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 The Scraping Pegs series isn't a manual for refining your technical riding skills, learning how to wrench, or planning your next trip. The books are about the motorcycle experience—the magic and the joy, the complacency and the misery, the truth and the perceptions.
 ––––––––
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 This is the Revised Edition.
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 I can’t get Bob’s death off my mind. It puzzles me. I hate conundrums. What the hell happened to Bob?
 “His motorcycle killed him,” my wife Dori said bluntly, devoid of sentiment.
 The official cause of death? Drowning. Bob and his bike flew into the Thompson River. It would make sense if Bob was racing his Ducati, but the cruiser? The cruiser never flew. It ambled at a leisurely pace. Bob had a passion for both twisting the throttle and taking it all in. “Two bikes, or better yet three, provide balance.” Bob preferred not to be under glass, tucked behind the locked-in clunk of a car door. "I don't like containment. I'm not a pickle." He liked scuffing the sole of his boot on the ground. “Touching down,” he called it, with a silly grin planted on his face. “It’s a reminder. Thank the lord I’m not in a car.” On-motorcycle you're a scuff away from JOY. ‘Or mutilation,’ Dori might say.
 “Stupid,” I called it. “You’ll wear your boot out, Bob.” I said many idiotic things, never asking, ‘Bob, tell me the truth about motorcycles.’ I suspect my friend knew. When it came to motorcycles, Bob was one of those who really knew his stuff.
 There were no broken bones or other significant physical damage; it was straightforward death-by-water. There Bob was, the wind all around him, but suddenly flying, an elegant soaring swan dive, with a sudden, shocking splash down into cold, swirling water and swimming. Or, probably, not swimming, or possibly trying to swim, since he drowned. There is no balance of power in the physics of trying to swim in swift water wearing heavy motorcycle boots. Force leans to the moon mission boots at the end of biker legs, winning the clawing-upwards-but-pulled-downwards battle. Not a bad way to go, though—at least he was motorcycling before starting ‘Life Part Two,’ as my Guzzi riding friend Marta calls it. He was probably experiencing lingering JOY, not terror. Way better than just drowning. Is that the truth about motorcycles? That they embrace life and can even make dying better? Did Bob reach a state of euphoria and decide to take the next step? The ultimate test; man and machine calling the shots; like in the movie Thelma and Louise. Typical Bob, leaving questions behind. There was more to him than met the eye, that’s for sure. That’s why we got along. Our voices and laughter were carried away by the wind. Singing. Crying. Cursing. On a motorcycle, you can say whatever you like. 
 Bob and I never spoke much, but we said many things.
 I remember we were at Tony’s Deli when I told Bob about the time I nearly drowned in a river. “So close to the Valley of Death,” I’d said. Trying to describe a near-death experience is impossible. “You had to be there,” I ended up saying. Bob probably thought I was weird, talking about passing without a motorcycle involved. 
 Did Bob decide to find out for himself? Who knows? Not me. Our relationship was motorcycle-based; counselors would describe it as “shallow” or "superficial." But what do ‘NimRods,’ (folks unable to comprehend the passion of two-wheels) know? 
 I don’t think my Valley of Death remarks explain what happened to Bob. My friend would have sent a clue like, “I’m going for a swim on Thursday, in the Thompson River.” He enjoyed being mysterious. 
 Our paths crossed during prearranged motorcycle events, and we got to know each other. We laughed at the same jokes, enjoyed each other’s company, and got along fine, but it was the MAGIC in the machines that bonded us. We were Motorcycle Friends. More than acquaintances, but not buddies or even chums. We hit it off, then shrugged. Too busy and too damn difficult to make an effort beyond motorbike events. Why did we not spend more time together? Share other activities besides riding? Had professionals sized our relationship up, they’d have recommended ‘work on becoming well rounded.’ When Bob was alive, it wasn’t urgent. One of these days, we’ll get around to it. I’ll make an effort. I never bothered. 
 Now Bob’s dead. No more thinking, I should have invited Bob for coffee to coax the truth about motorcycles out of him and then getting together with Bunny, my cat, instead. Now I’m Bob-less and have regrets. It’s not like I have so many friends I couldn’t have squeezed more Bob time in. Like me, the guy could be socially lazy, but I’m pathetically worse. “It’s a wonder you have any friends at all,” my wife Dori says.
 Bob was a skilled and knowledgeable rider, you know, one of those who understood trail braking. He was a solid guy, the person you want in your garage when motorcycle issues need sorting out. Possibly not the most skilled swimmer, I guess? Don’t have any idea as I said, we weren’t connected outside of riding. We weren’t the kind of pals that went to the beach or motel pool together. Rode by a few on our bikes, though.
 The police were equally confused, but less interested in solving the conundrum. “No evidence of road hazards,” the accident investigators reported. “Weather was fine, and there were no skid marks.” ‘Motorcycle Involved’ pretty much spells out the root cause in the accident investigation business. As Dori likes to remind me, "Motorcycles are killers."
 Did Bob swerve to avoid a turtle? Experience a tragic mechanical failure? Did his machine turn against him in a Terminator-like twist? Or did... he... do something stupid? Maybe played a game of Motorcycle Roulette.
 The last time I saw Bob, I was the unwell one, lying in a bed at the Royal Jubilee Hospital. My body was in for repair following a serious motorcycle accident; Bob’s visit was a motorcycle event. “Wanted to get out for a ride,” he said as if the hospital was on his route.
 Bob’s drop-by made me think, when I’m able, I won’t let things slip. I’ll put more effort into life and friendships. Starting with Bob. Hospital patients know: life changes in the blink of an eye. Get off your ass! Get on with it! Absorb the rhythm of the Road to Joy. Don’t put things off. Be present here and now.
 “What type of screws do they use?” Bob wanted to know, referring to the orthopedic fasteners in the metal rods in my leg. “Philips or Robertson? Allen bolts?” I remember him guessing. “Stainless steel, I suppose?”
 “Titanium, I think.” I promised to check with the doctor. Medical screws aren’t on the mind of persons contemplating suicide-by-motorcycle. There may have been other clues, but at the time, I would have missed them. Thanks to trauma and powerful drugs, a pink gorilla could have slipped by me or a slimy box jellyfish dancing a rumba.
 My Motorcycle Friend had brought Kirkland Almonds with him in a sandwich bag, ranting that Costco had raised their price: “Jacked them up by two ninety-five!” Nuts weren’t top of my mind then—I was busy exploring the inner regions of the Outer Limits. To appear engaged, I managed, “Ever think about switching to walnuts, Bob? Fewer calories and more protein.” Nope, Bob was a committed almond man. And not just any almonds, Kirkland Almonds. My nut recommendation went nowhere. 
 Bob was close to finalizing a deal on a midsize adventure bike. He’d sunk into an almond rat hole, but when it came to spending money on motorbikes, cash flowed easily.
 Suicide rumors persisted, driven by the need for an answer and Bob’s placid demeanor. The police questioned me about Bob’s state of mind. It was baseless speculation. “Ridiculous speculation. Bob was not that kind of guy,” I told Dori. Or was he? Did I mention we never progressed beyond motorcycles?
 I regret not doing a deep dive to understand Bob, beyond just Motorcycle Friend. The MAGIC, JOY, and the drudgery of bikes are what we chatted about. I hesitated to go further. Never spit it out, as they say.
 In the absence of Bob, and with no inkling about what happened to my could-have-been buddy, I turned like billions of mortals to artificial intelligence and the collective wisdom of humanity and in supplication asked, “O Mighty One—what then is the truth about motorcycles?” The AI Oracle replied, “Motorcycling is a society of rebels who refuse to abide by mainstream laws and norms.”
 That’s like summarizing what happened to Bob by saying, “Bob drowned.” 
 Refusing to live by mainstream laws? That’s half the damn world—outlaw bikers, once the undisputed kings of defiance, have slipped down so far that financial advisers, environmentalists, and skateboarders (among others) have usurped them. Veterinarians and florists ride Harleys and Triumphs and, on weekends, refuse to adhere to regulations. The truth about motorcycles cannot be found in popular culture. Bob knew, but his thoughts were washed away in the Thompson River.
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 A few months later, I asked an AI app again, “What is the truth about motorcycles?” Humanity’s collective wisdom was perplexed. The artificial intelligence program responded with a terse “Unknown Error.” 
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: We can put people on the moon but we cannot fully describe the MAGIC and the JOY of motorcycles.
 
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 My counsel? Just ride (and delve into the Scraping Pegs books).
 Following the failure of The Sentient of Mountain View, California, to illuminate my darkness, I turned to a book that had left an impression on me years ago when I was young and susceptible: Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance. Back then, I filed it under ‘Profound.’ That seemed an excellent place to continue my Bob-less quest for truth. Why not take advantage of Mr. Pirsig’s search for quality and the meaning of it all? To my young self, the book made me wonder, with deep phrases like “Buddha lives in the circuitry of your motorcycle,” whether two-wheel machines could be my pathway to enlightenment? Such metaphysical concepts, linking motorcycles to God, surely would show me my path? Had Mr. Pirsig figured MAGIC and JOY out? Or was I more gullible than suggestible as a young man?
 I read Mr. Pirsig’s words, and as they sank in, I torqued bolts, checked valves, changed the oil, and in a dozen other ways, became one with my early machines. In this unity of man and motorcycle, engines spoke to me; I not only rode, I diagnosed. Arrhythmia, piston slap, pressure drops—my steel horses wordlessly conveyed their condition through every sound and unexpected gyration. I bought into the notion of a human-machine bond; Mr. Pirsig had it figured out—Buddha hangs out in the ultimate inanimate object, motorcycles. 
 That thought turned out to be horseshit. Rather than finding Nirvana, I was wiping grease off my fingers. The Zen book slipped behind me—Mr. Pirsig and I went our separate ways. I experienced moments of JOY from riding and some satisfaction from wrenching, but twisting bolts wasn’t the answer. I came to prefer Marta’s simple statements like: “The truth is, sometimes motorcycles suck and sometimes they don’t.”
 Since the Bob conundrum and my accident, motorcycles and truth have constantly been on my mind. So, with great expectation, I began to re-read the best-selling motorcycle book of all time, eager to reconnect with the potentialities of my youth. Get ready to transform, I promised myself as I opened the magical book. I am more experienced now. Mr. Pirsig, enlighten me!
 It did not go well.
 I turned my e-reader off after fourteen pages, understanding that, like AI, Mr. Pirsig was also saying, “Unknown Error.” Zen’s words were like choking down an overcooked, slimy, vile Brussels sprout. “Give it a chance,” I said to encourage myself against quitting on page nine, but the expression, “There’s no going back,” holds true. My days of wonder had drained out of me. No longer Zen material, I had accepted Curmudgeonly Jackassism as my guiding light. Jackassism doesn’t demand followers find answers in weird old books. If the solution isn’t in a two-minute YouTube video or instantly resolved by AI, forget it. 
 Rather than ponder the wonder of the philosopher’s musings, my mind went numb–similar to the dull numbness that seeps up through the foot pegs on straight miles of Nothingness Highway an hour outside of Shit Creek. Careful you don’t swerve into Compliancy Swamp. “Screw this,” Jackassism reminded me. I put my reader down and switched to YouTube. YouTube has better video explanations than books.
 “Unknown Error,” might be the truth about the motorcycles. Is the MAGIC incomprehensible? I suspect Bob knew..
 Decades of life changed me, long before I took up residence on the eleventh floor of Royal Jubilee hospital (my daughter works as an RN there, by the way. She’s the #1 Angel of Mercy, that girl. Takes after her mother?). It’s life that changes your filters. The words of Pirsig’s story were the same; his message was immutable. No, in facing the truth, I had to admit: it was I who had changed from a wide-eyed Zen Grasshopper wannabe to a mature, decrepit curmudgeon. Life can be a bully and it's not above using motorcycles to clobber you.
 Yes, existence hardens people. Was Gandhi immune, I wondered? Was he able to remain perpetually childlike? Is it possible to withstand the force of time? Did renowned theoretical physicist Professor Stephen Hawking address this question in his acclaimed book, A Brief History of Time, or is it too brief to examine the Gandhi-time-scrubbing-away-awe question?
 In my mind, Zen was picked up by the librarian in ‘Profound’ and handed to the janitor to recycle, who instead filed it under ‘Abstruse.’ Life happens; we begin full of wonder and open to possibilities and some of us become Curmudgeonly Jackasses. The cure? How do you hold on to MAGIC and JOY? “Motorcycles,” Marta says, “But you must have a well-tuned state of mind." Unlike institutions like libraries, which have been rendered useless by progress and technology, wind therapy persists.
 What happened to me is what happens to every young adult, except maybe Mahatma Gandhi, Nelson Mandela, and Jimmy Carter? Or is that also a myth, like popular motorcycle culture? What is the truth about old Mr. Gandhi? Ask ChatGPT.
 The clock ticks. Time passes, and in its passing lies more of the cards of life on the table; a bigger picture shows: not as poetic or as delicately pretty as it once had been, though it may be less desperate, not as urgent, only mildly insistent. Nowadays, the good and bad of motorcycling share equal weight in my mind. The mundane balanced with the mystical. The JOY and the misery.
  Sometimes motorcycles suck, and sometimes they don’t. 
 Alternatively, there's this:
 
 
 
 
 “You take a handful of sand from the endless landscape of awareness around us and call that handful of sand the world.” *
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 “The Buddha, the Godhead, resides quite comfortably in the circuits of a digital computer or the gears of a cycle transmission as he does at the top of a mountain, or in the petals of a flower.” *
  *Robert M. Pirsig, Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance
 
 
 
 
 Back in the day, Gandhi could hold on to statements like the ones above throughout his life. He was a soldier. Strong. Steadfast, with a resilient right brain. He could fend off time as it scrubbed away at ‘Profound.’ I accept that Mr. Pirsig’s observations make as much sense as any other explanation of inexplicable things. Though after my older self re-read those fourteen turgid pages, I didn’t have a clue about the really big questions, the kind the ancient Greek philosophers in Mr. Pirsig’s book ponder with superlative ease: Aristotle nonchalantly wrestling elaborate theories just as Valentino Rossi guided his Yamaha through a series of curves.
 I don’t get Aristotle either, and in serious corners, at times, I’ve looked like an out-of-control SQUID (SQUIDs and definitions of odd capitalized words like NimRods and much more are included in Scrape Your Lists. The Motorcycle Files). I remained spiritually disconnected from the Cosmos, but proximally connected to AI, my cat, Bunny, and my best friend, my dog, Pearly.
 “There’s a lot of horseshit out there,” Conrad tells me. “Climb on and ride away from it.”
 It’s excellent advice. Forget about monkey wrenching. Modern motorcycles are not maintenance friendly. Today’s two-wheelers bear little similarity to the 1966 Honda Super Hawk in the Zen book. No tinkering by amateur mechanics, please. No wave of Mr. Pirsig type, do-it-your-selfers, spiritually bonding to their machines. Industry prefers the replace-not-repair approach. The art of motorcycle maintenance, tearing down a modern engine at the side of the road using the manufacturer’s toolkit, with or without Buddha’s guidance, is history. Now consumers are drawn in with lifestyle advertisements to bond profitably with the latest model. Safety enhancements reassure timid shoppers. That’s the sensible, money-making approach reasonable business owners should follow. Zen has no place in the boardroom. Gandhi would have made a horrible CEO. How about we all walk? Give me a break! Even Buddha rides motorcycles, Mr. Gandhi. According to Mr. Pirsig.
 Back to Bob for a moment. Bob experienced Motorcycle JOY; the indescribable feeling riders occasionally revel in, sitting on two wheels (or three?), slicing through air, uncaged. Bob’s JOY ended in the Thompson River. Mine ended or was put on hold on Washington Highway 20—you’re going to have to wait for that story. Scraping Pegs is about truth. “Truth,” says Marta, “Can be grim at times. But never, never, never, lose sight of JOY.”
 It's hard to visualize if you’ve gone down hard. Bike sellers relax. I’m determined to make it back to your shop one of these days. May need my son’s assistance. He’s strong, kind, and level-headed—how does a jackass end up with two great kids? I’ll demand a sizable discount on your latest model. I love to ride. You do sell mobility scooters, don’t you? Motorcycle-to-scooter will be my progression.
 To be fair, Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance isn’t really about motorcycles or maintenance. It's about philosophy, exploring the mysteries of the unknown—a pie-in-the-sky, clever book for the right side of your brain. Left prefers Newton’s Mathematical Principles of Natural Philosophy. If we apply both sides, surely we’ll discover the truth about motorcycles.
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 Rest in peace, John Prine. Truth survives in your songs. If John and Bob cross paths, I think they’d become full-fledged friends.
 I favour bare-bones points of view these days—no Mr. Pirsig musings. Leave Plato and Socrates out of the mix. Let’s tell it like it is, not simply flaunt our amazing motorcycle adventures, awesome comradery, and DIY maintenance successes. Riders know stereotypes and popular culture do not define motorcycling. Instead, cut to the chase, like singer-songwriter John Prine, who offers common-sense advice. You can find some of his songs on YouTube, of course.
 So, here’s the deal with the Scraping Pegs Motorcycle Book series: it’s the John Prine of motorcycling. Like one of his songs states: “It is what it is, and it ain’t what it ain’t.” There’s no arguing with his logic. It is the truth. Unfortunately, John didn’t sing sung about motorcycles..
 Set Scraping Pegs aside and turn to the Zen book for a more esoteric view. If you’re looking for a technical riding manual, or the drama of life as a bad boy or biker chick, or globe-trotting rides to far-off lands, this book isn't it. There are plenty of those books and YouTube videos available to enjoy. We’re exploring the truth about motorcycles even though we understand it’s painted grey and gray. Hopefully, we’ll also discover what happened to Bob.
 The reality is that crappy weather, careless drivers, sore asses, flat tires, the Thompson River, and other aggravations creep into both life and riding. I haven't turned into a Keanu Reeves or Easy Rider gearhead despite years in the saddle. I've remained a jackass, probably a lot like you. My reality is that a motorcycle put me in the hospital and left me with an uncertain future. I’m beaten-up, hanging on with the help of drugs, and my perspective is tainted. 
 Yet, I often daydream about discovering a ‘Therapy Bike’ to ride on my journey to recovery. I know this:
 ––––––––
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  Truth About Motorcycles: you must have a bike in order to seize the MAGIC and find the JOY.
 
 ––––––––
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 Press an experienced rider or one laying in a hospital bed, and they’ll admit to horrible days, mechanical disasters, soured relationships, and bad attitudes. Motorcycle riding is a journey, like life condensed in time, with highs and lows. Some, like my cousin Lenny, will show you their wounds. Then they’ll step back and add, without a hint of irony, ‘The worst rides make the best stories.’ Motorcycling memories are always rosier in the rear-view mirror. Maybe that’s the Zen of it.
 Scraping Pegs, a down-to-earth, tell-it-like-it-is series of books because, unlike the cosmos or Newtonian physics, motorcycling can’t be straightened out in a single volume or a couple of video minutes; it’s far too complex. If it were simple, we'd grasp the truth, unravel Bob's mystery, and AI wouldn't falter at 'Unknown Error.’.
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 Full disclosure, the subtitle should read, ‘The Truth About the Recreational Use of Motorcycles.’ The millions of people who ride ‘Transport Bikes’ know full well riding is often neither glamorous nor mystical. To them, Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance is a work of western absurdism. At some point in our lives, we inevitably end up on a Transport Bike on one road or another.
 Scraping Pegs is agnostic; please don't bend your spokes out of shape because your brand or style isn’t placed on a pedestal.
 Motorcycles are like music, don’t you think? As we grow, our musical preferences tend to evolve and change, starting from nursery rhymes and evolving to country or pop, and on to include genres like heavy metal, jazz, hip hop, and gospel. A category or two is skipped along the way, like Gregorian chants or Fat Bob custom choppers, but an evolutionary path exists with music and two-wheelers. Who wants a lifetime of being stuck in a rut? How many drum solos can one listen to before it’s time to move on?
 Confession of a motorcycle bigot—yes, I’ve been one. Don’t confuse me with Gearhead Gandhi. Today, thanks to my accident, I’ve turned a corner. I am, however, developing a preference for a particular mobility scooter brand.
 Maybe you don’t own a motorcycle. No problem–the logic (my Motorcycle Riding Rules) in Pegs can be applied, with some alteration, any undertaking. You must do a bit of mental juggling, but it's sortable. I’ve tested adaptability by applying the ‘Rules’ to crossing the street in a wheelchair—it worked great. Once I was almost got run over by a Blockhead, but I squeaked across thanks to awareness and my ‘Wheelchair State of Mind.’ My adapted rules will be invaluable when I’m ripping around on a mobility scooter.
 My friend Conrad owns three bikes, each a different brand and style. I think he summed up Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance the best when he said, "Mr. Pirsig should have told himself this when he started pondering, 'Get a grip.'”
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 I keep ten Motorcycle Riding Rules (MRR) in my back pocket. Even though I’m not riding at the moment, the rules remain with me, ingrained, and easily adapted to other situations. I made them up gradually over time, as experience taught me her lessons. I realized if I didn't have a solid foundation, the chances of killing myself were pretty good. When I rode like a Born to Be Wild Blockhead, they called me MikeyBoy.
 My rules are somewhat metaphysical, not black and white, like the safety rules you learn in Parking Lot Cone School. My guidelines help me keep my shiny side up. Your requirements may be quite different so, if you decide to build a set of rules, you’ll have to do some thinking—this isn’t YouTube.
 TIP: If you’re good at adapting stuff, use MRR and avoid the cost of a separate ‘How to Live A Perfect Life’ program. Tons of people have answers and are keen to sell you theirs (you only get the first installment free. After that, you can purchase a subscription, pay up front, or watch loads of ads). No sense shelling out for advice like, “Befriend people who want the best for you.” How the hell are you supposed to do that? How do you tell who wants to do the best for you? People don’t come with product specifications and warning labels like motorcycles. Save time and money by applying MRR instead. Beware, there’s a lot of bullshit on YouTube, Bob used to say.
 “Answers too,” I’d suggest, but Bob was right.
 It might sound like a copout, but studying the Rules alone isn’t be enough. I had mine in my back pocket when l went down hard. To be effective, you must do some heavy lifting. Think, tailor, and work at embedding your rules and developing your Motorcycle State of Mind. It’s all up to you. Scraping Pegs isn’t pixie dust. Buddha journeyed to the Bodhi tree near the Mahabodhi temple in search of enlightenment. He didn’t sit on His holy ass, waiting for YouTube or asking AI to come along and tell Him what to do. Bandwidth was slow in His day, and tablets were stone. You must also take a journey, make an effort, tune your perspective. Most of all, you must be lucky—sorry, but it’s about the truth, remember? My luck ran out on a hot August morning.
 If you want the condensed version, the Rules are about awareness, ability, and accountability. Also luck. That’s it. I’ll share them with you, but remember, MRR is not a path to enlightenment like the Zen book or down to earth, like a Parking Lot Cone School safety course. 
 My rules are straightforward, but, of course, life boils down to breathing and eating.
 God didn’t reveal all in His list of ten commandments. He expects us to think and behave accordingly. By the way, one of the original commandments is incomplete. ‘Thou Shalt Not Covet Thy Neighbor’s Goods.’ What if your neighbor parked the ‘Motorcycle of Your Dreams’ beside your ‘It’ll Do Bike’ with its flat tire and leaky fork? Know that God does not condemn all motorcyclists to eternal damnation. Do not covet the glorious creature sitting on the motorcycle, but the bike itself is what theologians call “an ipso facto clarification of the rule.” Scholars cite ‘Perfect Creation’ to substantiate this modern-day interpretation: Thou Shall Not Covet Thy Neighbor’s Goods, except for motorcycles (two thousand years after Jesus). Some far-sighted theologians talk about motorcycles representing the second coming of Christ. It’s a disputed theory, but perhaps gets to the truth.
 ***
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 For many years, I’d been lucky. Then I crashed. I’ll share that story as well. I don’t want Pegs to be purely academic. To be honest, even Brain found Mathematical Principles of Natural Philosophy to be a bit dry, a little over the top, with its laws and theorems. Good for mopping up spills, though. Its dryness could use a sprinkle of magical joy. 
 Despite my eroded gullibility and descent into Curmudgeonly Jackassism, I haven't turned into stone devoid of feelings, empathy, or spirituality. I live with Bunny, a cat, for Heaven’s sake. Also, a dog, Pearly. Cats and dogs speak the truth. I often run things by them. I’d love to ride with Bunny and Pearl; especially now I can no longer tag along with Bob.
 Bob’s cat, Trident, passed away of old age. Bob wouldn’t have flown into the Thompson River if Trident was alive. He loved Trident. Almost as much as his motorcycles.
 Please stick with me while I go through the ten Motorcycle Riding Rules, even though it may be a bit of a grind, or you may know-it-all and want to skip ahead. I promise there will be a crash if you persist. Do doctors and engineers call it quits halfway through their studies? Good enough! I’m ready to drill into a cerebellum or re-engineer the Space Station guidance system. Hand me that duct tape and the hammer drill! Where’s my certificate? No! They have what we call ‘professional standards.’ I want you to be a motorcycle professional.
 Enough. Let’s get started. 
 Kickstands Up.
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 ––––––––
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 A Note About the Odd Capitalized Words: Should your mind start to ping, nagging for a fulsome definition of a strange word (like NimRod or Blockhead) or a term (like Motorcycle Narcissism), check out Scrape Your Lists, The Motorcycle Files. It has answers and is a curvy, titillating read on an unusual road. It's the motorcycle experience expressed in point form.
 
