SNIPPETS from CC & MM Ride to Kentucky, 1988.

We awoke the next morning to a light drizzle, but making motorcycle travel uncomfortable. We walked to a diner just down the road and ate a 99 cent breakfast with the truckers and admired the velvet paintings displayed on every available square foot of wall space. I particularly liked the picture of the Last Supper, because the artist had made the focal point not Christ but instead a very elaborate table leg in front of him. Cal agreed that it was truly an unusual creation (lacking inspiration) FOR SALE.
While mounting up in the drizzle to continue our ride to Kentucky, I pointed out that my boots would become soaked in the rain. Cal mentioned that he had once been in a similar situation, and purchased plastic bags at K-Mart to protect his feet from becoming soaked inside his boots.  

Being thrifty, I looked around the motel room and found four rather large sanitary napkin disposal bags. The bags fit perfectly over my boots and "dry riders" over the bags. It was if the bags were meant for me. After seeing this, Cal decided that he too wanted bags. I stopped a cleaning attendant who gave us two more sets. Cal wore his sanitary disposal bags inside his boots, though. 

Cal had studied the weather map earlier on "Good Morning, America" and decided that we could ride out of the rain by going west for a couple of hours. The map had displayed sunshine in that direction. We headed west via the PA Turnpike. The Pennsylvania Turnpike, by motorcycle in a light drizzle, is an experience not to be shared. To make the trip more interesting, every tractor trailer in the northeast seemed to be using it, also. Most of them passed us going our way. A description of this experience follows: it is like being inside a front​loading automatic washing machine which has a small glass window, and I was inside. Each time a tractor trailer passed me the door would open and a wash tub of muddy water was heaved on me, then the door would close and the agitator would continue swirling once again and I would peer from the inside looking out through the window. 

This continued for a few hours. Cal was in the lead on this rain-soaked turnpike. Through my blurred, mucked visor, I could discern road construction signs ahead. Then the right lane closed sending us constantly to the left. We were going uphill, on a mountain, through sweeping "S" turns, with the right lane closed and I can't see. Suddenly, at 60 miles an hour, we shoot through a tunnel and my visor is steamed up and entirely obliterates my vision. Well--I was unsure what to do since my visor on the helmet long ago ceased to operate as a "pop-up/push down one." It is permanently down. God directed my hand to become un-riveted from the handle bars long enough to grasp and yank the top of my helmet with enough strength to stretch the chin strap through my lower jaw  but allow the helmet to be ripped back enough to look under my shield--just as a tractor trailer was about to pass  me. I survived. 

Just after the Blue Mountain Tunnel there is a rest area under repair. We stopped. Cal thought I should know that my headlight was out. He wanted me to drive safely.   Besides, he said “a motor takes a heck of a beating when you stop and think about it." 

Then we saw a once in a lifetime sight while standing in the light drizzle, drinking a cup of a $1.15 coffee, at the under construction roadside rest of the Pennsylvania Turnpike. A rather beat-up looking year-old Camaro drove up and a girl emerged. Cal recognized her as Miss August, 1981, centerfold in Playboy Magazine. She was wearing bleached, straw-like hair (the color of sunburst Clairol #58 toner) on her head; a fashionable, stone-washed denim skirt which extended just barely past her groin; black fishnet stockings and spike heels. Neither of us noticed her face. She was escorted by a man who resembled a TV wrestler. We and the truckers all froze to capture their journey to temporary urinal trailers; then continued watching while they went to the soda and candy dispenser machines. I truly felt embarrassed standing there in my sopping "dry riders" with the sanitary bags on my feet, logging the scene into memory. 

******************

We stopped in a small town in northern West Virginia.  I had spotted an Italian restaurant sign and then a very old motel which looked as though it could use our business.  It was run by a very old Italian and his very old wife.  The price was right - $30.00 for both of us, plus he would turn the heat on in our unit.  The accommodations were last remodeled in 1955 judging from the surroundings-the beds too.  Cal’s bed was level until he applied weight to it, then it recoiled and rejected him.  It required him to quickly deploy his weight directly to the center and there it would kind of swallow him up—sort of a marshmallow effect.

As we strolled down the main street on this Thursday evening, the most exciting thing for the residents was a minor traffic accident.  An old man rear-ended the car which had stopped in front of him.  Both drivers were intent on viewing the sale in progress at the local True Value store.  Both drivers scarcely realized the occurrence of the accident.

Upon entering the Italian restaurant, which was deserted, our attention was drawn to a glass box-three feet by two feet.  It housed a dead stuffed fawn, no bigger than a small cat.  It was arranged in a setting of sticks and grass—very appetite appealing.  The hospitable waitress sat right down with us and watched us eat our spaghetti and meatballs.  She happened to mention that she liked motorcycles, had three small children and an unemployed husband at home.  She told us the story of the dead fawn.

It seems that the owner of the restaurant came upon a dead doe that had been killed by a car.  The doe was still warm and obviously pregnant.  The restaurant owner gutted the mother to make sure.  Out came the little fawn, which was alive.  All efforts to keep the little fawn from succumbing failed.  So they stuffed the fawn and ate the mother.  Neither of us ate dessert and we both left spaghetti on our plates.

On our way out, the nice waitress asked if we would like to sign the guest register which was displayed on top of the coffin box.  Cal signed, “Cal C., Ithaca, New York; I signed “Ollie North, Washington, D.C”.

Bubba,           May 1988

Edited Cal C, Ithaca, NY.         December 2006 

