, MS (our 
hometown).  While all these events were transpiring, Alex decided he would ride his Ninja to San Jose 
rather than fly.  I had not done any major trips on my bike (which at the time was a KLR 250) besides 
traveling to and from Starkville, MS.  I got excited about the idea of crossing the country, so I decided I 
would join Alex on his trip out to California.  

Without anyone to ride with on the way back, I mentioned the idea of inviting Alex's dad, Drew, 
who was also a motorcycle enthusiast, on the trip.  That way we could ride to California and no one 
would have to ride solo for vast stretches.  Since Drew could only make it three days out, three days 
back, due scheduling vacation at work and whatnot, he decided he would go as far as White Sands, 
NM, and then turn back.  Since I did not want to ride the 2400 miles from San Jose back to Bay St. 
Louis alone, I decided that I would just ride to White Sands and turn back with Drew.  Alex was 
comfortable with going the rest of the way alone.

Preparation: 

The first step in preparing for this trip was selecting a new bike.  The KLR was simply unfit to 
ride high speeds.  Long stretches on the interstates had been done before, but these depended on the 
direction of the wind.  If the wind was behind me, great.  If the wind was not behind me, comfortable 
travel was impossible.  We planned the route to White Sands to minimize interstates, which in theory 
should have dropped the speeds we would have been traveling, but even small Texas roads have posted 
speed limits of 70 MPH or more.  A bike that was more capable at highway speeds was necessary.  Alex 
was already on his second Ninja 250 (the first died from cam chain failure), and he knew a good deal 
about the bikes.  I was initially concerned that the 250 engine size of the Ninja would not be sufficient 
for extended highway travel, but after reading reviews from other riders, the engine, paired with good 
fairing design and aerodynamics, was more than sufficient for the task.  The KLR only sucked on the 
highway because the bike did not keep the wind off the rider, and the steering geometry was designed 
to be more maneuverable at low speeds.  In addition, the Ninja had two cylinders and slightly more 
horsepower than the KLR.  Also in the considerations were a Suzuki GS500F and a Ninja 500.  After 
looking for several weeks, I decided that I wanted to stick with the minimalism of a Ninja 250, rather 
than get something that would be more capable of highway travel (and more capable of sucking fuel). 
Also, Alex's experience with the Ninja 250 made me feel comfortable.  I eventually found a black Ninja 
250 in Picayune for $1950.  



After the ninja was purchased, several things needed fixing.  First of all, the bike stalled 
randomly.  I figured this was a dirty carb or something, so Alex and I went through the painful process 
of the pulling the carbs off the bike and cleaning them.  After reinstalling, the bike ran smoother and 
had noticeably more power, but the bike still stalled randomly.  After pouring over the forums, I found 
that the likely problem was the gas cap.  The gas cap has a bunch of tiny holes and passageways that 
stabilize the pressure in the gas tank.  Since the bike was stalling at random times, and since I could 
start the bike up AFTER I cracked the gas cap, there was clearly a situation occurring where pressure 
was building up and stopping fuel flow to the carbs.  I went to the local motorcyle shop in Gulfport and 
purchased a used gas cap for $40.  Unfortunately, the new gas cap used a different key, so I have to 
carry around two keys at all times.  One for the ignition, and one for the gas tank.  Oh well.  At least t 
he bike doesn't stall anymore.  

In addition to the stalling problem, the clutch and brake levers were missing the knurls, and 
those needed replacement.  The front tire was COMPLETELY dry rotted out.  Somehow I missed this 
upon initial inspection, and was riding the bike to and from Pascagoula on the interstate for 55 miles 
one way.  Somehow I didn't get a blowout.  The front tire was replaced with a 50/50 street trail oriented 
Kenda K761.  The coolant was replaced, as well as the brake fluid for the front brake.  Oil was 
swapped for Rotella T6 synthetic, a new oil filter was installed, the oil screen was cleaned, and the cam 
chain tensioner was inspected and greased.  Lastly, the red flame decals were removed (the picture 
above shows the last few decals still on the bike).  