 PART 1: THE DESERT
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Rule #1, Everyone
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 Popular opinion states: “You’re a sitting duck on that thing, buddy. It’s just a matter of time before someone picks you off.” 
 On-motorcycle, you’re a duck at a carnival sideshow. Poor ducks, nailed down, waiting to be crucified at the back of a dumpy booth. Without protective gear, their survival depends on dumb luck and poor aim. Round and round they go, hoping Deadeye Dick (alias Double D [although he doesn’t like that one so much] or Dicky to his friends) doesn’t buy another ticket, step up with his sniper school gold medal pinned to his chest, and wreck carnage on the flock. “Exactly like motorcycle riders,” Mr. Risk Management Guy says.
 It’s like motorbikes going down streets and up highways. Cars and trucks (cagers) target bikes; it’s rarely intentional. But does it matter when Mrs. Zelenski, your fifth-grade teacher, turns in front of you? Remember, it’s a jungle out there, which is why Motorcycle Riding Rule #1 is your best defense. Take it to heart, and you may spot Double D before he sets his crosshairs on your bike and pulls the trigger.
 ––––––––
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 Rule #1: Everyone is Trying to Kill You.
 ––––––––
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 Climb on a motorcycle and you’re in a war. Sure, it's over the top and dramatic license until a nightmarish accident turns you to roadkill or confines you to a hospital bed.
 By the way, my rules do not come with terms and conditions, so feel free to pencil in any necessary if-then statements, therefores, or not-with-standing clauses necessary to add clarity. Lawyers and psychologists love loosely written statements like Rule #1—they call them “I’ll see you in court” and “major revenue streams?”
 
  Here’s an example. “That Pegs book proved me right, Doc. Just as I suspected for years, everyone has been trying to kill me! Finally, it’s all laid out here in Scraping Pegs! It’s black and white nonfiction. Solid, irrefutable proof. I’m not ‘loopy’ like you say, Doc. Who’s the nutcase now? It’s not ‘all in my head.’ I’ve caught glimpses of that sniper character, Deadeye Dick, stalking me!”
 “Do you ride a motorcycle?”
 “Huh?”
 “I repeat, do you ride a motorcycle? How about a scooter? Or one of those unicycles?”
 “No.”
 “Rule #1 only applies when you’re riding a motorcycle. You’re not going to die, Patsy. It’s all here in this twelve-pager from the Beaten Stick Books legal department. They’ve added a clarification: only motorcyclists are sitting ducks. Hope that clears things up for you. Pay Gladys on your way out. Take your pills and have a nap when you get home. Be sure to book another set of appointments. You’re still loopy, Patsy. Years of therapy will be required to cure your paranoia.” 
 Patsy had fallen into a loophole.
 
 
The correct treatment for Patsy’s condition would have been Riding As Therapy, the power of motorcycles to do good, but it’s considered whacko and extreme within the predominantly cager mental health industry.
 Rule #1 is not to be used to validate Chicken Little, the Sky is Falling, delusions. Understand that the Motorcycle Riding Rules apply to, well, Motorcycling. Not trout fishing, practicing Ashtanga yoga, picking your nose, or other off-motorcycle activities. To be literally correct, #1 should read: Only During the Time You Ride on a Motorcycle, Are You a Sitting Duck, and Therefore Everyone Will Try to Kill You.
 Please bear in mind that lawyering, psychoanalysis, and political truth are not the same as motorcycle truth.
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 ––––––––
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 The Patsy example demonstrates how MMR can be taken out of context. If you choose to adapt the Rules for use with off-motorcycle activities, do so with complete freedom, but please be sure to add disclaimers and use relevant descriptors. For example, you wouldn’t want to confuse the Trout Fishing Rules (TFR) you made up to use at Samson’s Trout Fishing and Ice Cream Emporium with MRR or vice versa. 
 For those keen on adaptation, TFR, Rule #1, for example, could be something like this: Everyone Will Figuratively Kill Me if I Don’t Bring Home a Few Cutthroats and Dolly Vardens. The rule must help you concentrate on killing fish rather than dicking around with your lure collection. 
 Do you see how each activity has its rule validation? Don't be afraid to tinker. Pegs is practical, not like the maintenance information in the Zen book, which is pathetically useless you have one of those old fangled carburetors, a kick starter, and carry bailing wire.
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 ––––––––
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 Pay attention to the word “Everyone.” Take the case of my Auntie Minnie and her cute nephew, my cousin Lenny. He could do no wrong until, at age fourteen, racing around in his shorts and flip-flops on his friend’s minibike, Len ran over Elly, Auntie’s cherished poodle. The beloved pet had to be put down. 
 Five years later, while Lenny was coming through an intersection on a green light, an SUV making a left turn clobbered his It’ll Do sports bike. Most of my cousin’s right leg off was ripped off. The driver? Auntie Minnie. 
 The word Everyone is crucial. Trust no cagers!
 “The sun was in my eyes,” Auntie swore in her statement, which the police found credible. Accident investigators know motorcycles are invisible. The authorities determined Minnie was not on a vendetta, harboring a murderous grudge over the death of her beloved Elly. “We chalked it down to just another car-on-invisible-bike incident,” the NimRod investigating officer explained to his wife over dessert that night, a box of low-fat gourmet donuts. “Happens all the time. Motorcyclists are sitting ducks. That’s the fact of the matter, dear.”
 Lenny really should have thought, every time I fire up my bike, EVERYONE, including relatives, will try to kill me. It might have saved his leg, though he wouldn’t have the weathered stub, which makes an excellent conversation piece when he's trying to pick up chicks. Stumpy likes to show it off. He bounces a sponge ball off of it. Auntie Minnie says, “Lenny, you should have taken up soccer instead of riding that invisible bike.”
 Len told me Born to Be Wild was blaring on his speakers at the time of his crash. Feel Like I’m Fixin’ to Die would have been more appropriate because my cousin never adopted rules to stick in his back pocket. He failed to understand the reality of the Motorcycle Lottery (more on lotteries in Part 3). His attitude was like a soldier on the battlefield thinking, ‘Come on, no one’s going to kill me.’
 Less conversationally brilliant is a neighbour I once had a crush on, sweet Mary McGregor. Mary was so ravenous, drop-dead, glorious, she had a Wonder Woman, I’m invincible, perception of herself. I don’t need rules, she thought. They’re for normal people. I’m shielded by beauty. 
 Mary swerved to miss a distracted driver on Durance Lake Road. Her rear wheel lost traction, skidded, then flipped Mary over the handlebars. Highsider, it’s called. Too pretty to wear a helmet—Mary’s brain-dead now though, the rest of her, the parts I was keen on as a teenager, remained attractive for years after the accident. 
 Mary now lives in a care home in the town of Numb. Her Rule #1 should have been: Always Wear An Approved Helmet. 
 Another clarification: ‘trying to kill’ is not restricted to dead.
 ****
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 Grom Kid really is dead, but only because old Dr. Farnsworth had a heart attack and blitzed him with his 4x4. The doctor took Grom Kid by complete surprise. The boy was doing just about everything right. He wore an approved helmet but bled out. Grom Kid was on-motorcycle and, therefore, a sitting duck. He needed two rules: Always Maintain Situational Awareness and Always Have An Escape Route.
 Rule #1 would be unnecessary if there was strict adherence to Religious Commandment #1 (Thou Shall Not Kill), but society categorizes killing bikers as accidental. “No, you are not condemned to Hell,” theologians assure cagers. “Because motorcycles are invisible.”
 On a beautiful, peaceful day, riding down the Road to Joy, it’s easy to forget that life can be a bully and everyone is trying to kill you. Many of us say, “I don't need rules or instructions.” Bikers carry their outlaw defiance over from furniture assembly to riding. IKEA cabinet assembly may aggravate the hell out of you, but a Swede will not pop out of the box and blow your head off when you lose a screw. You can always return your mistake to IKEA and grab some meatballs. If you’re an ‘I Don’t Read Instructions Guy or Gal,’ understand, Deadeye Dick will not park outside IKEA with his sniper rifle unless there’s a bike in the lot. You see why having motorcycle rules is way more important than reading assembly instructions?
 Riders, like cousin Lenny, who choose not to develop a Motorcycle State of Mind, are easily picked off. Let’s call these riders Blockheads. Dicky sits behind them with a claw hammer. “Many kill themselves,” the Dickster instructs his brother, Radical Dick. “Why waste a bullet? If necessary, use your hammer to take them down.”
 Yes, there is death along with freedom and adventure on the open road and dirt tracks. Motorcycle deaths, featured on the evening news, spotlight the certainty of Rule #1. After watching the news, prospective recruits may buy fishing rods instead of second-hand two-wheelers—lives are saved. It’s heartening to know one motorcyclist's death can many lives. It’s the same as the theory of war. Kill to prevent others from being killed. Kill until the numbers are in your favor and peace descends on the land. Isn’t it always about the math? Too much of this. Not enough of that. Let’s have a war to divvy things up better. More for me. Less for you. Every time you climb on a motorcycle, you’re going to war, and everyone will try to kill you. “Especially cagers with cell phones,” Marta likes to say.
 Education is the best defense against my rule #1. I like to compare motorcycle education with trying to stay healthy. Take nutrition classes: if you understand dietary guidelines, then disease and the relentless attack of aging have a fight on their hands. Incorporate other tools, like tuned-up neurotransmitters, and your defense grows stronger. Exercise! Get those muscles pumping. Eat some kale or enjoy a Brussels sprout smoothie (if you’re Flemish and have no taste buds). Swimming lessons are worth the effort, right? An insurance policy to keep you afloat when the tidal rip catches you, though, with a bit of luck, a gorgeous lifeguard may come to your rescue and whisk you away on a motorcycle.
 Motorcycle training is complex but can help defend against Rule #1. Technical skills need honing and best practice tips such as riding predictably, not like a Blockhead, need adhering to. This one also: Worry more about getting killed than looking good on your bike. Wear high-vis gear and those boots that make you look like you just stepped off the Lunar Rover.
 Motorcycle education is more than simply attending Parking Lot Cone School and nodding. Yeah, I know all about the idiots behind the wheel who will try to kill me. Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. Remember, I have another nine rules to help me avoid going down hare—survival requires constant effort. 
 MRR can guide you away from death and injury and improve your odds of not getting killed, but I’m obligated to state: there is no guarantee. Even star students need good luck. Top marks won’t help when a distracted driver triggers a chain of events that ends with, well.... ending. Or at the very least, wishing you’d bought a transit pass and stuck it out on the Number Ten bus. So, what if it’s always late and there’s never a seat? At least no one’s trying to kill me. All the knowledge in the world won't help when you're that duck, just a’sittin’ and a’mindin’ your own business while DD draws a bead.
 The accepted rule is: it's a question of when, not if, a rider goes down.
 Horseshit, we think! That for other riders, not me.
 I thought I was immune. 
 
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 Ready for some good news? Despite Rule #1, it’s not all doom and gloom. JOY is real!
 Remaining off-motorcycle is not a panacea. My friend Larry was a middle-aged organic broccoli-sprout-eating entrepreneur who refused to own a motorcycle. Despite his anti-motorcycle attitude, we were good friends. He knew more about health than I ever will and wouldn’t get on the back of my bike, saying, “I don’t want to die.” But he's just as dead as Bob. Lar choked on a seaweed cracker and met his fate. That's right—an organic weed killed him. Eat a cracker and you’re rolling the dice, so why not climb on and feel the JOY? For context, it’s important to remember: you may go horizontal at any moment.
 ––––––––
[image: image]

  Truth About Motorcycles: you will not taste JOY eating crackers. You must be on-motorcycle.
 
 ––––––––
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 How about TV’s Dr. Lean and Green, the annoying nutritionist sales gal? Oh, yes, and Katarina Horvath, the fitness fanatic? One is horizontal, the other was reduced to ashes. Neither one owned a motorcycle. Their knowledge of fitness and nutrition didn’t earn them free passes. When you're reflecting on the morbidity of my rules, remember: sugar, bacon, greenhouse gas, your partner, water, sex, and a wealth of other things are also trying to kill you. It’s not just motorcycles.
 Here's my bottom line on Rule #1. It helped me ride without incident for many years. I amassed JOY, which will motivate me to heal and get through my recovery. 
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 ––––––––
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 Like most things, motorcycling has a back door. I fell through it. Or was it a blessed event? Was there a sign? Through this door, MAGIC waits. My friends describe Motorcycle MAGIC this way: The wheels are round and they roll. All other attempts to define it failed.
 Traumatic events and hospital beds urge patients to rattle on about themselves, so part of Scraping Pegs is about me and my motorcycles.
 I wasn’t intentionally trying to skirt the system, but I never completed a formal riding course or wrote a meaningful licensing test. I’ll say more about how I slipped in shortly, but know that, though I’m undoubtedly cantankerous and stubborn, I am not one of those worthy cause protestor types—having strong values demands commitment and work, two of the things I ride to escape.
 Fortunately, from the beginning, my mentor, a motorcycle sage, drilled in Rule #1. He hoped it would buy me the time I would need to advance my Ability, Awareness, and Accountability. It worked! Here I am, many years later; my first hospital stay.
 My back door was a desert. Hard packed sand and dirt. The perfect off-road training ground. This desert was in the Middle East. In the city, quite a few Double D’s lurked in the shadows. Scary looking fellows. When you’re young, folks decked out in unconventional dress, speaking a strange language, often glaring, can be menacing until you learn most are not.
 Deserts appear to be bleak, no-man’s lands, when you drive by, sealed inside a car. The landscape was a vast, beautiful canvass on top of a camel or riding a dirt bike. Soon, I graduated to hard-packed traffic in the belching, chaotic, sweating city. Progression is swift when you’re young; fear and caution are suppressed by naivety. Out I went into my version of Parking Lot Cone School: undisciplined traffic with thousands of riders on mopeds clogging streets already stuffed with taxis, cars, trucks, diesel buses, and smog. Throw in the odd donkey, a sprinkle of camels and some rangy goats or lambs with shackled legs about to become kabobs.
 Pour in thousands of jaywalkers playing Frogger, and you have a city where Rule #1 is on steroids. A less-than-perfect student environment, western professionals, would say. There was no doubt my friend’s advice was accurate; “Everyone will try to kill you!” Death was in plain sight; many of the toothless, foreboding-looking figures seemed eager to execute me. To be fair, killers are everywhere. They are in Edinburgh, Osaka, Omaha and all roads everywhere. There’s no asterisk on Rule #1, *Except as listed on the Peaceful and Safe Locations website. 
 The acceptance of killing bikers varies from place to place, but the rule includes everyone everywhere for a reason. Calm and orderly can fool you. Complacency will kill you. Spaniards, Scots, Japanese, and Arabs are all trying to kill bikers just as much as Nebraskan farmers, the Gandhi-like Jain followers in India, and the Juggalos in suburban Toronto.
 I will grant you, in the interests of fairness, that these ‘killers’ do not have a conscious desire for your death, nor do they drive Stephen King-like Christine mobiles fueled by insatiable blood-lust rather than gasoline. No, it’s much more sedate. This experience may comfort you as you bleed out. Thanks to a Volvo on its way home from the Festival of Peace, Light, and Harmony a rider was left battered in a ditch. The occupants’ faint conversation was heard on the breeze as the Volvo sped away.
 “Oh, did anybody hear a bumping noise?”
 “Think you clipped a cone, or maybe a turtle crossing the road, Mummy?”
 “Ah, poor little thing... Are our harmony souvenirs in the back okay, son?”
 “Yes, Mummy, they are, and hey, look: there’s that nice Mr. Dick. He showed me his gun once.”
 “Remember, son guns kill and we don’t want to kill anyone.”.
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 ––––––––
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 After I left the Middle East, I occasionally provided technical support to risk lawyers—that is, lawyers who specialize in reducing the odds of something happening. More accurately, it should be known as the Specialization of Sucking the Joy Out of Life. Western governments are awash in it, which explains why the people-in-charge have no time for bikers. I can summarize the lawyers’ views as:
 	enjoying life is risky, so don’t; 
 	there’s good money to be made advising bureaucracies on ways to strip spontaneity out of products and services; 
 	at a minimum, add a six-page warning preamble to all product manuals; 
 	always wear expensive business attire; 
 	frown a lot when the words “carefree” and “personal responsibility” are mentioned. 

