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We’re getting pretty excited about actually getting our first Pegasus Bike
Tour off the ground. In just about a month’s time our Central California
Tour participants will meet in San Luis Obispo for a week of fun in the sun.
This is just the start as we have at least one tour every month through September. Check out all the tours at http://www.pegasusbiketours.com/#!
tours/cdk6.

We may be accused of a little nepotism but we really like Ralph's Mom’s
suggestion for the name of the Pegasus Bike Tours newsletter. We will call
it The Bike Flyer—a little play on words in keeping with the flying bike name.

We still have some spots open on the Central California , Oregon Over and
Back and the North Utah Scenic By-Ways Tours. Interested as to the status
of a particular Pegasus Bike Tour? It’s easy to check out. Just go to at:
http://www.pegasusbiketours.com/#!tours/cdk6.
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A lot of folks have been asking about when we will open our registration for
Sammy & Jamie’s Tour Adventure ... 1-3
the 2017 International Tours (the 2 Bike & Barge and French Alps Tour). We
plan to open them this summer. We will use the same procedure as we used
for the 2016 tours. They will be open for a 10 day period of time after which we will hold a lottery if necessary.
Folks who don’t get in from the lottery will be on a Wait List. More details to follow.

No Tour Newsletter would be complete without a tour report or two. But since Pegasus hasn’t run any tours yet, we are going to have to
wait a bit for that. In the meantime, Carol, who when she’s not on her bike, loves to write, has provided us with the first installment of a
fictional tour report. Enjoy.

Sammy and Jamie’s Tour Adventure
Chapter 1 Jamie and Sammy Meet
It was the first day of the three-day Inspiration Bicycle Tour and Sammy was nervous. Nervous not because she had never
ridden a three-day tour or because the tour seemed hard, but nervous because she had agreed to ride with a
“disadvantaged kid” who had successfully earned a bicycle by working in the local bicycle shop. This was the Meet and
Greet event for those riders who were “matched up” for the event. Sammy knew her partner was Jamie, but as she surveyed the various kids, she realized that she had no clue whether Jamie was a boy or a girl. Then she chuckled to herself
wondering if Jamie knew whether Sammy was man or woman. What Sammy did know was that Jamie was in foster care,
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was sixteen and doing well in school. Sammy also supposed that Jamie must be a hard worker because he/she had earned
their bike in record time.
As Dave Weller, the program organizer droned on about the program and how great the kids were and how thankful they
were to all of the volunteers, Sammy checked out the kids. Some were Latino, some black and some were white and there
was one kid who wasn’t clearly any race, but they all were dressed to look tough. Some had scowls on their faces and others had the cold, blank stare that said they would not be intimidated. Sammy figured they were mostly all nervous. Sammy’s
family had been poor and she had been really close to being sent to foster care herself, so she was sympathetic. It was
hard to feel like you were constantly on the edge of a cliff. Sammy decided she wanted Jamie to be the brown skinned girl
with the blank stare, spiky hair, nose ring, tight t-shirt and black pants over a slim body.
The moderator began to call names and sure enough, Jamie was the girl Sammy had picked out. She walked over to meet
her and held out her hand to shake. Jamie looked at her hand with an odd question on her face, but finally took it. Sammy
realized that this was going to be harder than she thought. “Shall we go get some food?” she asked, motioning to the table
which was laden down with salads, pasta, bread and desserts. Jamie shrugged and Sammy took that as a yes and walked
over. They filled plates and found a place to sit.
Before they could even begin to talk to each other, Ralph, the tour leader, got up and started talking about the rules of the
road and cycling safety. When he mentioned for the third time about staying alert, Jamie rolled her eyes and stuffed her
mouth full of spaghetti. Then he started handing out packets with the cue sheets in them. “This is your only copy, so don’t
lose it,” he announced. Jamie made another face.
Sammy leaned over to whisper, “He says the same thing on every tour. It’s probably not really him. It’s a robot with a tape.”
Jamie shrugged.