Before the trip, we figured it would be a good idea to do a service on the bikes.  Both my ninja 
and Alex's were around 6000 miles, the interval that Kawasaki recommended doing a service.  The 
“service” was just a bunch of checks and adjustments for the major parts of the bike.  The hardest one 
to complete was the valve adjustment, which involved removing the valve cover and checking the 
clearances on all the intake and exhaust valves (8 in total).  Most of the lock nuts and adjuster nuts 
were difficult to see and reach, and made the job frustrating.  Apparently removing the radiator makes 
this job easier.  Kawasaki also make an expensive “valve adjustment tool” that makes this process 
easier.  I may just dump the ninja at the dealership for the next service interval.  This process took a 

A nice picture of the KLR next to a terrible picture of the Ninja.



while and wasn't any fun.  We didn't even do all the checks for the interval.  One of them, the swingarm 
pivot linkage lubrication, was VERY difficult to get to, so we just didn't do it.  It required taking apart 
the entire back end of the motorcycle just to grease this one part.  While I am sure that that one part was 
important, I didn't want to spend an entire day doing it.  We just checked the stuff that we figured 
would break.  Motorcycles are a lot of work.  They may be cheap, but they require a lot of time to 
service and maintain, otherwise they die early deaths.  

Gear upgrades were necessary as well.  First, I had been using a gray tourmaster jacket and 
black overpants, which were slightly hard to see on rainy or cloudy days.  I really wanted to get a high 
viz one piece.  Initially I was leaning toward the Aerostitch Roadcrafter suit, but its near $900 price tag 
was much to steep for me.  I eventually found out that Olympia made a suit that was similar to the 
Roadcrafter, but was much cheaper – the Olympia Phantom.  It was basically a modified flight suit with 
high viz everywhere, and at a much more reasonable cost of $460. 

Misery



Now with the wearable gear taken care of, luggage was the next item on the list.  I had luck in 
the past attaching a massive action packer Rubbermaid container on the back of the KLR, but it was 
hideous and made the bike squirrely in the turns.  I figured it was time to get some decent saddle bags. 
Without looking for more than ten minutes, I found exactly what I wanted for exactly the right price. 
Walmart Saddle Bags.  

Most saddle bags cost hundreds of dollars.  These only cost $60.  The fit the bike perfectly and even 
had a high viz pull over rain cover for use in wet weather.  It takes about ten minutes to put them on, 

The Olympia Phantom -- Firefighter meets Airforce meets 
Motorcyles

 
Walmart Saddle Bags on the Ninja



and they have plastic inserts which keep the form rigid.  Absolute luxury.  
Lastly was the tank bag.  I needed something to hold my wallet, phone, camera, maps, water, 

and other items that could be accessed quickly. I also wanted something to lay down on in the event of 
heavy winds.   Alex bought a Fieldsheer Contour several months back, and he raved about it, but it 
mounted to the tank using straps.  I didn't want to deal with taking the straps off and putting them back 
on every time I got gas, so I opted for a magnetic tank bag.  Being a faithful Tourmaster consumer, I 
eventually settled on an 18 liter Cortech.  Putting the bag on the tank and taking it off is accomplished 
in seconds, or less:

For the remaining luggage, I just bungee netted a duffel bag to the tail.  

The tank bag setup – No Straps!



The Route:
From Bay St. Louis to White Sands:

From White Sands back to Bay St. Louis:



The trip route changed over time depending on our moods.  Oftentimes there were cool little roads here 
and there that we wanted to explore, or sometimes we opted for the interstates to make better time.  I'll 
try to reconstruct the route as we took it as well as I can, but there may be some small errors here and 
there.  

Day 1:

I woke up around 8 o'clock, ate breakfast, said goodbye to the family, and jumped on the bike. 
Most of my gear was already packed the previous day, so heading out didn't take too long.  I decided to 
wait to gas up until I met up with Alex and his dad in the Bay.  

I arrived at Alex's house around 9.  He and his dad were ready to go, and we all took pictures, everyone 
said their goodbyes, and we rode off to the Shell Station in the Bay on HWY 90.  