 I shared motorcycle stories with the risk management lawyers. In fairness, we agreed on this point: everyone is trying to kill bikers. They showed me their handbook on safety. I stopped reading at Everyone, Everywhere, All the Time is trying to Kill Everyone. To mitigate, buy a tank and drive at a safe pace—walking speed is suggested, stationary is ideal. Motorcycle owners should sit on their machines in the garage. With the engine off. By sit, we mean not on the bike but the floor in case the bike falls over. Sit far enough away from the motorcycle that if it falls over, it won’t nail you. Even in your garage, keep an eye out for lightning, floods, snakes, loose electrical cables, box jellyfish, zombies and/or invading aliens. Intruding biker-outlaws attempting to lure you onto your bike is the supreme threat. Keep a shotgun handy for defense against these monsters. By handy, we mean triple-locked in a secure cabinet with appropriate paperwork.
 I’d point out to my legal friends, “You can die eating a seaweed cracker as well.”
 They’d shoot me their, nobody likes a smart-ass who doesn’t take risk super-seriously, glare. Biker-idiot! I’d be rescheduled. Fine by me. Maybe I'll go for a ride. At times, risk mitigation was on the verge of getting my goat and setting me off on a rampage like in the movie Machete.
 Valid as some of their recommendations are, the risk folks fail to see the actual point: that of Life itself. Carpe Diem and all that. Thank the Heavens, there will always be the subset of riders with over-blown confidence who will twist the throttle despite the prevalence of shit-happens Volvo drivers, road hazards, Blockheads, and their own inevitable demise.
 That's the essence of humanity. Wet blankets muttering from the sidelines won’t put an end to cornering faster than a fully loaded hay truck, the global standard endorsed by highway safety councils worldwide—a measure the government bureau of Risk Mitigation and Motorcycle Control would love to see lowered to zero.
 It’s horseshit!
 Overtake that dawdling hay truck! Don’t just overtake it: hold up your motorcycle training certificate, stand on your foot pegs and proudly proclaim: “I have a chance. Even if Rule #1 is real.” If you’re in one of those jurisdictions that have outlawed standing due to risk, do it anyway. Fuck it! Be an outlaw! Eat a cracker. Don’t bow down to the dullard NimRods in the risk department! You’re a gearhead who doesn’t follow society’s norms. So, give them the biker salute.
 [image: Biker salute]
With your rules in your back pocket,
 Scrape Your Damn Pegs!
 Fuck You JOY Killers!
 Then sit down, jam that accelerator open, bear down in the corner and lean until sparks fly. Cover your ears, my legal friends. The truth about motorcycles and life is, both are risky.
 “Fortunately, there is damn good money in it,” my lawyers friends liked to say.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Rule #1: Remember, humans go horizontal all the time, so ride, tune your state of mind, discover JOY, and get on with life before it happens to you.
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Rule #2, You
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––––––––
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 Over 25% of motorcycle accidents involve a single vehicle. Be it Blockheads gunning down empty roads on MV Augustas or FTRs at two in the morning or middle-aged moms and dads enjoying their third-ever ride on a peaceful Sunday afternoon. YOU can be your own worst enemy. I made up a rule for that.
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 Rule #2: Don’t Kill Yourself by Doing Something Stupid!
 ––––––––
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 Yes, included in the ‘Everyone’ of Rule #1 is you. It’s not just aunties, Blockheads, and NimRods (remember, full definitions are included in Scrape Your Lists) who are out to get you, so be accountable! Much of the time, it’s STUPID YOU! ‘Stupid’ is a pervasive human trait, and as the saying goes: You can’t fix stupid. But at the very least, Rule #2 will help guard against foolish behavior.
 Everyone has a stupid version, even Mr. Gandhi. I prefer always to walk, never to ride—stupid! Ask Mr. Pirsig; it’s well known that on-motorcycle is the path to enlightenment or at least uncaged free-floating thought. Walking is fine when balanced with riding. Refusing to ride is stupid, Mr. Gandhi. If you’re a holier than thou type, smarten up!
 My risk mitigation friends add safety preambles to product manuals to prevent stupidity, but we’re all too stupid to read them. Kidding! The warnings are there to defend clients against litigation. No one give a damn if you read their trivia or not, as long as you check the little box confirming you did. It’s stupid, right? MRR doesn’t have a preamble or a ‘Read and Agree’ box. Climb on and you’ve consented to put your life on the line.
 Do you think Rule #2 is so obvious, it shouldn’t be a rule? You lump it in with those imbecilic statements included in user safety warnings like, don’t use your electric dryer while bathing. 
 It’s nonsensical how uncommon common sense is, isn’t it? Especially when you’re young and driving a crotch rocket.
 What’s evident to you might not be to me, but you probably didn’t fall through a back door? I didn’t get all the facts quickly and started my motorcycle journey raw. Instead of Parking Lot Cone School, I went to Fly by the Seat of Your Pants Academy, where the first lesson was, accept that you don’t know much.
 I had to roll up my sleeves and put on my thinking helmet to formulate my rules. Not at all like that other guy who also got a set of ten rules. We’re told Moses went up Mount Sinai. What we’re not told is he undoubtedly rode the ‘Holy Dirt Bike.’ God didn’t want to hang around while Moses struggled up the mountain in ratty, homemade sandals. That would be STUPID! Why fool around walking when God not only understood ‘Hill Climb JOY,’ our Overlord of Bikers invented it? 
 On the Mount Sinai summit, a tremendous boom sounded as lightning lit up the sky. One-minute humanity was rudderless; the next we were blessed with Ten Commandments. Delivered on the original tablets—one for Moses and one for Sarah, so there would be no arguing over whose turn it was to read. I wasn’t there, but I’m sure God practiced risk mitigation and threw in saddlebags so Moses could bring the tablets down the mountain safely. “Don’t be stupid, Moses. Feather the brake.” No Lunar Rover Moonboots to replace his crappy sandals, though. “Remember Moses,” God said. “Everyone will try to kill you.” Kidding—that was Judas being a Smart Alec. Being the Son of God is perilous. Had Moses attended Parking Lot Cone School, he may not have driven the Holy Dirt Bike into the Dead Sea. "STUPID," the gatekeeper wrote on Moses’ performance review. 
 Moses received God’s rules for all Humanity; that hasn’t worked out because humanity is stupid. I developed MMR for myself. I wrote them on a notepad, then read them aloud and used speech-to-text to load them on my tablet. I’m sure God had a reason, but let’s face it, writing the Ten Commandments in stone seems pretty stupid. It made going viral impossible and left religion wide open to plagiarism and competing doctrines. 
 As I mentioned, I practice Curmudgeonly Jackassism. We’re not affiliated with any of the mainstream religions and are not profound. We don’t own churches, build religious symbols, and are skeptical of all faiths that solicit donations. I have a hallowed belief that my first motorcycle, a Suzuki TS-125, was a direct descendent of the Moses Mount Sinai dirt bike. Its lineage may be revealed when archaeologists uncover The Motorcycle Testament. Moses understood the feeling of scraping pegs and surely recorded his JOY onto scrolls of antiquity.
 Even our ‘Stupid Version’ understands the source of Motorcycle JOY is Heaven. God bestowed upon us the gift of free will. He said to Moses, “Let’s see if they use it to find JOY on-motorcycle or choose to build fancy places of worship and stay put.” 
 It’s worth considering the fact that, had life been encumbered by risk management in the year 1300 BC, Moses would have kept God waiting while the Holy Land Risk Department debated the dangers associated with ascending Mount Sinai. Then another lengthy delay while each Commandment got a minimum six-page warning preamble and Holy Disclaimer. Come to think of it, religion may have its own Rule #1: Every Mainstream Religion is Trying to Kill Every Other Mainstream Religion. I don’t know, but from watching TV news, it sure seems like it could be a rule.
 The commandment Thou Shalt Not Kill is explicit. It means Do not kill dead.” D.E.A.D. Finito! End of the road. For both MRR Rule #1 and Rule #2, “Kill” is more generic, a cover-all term, not limited to its use in Deadeye’s sniper training manual or on ancient slabs of stone commandments. In MRR, I extend kill to include injured. Dead to mean maimed, paralyzed, comatose, castrated, disfigured, impaired by PTSD, or any other condition that will have you thinking, on a bad day, “good day to be dead.”
 TIP: If it’s PTSD you end up with after your motorcycle crash, the cool thing is, in progressive jurisdictions, you can apply for a free service dog. Won’t be a top dog, like my best pal Pearly, but probably a good listener like my cat Bunny.
 My brain-dead ex-dream girlfriend, Helmetless Mary, didn’t even get a goldfish. Experts say many comatose people can sense their surroundings. When I’m capable, I’m going to pop over and leave Mary a fish. I’m curious—did even a speck of ravenously drop-dead glorious survive?
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 ––––––––
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 Recent safety school graduates benefit from studying a comprehensive formal curriculum compiled by experts. It’s aim? Drum out stupid. The problem is, many students prefer watching How-to Pop a Wheelie on their phones. “Let’s skip out and go for a rip,” they suggest to their classmates.
 News shows report on students who failed to pick up the stupid message. They hear the material but do something monumentally stupid, sometimes into a monument. They don’t respect Rule #2. What was Jock Crotchrocket Jones-DeSilva, today’s casualty on the local news broadcast, doing during the How Not to Kill Yourself lesson? Doodling sportbike sketches and FaceTiming his parents, whose latest news was the emission-free tank in the garage purchased with government grant money. 
 With one more body added to the ‘splattered over public infrastructure’ statistic, Crotchrocket may well have wished he’d removed the Brussels sprouts from his ears and paid more attention in class. However, we’ll never know; God rest his soul because he did something stupid.
 Thankfully, Crotchrocket was the only one rocketed into the asphalt and out of his short-lived Born to be Wild Blockhead lifestyle, so all’s well... that ends with only the one to blame in the morgue. But alarmingly, the driver often is not the only one injured and that’s tragic.
 “Perhaps you should roll #2 in with #1,” Marta suggested? “There’s no need for esoteric nuances. We’re talking throaty motorcycles, not splitting hairs.”
 “Remember Marta, when your Guzzi clipped the medium? Wobbled like mad, and you were scared spit-less?”
 Marta nodded.
 “Stupid, right?”
 “Yes, but it taught me a lesson.”
 “No one other than yourself was trying to kill you, correct?”
 “Yes, but the point is...”
 “... tell you what we’ll do: I’ll remove #2 when there are no news stories of preventable motorcycle accidents for one week.” I was going to say “in the world,” but I’m confident enough of its merits to limit it not just to one country, state, or province. I’ll just use one city. I say “city,” but let's clarify: Pirsigville, with a modest population of 326. Just last week, that count reached 327—courtesy of a rider-at-fault mishap on Highway 27 over the weekend. Or, I’ll remove the rule when Hell gets a light dusting of frost, or when Risk takes over the world (hmmm, sounds like a great idea for a video game.) and restricts interactions with motorcycles to our garages. Whichever comes first. Remember Marta, don’t turn yourself into a motorcycle statistic. You and I are both capable of stupid.”
 Marta eventually agreed to use my first two rules as written.
 ***
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 That’s two rules. There’ll be ten by the end of the book (if you lose track, Scrape Your Lists includes a list of the rules). There won't be a test—that’s out on the road, getting killed or not. MRR isn’t like forcing a Newtonian to learn medieval Albanian poetry. Ability, Awareness, and Accountability have practical value. It’s up to you; I’m not going to get killed because you zoned out, took your eyes off the road, and stupidly ran into a highway divider. I’ll be watching for you, driving my mobility scooter, so please be careful and don’t slam into me. 
 Time to move forward to Rule #3. Although parched in nature, this rule is integral to the art of survival. Sorry, there’s no cutting corners. Remember the last time you did that? Came close to being splattered on a long-haul semi with a skull-and-crossbones decal on its hood. Stupid!
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Rule #2: Boot your Stupid Version to the curb before you climb on to aware and easy. 
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Rule #3, Physics
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 Steven Hawking wrote the acclaimed book, A Brief History of Time. Like Bob, Steve is dead. Without turning a page of Steve’s book we can glean this gem: time waits for no man so ride while you can. 
 Professor Hawking was an astrophysicist, or ‘pixie dust physics,’ as Marta, the engineer in our group labeled it. The proprietor of our gang’s favorite hangout, Tony’s Deli, read the store’s copy of A Brief History of Time. Tony advised, “it’s flakier than my pastries, but offering a loaner copy may draw in the academic types.” Tony is more of a mayonnaise guy than an astrophysics expert. He likes to polka and ride his scantily dressed Indian, often with Marta on her old Guzzi.
 Steven was wheelchair bound. The poor man was unable to ride and so spent too much time thinking about string theory.
 “If you're operating a deli on Earth, a thorough knowledge of condiments trumps trying to figure out the origin of the universe,” Tony says, and Marta agrees. Tony’s Deli offers real outcomes, including battered pickles and the Tart of the Month. Delis, like motorcycle physics, are down-to-earth. The sad truth is, if Tony wrote A Brief History of Delis, the book would be ignored by academia. Ditto for saving lives by sharing motorcycle rules. They are only interested in things made of pixie dust.
 Here's the point: motorcycle physics deals with terrestrial forces, following the foundational work of Sir Isaac Newton. Motorcycle engineering is built on factual scientific principles. The Laws of Motion. The Law of Inertia. There are no theories about the origin of the universe. So before we carry on, please read Sir Isaac’s book, Mathematical Principles of Natural Philosophy.
 Kidding!
 But do tip your helmet to the grandfather of Motorcycle Physics.
 Newtonian physics is also nothing like the ancient Greek musings presented in the Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance. Valentino Rossi didn’t study philosophy to learn how to get around corners safely, and neither should you. You’re a motorcyclist, not an astrophysicist, political scientist, Uranus (the ancient Greek God), René Descartes, or Karl Marx. Stick to the facts.
 Before we start, please ensure you have your AI app. Also have a picture of IBM’s Watson computer, or Mr. Newton’s portrait, or for history buffs a slide rule, in view. You won’t be required to use them, but occasionally lift your gaze from the text to take in a visual reminder of the topic. The images are what educators call “training aids.” They’ll stick in your mind to remind you of Rule #3, the same way a sexy pinup arouses, say, Mary McGregor in her glorious bikini days, if you want to contemplate things other than physics.
 In honor of Sir Isaac Newton, Tony’s Deli presents:
 [image: image-0-7.jpg]
Rule #3: Ignoring Motorcycle Physics May Kill You
 ––––––––
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 Marta made up this corollary: unless you’re confronted by a pothole the size of a black hole, studying astrophysics will not make you a better rider.
 
 ***
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 In the desert, my grasp of Newton's motorcycle laws was confined to the realm of small dual-sport bikes (although my yellow Suzuki TS-125 was relatively large and conspicuous in a city teeming with mopeds). Mr. Newton could have advanced my education by lining up apples in the sand at regular intervals to teach me how to brake, lean, and counter-steer. Occasionally, he’d throw dates and goat droppings to test my reflexes. That man knew his stuff, including turning radius and lean angles. 
 Perhaps when Elon rides his electric bike on Mars, Steve’s book will find a spot on the shelves of motorcycle engineers.
 #3 wasn’t fully developed until I returned to the west coast. You don’t do a great deal of high-speed highway driving on a TS-125, and the physics of navigating a small dirt bike up a hard pack sand hill is instinctual when you’re young. Even Moses figured it out, and, like me, he never attended Parking Lot Cone School.
 In the desert, there are no corners that tighten up in a decreasing radius. Drifting wide in a desert is not a big deal. I had seven hundred miles to the border to get my machine under control. Drifting wide wasn’t going to end my life. I just leaned into the wind and let TS-125 fly. There is no need to haul out the Laws of Motion or study the formulas you slept through in high school to correct your behavior. Just enjoy. Maybe eat a kabob.
 Fortunately, by the time I discovered tight curves on North American highways, YouTube had explanations. Video experts showed what not to do when the choices, depending on your direction of travel, seem to be: run wide and rocket off a cliff or collide head-on into a Mack truck—hone your motorcycle physics skills. 
 Navigating corners on a bike is much more complex than calculating the mass of an atom which, as we know, every time we do the math is the same (1.67 × 10-27 kilograms, for one of the periodic elements, is it carbon or that new one, ununseptium)? Doesn’t matter; ask Marta or AI if it’s bothering you. Math isn’t nebulous, which is why computers are so good at it. But put a computer on a motorcycle, and it’s lost. Expert riding requires that both left and right brain work together in perfect balance.
 Atomic mass is predictable. Corners, though? Same answer each time? Not a chance. The question doesn’t even stay the same. A corner on a motorcycle is a crap shoot; weather, road conditions, traffic, wildlife, radius, slope, and your skill level are all at play. Especially your knowledge of motorcycle physics, so thank the stars you paid attention to Rule #3. And that’s only one corner–there’s another just down the ribbon of black twisting asphalt, and then a hundred more. An endless string of potentially lethal questions. The physics constantly changes, testing the rider’s skills. 
 The good news is, you don’t have to geek out. Instinctively applying Newtonian principles is what #3 is all about, mainly how to lean, counter-steer, brake, and respect throttle control. Instead of tinkering with the sound of pipes, devote time to understanding the fundamentals of front-end rake, trail geometry, and camber thrust. Once you have the basics down, skills will follow.
 Unlike the desert's simplicity, mastering the science of speed and survival becomes paramount for those navigating the highways. Michelangelo’s left brain slept through much of his gorgeous work on the Sistine Chapel. Robert Oppenheimer didn’t use his right brain when he invented the atomic bomb. It’s reported he had some regrets. Bob should have gone for a motorcycle ride while he was inventing. 
 Trying to manage a motorcycle with partial brain functionality is stupid. Monday mornings, neither side of my brain function well, let alone in tandem. They usually start waking up by lunchtime. Left will go back to sleep before midnight. To help distinguish who’s running the show, I call right brain, Brain Brian. Right side usually stays up a while longer. I must be Brain aware before climbing on and twisting the throttle. Are both sides on duty? Know that while Sir Isaac could depict motion using formulae, he could not ride due to a weak right brain.
 Leonardo da Vinci may have had perfect brain balance. No doubt he would have cleaned up on the MottoGP circuit.
 Not all coconuts are meant to be placed inside a helmet. Learn basic motorcycle physics and always check to ensure your brain is functional and working in tandem.
 
 ◆◆◆
 ––––––––
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 Away from the desert, on a good old fashion twisty two-lane western highway, before I’d fully absorbed Rule #3, I realized: it’s just a matter of time until I do something stupid and kill myself trying to keep pace with my new race-track capable riding buddies. They understood high speed control, trail braking, and cornering physics. I spent my time trying to avoid death under completely different circumstances. Fly by the Seat of Your Pants School is a slow progression and has gaps that can turn deadly. Inadvertently, I may have done something stupid because my knowledge of motorcycle physics was meager. I didn’t confess, “Hey guys, I don’t have a clue about high-speed cornering. The desert didn’t have cones or corners. Please teach me your ways,” because, like most illiterate adults, my lack of formal education embarrassed me. But I boned up... for safer bones. Thank you YouTube. 
 Unlike riding a small bike in the desert, knowing the science of riding fast and surviving is crucial for highway riders. As is the art of slow-speed maneuvering, on bikes larger than a TS-125. Ever had an 800lb / 365kg behemoth topple over on you?
 With more appreciation for the principles of inertia and momentum, I was soon scraping pegs on corners without death lurking over my shoulder pads. I stopped panic-braking–a telltale sign of a Blockhead with little knowledge of Rule #3. I understood the importance of preserving space. One day I may become Leonardo da Vinci-like and qualify for the Isle of Man TT, but back then, I settled for not freaking out and doing something stupid. I prefer not to kill myself when I’m out on a rip, twisting the throttle, saying hello there Life, the Beautiful.
 It was different in the early days of motorcycling. The physics of speed wasn’t essential knowledge. A 1968 BSA Rocket 3, or a similar bike, and a Hayabusa or Livewire, are different kettles of nuts and bolts. BSA riders didn’t have to master rocket-like acceleration and how to survive ridiculously high speeds. They could get away with Rule #3, Lite. Technical riding skills used to be the dominion of track professionals; today, everyone’s a Valentino Rossi. So please don’t wait till you’re drifting wide into oncoming traffic to say to yourself, guess I should have boned up on motorcycle physics. This crotchrocket sure’s a lot peppier than dad’s old bike.
 Today, thanks to clever engineering, riding skills can be tucked away in abeyance much of the time. Riders can concentrate on traffic and road conditions while their machines guide themselves through curves, correct panic-braking, and other bad habits motorcycle engineers, working with their risk management team, have compensated for. The problem is: modern motorcycles can dull both sides of your brain because they often demand little of the rider. It’s like using a spellchecker. You no longer need to spell, right? Wrong! Only if you want to come across as an illiterate Blockhead. You must have language skills tucked away, ready to deploy when spellchecker trips over “to” and “too” and kicks off WW III. Or when AI answers with, Unknown Error.
 Engineers have transferred responsibilities from drivers to sensors and computer brains. Unfortunately, it makes riders’ brains soggy. There’s always a pop quiz up ahead. What if our expert rider is on auto-drive? If your technical riding skills aren’t honed and ready to deploy instantaneously, Deadeye Dick will pull the trigger. Finito! Another notch for the Dickster.
 Engineers, please tell Risk Management to chill out.
 
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 
 ––––––––
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 Steven Hawking could tell you, speed reduces time. I will not drone on about how that complicates #3. Read the Time book or ask Marta. Tony will lend you the store copy of A Brief History of Time if you purchase the Cosmic Special. It comes with two battered pickles. He’ll tell you to skip the pages with mayonnaise splatter. “They’re not essential.”
 At the end of the road, motorcycle education is not a physics class nor an elegant art lesson. It’s more like painting with calculus. If you don’t want to do the math, stay the hell off the highway! If you don’t like art... you got it: also stay the hell off the highway. Make sure both sides of your brain are in the game. For me, on Mondays, that’s the aforementioned noon to twilight window. When I’m tilting too far toward Sir Isaac or Pablo Picasso, I remain off-motorcycle.
 Isn’t it enough that everyone, including yourself, is out to kill you? Must you also ignore the laws of physics? Take Dicky D. Despite his natural aptitude for marksmanship, did he rest on his laurels like his brother, Radical? No, he devoured the mental and technical knowledge necessary to win a boatload of gold ribbons and wreak havoc on sitting ducks at carnivals. Motorcycles and guns are both dangerous. If you can’t be bothered to educate yourself, take Risk Mitigation Guy’s advice and hunker down inside a tank, going nowhere. Or, like carnival ducks, you must hope your dumb luck doesn’t run out.
 Leonardo da Vinci vs. Valentino Rossi. Any bets on who wins? We’ll ask AI.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Rule #3: Even for high school physics dropouts, the right mindset can unravel the mysteries of motorcycle physics.
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Rule #4, Killer Bikes
  [image: image]


––––––––
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 Have you seen the movie Christine about a Plymouth Fury with paranormal superpowers and an evil mind? Christine is a car that goes on vendettas and kills people. Marta arranged a viewing in my garage, or as we call it, the Lab. She also tracked down streaming versions of The Car and Maximum Overdrive. Snacks consisted of unsalted, butterless popcorn and tap water. Attendees grumbled about the movies and the food.
 Did I mention the Lab is like a motorcycle club? Motorcycle Friends drop in to chit-chat, mostly about oil. Some are ‘between jobs’ and hope “MRR Labs” will beef up their resumes. I must encourage Marta to loosen up the snack budget. We don’t want members drifting off, taking their twenty-dollar dues with them, and joining a rival gang.
 One member has White Coat Syndrome. Bill likes to dress up in a recycled lab uniform Marta wrangled as a donation. Bill appears to have little interest in motorcycles. “I’m a trout fisher at heart,” he declares at the drop of a hat as if fishing is a superior calling. How do you drum out an annoying member who’s always the first to pay their annual dues? As club president, I could assign the task to Earl. He and Bill don’t get along.
 Back to Christine. Here’s the logic club members grappled with as they dislodged bits of popcorn from between their teeth:
 ––––––––
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 If Buddha can live in motorcycle circuitry, as suggested in the Zen book and applauded by epistemologists, can Doctor Doom also take up residence in electronic components?
 ––––––––
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 To quote club findings, “The notion that the devil can be embedded in a bike is balderdash. The devil-car theory lacks credibility and is a lackluster attempt at the quick buck school of movie marketing. Between Motorcycle JOY and Buddha, the Devil hasn’t a hope in hell. Clearly, the Killer Bike phenomenon originates with human error—primarily inappropriate selection and neglect,” or as Marta puts it, “dumbasses not paying attention to Rule #2.” Other than Bill, our club members are all on the ball.
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 ––––––––
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 My first motorcycle was the exact opposite of a killer bike. I bought it years after Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance was published. Young, curious, and restless, I was more interested in Zen and the Art of Farting Around than motorcycles. I’d putted around on friends’ small bikes, mostly on dirt roads. Had a friend someone predicted, “One day Mike, you’ll own a motorcycle. It’ll be your sole means of transportation,” I’d have answered “nonsense. I’m pragmatic. A technologist. Ones and zeros. Newtonian physics. Why drive an impractical toy when I can buy a car? Where would I put my stuff? And Mary, if she agrees to go out with me? Besides, the weather can suck and I could die.” I wasn’t familiar with Killer Bikes at the time; there are lots of other reasons not to own a motorcycle. 
 Here’s how destiny got flipped around, and I became the proud owner of a cheerful Suzuki TS-125.
 At age twenty-six, I sold everything I’d accumulated in life to that point, which could be defined as “a bunch of mostly worthless crap,” to work for an engineering company on the other side of the globe. Somewhat older now, I seem to have bought pretty much all the crap back again. I’m a technologist, not an engineer, which isn’t great if you’re working for a consulting engineering company. It’s like being a junior nurse in an office of uppity specialists. “Bed pan call on the design floor. Calling, Mr. Stewart!” 
 Living in an apartment in overpopulated, sweltering, polluted, chaotic Middle Eastern City, I made friends with another expatriate and his wife. They had dual-purpose 250cc motorcycles shipped from Vancouver, Canada (engine size was capped at 250cc). The couple rode their bikes on hard-pack desert sand and used their Citroën 2CV, the weird French two-cylinder, air-cooled, economy car for urban driving. They were wise and chose not to ride in undisciplined city traffic, understood Motorcycle Riding Rule #1, owned a car, and acted like mature adults most of the time. “There is MAGIC in the machines and JOY on-motorcycle,” I was assured. “All you need to do is buy a bike.”
 I was suspicious—many expats live outside the norm. The wonders of sex, sure. Also travel, drugs, and food but motorcycles? Come on. I’d never witnessed the eye-sparkle of people recalling JOY. “Ride in any direction. Discover ancient ruins... old caravanserai. Eat in central courtyards where weary travelers rested a thousand years earlier. Visit remote villages and be welcomed by shy but hospitable people those ancestors have lived in the area for centuries.”
 So, I said, “Teach me your ways.” I made my first motorcycle commitment.
 Politics, religion, colonialism, totalitarianism, and other socio-economic isms ran rampant in that part of the world. But I won’t go there. Scraping Pegs has its sprocket full, uncovering the truth about motorcycles. Societal and religious issues are another kettle of fish best left for a different chef. Or are they? Motorcycles can produce moments of ‘Absolute Clarity’ for riders with a well-tuned Motorcycle State of Mind. Perfectly balanced thought, stripped of all excess baggage. Do riders not have an obligation to share their profound, uncaged visionary solutions for the betterment of humanity? Political science is struggling. Pundits suggest it’s on the verge of collapse. Unlike motorcycle engineering labs, the UN Secretariat produces only tittle-tattle devoid of achievable rational solutions. Surely, the phony-baloney people who run the world would welcome the helping hands of enlightened motorcycle riders?
 “Probably not,” Marta says, before offering a practical solution.
  Constitutions worldwide must mandate leaders ride motorcycles whenever reasonably possible. Will you be taking Motorcycle One today, President Rider? Our leaders would get along famously if we took their armored limos away and plunked them down on two-wheelers. Get them out of the cages that wall them off from the people they adore and strive to serve. Isn’t that what they’re always going on about?
 Place politicians close to the citizenry, the group they sacrificed their wealth to serve. Instead of hiding behind endless reports and advisors, have them ride through the environments they cherish and promised to protect. On-motorcycle adversaries will become Motorcycle Friends.
 Life embraces riders and cruising around their dominions would connect the people in charge, not wall them off, isolated in the back of chauffeur-driven cages, denigrating people sitting in the back of other luxury polluters. Sure Deadeye, or this brother, Radical Dick would pick off a few, but fresh blood is golden in the leadership game. There’s never a shortage of egomaniacs prepared to step up and serve.
 Motorcycles are excellent Thinking Machines. Which profession is most in need of help with thinking? Those who believe politics is a science.
  