When Ralph had gone over the cue sheets, he encouraged everyone to visit and get to know their partner. Desperate for
something to say, Sammy said, “Are you ready for the ride tomorrow? Do you have any concerns?’
Jamie shrugged again. “I’m okay.”
After a few more non-starter questions, suddenly Jamie asked, “So what do you do for a living?”
“Um,” said Sammy, wishing that particular topic hadn’t come up. “I work in the DA’s office.”
“So you’re like a lawyer?”
“Well, I’m trying to be a lawyer. I’m working as an investigator to pay my way through law school.”
“So you’re like a cop?” asked Jamie, pushing her plate away.
“Not really a cop, but I work with cops.” Sammy sat back in her chair, waiting to see where Jamie went next.
In the silence, a man said loudly, “My phone is gone. One of these losers has stolen my cell phone.”
“Of course,” muttered Jamie, “blame it on the black folks.”
“Why would he say that if he didn’t have some evidence?” asked Sammy, thinking that Jamie wasn’t particularly black.
“You’re an investigator. You never seen people lie to you?” Jamie snorted. “Maybe you think only black people lie.”
Sammy looked around. The doors were closed. There wasn’t anyone coming and going except the tour staff. Everyone else
was still sitting and eating. “Whoever took it has to still be in here. You think it’s not one of your friends, let’s go investigate.”
“Right. That’s what you do.”
There was a small crowd around the guy whose phone was missing. Sammy pushed her way through with Jamie on her
heels. She got to the program organizer, Dave, who was trying to quiet down the complainant. The man was demanding
that someone should call the police. “Sammy Dimano here. I’m an investigator with the DA’s office. Maybe I can help out
before we bring the police in.”
“I’d appreciate it. I’d like to solve the problem without a lot of publicity.” Dave was sweating and breathing heavily. “Sammy,
this is Aaron Malburn, one of the tour staff, who thinks someone stole his phone.”
The man Dave indicated was thin, with black hair that was receding from a spot on the top of his head. He had a scowl on
his face and stood with his hands on his hips. Sammy reached out to shake the man’s hand. “Mr. Malburn, I’m Sammy
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Dimano with the DA’s office. Maybe I can help you settle this quickly. Tell me what happened.”
“Some loser stole my phone,” he snarled.
“Did you see it happen?” asked Sammy.
“No! One minute it’s there and the next it’s gone. Who else but one of these pierced and tattooed yahoos would do that?”
“How could anyone steal your phone when you’re touching it every minute to make sure it’s still there?” asked Jamie.
Sammy swung around, “What do you mean, Jamie?”
“This is the waiver guy. We all – all the loser yahoos – came in on the bus. We lined up. I was last. I watched him. While he
checked us in and had us sign the waiver, the phone was next to him and every few seconds, he would touch it to make
sure it was still there.”
“Of course I checked it. It’s a brand new I-phone. They’re the best. Now one of these losers took it.”
“Can’t be,” said Jamie. “I was last and it was still there when I got through. And we all got shuffled over to those chairs so
the speakers could start. Whoever took your phone, it was definitely not one of the losers. So don’t you go calling us losers
no more, because we ain’t the ones losing our phones.”
Sammy turned back to Aaron Malburn and asked, “What did you do when you were done checking everyone in?”
“I packed up all of the papers and cleaned off the table. When I was done and was ready to go eat, the phone was gone.”
“Did anyone help you?”
“No, I was by myself.”
So, Mr. Wise Guy, look in your box down there,” said Jamie. “The phone is between the folder you had it on and whatever
you stacked on top of that.”
Aaron Malburn glared at Jamie and looked like he was about to say something when Sammy said, “Look in the box, Mr.
Malburn.”
The man turned and grabbed the box and threw it on the table. He started to paw through it. Jamie murmured in Sammy’s
ear. “I bet it’s broken.”
The angry man pulled the phone out. “You were right. Here it is. Sorry for the fuss.”
Sammy pursed her lips. “Is it okay? It didn’t get damaged under all of those files?”
Aaron Malburn stuffed it in his pocket quickly and said, “No, it’s fine.” But Sammy spotted the cracked screen as he tried to
shove it in his pocket.
“Just FYI, a false police report and insurance fraud for something as valuable as an I-phone are felonies, Mr. Malburn.
Come on Jamie, let’s get your bike up to your room.”
When they were away from Malburn, Sammy asked, “How did you know where it was? And that it was broken?”
“Good guesses. I saw the phone face down on the folder, so I bet he didn’t want anyone to see it. And he kept touching it
because he was trying to figure out how to pass it off as stolen. When we were so well-behaved, he had to make something
up, so putting it in the box was a good Plan B. Is insurance fraud really a felony?”
Sammy shrugged. “Maybe. I don’t know what the limit really is so I just glossed over that.”
Jamie laughed. “Must be in next year’s law classes.”
Sammy laughed. “Good deductions on your part, Sherlock.”
“Who?” asked Jamie.
Stay tuned for further adventures of Sammy and Jamie.
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