The Ninja Loaded Up and Ready to Go



After leaving the Shell Station, we headed west down HWY 90 and eventually made our way 
into Louisiana, cruising the all too familiar swampy wonderland that is the Rigolets.  

The Cavalry



We all agreed that we didn't want to stop until we got past New Orleans, so once we got into the 
Gentilly area, we merged onto I-10, and from there headed on the I-610 exit towards Kenner.  Before 
we reached Kenner, we headed south down I-310 and eventually merged back onto HWY 90 in the 
Boutte area.  That first push past New Orleans went pretty well, without any major traffic or 
congestion.  

The Rigolets:  This picture was taken on the bridge near Fort Pike some months ago, I just wanted to show you how 
incredible this area is.  



After heading further west down HWY 90, we stopped in Raceland for some gas, and soaked 
our t-shirts in water for the swamp cooler on the highway mod (this works amazingly well for about 30 
minutes, then the shirt dries up and you start sweating again).  We then proceeded further west, going 
through Morgan City and Jeanerette.  

 
From the Pass Christian, MS to Boutte, LA



Once we made it into New Iberia, we got off HWY 90 and headed South on HWY 14 for 
several miles until we decided to stop for gas and lunch.  One thing that irritates me about road trips is 
the generally poor food choices available on the route.  One can either eat okay expensive sit down 

Just East of Morgan City – one issue I have with motorcycling is the difficulty associated with 
documenting the driving portion of the journeys.  Taking a picture on a motorcycle is either 
dangerous or tedious (pulling to the side of the road and pulling out the camera), and a lot of 
beautiful imagery gets lost along the way.  So I'm just going to insert these images from google 
street view to show you guys various parts of the route we took.  

 
Google Maps: HWY 90 near Jeanerette:  The landscape started to shift from lush swampy 
marshland to wide open flat plains



restaurant quality food or cheap fast food garbage.  I came prepared with canned sardines and almonds 
(I don't eat bread – it doesn't agree with my stomach and its not very filling).  We decided on Subway 
for lunch, so I got a salad and topped it with almonds and sardines for a satiating and nutritious meal. 
After lounging for a while, Alex and I walked down to an adjacent gas station for some coffee.  In 
Louisiana, it seems relatively easy to find good gas station coffee since everyone likes the Community 
Coffee variety of coffee.  It's usually pretty weak and slightly burnt, but still decent.  After getting our 
caffeine, we saddled the bikes and continued down HWY 14.  

After leaving New Iberia, we followed HWY 14 through Delcambre, and upon entering 
Abbeville, turned left and headed south down HWY 82.  The drive was nice through these parts – lots 
of winding roads and sunny straightaways through low lying wetlands.  This part of Southern Louisiana 
doesn't just immediately become ocean territory like it does in MS – the last 30 miles or so of SoLa is a 
gradual shift in wide open plains scenery to vast marshland that eventually meets with the Gulf of 
Mexico.  It was beautiful.  

Google Maps: Heading West Down 82 



Alex was leading the way at this point, and slightly further down the road, he decided to stop to 
get some water and take some pictures.  I stopped on top of a bridge on HWY 82 to get some slightly 
aerial views, and then met back up with Alex and Drew further up the road.  

Muddy Waters in SoLa



Looking South Down 82



Winter Gear in Summer Misery



From here, we continued down 82 until we finally began to head West again, on Grand Chenier 
HWY.  Below is a snapshot of the route since lunch until now.  

This is when things really began to feel like the end of the world.  Gas stations started to 
disappear, and once again we felt like we were back in the endless marshland around Point A La Hache. 
There were some long stretches where all one saw was marsh and power lines.  

From New Iberia to Grand Chenier HWY

Google Maps: Endlessness on 82



This was one of the best rides of the trip.  Louisiana has some beautiful landscapes that I really haven't 
seen in any other part of the South.  Traveling across the southern portion of the state especially is 
magnificent.  By now we were on our final stretch of Louisiana before we crossed over into Texas. 

So from this point on, I've been pretty lazy, and I don't feel like writing in as much detail as I have 
been, so for now I am just going to post maps and photos.  Maybe I'll come back in several weeks and 
add all the detail in.  

The Final Stretch Across LA.  
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