––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: the world would be a better place if the people-in-charge experienced Motorcycle JOY.
 ––––––––
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  Motorcycles inspire riders answers. They screen out folks whose left and right brains don’t cooperate and people incapable of operating motorcycles sure as hell shouldn’t be running countries. “Or hamlets, either,” Marta points out. She has a beef with Mayor Dumbass.
 Isn’t that all we want from our leaders—intelligent practical answers? No flipping out about left and right. Sure, a few outliers would sneak in, like North Korea playing the extreme hermit chopper dude, but generally, motorcycling is a welcoming community. So, let’s sell the UN buildings, fire all chauffeurs, donate the UN limos to one of those boots-on-the-ground charities, buy each leader a bike and an approved helmet, and tell them not to come back until they have solid pragmatic solutions and are all pals. Choose an electric bike if you’re anti-fossil fuels. No excuses. No tribalism, and no more theater. Fact-based reporters may tag along. #WorldLeadersOnBikes. I’d be happy to clue them in on my Motorcycle Riding Rules. Cam will teach them to change their oil. Marta will say something profound and off they’ll go on The-World-is-My-Oyster-and-We’re-Going-to-Save-It road trip.
 Don’t you think world leaders should know how to change their oil? Shouldn’t that come before changing the socioeconomics of a country? If you can balance a motorcycle, there’s a chance you may balance your country’s budget and laws. If you stop to assist riders in distress, you’ll likely give our forsaken a hand up.
 “Is there a downside?” Lab members wonder.
 “Riders couldn’t possibly screw things up worse than political science,” was the consensus opinion.
 “The answer always is, ride.”
 Then the world would rejoice.
 
 
 
 
◆◆◆
 ––––––––
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 Rare were my instances of pure clarity before I straddled a motorcycle. I was plodding through life, like everyone else who doesn’t have a way to cure brain fog, buying junk I didn’t need, and living in a room on the outskirts of Blobland. I never contemplated traveling on secondary roads through Yellowstone, postulating along the way, like Robert, the Zen motorcycle book guy.
 A Suzuki TS-125 (with a dual gear shift, giving it eight gears and lots of range) started me down the Road to Joy. I didn’t comparison shop because almost everyone in the country rode mopeds or donkeys. TS-125 was just dumb luck, but I ended up with one of the best starter bikes motorcycle engineers graced us with. And it had pizazz; compared with the hordes of scooters and mules in Middle Eastern City, I rode a beast of a machine. It easily rose above the crowd. From zero to proud owner, all based on chance. 
 I loved my agile yellow bike from the first rev of its engine. Well, maybe from day two because, truth be told, my friend drove it home from the shop while I sat on the back. ‘Hung on for dear life’ might be a better description, second-guessing my madness at every intersection. By the time we exited the first intersection I was thinking, everyone is trying to kill us.
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In short, TS-125 was a peace-loving, happy, well-adjusted machine. Understandable being a descendent of the Moses dirt bike. I assumed all bikes were like my Suzuki, well-adjusted, happy wanderers.
 I would learn the hard way that not all bikes want to be your friend. Poor selection, or neglect, can wake an inanimate machine and turn it against you.
 ––––––––
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 Rule #4: Your Motorcycle May Be Trying to Kill You.
 ––––––––
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 I bought a Honda CR500cc two-stroke, single cylinder, dual-purpose bike after politics forced me to leave the desert and abandon TS-125. I still worry about my baby, like if you had no choice but to abandon a loving pet, you never stop wondering, what became of my best friend?
 Thumper, my Honda replacement, and I butted heads.
 I used simple math to select Thumper: naturally, with an engine four times larger, the Honda would be four hundred percent better. Wrong! Too much left-brain. Brain Brian failed to speak up. Try four hundred percent worse! It had a hair-trigger throttle and low-end torque comparable to a well-tuned North Korean missile.
 Like an unreliable slingshot, Thumper attempted to rocket me into the decrepit ward on several occasions. No longer riding in wide-open spaces, cliffs, trees, boulders, and other natural hazards were everywhere. Unintended acceleration produced tank slap that threatened to fire me to my drooling days. Had Thumper been my first bike, it may well have succeeded in its murderous attempts. Thankfully, TS-125 had imparted just enough skills to save my collarbone.
 TS-125’s teachings failed to protect me from another murderous motorcycle, Movie Bike, a sassy BMW1200C cruiser built for James Bond’s use in the movie Tomorrow Never Dies. I’m not guilty of motorcycle neglect; like Thumper, Movie Bike was a selection error. Looking back, it was an obvious, ill-considered, impulsive choice. I was infatuated with its appearance and ignored physics and allowed Brain Brian to make the decision. 
 “Hollywood hasn’t called. Why did we get a movie bike?” Left Brain asked after the deal was done.
 “Do you think you were Pierce Bronson?,” Conrad asked.
 “People say I remind them of Keanu Reeves.”
 [image: image-0-9.jpg]
I was touring with packs of bikes engineered for covering ground, not posing for photo shoots. My clear-headed friends rode road-hugging adventure bikes and other serious machines that glued themselves to surfaces, ready to go anywhere and tackle anything. They built Movie Bike to look good. It constantly whined: “please, can we stop now? I want to pose. Look, people! Park me, park me! I’m a preening movie star. You’d love to ride me.” 
 A rider admiring my cruiser told me, “It’s like a beautiful woman. Great to look at, but not very practical.” Here’s a popular expression you should apply when selecting your motorcycle:
 ––––––––
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 Beauty is more than skin deep. Ask yourself, how is this bike’s physics?
 ––––––––
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 I gathered in a gang of six one weekend, our bikes pointed toward central Oregon. They, with their rugged machines in a muscled platoon, me driving the equivalent of an unarmored vehicle designed to stay well away from the action, perhaps toting toilet paper and gun lube for the warriors upfront. Despite my riding choice, I tried to stick with the pack. Charge when the brigade charges. It embarrassed me to admit I’d selected a machine that struggled to keep up. “I’ll see you there in a few days. Movie Bike has a curtain call and autograph scheduling conflict.”
 We rode off the Washington State Ferry in Anacortes, prepared for rain. The sky obliged and soon it opened up in a torrential downpour, unusual for the wet, drizzly Pacific Northwest. Determined to traverse the Cascades in order to reach the dry interior and our motel for the night, the gang pressed on.
 With limited visibility, we entered a roundabout in Burlington. That’s when the mishap occurred. I was distracted (yes, that’s a rule for later) by the rain, the traffic, and the visibility. Movie Bike, ever the self-deterministic type, clearly wanted to pull over, probably to cower under a tree and snap a pic for Instagram. My mates’ bikes quickly changed lanes to reach the highway exit. Their bikes didn’t want to kill them; not true of old Movie Bike.
 Movie Bike tripped over its tires as it changed lanes in the roundabout, catching the slippery white dividing line and slipping out from under me in a shower of spray and sparks, scraping pegs in a bad way. It tried to slide elegantly, aware of the ever-present instantaneous upload to the world. I lay spread-eagle in harm’s way, stunned and deflated, waiting for the afternoon traffic to crush me. But Movie Bike didn’t care. Passing motorists gawked from their windows while celebrity bike winked, ‘Bond’s the name, James Bond.’ Cagers pointed at the world’s greatest spy sprawled in the middle of the roundabout. “Shouldn’t he be in London meeting with MI5? Saving the world from evil overlords?”
 Fortunately, none of my other rules kicked in. “007 dead!” would have screamed the global headlines, causing the monarchy to shed a tear.
 I should have been overjoyed, lying uninjured on the wet asphalt, but I was rattled and pissed off! “Stupid Movie Bike,” I told the guys on their powerful machines, stating the obvious, that the fall had nothing to do with my skill level. So, I kicked the stricken bike to emphasize the point. It didn’t hurt because I had my Lunar Rover Moonboots on. On a capable machine, I too would have kept the rubber side up. 
 It’s a blessing to ride with friends skilled at sorting things out. The pack gave the fallen BMW the evil eye. “You’re a silly bike.”
 The rain eased while my Motorcycle Friends MacGyver’ed. You know, MacGyver—the guy from the TV series who could fix anything with duct tape and a paper clip? Scratch that... He’d build a vehicle with duct tape and a paper clip. 
 When Movie Bike was drivable, I let myself be persuaded not to turn back. Though bruised and recovering from embarrassment, I followed the capable machines, sandwiched between a front and rear guard for protection. Forward the Light Brigade! Charge for the hills. No, I limped along with my tail bag between my legs.
 ***
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 ––––––––
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 As soon as I could, I dumped Movie Bike before it could complete its deadly mission.
 The point is that motorcycles come in many flavors. Of course, not all models will be a match, like TS-125. I’m not James Bond; Movie Bike and I were not a suitable pair. Asking a show bike to run with adventure bikes turned it into a Killer Bike. Thumper was too big and way too torquey for the riding I was doing. I was guilty of making Selection Errors, resulting in bikes with murderous intentions.
 In my defense, no one explained I should be on the outlook for Doctor Doom. I thought all bikes were cheerful, sweet, and well adjusted, with Buddha riding along in the electrics.
 Do your homework. Buy an appropriate bike for your skill level, size, and strength. For example, a big heavy machine, requiring a lot of force to make it lean into a corner, may be too much. Too powerful (like Thumper), and the bike may be in control, not you. There are lots of well-engineered appropriate choices. Keep your machine in good working order, and it will be faithful.
 A good-natured dog in the wrong hands can turn into a killer—it’s not the canine’s fault! Be aware; it’s the same with motorcycles. Neglect your bike, and it will go from sweet puppy to monster, from well-behaved to mauling its owner. Bald tires and dodgy brakes are just waiting for #4 and Doctor Doom to kick your ass.
 Don’t fret about dumping Killer Bikes; it need not be an ethical dilemma. Be selective and you won’t be scolded on Judgement Day, unlike the guy who sold Mary McGregor her Killer Bike.
 “Did they not teach you about motorcycle responsibility on Earth,” Gatekeeper asks?
 In this situation, sellers can only grin like nutters.
 “You didn’t think to throw in your old, dirty, spare helmet before Mary drove off bare headed? Have you not heard of accountability?”
 The right buyer can tame any Killer Bike, causing it to lose its murderous inclinations. Doctor Doom will go in search of another victim. For instance, Movie Bike was perfect for local TV weather personality Eddie Edwards. Eddie likes to pose and cruise slowly where he can be seen. Stop and take selfies with fans. Just don’t ask, “Any better weather headed our way, Eddie?” He hates that. It could cause him to do something stupid.
 Brussels sprouts are the equivalent of eating slimy, raw slugs for everyone but a few Flemish outliers. Pass your sprouts to a Flemish connoisseur and they’re delighted. Offloading your Selection Error works the same way. “Enjoying your raw slugs, Mr. De Smet?”
 When Judgment Day dawns, the Gatekeeper will extend praise. “Good job sorting out that Killer Bike situation, Roy. Were you aware Dr. Doom was trying to weasel into its circuitry? Gave up when you sold it to Mr. De Smet. It was exactly what he needed—a much better job than that yahoo who sold his bike to Mary MacGregor. Go directly to Heaven, Roy. I’ll have the other guy do a stint in Motorcycle Seat Hell.
 Here’s the bottom line:
 Humans hate to admit mistakes: Don’t nurse a cantankerous bike; dump it before it dumps you.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Rule #4: With both human and motorcycle relationships, infatuation can lead to hooking up a killer.
 ––––––––
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 I’m wandering, losing my train of thought in a warren of side streets. Time to slap myself and focus. Are you ready for another rule?
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Rule #5, Complacent
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––––––––
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 Throughout my life, I’ve always possessed a sense of adventure, and have never hesitated to take risks. This quality comes with a weakness: I tend to get bored easily and therefore Motorcycle Riding Rule #5 has been particularly challenging.
 It’s difficult to remain alert and watchful on-motorcycle when nothing out of the ordinary is happening. It’s like working as a security guard at a Brussels sprout factory when the harvest of decent food was abundant. What’s the point? Does anyone give a worn sprocket? A jellyfish could do my job. Instead of wasting time scanning for nonexistent threats, I'll play on my phone. One day Radical Dick sneaks up, crawling on his belly in the dirt, rifle strapped to his back, hunting knife between his teeth. He sets his sights on the Wordle-playing sentry and squeezes the trigger. Radical wounds his target with his third bullet (this brother isn’t a decorated marksman, but is a better orator) and then slits the sentry’s throat. Hello, Flemish-Luxembourger-Prussian major veggie conflict! 
 You can never tell when a sentry will let their guard down, or a gearhead will slip into Blobland and be torpedoed into Complacency Swamp.
 ––––––––
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 Rule #5, Complacency Can Kill You!
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: riding can be monotonous.
 ––––––––
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 As Marta says: “Sometimes riding sucks, and sometimes it doesn’t.” Eating, having sex, watching TV; overdo anything, and the activity becomes stale. Boredom leads to complacency, which often will fuck you up. 
 In everyday life, folks can add spice by oiling up before sex, playing Russian Roulette while watching the game, or by simply adding spice. Riders tend to use the same tried-and-true technique: twist the throttle to pump adrenaline, which in turn ramps up other dangers. We need a better alternative to remain present in the moment and out of Complacency Swamp.
 Rule #5 wasn’t needed when I was driving TS-125 around Middle Eastern City. Noise, chaos, animal slaughter, and human misery kept me constantly alert. Unlike snakes, snipers didn’t hide. Cager-killers drove out in the open. For locals, murder by vehicle was a misdemeanor. At times the chaos scared the kebabs out of me. #5 loves that. It keeps you on your toes. Rule #5 loathes dull, because it constantly signals, “Hello Mr. Dick, over there. Sitting duck in a massive brain fog! Easy shot! Even Radical could nail this bored duck.”
 The stunning beauty of prairie grasslands is often marred by the never-ending straight and featureless highways that motorcycles travel on. You hope a naked damsel in distress will dart out from behind one of those trees planted as a feeble protection against the wind, but she won’t. On the flatlands, even Rule #5 falls asleep. Bikes seek corners; they deplore straight. You do too. It causes you to switch cruise control on or flip your throttle lock down. Perhaps fire up your playlist. Or fiddle with the Bluetooth controls. Two hours of drudgery since you left the Nothingness Coffee Shop and Truck Stop. Wasn’t this supposed to be wet-my-shorts exciting? But you’re marooned in Complacency Wheatland. A little worried about bored cops, but where would they hide? Suddenly, your bike dives into a pothole the size of your top case. Or was it a black hole? You were busy playing with your GPS instead of scanning the highway, watching for Mr. Dick. Over the bars, you go, joining sweet Mary McGregor. Neck snaps. Luckily for you, just paralyzed from the neck down, not brain dead thanks to your certified helmet.
 Rule #5! Rule #5! Rule #5! Repeat as often as necessary. It can save your life. It’s not complicated: complacency kills!
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: for many, constantly remaining on your toes is the toughest skill to master.
 ––––––––
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 Complacency can also nail you off-motorcycle. Maintenance slips. The tires that should have been replaced aren’t. Fuck this, good enough. “I’ll get to it next year,” you shrug off an overdue repair job. The precheck is always the same, so you skip it. Then, one day along comes Dr. Doom. How about this bike? Its vacancy sign is on. Dr. Doom steps up and slides into the thingamabob.
 Complacency is often cured by doing something stupid (Rule #2). See how the Motorcycle Riding Rules interconnect. Marta’s working on a flowchart to illustrate the relationships. It’s a big job. I hope she doesn’t say, “Fuck it! Good enough,” before she’s finished. Once it’s complete, I’ll hang her chart on my garage wall next to Motorcycle on Velvet.
 How do you defend against complacency? Fine-tune your mindset. This vast subject begins to unfold within the pages of Motorcycle State of Mind and in more depth in Motorcycle Mindfulness, Scrape Your Therapies (2024). 
 I mustn’t become complacent about what happened to Bob? “Bunny, do you want to jump up? Is it possible Bob became complacent and inadvertently ended up in the Thompson River?”
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 Truth About Rule #5: It's easily dismissed.
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Rule #6, Choices
 [image: image]



 We changed our cat’s name to Bunny after he killed the next-door neighbor’s pet rabbit. It’s a gesture like an epitaph. 
 Bunny liked to sneak up on Hammy, a rabbit who thought he was a kangaroo. When I saw them together, I thought, how progressive. Then, one day, Hammy became complacent and Bunny finished him. “It’s the way Mother Nature runs things,” I told my kids, who shrugged; they weren’t into Hammy the way they loved Bunny. 
 Bunny often sits with me in the Lab when it’s not filled with noisy Motorcycle Friends. Bunny sticks his claws into my pant leg and pulls himself up to relax on my lap. When his claws draw blood, I set Pearl, my dog, on him. Don’t worry. Pearly’s a licker.
 A cat enthusiast informed me that Bunny is an exotic Siamese breed, a custom chopper of the animal world. I don’t know. When I picked him up for free, he was “looking for a good home.” We were “looking for a good cat” to replace our dead one, Squirrely. “Free” and “exotic” don’t often go together.
 Turns out Bunny's an excellent listener (much better than my wife Dori or my best pal Pearly). Bunny rests patiently while I run theories about what might have happened to Bob by him. He’s very receptive and respectful, unlike Dori, who shoots me her, get over Bob, glare. He's dead. I told you motorcycles are killers. Bunny purrs and massages until he eventually falls asleep. Do cats sleep? Although Bunny seems to nod off, I suspect that a portion of his brain is vigilant and continually conscious. Probably watching out for Pearl, who sulks whenever Bunny and I enjoy quality time. Hammy never cared—rabbits just like to eat and make more bunnies. They’re not good contemplators like Bunny, especially rabbits that think they’re kangaroos.
 Bunny is what neurologists call a “memory trigger,” and I have what Dr. Li calls “a brain that needs triggering” (remember, we’re progressing toward the chapter where my skull gets bounced around on Washington Highway 20). So, I made up a few triggers to placate my doc and the insurance company. Here’s how I explained my Bunny trigger to Dr. Li.
  1. I see Bunny;
 2. The phrase, there is more than one way to skin a cat, pops into my frontal lobe;
 3. The phrase is accompanied by horrific images of bunnies being skinned alive using various gruesome techniques;
 4. The images prompt me to think there are multiple ways to achieve a goal;
 5. Immediately I remember Rule #6 is all about considering alternatives and making smart choices!
 6. Thank you Bunny!
 
Dr. Li said, “Perhaps it would be best if you used triggers that didn’t involve motorcycles.”
 What's the point, doc?
 If your brain is sieve-like, consider developing a few memory triggers to exercise your noggin. Even though it may seem silly, you never know when a trigger may get your brain thinking and save your bacon. After all:
 ––––––––
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 Rule #6: Your Noggin Can Save You.
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 This rule is the flip side of Rule #2, where Stupid You was trying to kill you. Here Clever You is trying to keep you out of harm’s way. Rather more preferable, right? When your riding buddy goes on a rip in terrible conditions, and you’re not at your best, use your noggin. Don’t chase.
 Don’t follow that bike that’s weaving dangerously through traffic. Weaving is risky; use your noggin and choose a safer option like knitting. Lane splitting where there’s no margin–could marginally split you. Your buddy nails a tricky jump and eggs you to do it too–you know eggs splatter, so make a smart choice. Pressured to buy a motorcycle beyond your skill level, a machine identical to your buddies–ask your pals if they’d like to lie in a ditch with their bike pressing down on them.
 Part of using Rule #6 is not allowing others to put you in a position where riding may kill you. Instead, reject dangerous peer pressure and showmanship. You’re no army recruit following Loo-ten-ant Foolish Dan on a suicide mission. On this occasion, what your mother told you was bang on: “Just because Amber drives her bike like an out-of-control meth freak, doesn’t mean you have to! If she rode her bike into the Thompson River, would you follow?” Maybe back in the day. But now you don’t use meth; you use your noggin!
 Rule #1 embed the fact that you’re in a war and everyone is trying to kill you. Beyond that notion there is JOY, so you ride on. Think of #6 as the commander of your Zone of Awareness. Looks like Deadeye Dick is behind the wheel of that black pickup (Rule #1). Better keep an eye on its front wheels (Rule #6).
 Marta calls #6 “the no-brainer rule” because it’s so obvious. But is it? Think of it this way: Did you ace the big physics exam back in junior high? Unless your name is Sir Isaac Newton, probably not. Every question on that exam had a factual answer—answers within the grasp of most human brains. If you had used your noggin effectively, you wouldn’t have bombed. Today you’d be an astrophysicist instead of battering pickles at Tony’s Deli. Noggins require discipline. Many don’t like to do physics or calculus. On-motorcycle, you must always do the math. You must use your noggin because flunking out can kill you.
 Will risk management persuade engineers to embed AI in motorcycle brains, interfering with the MAGIC, in order to mitigate Rule #6 and sell more bikes? “Don’t worry about being a dumbass. This beauty has our Valentino Rossi AI built in.”  
 Scary! A motorcycling nightmare! Remember, motorbikes are THINKING machines. Perfect for taking out your mental trash and exercising your noggin.
 Always keep your coconut dialed-in. Maybe coconut would be another good memory trigger?
 “#6 reminds me of Movie Bike,” Marta stated bluntly before crunching a battered pickle. “You were guilty of not using your noggin and did something stupid. Maybe it wasn’t a Killer Bike after all?”
 Thanks for pointing that out, Marta. Yes, like a dumbass I followed, even though I knew it was dicey. The rules interacted and Movie Bike tried to kill me. Should I blame myself for not using my noggin? Or for doing something stupid? Here’s an essential tip for handling tough questions from the Marta’s of the world:
  If you’re involved in a preventable and embarrassing situation, like I was with Movie Bike, where the incident is traceable to multiple root causes, ALWAYS pin the blame on the Rule that doesn’t make you look like a complete jackass. That’s using your noggin!
 
