                                                             ON THE ROPES RINGSIDE WITH RAY
 

I had an occasion to spend a morning visit with Mr. Ray and Mrs. Ray in their Southern home on the edge of a golf course.  It was too cold that day to sit on the vanerda so we were in the front parlor of their older colonial home.  They are an elderly couple, Ray proclaiming several times how lucky he is to be 80 years old and in pretty good health.  Mrs. Ray gave no indication to her age, but looked younger.  I found both very likable and enjoyed the visit.  
Ray told me his life in two hours.  He was born and brought up in the then rural beach area on the Atlantic Ocean known here as Folly Beach.  It was before it became what today is a thriving beach community with multimillion dollar houses and thousands of beachgoers in the summer.   He went to college at the Citadel and was on the boxing team.  He said he was good and got to slug it out with other school boxers up and down the Eastern seaboard.  He went to a New York college on the Hudson River one time and hit some Northerners.  Sort of an old Southern version of the modern movie screen “Rocky Balboa.” Ray got out his photo albums and proved it. 
After graduation he became a very successful businessman selling furniture here in Charleston area and married Mrs. Ray.  They have 5 children.  One of the daughters became a fashion model in Chicago and married an NFL football player who is a radio talk show host now.  Showed me their pictures.  And now even in his golden years, he is still slugging by doing good on Monday, Wednesday and Friday mornings helping at the local hospital.  The rest of the week he golf’s.  He has a very short stroll.   
 

While he was flipping through the album, I stopped him at a picture of him water skiing and asked where that had been taken.  He told me right there on Folly Beach in the Atlantic Ocean.  He used to ski behind a car.  I was stunned and asked him how that went and he told me he and some other friends learned how to water ski while being towed by a car on the beach.  No problem, all you need is about 150 feet of tow rope.  They started out being towed by a ‘33 Plymouth.  Got so good that eventually they could ski 4 all at once.  He showed me a picture of that.  I asked him how fast the car would go on the beach and he told me about 30 miles per hour worked best.  They would start on one end of the beach and then travel up a river for about 1 ¾ miles where the trail ended.  I asked what happened then.  He said at first they had to stop.   Eventually they discovered how to make the turn and then travel back to where they started.  The turn was hard to do with 4 skiers since the one on the end would run out of water on the turn and would need to drop off.   The return was with only three skiers.  No information on how the fourth skier made the return.
 

After awhile, the friends decided to see how much faster the car would go while towing the skiers. Ray had a friend who bought a new car every year.  Twice he hooked up behind the friend's new car and got up to 60 miles per hour but when he reached the end, it was way to fast to turn so he would have to let go.  It was very bad hitting the water and rolling and tumbling at that speed.  While sitting there with me and reflecting on it, he said that it was a wonder he did not kill himself doing that-guessed he would not be 80 now.
 

Ray told about the fisherman.  One time when he was skiing, after making the turn and coming back he spotted a guy fishing on the shore right where he was headed.   He yelled for the guy to duck, but Ray guessed he did not hear him because the tow rope caught the guy right on the neck and tumbled him hard.  Ray said it was awful embarrassing to go back and apologize to him.  

 

I told all of the above to Miss Bonnie when I arrived home.  She sat there in awe and then asked me why he did not use a boat.  I was stumped.  It never occurred to me. Maybe I am becoming accustomed to the ways down here since it did not cross my mind.  I can understand her incredulity about skiing w/cars but you know, somehow it all makes sense being down south and all.                                       End.  

Bubba the Great Creeker                February 7, 2007