“Definitely a killer bike, Marta. There’s more evidence than just the roundabout story.” Did she buy it? Marta didn’t protest; she understands how sensitive I am and has learned when to back off.
 ***
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 Motorcyclists are a diverse bunch. Cruisers, sports bikes, baggers, scooters, trial bikes, adventure bikes, sidecars, touring bikes, choppers, etc. There is more than one way to skin a cat, remember? Take Classic Bikers (CBers). They keep the past alive, nursing their aging iron horses with noggins that use old-school thinking. Machines others look upon as scrap metal, CBer brains somehow turn into showpieces. Tradition is everything to this respected group of two-wheel historians. Possessors of sage-like secrets and brains exploding with motorcycle knowledge. 
 During each group ride, classic bikes must be either rewired or have their carburetors cleaned, but CBers use their noggins and somehow get it done. Most of the time, they’re off Deadeye’s radar because they’re busy cleaning oil leaks or machining valve seats. They use their copies of Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance to prop up the back tire.
 Classic Bikers and contemporary riders occupy opposing poles of the motorcycle spectrum. The workings of their noggins stem from different motorcycle points of view. Engineers design today's machines to be wizards. There’s no pulling over, unwrapping the small tool kit that waits under the seat, and using your noggin to overhaul the engine. There is no wedging foil across contacts or cranking the oversized adjustment screw to be on your way.
 Riders can’t fix modern machines without a software patch, and the secret tool Service keeps locked away. No wonder classic and modern bike owners come up with different answers to the same questions. Both climb on alone. They THINK in the saddle, but their brains produce different instructions. One swerves right; the other brakes. One is not correct, the other wrong. There is more than one way and plenty of wrong ways to skin a cat. Your well-oiled noggin must produce its own split-second decisions.
 Motorcycles have become more complex, but easier to ride, reducing brain load. But there’s trickery in modern machines. It’s an unintended consequence of engineering excellence. Old BSA Rocket 3s came with built-in reminders to keep riders on their toes. Asses got pounded, fingers turned numb, and noggins yelled, “Enough! Pull this contraption over. For the love of God, let’s tinker with the carburetor for a while. Get me off this bucket of bolts! It’s given me a BSA of a headache!” Old school riders never feared complacency.
 Modern bikes try to trick riders into believing machinery can handle much of the driving. Be a professional—use your noggin! Don’t blindly rely on your motorcycle’s capabilities; make use of the computer in your head! Rule #6! Rule #6!
 Are modern bikes too clever? Not if riders choose to stay in the game.
 Yet, I harbor concerns that motorcycle engineering might follow the tangled path of political science. Wouldn’t it make good sense to turn the tables? Have the failed branch of science tutored by motorcycle engineers? Quit arguing about the seating plan for their World Summit in Bali and wheel themselves over to Service to chat with Dr. Tire. If political scientists outsourced their responsibilities to motorcycle engineers, the engineers would perfect the base platforms from which societies would flourish in no time. From stable bikes to stable societies, both with auto-correction features for Blockheads and Nimrods. It’s an obvious solution, but if your unbalanced brain gets tripped up by a seating plan, you can’t see the wheel for the spokes.
 Marta once looked up the on-line definition of “political science.” The Lab gang had quite a chuckle.
  “Political Science is thus an organized body of knowledge the facts of which have been scientifically and systematically observed, collected and classified and from these facts are formulated and proved a series of propositions or principles which form the basis of the science.”
 
What does your noggin think?
 We’ve gone around the mulberry bush a few times, contemplating Rule #6. There’s a touch of political science in us all, especially when we've been off-motorcycle too long. I suppose we shouldn’t be too smug or self-righteous. But it’s hard not to dream: if only we could get all politicians and their scientists riding, clearing out their mental trash and using their noggins effectively.
 The essence of Rule #6 is simple: use your brain to make intelligent choices. Defining how “smart choices” are arrived at on-motorcycle in a split second is complex.
 The cat’s back. “Find anything tasty in the yard, Bunny? No? Well, let’s get you some food then.” Oh-my. My memory trigger has been, well... triggered. Sometimes the mechanism works too well. I can see gruesome images of bunnies being skinned alive. 
 
 ––––––––
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 Tailor the Rules
 Use your noggin to tailor my rules. Make them your own.
 “ABS for the mind,” Marta calls Awareness, Ability, and Accountability. “Once absorbed, they’re always on the job.” You may have to give yourself a metaphorical slap in the face occasionally to ensure your brain is ON, but that’s it. Shake things up: twist the throttle, ponder, stand on your pegs, rev your engine, do all the things you love to do on your bike. Pull off the road and have sex, but not with a goat (more about sex and goats coming up). Feel the rhythm of the road. Drop into one bend, accelerate out, and set up for another. You’ll be tempted to quit your job and keep riding. What’s over the next hill?
 Life!
 Bend the rules as necessary. Craft your own reality!
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 
 ––––––––
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 Let's skip over to the desert. They have rolling hills with uneven surfaces instead of confined, smooth blacktop like parking lots. There are no cones to avoid and no need to wear a high-vis vest. No instructors standing around with clipboards making judgment calls. There are natural berms to jump, hills to climb, and learning opportunities galore. Killers have nowhere to hide. The riding surface is forgiving if you go down. No gear pressure: blue jeans, a long sleeve shirt, sneakers, and an open-face helmet with a sunshade will do. A way to carry water is all the luggage required. I graduated when I was comfortable flying fearlessly, at full throttle towards a berm to achieve maximum air.
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In Middle Eastern City there was an unwritten law—the police throw the book at expats regardless of who’s at fault. Foreigners in vehicles are always in season. It’s part of the pact you accept in exchange for living abroad. Here, Rule #3 has a subclause: You’re always at fault, you foreign imperialist pig-dog. Pay up! Or else! It’s unwise to choose, or else. But if you’re on a large 125cc, highly maneuverable bike, possess desert riding skills, and don’t comprehend what’s going on, do you escape? Ride like an incoming sandstorm? Past the musallah where the adhān bellows from a speaker on the minaret of a mosque. You bet I tailored the rules.
My parents tried to do the right thing, attach me to religion, but it didn’t take. I bent the rules because I wasn’t keen on spending Sunday mornings dressing up, listening to hymn music, and I hated kneeling. Islam didn’t rub off on me, either. Motorcycle Church would have been a better option—everyone on their tiddler. Open your rule books at #4—no kneeling or preoccupation with sins and damnation. At Motorcycle Sunday School, we ride the Road to Joy.
 Eventually I discovered Curmudgeonly Jackassism and settled in. Traditional religion works for many people. Jackassism works for me: no services, collection boxes, crusades, jihads, lousy music, and no rules about not using technology, like motorcycles. Bob and I used to joke about this being one of our teachings; “The Truth is out there.” We stole it from the old TV show, X Files.
 When I told Marta, she said, “Yeah, but you two Asses won’t find it.” The rest of the teaching goes, “Buried under a rock.” It’s kinda like Buddha lives in the circuitry of your bike, except with a rock. Deep, right? We chuckled when we said it, which wasn’t often because Asses don’t hold services. It’s an absurdism of course. Most religions take theirs extremely seriously. Mess with the word, and we’ll chop something off or lecture you about damnation! For fuck's sake, chill out. Get a bike. Go for a ride. Tailor your thinking.
 I’ve never clued Marta in about the Curmudgeonly Jackass rock being a metaphor. She thinks we’re actually searching for a rock.
 Remember my idea about motorcycles being mandatory for world leaders? Let’s extend it to include all religious leaders. Talk about getting closer to God; jump on a Husqvarna, Kawasaki, Vespa, or any motorized two-wheeler (or three). Peace on Earth through Motorcycling! God be with you and with your machine. Exodus 19:1-25. God called Moses up Mount Sinai and gave him the Ten Commandments after he parked his dirt bike. Stop looking for the ark. Use a metal detector and find the divine two-wheeler. God only provided half a tank of gas. Moses couldn’t have gone far.
 "The wheels are round and they roll," God said before Moses kick-started his bike.
 "That's for sure." Moses smiled. He loved feeling the wind blow through his hair.
 Curmudgeonly Jackassism would be exempt from the religious decree; all of us are busy riders pretending to look for Truth under a rock.
 Religion still is a big deal in Middle Eastern City. So is traffic, slaughtering lambs on side streets, and swindling naïve travelers. Car drivers deal with the congestion by flashing their headlights and honking their horns incessantly. Lambs tune out the craziness. They don’t comprehend they’ll soon be kebobs.
 Fathers carry their wives, kids, chickens and a goat on their mopeds—the physics of moped loading is incomprehensible. I never understood how they managed, but it was clear Middle Eastern City families had a lot to lose. One of their rules would be: Everyone is out to kill me, my family, and my next meal. Inshallah, God willing, it won’t happen.
 If you’re a Moped Dad, tailoring the rules to suit your circumstances is essential.
 For you and I, an example may be: Don’t Kill Yourself by Doing Something Stupid like riding home from the bar, you pathetic drunken idiot!
 Tailoring is an encouragement to adapt. Make your own version of the Rules. Do whatever it takes to keep the rubber side down.
 To keep Dr. Li happy, I made another memory trigger. This one's about tailoring. After I repeated it, she said, “It’s nice when bikers take an affirming perspective, Michael.” Perhaps she’s changed her mind about me being a Neanderthal biker? Here’s how this one goes:
 	Turn on any TV news channel; 
 	Wait a few minutes; 
 	A sexual rights or gender identity story will air; 
 	When it does, the name Taylor Templeton pops into my frontal lobe; 
 	Sometimes an image of Taylor getting pounded also appears (both scenarios); 
 	My brain makes the connection; it’s okay to Taylor my rules. 

 Before it became trendy, Taylor Templeton leapt out of the closet. Today my brain automatically links the sexual rights revolution to Taylor, and then to tailoring riding rules.
 “You see how an old, ingrained injustice can be put to good use?” Dr. Li asked. 
 I’m pretty sure she would say I’ve taken memory trigger therapy to a whole new level.
 ––––––––
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 The Truth About Sex and Motorcycles
 While we’re on the outskirts of motorcycle sex and the gender fluid revolution, let me clearly state the Lab gang’s position.
 Rampant outlaw rape and pillaging parties are relics of a by-gone outlaw era. Some would say, “Too bad,” but the fact is, most motorcyclists are not misogynists, masochism, rapists, sadism, mommas, or anti-liberation. Instead, we suffer from the same set of lust afflictions as the clergy, senators, parliamentarians, steelworkers, kindergarten teachers, and all humankind, except Whirling Dervish Dancers. Marta agrees with my position on motorcycles and sex but warns: "you may be influenced by repressed Mary McGregor fantasy baggage.”
 She’s probably right.
 The gang doesn’t give a rat’s ass if people are nonbinary, leaning toward pansexual, a good old-fashion homosexual like Taylor Templeton, or uncertain and experimenting. Just stop waving those holier-than-thou rainbow flags and droning on and on. Look at us; we’re special and misunderstood non-heterosexuals! No, you’re not! That ship has sailed. Nobody cares, so shut the fuck up! A custom chopper is special. You’re not! We’re busy trying to find the truth about motorcycles and some of us progressives identify as motorcycles. You don’t hear us droning on about it, getting endless media coverage, and winning gigantic financial settlements.
 We’re bikers, so no one gives a worn sprocket—yet we remain strong and confident. Sexual liberation? Try Motorcycle Liberation, NimRods!.
 If you’re older and have scars, like Taylor, you’re likely on drugs and sobbing in a corner at a rehab center, but if not, and you want to cut loose, okay. Try to be brief and to-the-point. Also, buy a motorcycle and go for a therapeutic ride. Study the Rules first.
 Are you opposed to same-sex shenanigans or don't agree with gender fluidity? Perhaps you have deeply held religious beliefs? Also fine with the Lab gang. That’s your prerogative. But please keep a lid on it. God will hear you out when it’s your turn. Be patient. You’ll be on deck right after the Curmudgeonly Jackassism followers, carrying the Truth we found buried under a rock. 
 Bikers have long experimented with many styles of motorcycles, so don't look at us with a holier than thou attitude..
 Yes, the truth is out there, motorcycling is LGBTQ+ compliant. We have all your major persuasions covered. If you’re sexually frustrated, buy a bike, go for a ride, and shut the fuck up!
 Truth About Motorcycles: Bikes don’t care about adult sexual preferences or identity issues. There are more critical things to get feathers ruffled about when riding, like not getting killed.
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Goodbye TS-125
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––––––––
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 I hauled shopping bags of groceries, one dangling from each handlebar for balance, home to my apartment in Middle Eastern City (I was young and had yet to master Rule #2, Don’t Kill Yourself by Doing Something Stupid). I toured, doing overnighters as a lone rider. I didn’t have a cell phone, tire repair kit, extra tools, a GPS, luggage other than a backpack, proper biker attire, or a good grasp of the local language. TS-125, Mr. Dependable, never let me down. Thank you, motorcycle engineers! Great work! It never dawned on me that motorcycles have problems and leave riders stranded in Dire Straits. I was lucky and blessed with an unbreakable, faithful companion.
 My rookie riding experiences were smooth as silk, with just enough frayed edges to keep me from becoming complacent. Without knowing it, I was living the riding dream. I stumbled into it entirely by accident, and everything slid into place. 
 Despite my naivety, the motorcycle gods took care of me, escorting me down the Road to Joy. I returned home whole, ready to nod knowingly when I read Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance. WOW! Robert nailed it!
 Sadly, I had to say goodbye to TS-125.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: Like pets, motorcycles don’t last forever (unless nursed by a CBer).
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Rule #6: Your noggin can’t save you from everything.  
 
 PART 2–HOME AGAIN
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Rule #7, Be Stubborn
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––––––––
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 My motorcycle euphoria abruptly halted. I was stricken by a severe case of Motorcyclelessness making me brood and feel out of sorts. The sun and endless desert were traded for the West Coast rainforest and its deterrents like family, mortgage, and earning a living. I dreamed of TS-125, but life had turned that page. Eventually, I bought Thumper, but it attempted to murder me.
 I was left listening to local biker chatter, trying to figure out why reasonable people living in a miserable riding environment bothered. Even stranger, what fueled their fanaticism? Don’t they know any better? What is wrong with you lot? Riding in shitty weather on highways, was not on my Road to Joy. We swapped stories—biker conversations. Both JOY and misery. I offered a few cute TS-125 stories. My workmates were polite but dismissed my cheerful little machine as a toy. "Oh, you've never owned a real bike?" "Real" meant at least 500 pounds. Even Thumper didn’t qualify. They owned brutes. Unlike riding in the desert, mass matters on highways.
 The group mostly swapped riders getting out of trouble stories, laughing off shitty weather or the bull moose on the highway. The cop that nailed them, "but not at the speed I was doing a few minutes earlier!" I wanted to share my encounter with soldiers in the shoot-to-kill pose followed by a die-you-foreign-pig-dog interrogation story, but it seemed unrelatable in our peaceful environment. They talked about running out of gas and the close calls of almost running out of gas. The semi that turned into their lane. Wind blasts on the plateau. The mattress lying on the road before the turnoff. Most of all, they looked forward to their next trip. I didn't know it then, but these veterans had developed a thick skin that allowed them to apply Rule #7:
 ––––––––
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 Rule #7: Be Stubborn in A Good Way.
 
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 Never whine! Deal with consequences. Be accountable! If Life, the Bully, targets you, suck it up and drive on.
 Not even foul weather meant to keep sane people indoors could deter my new Motorcycle Friends. They spent fortunes on wet weather gear and heated grips, ventured out in shitty conditions, and found JOY. I thought, this isn't how it should be; I hadn't yet formulated my seventh rule.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: the Road to Heaven is Heaven; love the road you're on.
 
 ––––––––
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 In the desert, #7 hadn’t been needed. Riding was easy going and going easy. The climate and terrain welcomed off-roaders. The predictably unpredictable city traffic was a free-form, small-bike maneuvering paradise. I was young, capable, and mostly fearless.
 Listening to seasoned Western riders, I soaked in tales of endless monotony, torrential rainstorms, sly speed traps, treacherous fuel, punctured tires, gravel-strewn asphalt, unwavering traffic standstills, and cunning curves. Rational perseverance is your friend. Don't go off half-cocked with steam forming under your helmet. Be Stubborn in a Good Way.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: motorcycles are all about balance. Maintain yours.
 
 ––––––––
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 At times, the word "stubborn" makes me wonder if Bob flew into the Thompson River because he was so damn bullheaded. He’d say stuff like, “Bet I could fly halfway across the Thompson River. Kick-off my boots and swim out. Collect insurance, including new boot money.” Bob would say stuff like that, but I never thought he’d do it.
 “Good plan, Bob. When you gonna do it?” I’d answer.
 “Care for a Kirkland almond?”
 At home with my pretty useless Desert & Chaos Motorcycle School Vaporware certificate, I read ‘Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance’ as well as ‘Jupiter's Travels.’ I watched ‘The Long Way Down’ and the ‘World's Fastest Indian.’ I dumped Thumper, bought a street machine which led to drifting wide and then a string of low-budget, progressively larger, It'll Do Bikes. I was moving on with my motorcycling education, but still had a thing or two to learn. Three, to be exact, if you're using my ten Motorcycle Riding Rules to count. 
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Rule #7: It’s not always easy to make the best of it.
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Had to Be There
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––––––––
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 JOY is an enigma, undefined as a Zen koan, something only experienced on-motorcycle. Extreme Ape Hanger Dude finds it in towering handlebars, while others seek it playing in dirt. JOY could appear as the tranquil serenity of a long, winding road beneath a warm sun and cool breeze, with a cold beer beckoning at day's end. Or perhaps it's the art of skillfully ascending a hill, chasing the horizon, or dancing into a curve, pegs scraping the asphalt. Its forms are as varied as the souls who chase it; perhaps one day science will focus on unraveling the mysteries of Motorcycle Joy. Can we harness its power to make the world a better place?
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: JOY beckons, and riders answer the call.
 ––––––––
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 The years marched on, and at this point my story is intertwined with the lives of two kids, my wife, plus one feline. My vast desert of exploration has receded. My beloved TS-125 is a faded memory. In its place, I’d collected a series of uninspiring bikes—a parade of mediocrity, ‘It'll-Do-Bikes,’. not quite the stunning red Ducati in the poster that adorned my garage wall. I wondered, does my humble machine feel embarrassed parked below the poster? Did it nurse thoughts of revenge, perhaps transforming itself into a Killer Bike? 
 Yes, I had become a part-time rider, a somber descent from my earlier days.
 These are the forces that turn motorcyclists into part-timers: the weight of family obligations, the relentless march of time, and the quickening pace of life that leave less room for adventures, and the presence of a bike that's just "okay." 
 At work, our lunchtime musings about the cross-continental odyssey we'd someday embark upon had the opposite effect. Instead of riding more, we rode less, as if stockpiling time for our future dream. A simple Saturday afternoon jaunt seemed feeble after watching travel videos. Why bother with the ordinary? May as well wait for extraordinary sometime down the road.
 ***
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 We were an eclectic group—five work mates loosely bound by motorcycle dreams and a corporate culture. For all of us, riding had become a luxury. We were to be climbing corporate ladders, tending to lawns, sculpting our physiques, chauffeuring kids to soccer practice, changing the van’s oil, fixing that loose bathroom tile, repaying Aunt Edna's loan, taking courses, and nurturing our relationships. We seldom ventured out on our bikes; we were captives of domestic and work responsibilities. But each summer, Life, the Beautiful, beckoned us: You GOTTA GO!
 Our budget-conscious, adequate-but-not-great machines sat in solitude, gathering dust under covers or in garages for most of the year. They stood as stoic statues, reminders of past glories. They were subjected to questions like: "Why don't you sell that thing? We could buy a new vacuum cleaner."
 Like in those prison escape shows, once a year, we'd break free for three glorious days. We'd loosen the shackles, embrace our repressed outlaw natures, and embark on a condensed odyssey. Eager for our brief reprieve, we cashed in our Get Out of Dodge coupons (the ride would be good, but the escape was extraordinary). Up went the garage doors, exposing the layers of grime that had accumulated on both our bikes and in our souls. 
 As I wiped the dust from my bike, my thoughts drifted to Peter Fonda and Dennis Hopper in the 1969 movie Easy Rider; it was as if we were heading across America, but without the cocaine. Technically, we were in British Columbia, not America, and only venturing partway across the province. So, it wasn't like Easy Rider at all. But motorcycles can transport you from one reality to another, like boarding a jet and disembarking on the far side of the world.
 The two-wheelers nestled between our thighs, we deemed superior to run-of-the-mill It'll-Do-Bikes. In our minds, we were explorers, but every facet of us shouted, "Part-timers!" A ragtag band of weekend warriors with mismatched, bungee-corded luggage and makeshift riding gear that the Beemer Bunch, with their superior machines and meticulously accessorized attire, would sneer at. Our bikes were as mismatched as our gear—a vintage Harley here, an old BMW there, a smattering of Japanese brands and styles—all a hodgepodge. We were far from the credible enthusiasts we aspired to be.
 Except for Ninja Guy. No child support because he had no children. No alimony either—he had never tied the knot. With a surplus of cash, he’d meticulously researched and splurged on a formidable machine that didn't hold back. Ninja Guy looked as though he'd just leaped off a motorcycle billboard. Amidst our group of part-timers, Ninja Guy was a force to be reckoned with. "Look at him go! Nobody messes with Ninja Guy!” We cheered him on from our It'll-Do-Bikes. “He’s with us!”
 Truth be told, the rest of us didn't mind being second stringers. We sought a brief escape, not a race, and were oblivious to motorcycle envy and neurosis. We consoled ourselves with thoughts like: just wait until I get my red Ducati like the one in the poster.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: JOY can be found on It'll-Do-Bikes or while dressed in shoddy gear.
 ––––––––
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 We rode eastward, traversing mountains that yielded to rolling grasslands that became a desert. Not the harsh, barren desert I'd trained in, but a landscape dotted with sparse, low shrubs and bisected by barbed wire fences. The day embraced us with perfect weather—sunny and comfortably hot. 
 At three o'clock, we were an hour from our designated overnight stop, promising beer, a hearty meal and an abundance of tall tales. We meandered through orchard country, past fruit stands, descending gradually into a valley where roads hugged long, deep, warm-water lakes. Apples, peaches, apricots, cherries—a fruity paradise. We eagerly anticipated dismounting, giving our bodies a respite, indulging in freshly picked cherries and cold beer, rehashing the day's ride and recounting how Ninja Guy left the rider on the black and white bike in the dust.
 Beneath the clear blue sky, a rebellious storm lurked on the horizon, a menacing darkness encroaching upon our idyllic scene. Soon we were in a race—could we reach our motel before the impending tempest drenched our makeshift, non-waterproof Dennis Hopper outfits? We throttled up.
 The storm seemed misplaced, a deviation from our carefully orchestrated plan that had been synchronized with a favorable weather forecast. Yet there it was—a rogue storm, an anomaly surrounded by radiant summer skies.
 It began with thunder, a seismic rumble that sent vibrations coursing through our steel steeds and pulsing into our thighs. Bolts of lightning crackled as we moved toward this spectacular display of nature, not twenty miles from its epicenter. The sky ignited an otherworldly phenomenon, defying description. We rode toward the raw power of nature, in front-row seats, marveling, trembling, and in awe.
 For twenty minutes, thunder and lightning staged an awe-inspiring show. Our It’ll Do Bikes continued toward the center of this cosmic spectacle. Then came the rain, initially as a warning, but swiftly transforming into a deluge. Like an oasis in the desert, a fruit stand appeared, offering covered seating, a miraculous refuge.
 We dismounted, stunned by our shared experience, awestruck by nature's display. There were no hugs, no raucous celebrations, no exaggerated exclamations about what we had witnessed. In silence, we waited—powerful men, part-timers, surrendering to the whims of a greater force, all thinking—there is more than we can comprehend.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: Motorcycles reveal more than is seen.
 ––––––––
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 Ten minutes later, we continued toward our motel under clearing skies. We were a band of brothers united by an extraordinary encounter—an experience we could never truly convey to others. 
 That trip rekindled my love for motorcycles. It didn't matter that our bikes were less than stellar or that our gear was crap. Our machines made the extraordinary experience possible, and for that, we were grateful. It wasn't about skill, technical prowess, or wealth; it was about presence and vulnerability. "You had to be there," is all we could say.
 Each journey eventually ends so that life can resume where it left off. At home, in the garage, sometimes I’d look at my It'll-Do-Bike and smile. Remember, buddy?
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: Revelations can happen, on-motorcycle.
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 Before that summer came to a close, I became the proud owner of a sleek and stylish teal R 1100 RS. Move over Ninja Guy.
 PART 3 – THE LOTTERIES
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Rule #8, Your Number
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––––––––
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 I often see lottery winners on TV holding up oversized cheques: perplexity, confusion, and delight written large across their faces in equal measure. "I'm going to give up my shitty job and travel!" they shout at the interviewer.
 I snap back, "First buy a bike, idiot! Even better, get me one and I'll join you. Don't forget to bring your credit card."
 Winning big lotto money is always unexpected. That ticket, bought along with a small bag of peanut M&Ms, and gas, just like the hundred times before. Except on this day, despite enormous odds, the magic numbers came up. It was "out of the blue!" winners loudly remind the interviewer in the obligatory TV promo spot.
 Would you please stop shouting! The interviewer conceals their envy behind a 'I'm so happy for you' professional grin. Tickled pink! The question that perplexes the interviewer is: Why do assholes always win? Trying to make me feel bad, are you? Always the interviewer. Never the winner.
 Well, Mr. Interviewer, the saints are busy saving the world. Gamblers win because the do-gooders and the explorers are busy doing things other than buying lotto tickets.
 Dumb question, "were you surprised?" Of course, they were–the odds of winning are astronomical, and it's not like the Hendersons did anything to help themselves. The couple would have been overjoyed to win a free bag of M&Ms. 
 Sometimes I hear, "I do love my job, and my colleagues, and my little desk, and the potted plants by the toilets, so I'm gonna keep working. What would I do if I didn't work?" WTF? Why did you buy a lotto ticket if you’re not inclined to change? Has the world gone mad? One's primary thought should invariably be: MOTORCYCLE. Buy one to go with your peanut M&Ms. And then, buy me one. I'll lead the way and show you my rules. But no Horseshit! Keep up, pack your own gear, and don't whine!
 As a famous actor once said: "Life is like a box of chocolates: you can always purchase a motorcycle and a copy of Scraping Pegs and head off on an epic adventure." Yes, he really said that. Or was it Marta? I remember Steven Wright, the comedian, once made this observation: "When everything is coming your way, you're in the wrong lane." He virtually quoted Rule #8.
 ––––––––
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 Rule #8: Your Number May Come Up
 
 ––––––––
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 Having the greatest day ever? Doesn't matter. With Rule #8, when they reach for your number, there's duck all you can do about it. No time to duck. It's motorcycle's Dirty Little Secret.
 ––––––––
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 Dirty Little Secret
 The Motorcycle Lottery is not organized like the club door prize draw, where they make a big production out of gathering everyone together to give away swag at a specific time. 7:30 PM sharp—you're staring at the number on your red ticket, hoping to win the coveted key chain from Chester's Locks. "Everyone, check the number on your red ticket. Red tickets only. Who's going to be our lucky winner tonight? Let's give Chester, from Chester's Locks, a big hand for his generous donation."
 There's always a NimRod who shouts, "Got it! On my blue ticket!" forcing the emcee to declare him a loser, which upsets Chester, who was trying to win customers, not piss them off.
 If the Motorcycle Lottery was conducted like the club door prize ceremony, you'd hear, "Okay, riders, jump on and go. Dicky will do the honours and pick one of you bastards off. Who will be our unlucky winner today?" Here are the facts:
 The Motorcycle Draw is always under the table and out of the blue.
 That's the deal with motorcycle's Dirty Little Secret: people know it exists, but it's vague and meant for someone else. The industry likes to keep it on the down-low and hush-hush, like the Nazis did with Hitler’s extermination camps.
 Usually, there are bits of the other rules mixed in with Rule #8, especially #1 (Everyone is Trying to Kill You)—lady runs a red light, blows a tire, and crosses the center line to hit you head-on. Sometimes it's out of a horror movie—those unsecured pipes falling from the flatbed in front of you, the open utility hole cover, or getting caught in the cross-fire of road rage. The key differentiator is speed; Rule #8 happens so fast, you're unable to take effective evasive action, so Deadeye's shot is a certainty.
 It's dead simple: to climb on a motorcycle is to enter the draw. The ticket is free, and no one is excused. Not even Mr. or Ms. Really Expert Rider, who believe they're exempt. Timing is a mystery. Calamity always happens out of the blue.
 When you pick up your bike at the dealership, the salesperson doesn't say, "And here's your free lottery ticket. Hope you don't win!" Nope, it's all about wind against your new helmet and the JOY that awaits down the never-ending highway. Marketing types constantly suppress motorcycle's Dirty Little Secret, but you know it's there. Don't you? Maybe around the next bend or right in front of Chester's Locks or just before the truth knocks you silly.
 ––––––––
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 Squabble
 Marta pushed back on #8's validity. "How can an event which a rider has no control over be a rule? A tire flies off a Mack truck. Nails a bike like a torpedo. That's a rule? C'mon! It's out of the blue, and there's bugger all to be done about it. Can't be a rule. It will undermine MRR's integrity."
 I understood her skepticism.
 What is a rule, anyway? A rule is an instruction you follow—it guides your behaviour. I can sense you pondering; indeed, if you weren't, you should have been. I've struggled with this question myself because, as Marta stated, "#8 is fate, not a law." So, let's explore this seed of doubt.
 As I rolled toward Salt Lake City, #8 was on my mind. Somewhere in Wyoming, Brain tossed out an idea. Long motorcycle rides are perfect for resolving perplexing questions.
 I also had other matters on my mind, not just the integrity of #8. Like will I find Aprilias and Harleys parked at the Tabernacle and witness Mormons on motorbikes? If so, Joseph Smith and the Church of The Latter-Day Saints might be onto something.
 Ok, truth time–I wasn't committed to investigating the Mormon–cycle proposition, but often on long rides I ponder things obscure. Eventually, I decided, fuck it! Good enough just to see the Tabernacle. No need to explore faith's connection to inanimate objects. I’m no Robert M. Pirsig, the Zen author.
 Full honesty: I wasn't traveling all that way to see the Tabernacle either. I was going to attend a MOA rally, a two-wheel cultural-commercial exposition. Like Sturgis cut with water, starch, and German Königsberger Klopse. Now that is God's truth. I figured; I'm in SLC, may as well take in the big church as one does. By the way, it's impressive, but it’s impossible to get a decent shot of your bike with the Tabernacle as a background.
 That's all there was to it; I really was traveling across the grasslands when I alternately contemplated #8's validity, and do Mormons ride? Now that I recall the trip, I was also dreaming about the tasty cowboy breakfast in the town of Rock Springs. Drop by if you're in the area; you know where to go now. I did, and what a tasty decision.
 In a nutshell, I was riding toward Utah to reach SLC and attend a rally. Full confession: the rally was merely an excuse to hit the road. I barely attended. Basically, I needed a break from Marta's constant badgering about #8. She can be so tenacious. And that's why I had plenty of time to think.
 Over a thousand miles in the saddle, you know what it's like? The excellent morning meal in the town of Rock Springs also replayed in my mind. I was getting #8 straight in my mind, taking my time, enjoying the coffee, then a second cup. When I considered a third cup, it hit me–I was stalling. Not that I was afraid–heck, no, I love biking; I love it so much I'm writing a damn nonfiction book about it instead of the one Marketing wanted, filled with outlaws, whores, and chases. No, what I mean is that the prehistoric medulla-hypo-meta-whatever in my brain unconsciously realized that I would drop back into the Motorcycle Lottery when I rode away from the café. My number could come up. Since the cafe was cozy, the breakfast tasty, and the coffee strong and sweet, my primal brain urged me to keep my ass safe and secure off-motorcycle. That's the thing about dirty little secrets. They often like to pop up and remind you; you can't hide under the covers forever.
 Eventually, I climbed on and tore off. The wind settled me medulla-hypo-meta-whatever in my brain. I rode away and enjoyed this moment of Absolute Clarity:
  Since my stalling was a behavior, according to our earlier definition that rules guide behavior, #8 must be a rule! Hallelujah! No wonder the Lab gang eventually pays attention.
 
I was so excited; I almost wheeled around and pointed my bike back toward Rock Springs for a second celebratory Cowboy Breakfast. 
 I can hear philosophy graduates applauding my logic, and motorcycle engineers vociferously disagreeing, insisting #8 is pure random chance. ‘Calling it a rule demeans the tenet of our profession. Why don't you just attach a roulette wheel to your rule book?"
 My defense continued. #8 molds behavior even long after your number is drawn in the Motorcycle Lottery. You're riding along, thinking, the world is my oyster, and it happens, out of the blue. Whamo! Your rubber side isn't where it's supposed to be. If you're dead, which is twenty-six times more likely in a motorcycle accident than a car accident, end of the story. But if you survive, there are years of painful physical rehab, counseling for panic attacks, feeding your free PTSD service dog, and losing friends as you retreat to your bedroom and discover the local dealer delivers. Sure, that's the worst case, but the point is, your behavior was affected. Rules influence behavior; remember the definition?
 Once more I exclaimed, “Hallelujah! I love my logic.”
 More Discord
 Marta's brilliance shines, but now and then, I’m tempted to give her a mischievous jab in the Guzzi.
 With reluctance, Marta eventually caught on. "Your Number May Come Up can remain a rule, albeit somewhat lame. But why is it in the eighth position? Given its ultimate nature, it must be the final rule... as a mark of reverence for logic and structure. Once your number comes up, it’s finito! No need for more rules! Your goose is cooked. Full stop. Did you throw a dart at a board to determine the order of your rules? Talk it over with a bovine in Montana?"
 "Glad you asked, Marta."
 Actually, I wasn't pleased. Robert M. Pirsig would never have finished his maintenance book had Marta been around badgering him. Ditto for Professor Hawking. "You expect me to believe that black holes materialized out of the blue?"
 My reasoning remained unshaken. #8 provides hope of continuing on toward 9 and 10. The two remaining rules stand as beacons, casting symbolic beams of hope. To modify the well-known "the grass is always greener" idiom: "the road is always curvier further on." There is hope of survival beyond the lottery draw. "Hope is so very important, Marta. That's why Your Number May Come Up is staying put where it is."
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Die Tryin'
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––––––––
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 The moment I won my Chester's Locks keychain, I realized that by drawing my number, perhaps I was done and out of the lottery. I won a cheap promo prize instead of a million bucks, but the odds of my number resurfacing had greatly diminished. Thank you, Chester and the lottery gods! I figured I was scot-free.
 It turned out not to be the case, but Hope Springs, Eternal.
 Not that I know where Eternal is, and aren't springs for damping? Or is the morning meal in Hope Springs better than those of Rock Springs?
 Hope is like a rosy visor flipped down to give everything a pleasant tinted glow. All is well, it says. Motorcyclists will not be intimidated by the odds of going down.
 Guy Clark has a song called Die Tryin'. I like to think it's about Motorcycle Riding Rule #8. If a motorcycle takes you down, at least you died tryin'. If a cracker takes you out, well...
 Alive? You're in the Death Lottery, where your number's a ticking time bomb. It works the same way as the Motorcycle Lottery, but it's not a Dirty Little Secret. We expect to die. Nevertheless, like the people of Hiroshima, it can come as a shock. Animals are blessedly off the hook. Otherwise, life would resemble a colossal holocaust for many of them. Instead, they ride the slaughter truck to the abattoir, thinking, Life is Beautiful.
 You can't withdraw from the Death Lottery, but you can quit riding and drop out of the Motorcycle Lottery. Ditch your bike and buy a low emission tank. But remember, shit happens in tanks, on beds, and in Hiroshima too. Drop by the garage; I'll walk you through Marta's flowchart. It does an excellent job illustrating how everything ends in Death, but not all Life Paths create JOY.
 It's a safe bet that the same outfit operates both the Motorcycle and Death Lotteries. The draws often work sequentially; a number comes up in the Motorcycle Lottery, and there's a good chance you kick the bucket. Another mystery in need of resolution—who runs these lotteries? Start your search at the Tabernacle in SLC. Or at the Vatican. Mecca? Or Lotto Central. Rock Springs? It doesn't matter, but please get on it. When I looked, I didn't find any Illuminati, just a bike shop selling those LED driving lights that are way too bright.
 Lottery timing is an enigma, although if you're ninety-six, had a heart attack, have no health insurance, and were wheeled into the boiler room next to the morgue, it's a safe bet your number is coming up in the Death Lottery. There’s a good chance you’ll be a Motorcycle Lottery winner if you're cranked up on Bennies and decide to see if your friend's Panigale will do 130 mph / 210 km per hr.
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 
 ––––––––
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 Reason you may want to adopt Rule #8:
 Behavior. I've laid out how #8 can modify behavior. Yes, it's a metaphysical argument, but that doesn’t make it incorrect. 
 Hope. There is a reasonable chance you'll come out of the Motorcycle Lottery, battered but alive, and perhaps get a free service dog. Without hope, why bother learning any of the rules?
 Preparation. Housekeeping is important. Use #8 as a reminder to ensure your insurance policy is paid up, your underwear is laundered, your will is up to date, and generally do those things referred to as polishing your gravestone.
 JOY. Thanks to Rule #8, taking care of business will allow you to ride easy, knowing you've done everything possible. It's in God's hand. There is nothing more to do except cruise over to Rock Springs to enjoy the Cowboy Breakfast.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Rule #8: Both life and riding are crapshoots.
 
 PART 4 – HEADING OUT
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Rule #9 & 10, Goats
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––––––––
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 It was a glorious day, late in August, when I left my home in Victoria, British Columbia, along with a riding buddy, Conrad. Both of us on BMW F800 GTs, mid-sized touring machines. Mine, white with a small custom teal accent; Conrad's dark graphite. We were experienced riders; older, not stronger, skilled, but trying not to be complacent, a bit slower to react, but not as impatient. Perhaps to compensate, we had both moved to smaller bikes. The F800s are forgiving; they have the knowledge of generations engineered into them. They know a thing or two about what to do and what not to do. Put a competent, experienced rider on a capable bike, and you'd think the odds of their number coming up would be minuscule. Especially if one has MRR in his back pocket. But as they say, you only need one ticket to win.
 On I climbed and into the draw I went.
 [image: GT]
We shared over half a century of injury-free riding—just a couple of bumps and scrapes, but nothing dramatic. A year earlier, Conrad was attacked by a wild turkey on the American plains—a duct tape and tie wrap repair job got him home. The unfortunate thing is, Rule #8 doesn't go on hiatus. My buddy remained in the draw.
 Turkeys and roundabouts can be irritating (remember Movie Bike)? A single irritant like hot, oppressive weather or a buzzing monster caught in your helmet can shit all over your state of mind. In your madness, stupid happens. You get the idea, so here's Rule #9:
 ––––––––
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 Rule #9: An Irritant May Get Your Goat
 [image: Goat]
Rule #9 has implications beyond its apparent meaning that "to get your goat" is "to drive you mad or cause you to flip out." The hidden, the silent, sardonic part is... And the Goat May Kill You!
 #9 is like a chunk of kryptonite; suddenly, you're on your knees, and a goat is butting the hell out of you. An irritant triggers another rule, and it's goodbye yellow brick road. Rules interact. One thing leads to another. Radical Dick taps his brother on the shoulder. "I've had it with this duck. He's getting my goat. You're a better shot, Deadeye." Dicky raises his sniper rifle and fires. Thanks to Radical getting irritated, another duck goes down.
 On-motorcycle, it's just you and your lonely noggin. Developing techniques to defend against losing it isn't easy, but can be a lifesaver. For starters, never climb on after confronting a goat, like if you're bent out of shape thanks to your jerk wad boss. Or who ate the last slice of carrot cake? Whose turn was it to change Bunny's litter box? Goats love pissed-off—it makes their job so easy.
 Handling one irritant may be manageable, but two? Three? Imagine you bite your tongue while chewing gum, which hurts like hell, right after having the Cowgirl Breakfast you got talked into when you really wanted the Cowboy Breakfast. That breakfast sits niggling in your stomach as you crawl behind the annual RV parade, right at the best section of the highway. Damn breakfast choice! Horrid gum! Bastard RVs! All the while watching the low tire pressure indicator and wondering if the next part of your day has you stranded with a flat. Finally, cracking through your disgust, you spot an opening and roar past the parade, smack into the side of an RV turning left into Rendezvous in the Forest. The gum caused you to bite your tongue, irritating the hell out of you. You did something stupid, and Rule #2 leaped up and bit you in the ass. Yes, more than one Killer Goat was involved.
 RV turning out? Well, it... turns out... that a goat blurred your vision, and you missed the Rendezvous in the Forest entrance. Turns out that disgust starts with a bitten tongue. Turns out, you shoulda let it go and got over it, but a goat was shitting on you. Turns out, that one irritant got you good. If only you'd spit the gum out and prevented the stupidity of biting yourself before more goats piled on.
 Let's clear the decks of goats before. There's only one rule left, and we've touched on it already. So, we'll put them all on the table before my lottery ticket comes up. So here it is, the end of the list.
 ––––––––
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 Rule #10: The Multiplier Effect is Also Trying to Kill You
 
 ––––––––
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 A single irritant (we all have an Achilles' heel) can pick a rider off. Often these mistakes or distractions are not huge deals in and of themselves, but they escalate, one on top of another. Frustration levels rise, and accidents happen. Don't tell Marta, but I added #10 in response to her nitpicking. She likes to go on about how all my rules work together, and I shouldn't single any one out. "I believe you're talking about the Multiplier Effect, Marta. It's Rule #10."
 One time, I forgot to put my magnetic tank bag on properly after gassing up. I was thinking about what an asshole my boss is. The bag came flying off and landed on the street when I pulled out of the station—a SQUID move, but not a game-changer. I put the kickstand down and went to retrieve it, but tripped on the curb—another jackass move. I went sprawling. If you'd been watching, you might even have called it a decent-looking fall, as I did a tidy barrel roll when I landed, though I didn't appreciate scratching my helmet. But I rolled too far... and landed in front of oncoming traffic. Thankfully, it was moving slowly, but it had rained earlier, and the road was slippery. The nearest car saw me, slammed on its brakes, and skidded in slow motion towards me. I didn't have time to move and ended up with my hands on the hood, staring in semi-horror at the equally terrified driver. One foot more and I'd have been tackled. Five miles an hour faster, and there would have been a rear-ender.
 The multiplier effect had kicked in, but luck was with me. I glimpsed DD laughing and wagging his finger, saying, "You won’t always be so fortunate, Jackass."
 "Just wanted to retrieve my bag, Dick," I explained. "Must you always be so damn trigger happy?"
 "It's what I do. My job. Part of the fabric of life. Me and my Goats."
 Another time, one of my bugaboos happened: a large, pissed-off, stinging insect became trapped in my helmet, very much alive. It buzzed like a killer drone, unable to escape and extremely pissed-off. You would be too. Flying along, minding your own business, and suddenly you're sucked inside a stinky hell hole with no way out. My gloved fingers were useless. Panic levels rose as I waited for the creature to drill into a fleshy part of my head, perhaps my eyeball, blinding me. I was traveling at a good clip with nowhere to pull over. I was not over the edge, but teetering on madness. Suddenly, there are other tasks to perform besides pest control. Passing. Braking. Signaling. A car was over the center line. The multiplier effect was kicking in big time.
 It was a difficult situation, but I focused on staying in control. The Mexican Killer Bee, which it turned out to be, having eluded the southern border, had tangled itself in the padding of my helmet. I dodged the straying car, passed the slowing truck, signaled my intention to change course, and braked to a halt in a driveway. My heart was pounding faster than a Rush drum solo. I took my helmet off and flicked the killer away. 
 That's what it's like with the Multiplier Effect. One manageable problem never causes a huge issue, not your kryptonite, but they can pile up and overwhelm. You lose it for a second, giving Deadeye a clear shot. The Multiplier Effect is one sneaky SOB.
 When dealing with Goats, do the opposite of your initial reaction; don't twist the throttle and drive like a possessed Blockhead in an ill-advised attempt to outrun them. Instead, release the throttle, pull over, and let them wander off.
 ––––––––
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 The Truth About Rules #9 and #10: Don’t fear the Goats. They can be tamed.
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Congratulations!
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 ––––––––
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 Take a bow, dear reader and soak in the applause. You've persisted through all ten of my rules. Now gas up, climb on, ride out, and end your day with JOY. During your break, thumb through a copy of Pegs because repetition is essential, or, better yet, make up some rules of your own.
 If you're experienced, perhaps more experienced than I, you may be muttering, "Fuck off with your rules! You failed to tell me anything I don't already know, and your version of the truth is sketchy at best. I don't need a jackass lecturing me about riding.
 Yes, my rules are straightforward, even the bits involving metaphysics, calculating atomic weights, and understanding dramatic license. I wrote at the start, tuning your Motorcycle State of Mind (or whatever you choose to call it) is entirely up to you. There is MAGIC in the machine, but there are no magical answers. Each rider must build their own cocktail of Awareness, Ability, and Accountability.
 It’s time to grab a drink, or perhaps a gooey cinnamon bun, and cut loose with a verse of Die Try’in, any John Prine song, or whatever turns your spokes and fuels your tank.
 Rejoice!
 Keep the shiny side up in your own way.
 And Scrape Your Pegs.
 
 PART 5 – THE CRASH
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Border Crossing
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––––––––
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 Conrad and I had logged thousands of uneventful motorcycle miles. No injuries. No busted bikes. Not even a flat tire. Our young and daring days survived. Now, we were balanced and ready, waiting for the right roads to demonstrate our mastery of motorcycle physics while savoring the beauty around us.
 Nothing much got our goats.
 You’re thinking, “nothing much” is secret code for a festering irritant sure to unleash some shit, result in calamity, and punch up a boring trip report. Is it a hint of a twist?
 What is it about an innocent sentence that will immediately have readers suspecting there’s more to this narrative than meets the eye? You’re thinking: trouble brewing under the covers? A dirty little non-motorcycle secret? One guy has cancer? Will the two jackasses end a close friendship in fisticuffs at a truck stop? Perhaps one is screwing the other’s spouse? Money problems? Pet to put down? Kid turned out to be a meth freak? Does Conrad secretly enjoy Brussels sprouts? Those annoying squeaky brakes? Whose turn is it to pay for coffee? A difference of opinion over pluralistic societies? Something is afoot. It will get under their helmets and alert Mr. Dick. DD is always on the lookout, but you’d be wrong.
 This is a non-fiction book, remember? Not The Valley of the Dolls or The Scarlet Pumpernickel. It’s life, based on actual events. Reality with motorcycles, not nebulous black holes and no rules. Down to earth, unlike Steve’s Time book, which takes place in the cosmos, wherever that is. Conrad and I were easy-going, going-easy, nothing getting our goats, no irritants floating by. No mystery novel subplots. Where’s Bob? At home. He had a doctor's appointment.
 I should warn you, full disclosure: my number was coming up. And the prize would be more consequential than the Chester’s key chain I won years ago. It wasn’t “tits up” to use an old expression. I didn’t land at the Pearly Gates, but certainly belly ached in the Shadow of the Valley of Death parking lot.
 It’s essential to be clear. Before you read about what happened, let me tell you again that absolutely nothing was interfering with the JOY of this ride. It was one of those trips you’d describe as “smooth sailing,” or “a walk in the park,” or “nothing at all getting your goat.” Conrad and I wore smiles. The sun shone. Our machines purred.
 From the southern tip of Vancouver Island, we rode north for two-hours to catch a ferry to the mainland, near Vancouver. We’d ridden the BC-Washington State circle route many times. There would be no surprises, nothing we weren’t prepared for, a laid-back cruise through spectacular scenery and varied landscapes. A routine getaway, not an odyssey. We were neither looking to find ourselves, explore exotic lands in far-off places, or morph into weekend outlaws. Just a short, pleasant cruise with a bit of scraping pegs along the way.
 We added a few appropriate adjustments to our guidelines; little extras, like leave late, stop early, and don’t eat at joints that serve Brussels sprouts. Who said you can’t have fun? This isn’t a Brief History of Time with a complete absence of motorcycles. Yes, an academic book can be fun! It doesn’t have to be “the sky is exploding! We’re all going to fall down a black hole and implode!” Or was that on a Star Wars episode?
 The ride up the island to the Nanaimo ferry is scenic, compensating for the stranglehold Risk Management Guy and the traffic cops have on the Island Highway. It’s slow, full of radar guns, and littered with road safety improvements designed to prevent cager-idiots from killing themselves and bikers from scraping pegs. 
 An hour and a half of ocean cruising, and we were on the mainland, the Sea to Sky Highway.
 As we passed Whistler, host to winter Olympic ski events, I had a revelation. A moment of Absolute Clarity. Skiers fly down mountains, uncaged, going ninety miles per hour. They wear helmets, humongous boots, and special gear. Remind you of bikers?
 Like riders, skiers deal with forces trying to kill them. Skiing and motorcycling are identical except for minor differences, like noise, athleticism, snow, and boldness. So, why are these twin passions cultural opposites? Buddha hangs out in motorcycle circuitry but has never been sighted in ski boots. There are no ski gangs or clubhouses filled with drugs and hookers. Do skiers not hit the slopes to get over horrific life problems? Is there a fringe helmetless ski movement? Why do nearly identical activities have such different personas?
 Skiers will never figure it out. Even if they read the Zen book, they’ll still scratch their toques. Motorcyclists have an immense advantage. We jump on thinking machines and ride until we experience moments of Absolute Clarity. Skiers ride pieces of carbon fibre epoxy strapped to their feet. They glide on snow that freezes their basal ganglia, preventing meaningful thought. Just before the town of Pemberton, BC, the distinction hit me: Motorcycle riders are bold, free spirited thinkers. Skiers shelter in confined areas, restricted to mountains, at certain times of the year. They cannot evolve to the same degree as gearheads. There is MAGIC in our machines, but only ice and snow stick to skis. Mr. Pirsig did his research and chose not to write Zen and the Art of Ski Waxing.
 It was worth passing Whistler to get this gem straight in my noggin, never mind the over-the-top, Heaven on Earth, scenery. There may have been more cultural perceptions to unpack, but Conrad interrupted my pursuit of logic with an equally insightful comment, “We can stop at the next café for a bite. They don’t serve Brussels sprouts, and I’m feeling peckish.”
 “Alrighty,” I replied through the intercom. Do ski helmets have internal comms? I wondered.
 The GTs wound through the snow-capped mountain valley, bordered by emerald lakes, to the start of a must-ride motorcycle highway. Highway 99, Pemberton to Lillooet, BC, known by locals as the Duffey Lake Road. It has magnificent scenery and a two-lane, twisting, old-fashioned, secondary highway to take riders from sea level, over mountains to the hot, dry interior. The perfect start to our four-day excursion. There was no need to remind each other; it doesn’t get better than this!
 There are secret must-ride roads scattered on every corner of the globe. They’re confidential, so I can’t provide a list. Please respect my Duffy Lake Road disclosure. Don’t get the locals up in arms! If I’m able to return to this secret road one day, I don’t want to see a sign that says: “No Asses!” because readers took it upon themselves to make a mockery of “secret.” I don’t want protestors outside my garage carrying this sign: “Thanks for Wrecking our Secret Road, Scraping Peg Assholes!”
 Unlike Scotland’s Secret Bunker, a widely known decommissioned nuclear command centre turned tourist attraction, now doing a tongue-in-cheek disservice to the word “secret,” secret motorcycle roads are genuinely obscure. You are welcome to go to the Secret Bunker–it’s now a tourist destination. The Scots will sell you a Secret Bunker coffee mug and a Secret Bunker tee shirt. Motorcycles welcome! Take a “I Visited the Secret Bunker” sticker for your Triumph. Warning: now that it’s no longer in the nuclear war business, you must pay to park. The lot wasn't a " revenue-generating opportunity " when the Newtonians ran it, but the Secret Bunker Marketing team changed that.
 Scots wear kilts without boxers, drink scotch by the gallon, play a mean bagpipe, eat haggis, and deep-fried Glaswegian Mars Bars (yes, you can buy them at the Secret Bunker). Marta tried one and reported, “They could make a killing selling battered pickles.” But Scot’s true testament to boldness was operating a command bunker. It’s like waving a flag, “Over here, Mr. Nuclear Annihilation Dick!” Finito! Scotland.
 Conrad flicked his indicator, as I pondered the differences between secret motorcycle roads and secret nuclear facilities and placed Scottish Boldness ahead of Skier Boldness on my Top Ten Boldness List. Finally, we pulled into the No Brussels Sprouts Café.
 The No Brussels Sprouts Café’s disdain for the diminutive cabbage has nothing to do with the vegetable’s disgusting taste or sickening skunk-cabbage odor. Stop by, and Barry, the owner, will regale you with the story of his Flemish ex-wife who ran off with a lady skier from Whistler. After your meal, remember, please do not proceed to the Duffey Lake secret motorcycle road! Turn your wheel and head back toward Vancouver.
 “Back again, boys,” Barry greeted us. “Care to try our No Sprouts, Just Tons of Butter Croissant?” So, we ordered two, with extra butter. “Sad news. My ex won the Ski Lottery. Still with us, but so very close.”
 ***
[image: image]

 August 17, our GTs stopped at a motorcycle rally in the postcard-perfect hot springs, lake-side Village of Nakusp, BC (also a great riding area but not a secret). We said our hellos, talked oil, and listened to rally gossip for an hour.
 How to describe a biker rally? As a kid, I was disillusioned with scouting and dropped out. Helping old ladies across streets, which scouting is very fond of pointing to as its raison d’être, screamed that Baden Powell didn’t think things through very well. Endlessly preparing for an impractical good deed that will never happen is stupid. Same goes for reef knots, and don’t get me started on semaphore. When was the last time you used a reef knot on your motorcycle? Don’t be a Luddite; buy those knotless straps. If Baden Powell had owned a motorbike, scouting would be a viable movement today. Motorcycles are much better at molding young minds than reef knots, Grand Howls, or experimenting with same-sex relationships.
 A biker rally is the grown-up version of a Girl Guide or Cub Scout jamboree populated mostly with drop-outs. More beverages, drugs, and grown-up socializing. Some legitimate badge decorated ex-scouts, converts to motorcycling, attend. You’ll find them volunteering to tie reef knots for wayward campers.
 Veterans of sleeping on rocks and listening to snores, Conrad and I skipped the experience and carried on to the Down and Dirty Motel, further south. Affordable: we each had one of those rooms that make you shudder when the light is bright.
 ***
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 On the morning of August 18th, our bikes crossed the Canada - US border without a hitch. Uneventful since no walls were erected, not even a “Please Keep Off the Border” sign.
 We'd crossed the border countless times, labeled as 'Jackasses' in Homeland Security's database. 'You two again?' they must've muttered. I had unhidden contraband stowed in my top case. Why didn’t they look? Pull me into the interrogation room and drill me about the illegal half-eaten bag of Canadian cherries I’d forgotten to throw out? When I most needed officialdom, it failed me. They’re never Johnny-on-the-spot when there’s a legitimate need. Exceed the speed limit by 7 mph on the Utah salt flats and out comes their gigantic cloud-based rule book to steal giga-bites out of bank accounts and suck the joy out of life.
 ***
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 We arrived in Republic, Washington at midday, an hour and south of the border. It was a scorcher, 90F/32C. Our reservation was in Omak, an hour and a half southwest. From there, we would ride over the Cascade Mountains to catch a Washington State ferry to Vancouver Island.
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 Our Planned Route
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Horace the Horrible
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We pulled over in the town of Republic to kill time. Ahead of schedule, we didn’t want to arrive at our motel before the three o’clock check-in. Due to the heat, we hadn’t kept to our leave late stop early rule. Scheduling was entirely in Conrad’s wheelhouse. Ex-military, he understands the critical nature of time. A logistics expert, Conrad is comfortable with the twenty-four-clock. I’m a Cub Scout flunky and was focused on Marta’s request to increase the Lab’s snack budget; I couldn’t be watching the clock as well. Marta sounded like a government bureaucrat. Request denied!
 Just after we crossed the border, I asked myself this question: if Steve had included a song in his book, would it be Cyndi Lauper’s Time After Time or The Chamber Brother’s Time Has Come Today? I suspect Steve is a secret Brit rocker, and the Rolling Stones’ Time Is on My Side would be up for consideration. With questions like this to resolve, was I supposed to be paying attention to Greenwich Mean Time and the passage of time as well? I don’t even have time to read a Brief History of Time. Reader’s Digest once offered classic condensed books for people who shudder at War and Peace. Three hundred pages down to six. YouTube put Readers Digest out of business. Why read six pages when you can watch a two-minute video?
 So, thanks to Conrad, there we were in Republic, Washington, ahead of schedule, dressed in full riding regalia, looking forward to tee shirts, shorts, and firing up the motel air conditioner. I was worried; will it be one of those AC units that takes twenty minutes to figure out, another twenty to push out slightly cooler air, all the while sounding like a 737 lifting off, forcing you to switch the damn thing off and have a conniption fit?
 There’s not much going on in the midday heat in downtown Republic on Sundays. Savvy locals are at the lake on floaties or sitting in the shade. On August 18th, just Conrad and I paraded around the main drag in our boots and black riding pants, lugging helmets, looking forlorn. I mentioned the clothes were black, right? Black in the heat makes for hot, sweaty, foolish bikers. Several air-conditioned cars passed. NimRods stared through rolled-up windows. Having fun biker-idiots? What a couple of jackasses! Ever heard of cars with AC?
 Desperately, we searched for an open, air-conditioned shop. Someone, please take us in! For the love of God, rescue us from this blast furnace! Eureka! One coffee-gift shop was open. We ordered lattes and a History of Republic souvenir book. Kidding! We ordered sodas with extra ice and a Brussels sprout croissant. Kidding again! We ordered eclairs and were way too hot and bothered to thumb a magazine, let alone a turgid history book without a speck of motorcycle news. 
 Sodas done, we took our time inspecting the gift-ware, enjoying the coolness. We examined the porcelain made in China figurines without making a purchase. Same for the Republic, Washington fridge magnets, always with one eye alert for the commissioned salesperson waiting to pounce and give us the hard sell. Sales people prey on vulnerabilities. “Your wife would love this one. Don’t want to go home empty-handed, do you boys?” No, we’d rather have cheap figurines thrown at us. Got any expensive jewelry or gardening stuff?
 Here’s a note to the shop owner: while it’s clever entrepreneurship to diversify in small markets, consider this advice—dump the marketing consultant’s gift-ware idea and add motorcycle accessories. It’s rider-country hereabouts, with a popular annual rally site close by. Guaranteed sales when Conrad, I, or any of the other hundred bikers drop in. Also, tell the History of Republic author to include some motorcycle photos! We know Republic enjoys a proud two-wheel history.
 Finally, to avoid explaining our failure to purchase figurines, we left the sweet coolness, pulled our jackets on, climbed on our GTs, to head west on Highway 20 toward Omak. It was around one-thirty. Conrad had us dawdling, trying not to arrive before check-in time. It’s cooler in motion, moving along the highway. We connected by intercom for the occasional chit-chat. A distraction? Yes, but also a way to stay alert and share pertinent information. Is that Dicky hiding up ahead? Take immediate evasive action! “Lock on bearing two niner.” Conrad would lapse into military jargon. What the fuck are you talking about, sailor?
 The bikes cruised along on the outskirts of Republic, doing more than the posted fifty mile an hour limit, passing large hobby farms and pine forest. Not much traffic in either direction. Great visibility and perfect road conditions. MRR turned down. No need to get the drones circling. Visors open. Other than the heat, pretty much ideal. Log another safe riding day. A short day. A bit of a being-stubborn-in-a-good-way day. We’d pass through the Cascade mountains and drop to the Pacific Ocean on Monday. Motorcycling as it should be, cruising the Road to Joy.
 We were in a wildlife area. Folklore has it that dawn and dusk are prime activity hours. Unlike mad dogs and Englishmen, deer know better than to leap about in the midday heat. They have their own set of survival rules. Don’t Do Something Stupid, includes lying low in blast furnace weather.
 Tip: Here’s a best practice tip for spotting wildlife:
 Think like a hunter.
 If you’re already a hunter, you’re home-free. If not, read hunting tips on the Field and Stream website, watch Alaska TV survival shows, and sign up for a gun course. In a few years, you’ll be ready to resume motorcycling unless you’ve taken up hunting and have run out of time, in which case read A Brief History of Time, smarten up, and get your priorities straight!
 Other than Conrad and his wild turkey, we had a clean record. When we leave wildlife alone, we expect the same courtesy—a peaceful co-existence. A pact endorsed by PETA. Conrad and I are naturally respectful of wildlife, not to the same extent as Buddha, who loves malaria-infected mosquitoes and cockroaches, but we’re Asses, not gods. Our pets, Pearl and Axel, will verify our good standing, despite the occasional kick in the ribs. Kidding! They never kicked us. They’re our ambassadors, spreading the word with their feral friends. We’re so proud; here’s a photo:
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 My dog Pearl and Conrad’s Axle
 ––––––––
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 Suppose a troublesome renegade beast were to break our agreement. As expert riders on sophisticated machines, we’d call on our skills, execute an instinctual maneuver, and avoid whatever problem arose. All angles were covered, but. You. Just. Never. Can. Tell. The Motorcycle Lottery is tamper-proof. It's not if, it's when you'll go down.
 Take Conrad’s turkey on the American prairie. Flat. Open. Uneventful. Not the best place to launch a sneak attack. But the gobbler did. “Maybe it wanted the element of surprise,” Earl offered? “Strike when least expected.” It lay flat on its belly, waiting to spring. Trained by PETA? Beyond Pearl’s and Axel’s sphere of influence? Or deaf to their declaration: “Let them pass! Our masters respect wildlife! They’re anti-animal holocaust, but enjoy a free-range steak now and then.”
 "Just a dumb animal," Conrad had said about the turkey.
 I had a plan to deal with worst-case scenarios. A secret weapon, my old desert riding skills. I’d done some dipsy doodling street riders never learn. Using my dirt bike experience, I’d put my bike into a slide and walk away with a damaged machine, an insurance claim, and a few minor bruises. Or attack the obstacle like a berm and jump over it. Maybe do a 360 before landing? No need to worry when you’ve studied motorcycle physics. Especially in the scorching midday heat when animals hunker down under cover, knowing the GT guys respect wildlife.
 It didn’t happen that way. There’s always a smart ass, a renegade. A trouble maker. Flunked out of cubs. Told to hunker down until it cools, they do the opposite.
 
 ***
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 When your number comes up, kryptonite disarms your secret powers, and shit happens. I don’t know how it works, it just does. I suspect it’s similar to string theory.
 A huge stag, a bit larger than Blue, Paul Bunyan’s legendary ox, hid in the pine forest, thinking about sex and eying the two pretty GTs approaching. Horace was horny as hell. The leading GT was dark-colored and not his type, but the second was pure white with a super cute, sexy teal accent along her flank. Granted, she was moving faster than the stag liked, and she had a weird lump sitting on her back, but she would most definitely do.
 The stag was on the high side of the road, in a crouch, hidden by the forest. Deadeye rested in nonchalant immobility, rifle cocked. The stag calculated speed and distance, ready to spring at precisely the right moment. This doe will be mine! Horace had the computation abilities of NASA and impeccable timing. Revved up by a testosterone surge, his judge of distance was bang on, and his landing precise.
 In the grip of lust, Horace failed to hear the forest creatures singing Pearl and Axel’s message in gentle harmony, “The word is, these two are alright. Let them pass.”
 I had no inkling. My radar read No Impending Doom. In the moments before our encounter, I ruminated that Pink Floyd’s Time would be another excellent song to include in Steve’s book. Will Conrad make schedule adjustments so I won’t have to convince the motel desk clerk that checking out hours early is a fair trade for checking in minutes early?
 The first I knew of the kamikaze stag was seeing a pair of enormous antlers in front of my tiny windscreen. Our eyes locked in a death stare for a split second. MMR said, oh no, Rule #8 might as well pack it up. That’s us done for now.
 Your Number May Come Up trumps our feeble attempts to outwit fate. Doesn’t matter that you’ve been diligently on the lookout, following an ex-military scout, have exceptional skills, and a perfect bike; when your number comes up, you’re getting a prize, like it or not. Had I been one hundred percent focused on wildlife, I still would not have seen Horace the Horrible lurking until it was too late to react. Suicidal stealth deer, with cruise missile-like capabilities, are impossible to defend against. It’s like the earth opening up a smidgen in front of you. It happens out of the blue. I can hear Risk Mitigation Guy triumphantly declaring, “Told you so! Should have bought the tank I recommended! Oh, no. Don’t listen to a risk expert. What do we know?”
 Fuck you, Risk Mitigation Guy! Sit in your god damn tank and gloat. At least skiers are uncaged. I’ll take my chances. I’d rather face the consequences than listen to your sky is falling bullshit!
 My stag was more precise than the ten-pound gobbler that landed off target on the right side of Conrad’s RT. Had the animal revenge movement become more sophisticated? Every so often, you hear about slaughter animals escaping on their way to the abattoir, not because Forgetful Pants failed to secure the door—no, it’s because animals are waking up and fighting back. To them, we’re Nazis and Putins. Who can blame them? We’ve forced wildlife to declare war. Political scientists, stop flipping dead meat burgers and get on this!
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Back to Horace... in an instant, his enormous rack appeared in front of my mini windscreen and I was in serious trouble. Did I tell you the antlers were enormous? As the expression goes, there was fuck all I could do about it. Sighting through his high-tech laser scope, DD pulled the trigger. Duck going down! GT knocked to shit. Driver, claim your lotto prize. 
 Bang on target was precisely right. He was on target, and we went BANG! I heard the impact; it was deafening even with earplugs and wearing a helmet. The sound of imminent disaster blasted over the wind and engine noise. The noise was deafening and terrifying, carrying the sound of tragedy and death, like the scream of a bunny being skinned alive. The other Steve, Mr. King, probably nailed it in one of his horror stories. The sound of my motorcycle colliding with Horace was otherworldly, and that’s Mr. King’s forte.
 I soared skyward, then came down hard. There isn't much to tell. Like Mary’s accident, summarized in her medical notes. “She flew over the handlebars and hit her bare head on the pavement when she landed.” The rest of the notes are fluff. If they made a Reader’s Digest condensed novella about my crash, it would say, “He went up and came down hard.” End of story.
 The microsecond before contact, I realized what was about to happen—like a sped-up version of standing on a ship deck, in shark-infested waters, watching torpedoes lock-in. Or being in the Secret Bunker, witnessing impending nuclear annihilation on the radar screen. I didn’t engage the brake, move to turn the bike, or go into a defensive slide. The expert dipsy doodling maneuvers I carried in my head, the insurance I possessed that would get me out of trouble if I had to avoid an obstacle quickly, failed to translate to physical action. You can only do so much in an unexpected half-second.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: on two wheels, you can be as helpless as a newborn baby.
 
 ––––––––
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 At sixty-five miles an hour, I rode straight into a three-hundred-pound barrier, putting myself at the mercy of physics, luck, traffic, my riding gear, and my physical capability to withstand Newton’s laws of force, the impending collision with the ground. 
 I wonder what the Buddha, resting in the circuitry, was thinking when we crashed? Must have scared the shit out of Him. Did it cause his Holiness to think differently about universal truths? Perhaps Buddha wandered into the bush to console Horace during his passage through the Valley of Death? He’d do it for a snake in the grass, so why not a sex-crazed stag?
 ––––––––
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 Rule #8, restated with a more fatalistic bent, says:
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 There are only two kinds of bikers: those that have been down and those that are going to go down.
 ––––––––
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 It’s a blessing that there is no time to think when something life changing or deadly happens. No moments of panic. No terror. No, please God, I promise to do better if you rescue me from this unforeseen shitty, horrific development. You do forgive all sins, right? 
 An unexpected, abrupt halt on a motorcycle spells disaster. Your limbs get caught and snap as you rocket off the bike. Your head hasn’t even touched down, and you’re already fucked-up. Too late to review your protective gear choices. No checking to see if you forgot to fasten your helmet strap correctly or if your boots are snapped tight.
 One moment on-motorcycle, the next on your way to God knows what. Perhaps Life Part II. That’s the truth about riding a motorcycle.
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Valley of Death
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––––––––
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 Horace and I have collided, but I haven’t hit the pavement yet. While I'm still airborne, like a circus clown shot from a cannon without a net to catch me, allow me to recount my first near-death experience.
 When I was in my twenties, I almost drowned in a river. A friend and I were in a canoe. It capsized. Then we found ourselves in the ice-cold early spring waters of a major river. Drowning takes time; it’s nothing like crashing a motorbike. They say your life flashes before you when your mind realizes death is imminent—in the river, mine did. After a long struggle, I was ready to let go. Slip under the water and sink to the Valley of Death. 
 But then the Death Lottery caller shouted, “Not your number.” Fate intervened one minute before I was to become fish food.
 I wonder if Bob’s life flashed before him? And if it did, was I a part of it?
 I didn’t get a life recap while I was flying on route to a hard landing on Highway 20. True; I had already seen it once, but there’d been years of living added since my first close call. However, not even a short clip of the new material played. Maybe there’s a time calculation involved? Vehicle accident, no video due to lack of time. Slow, like dying of cancer or starvation, no video because you have plenty of time to do a self-review. Drowning is in the sweet spot.
 More critical than time, in every instance, is the certainty that one is about to enter the Valley of Death. I was certain of my fate when I almost drowned. It wasn’t “I’m scared to death” or “in a life and death struggle.” Yea, though I walk through the Valley of the Shadow of Death; I will fear no evil. That’s how it was for me in the fast-flowing river, with hypothermia and a belly full of water. I was at peace, done, ready for Life, Part II. Into the arms of God and Motorcycle Heaven. It’s the only supernatural experience I’ve had. Fear no evil. It’s a good one to carry on-motorcycle in case you collide with a large animal or a semi. 
 "Now, I'm descending along the parabolic arc after my encounter with Horace. I was a flesh and blood North Korea test missile. A maverick missile in combat with the world, flying headfirst for a clash with destiny. The evidence suggests the reality of what happened—my helmet, and then my shoulder took the initial blows. Then, my hip smashed down. I might have bounced, a raggedy-bone doll skimming like a rock over the pavement.
 It wasn't a fair fight. You can try to be stubborn in a good way, but what’s the point? You’ve won the lottery and your rules won’t save you.
 ––––––––
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 When the Jig’s Up, You Move from Motorcycle Riding Rules to God’s Rules.
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Fear No Evil
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––––––––
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 Mortals cannot comprehend the reality of the journey of human tumbleweed. I flew blind, lost in the Secret Bunker of my mind, heedless of the impending Big Bang lurking ahead. The great news is you’re just there, in the moment, already with broken bones, not worried about the stopping part because you’re numb. No need to question: will I live or die? Or walk again? Drool like a bloodhound waiting for food? There are no thoughts of how dressing in haute couture will work with those bags you have to pee into. Just cobwebs down there.
 So, if you’re ever in this unfortunate situation, here’s the best tip I’ve got:
 ––––––––
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 Enjoy your time in the air. It won’t get better.
 ––––––––
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 Afterward, when the flight is over and the capsule has crash-landed, these words will scream inside your head: this is about to hurt like hell. Take a brief inventory of body parts, and you’ll be thinking, nope, not like hell. Worse, if you’re still thinking.
 In Bill Bryson’s book Down Under, he recounts the story of a man stung by a box jellyfish said to have the most painful sting of all forms of wildlife. In his story, when the man is stung, he screams louder than virtually any person in history. Paramedics come and sedate him and haul him off to the hospital. Here’s the kicker: even sedated. He was still screaming.
 So maybe the next tip should be:
 ––––––––
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 If you’re lying on the road screaming, think of that guy on an Aussie beach and count your lucky stars that box jellyfish prefer water.
 ––––––––
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 Bill’s Nameless Screamer probably never rode a motorcycle, so naturally, he was upset. If you’re fired off a bike thanks to wildlife, you’ll think, at least I got a ride in beforehand. Poor Screamer was wading in shallow water, killing time, when Mother Nature attacked him. No wonder he screamed blue murder. No motorcycle JOY!
 Presently, I’m lying face up in the middle of the road, the hot orange-yellow August sun frying me like meat under the broiler at Tony’s Deli. Like being on an Aussie beach, a relentless sun, except bordered by a green pine forest instead of blue waves and jellyfish. A beautiful day for Horace the Horrible to die a miserable death. I have no recollection of my ankle snapping, caught on the shift lever. Or going over the bars and sailing through the air before the asphalt, ever so efficiently, stopped my fall and my tissues, organs, bones and muscles became a punching bag.
 My mind ducked down and covered itself with a warm baby blanket. You’d think it would be in a frenzy, filing reports, testing limbs, and having a serious conversation with God, but it didn’t have a clue; instead of racing, it remained eerily vacant, like a political scientist facing a math.
 Left Brain and Brain Brian were confused:
 “Duck and cover.”
 “Save ourselves.”
 “There’s nothing we can do. We’ll check in later if we’re still processing.”
 Left peeked out from under the mental safety blanket and saw both bike and body wrecked. Conrad was swinging his machine around, horrified. “We’re deep in the brown smelly stuff, that’s for sure.”
 With that, my mind shut down as my rules reached over and tapped Fear No Evil. You take it from here, Fear. Who knows if we’ll be back? Doesn’t look good.
 I felt no urgency to do anything other than lie back and accept the consequences of my transportation choice. If the friends of Horace had dispatched an army of spiders, snakes, and jellyfish on a revenge mission, I wouldn’t have cared.
 At some point, my brain popped up again, on minimal cycles. Slowly, like an old computer running a glitchy operating system, it wondered about its body. 
 Sometimes it’s best to leave well enough alone and not go looking for trouble. Allow your mind to cower under the blanket. Don’t be afraid to walk in the Valley of Death.
 Unable to cope with the unfathomable circumstances, overwhelmed Right Brain threw in its hand and yelled, “Pass,” leaving Brain Brian alone to run the ship. Thanks to Left, I remained calm. No hysterics. Just lie here like a deflated blow-up doll and wait. “No sense getting bent out of shape,” Brian said calmly, with a light chuckle at the irony. “A semi may run us over, but, hey ho, that’s life and death for us at this point. At least we died tryin’.”
 Doctors say there is a release of endorphins and adrenaline to increase physical alertness and elevate mood, making it easier to handle a crash. Hormones block pain and stress to keep you calm. I expected I’d soon be up duct taping GT back together. Just give me a few moments, I thought.
 Moving would surely have pleased Conrad, who now stood over me, looking distressed and probably thinking: Will I have to spoon-feed him soup when I visit from now on? Shove those soft jelly candies he detests through his dribbling gums? Maybe sneak in a Brussels sprout as a joke? Ha ha, that would be funny. Bet he’ll make the most disgusting gurgling noises when we go out for coffee. How long till I can stop dropping by? These are normal thoughts when a friend sees the consequences of motorcycle riding.
 All I could do was lie in a calm daze, Fearing No Evil. I couldn’t speak. Conrad spoke, but I couldn’t make out what he was saying. What’s that you say, Conrad? I asked (if ‘asking’ really means ‘staring blankly’). Conrad repeated his question, given my lack of response—could I move off the center line toward the side of the road? I almost died laughing (if ‘laughing’ really means ‘staring blankly’).
 Sensible idea, though, Brain Brian declared after analyzing the situation. Not getting run over is a sound course of action. Let’s work on it. Get our parts moving. The left side of my body, from the shoulder down, was inoperable, dead weight. Busted, fractured, inflamed, bruised, and leaking. My right leg pushed me over an inch. Couldn’t manage more. “That inch will have to do,” Left muttered. “All we got, I’m afraid.”
 Thankfully, vehicles had stopped, and the road was blocked. Bystanders were horrified (except one delighted, show-me-the-blood type). I lay flat on my back, like a corpse.
 One of the congregated turned out to be an off duty Emergency Medical Technician, and another was a nurse. What are those odds? My number came up, but my prize came with angels of mercy.
 The EMT took charge. I didn’t have to do a thing; I was in the hands of Super Samaritan. He issued instructions and established control. He positioned two robust ladies in front to act as a sunscreen. What a guy; what an outstanding job! I looked at the fatties, unable to say thank you, ladies. I’m sure this isn’t what you had planned for your Sunday afternoon outing. Stopping in this blazing heat to be sun blockers? They smiled down at me, without complaint, and did an outstanding job. One reminded me of my Auntie Minnie.
 “Do not move your head!”
 Okay, I’m fine with that. I won’t argue about my right to do whatever I choose to do with my head. It wasn’t a good time to drag out my outlaw biker attitude. 
 Super Samaritan performed medical checks. Questions were asked. “You’re in good hands,” I was told. I was to remain conscious and wait for the ambulance.
 Who’s the dumbass? Like I was going to walk off. I used facial expressions to pass information along. No need to make a fuss. Give me a minute. Then I’ll get up and be on my way. You’re all excellent people, but this is way too much. Unnecessary. Really. Just give me a few minutes. Wait... Did you say ambulance? I didn’t recall ordering an ambulance.
 “You’ll be all right,” Super Samaritan kept repeating, making me nervous. “I’m going to dribble some water into your mouth.” I managed a few swallows of the cool liquid with my helmet on and visor up. Half of it ran down my chin. Let the drooling commence! Yes, I know I’ll be all right, I wanted to answer; after all, I almost drowned once. I understand what it’s like to drift toward the Valley of Death. This isn’t it. I’m fine. Let me sleep. Thanks for your concern. You’re incredibly nice, folks, and damn fine sun blockers! I’ll be on my way soon.
 People carried on one-sided conversations with me to keep me alert. I wondered if my rescuers appreciated my Fear No Evil demeanor? No hollering blue murder and carrying on like the screamer with the teeny weenie jellyfish sting. Australians can be so over-the-top.
 [image: image-0-22.jpg]A state trooper attended the accident scene. I saw his enormous hat pointed down at me. It did a good job blocking the sun from his face, like the two ladies standing over me. Conrad told him about the deer. The cop seemed suspicious; it’s always a deer. Never, truth be told, he was behaving like a Born to be Wild Blockhead, officer. “Don’t worry about your bike,” Conrad told me. He would collect what I needed, especially the emergency travel insurance document in the top box. They wandered off to inspect the evidence.
 Lots of sirens. Each one with a unique sound. The state trooper’s first. Then a fire truck, followed shortly by the ambulance. It wasn’t low key. A real hullaballoo. Motorcycle accident! One victim. Logged into the system. Full response code red! Sirens wailing. Lights flashing. Hospital Emergency standing by for incoming. It was futile to resist. No chance of doing low-key duct tape and zap strap body and machine repairs, then limping home. “You’ll be all right,” Super Samaritan said again. It was unnerving. Why would I not be alright?
 From the recently arrived ambulance came an on-duty EMT who carefully replaced my helmet with a neck brace. My head was locked in, unable to move. My riding pants had zippers up the legs—my pants came off. The EMT explained that they slice most riding pants. My lucky day! I’ll be needing those pants to ride home soon.
 Like a professional drill team, they hoisted my body up and onto a stretcher. I was very impressed. First-class, not like some hunter found me and dragged my ass into the back of their old pickup and left me beside a moose carcass.
 I was placed in the ambulance, covered with a thin blanket, hooked up to an IV drip, and given pills. No one asked if I wanted a ride. When you’re in an accident, things happen to you; you don’t have a say. You’re like beef on route to a processing plant, except with the opposite intent. The siren wailed, and off we went, headed east, back the way we came, toward the coffee-gift shop—my first ambulance ride. GT was abandoned, crippled, and alone. It's the truth: beautiful machines become junk.
 When I almost drowned, it was peaceful and serene. It’s a nice way to go, drowning. No one fussed over me. Into the world alone, out of the world alone, but not feeling alone: Fear no Evil accompanied me. Not at all like having a motorcycle accident on an American highway. It was a great big hullaballoo.
 It’s impressive how organized rescue and repair processes work. Their routines are devoid of indecision. If you’re the body, you’ll be part of a military-like operation staffed by friendly angels of mercy. Wonder if they ever get pissed off? Thanks a lot, asshole! I was in the middle of binging my program and eating nachos. Not in a mood to be comforting. Thanks for riding a motorcycle, buddy! I’ll add extra to your humongous bill!
 Brain Brian whispered, “What’s that? A big bill?”
 I have to pay for all this?
 I wasn’t in the land of socialized medicine.
 I’ll be charged for the fire truck? Nothing was on fire! I’ll be charged even though I didn’t place an order?
 “Yup, you will,” Brain Brian said matter-of-factly. “Costs are heading toward the stratosphere, and we have no say. Too bad you didn’t read your el cheapo insurance policy.”
 Right brain popped up from nowhere and rattled on hysterically, repeating the financial-medical horror stories we had taken in over the years. I visualized the billing meter going round and round, like carnival ducks, picking up speed with every revolution and siren blare.
 I don’t know if it was financial fright, physical pain, or the drugs, but I passed out.
 
 PART 6 – WELCOME TO BLOBLAND
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Ferry Memorial
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 Hospitals around the globe are at the forefront of the motorcycle rider repair business. Can’t be repaired? Of course, they also have morgues—though there’s less money in dead people. And less looking after—unless you call adjusting the freezer temperature good hospitality. The truth is, a good number of motorcycle riders go directly to the morgue.
 Ferry County Memorial Hospital in Republic, Washington, established in 1945, is surrounded by great motorcycle roads and staffed by angels of mercy. The hospital earns substantial revenue from the streams of injured bikers that pour through its doors. 
 In the eyes of experienced hospital staff, distinguishing SQUID Blockheads from seasoned riders is no easy task. On stretchers, we all look alike – pantless, neck-braced, and yearning for our mothers. To the staff, we're simply incoming from two-wheel impact injury generators.
 Everyone likes to put their best foot forward. Make a good impression. How did they size me up the day I was wheeled me in? I’ll always wonder. They process many downed ducks because I kept hearing, “You’re not our first one...” It’s a stock phrase repeated to make the incoming feel better. Thank God, I thought! They’re experienced. They know how to repair bikers. It’s OK that I’m pant-less and vulnerable. Biker Lives Matter at Ferry Memorial.
 Outlaws aren’t carefree and bold when they’re wounded and scared half to death. Their joyous, the world is my oyster, ride of Zen self-discovery, brought to a crashing halt by an attempt to be one with the Earth. I was in the group that avoided the black guideline on the hospital floor — “Follow Black to the Morgue”—and then, “Welcome to Our Morgue,” instead I rode the red line to the ER. Is that a painted line, or is it my blood trail dripping off the gurney? The ride to ER is shorter than to the morgue, which is downstairs, at the end of the hall, next to the boiler room. ER is always beside Admin, where they prepare the humongous bills.
 In truth, no rider foresees their adventures concluding in an emergency room. Riders cling to their Cone School diplomas, track or dirt ribbons, Iron Butt credentials, or the camaraderie of their gang. Yet, on a hospital gurney, all those accomplishments amount to diddly squat. Their terror-stricken expressions speak volumes: 'I never thought this would happen to me,' they silently implore the angels of mercy. But the nurses know better. 'Trust me, honey,' they say, 'you're not the first to think that way.’ Yet, here you are, just another two-wheel impact injury.
 Hospitals are intimidating when you’re not familiar with their mysterious ways and are lying in a supine position, without pants, in a head restraint, pumped full of drugs, which are needed because the emergency examination beds are about as comfortable as hot highway pavement.
 I hadn't yet come up with a plan beyond, wait it out. Soon they’ll be done. One step at a time. Slap on a couple of Band-Aids. Eventually, they’ll let me move, swivel Head around, and rise from the examination table like the second coming of Christ. Conrad will sort things out and we’ll be on our way.
 A colossal needle materialized, rolled in by a smiling yet seemingly sinister nurse. I loathed needles, though age had toughened me; now, I merely trembled. Needle Nurse had transformed into a character from Stephen King's Misery. Nurse Bates is on duty at Ferry Memorial? My trembling intensified. Just an aspirin, please.
 “When you come out of shock, you’ll need this,” Needle Nurse warned me, waving her massive spike. “You’re not my first. Believe me.” I didn’t believe her and almost asked to see her qualifications before she could skewer me with her gargantuan needle. Are you certified to use that thing? Did you attend Humongous Needles, a Gentler Approach, last month? Or are you old school? Step forward. Thrust. Reload.
 Then I asked myself, who am I, a former fainter, to question medical experts? They know the drill. It’s not new to them. Would I tell Valentino Rossi how to take a corner? No! Question Professor Hawking’s decisions if we were floating around the Cosmos together? No! No! Second guess my motorcycle mechanic with his ‘Secret Specialty Tool Certification’ diploma? No!
 I could imagine what the rescuers would think: Listen to this biker-idiot! Why do we bother? After all, we’ve done for him, sirens, first ride in an ambulance, saving his life, not cutting his pants, even sent the fire truck, he’s asking to see our certificates? How dare he? I’m not just going to jab him; I’m going to stab him. May use the unnecessarily larger needle. Shut the fuck up, asshole! Why are you trembling?
 The thought of upsetting Needle Nurse scared me even more than her gigantic needle and I didn’t want to come across as a hospital SQUID. I accepted the stabbing, and in truth, I’m glad I did. Seems Needle Nurse knew her stuff and did one hell of a job. Medications alter your perception, and hospitals possess exquisite remedies. The best ones come in huge needles. Soon I was thinking, so what? So what if I must live a life with drugs and never again ride?
 Time passed; the doctor, “Is on his way.” The nursing staff insisted “no movement.” Luckily, I had stopped trembling. I was stiff as a board and concerned the doc would be less than pleased about being called out on a Sunday to repair another selfish biker. Do you outlaws have absolutely no consideration for others? 
 One nurse was from British Columbia. She had relatives in Victoria, which made us practically family. She married an American, but the couple visited Vancouver Island frequently. It’s weird: if you’re damaged or in dire straits and away from home, meeting a person from your neck of the woods cements a bond. Based purely on geography, a total stranger will bend over backward to help you. BC Nurse looked at me; I’m here for you. With Conrad, we were a geographic Holy Trinity.
 As my mind cleared, I pondered whether there existed a hospital version of 'dine and dash.' Could I secretly resolve my predicament? It’d be careless to rely on Gigantic Insurance Company to spring me. I’d heard plenty of the devil is an insurance adjuster stories.
 I assured myself: once the doc looks me over, I’ll be declared fit as a fiddle. A knocked around, out of tune, and scraped up fiddle, but capable of playing a tune. Good enough to satisfy Ferry Memorial’s obligations. He can play Twinkle Twinkle. OK, let him go.
 I debated, is the Motorcycle Injury Phone Call necessary? Needlessly worry family? Send them off in a tizzy. Am I capable of secretly sorting this out? After all, I put myself in Ferry Memorial; shouldn’t I get myself out? The truth is, no one is forced to ride.
 The emergency doctor, a young man arrived for the examination. At his side, an x-ray technician waited his turn; the tech mentioned he had been called in on his day off, though he didn’t seem upset about it: “Not the first time.” he said. I wondered if he did piece work? Per motorcyclist? Is that the way private medicine works?
 I mentally uttered some coherent words in response to the doctor’s questions and told him my version. “It was a close call. I’m battered but intact and ready to climb on and limp home. Throw on a couple of those white cloth bandage wraps, perhaps one around my head for dramatic effect, and I’m good to go. Could you spare a few zap straps for GT? I’ll pay for them, of course. Add them to my bill. I’m sure Gigantic Insurance Company won’t notice.” Truthfully, though, all I could manage was an indiscernible grunt.
 “Hi, back at ya,” he replied. "I hear you killed Blue? You’re not the first biker we’ve seen here, but I can’t remember anyone killing Blue.”
 Hospital humor? “Stag,” I whispered. “Quite a bit larger than Blue.” I thought about playing along. Did anyone see Buddha wandering around the forest? He’s a hefty fellow—easy to spot. He wasn’t injured, was he? But what if one of the staff was a devout Buddhist? Or respectful of all religions? Such a godless heathen! Strap him to the slab! Follow the black line to the morgue.
 “Yes, very sad indeed,” the doctor said, mishearing.
 “Stag!” I croaked again.
 “Yes, it was sad.”
 A few preliminaries later, the physical exam began.
 “Wiggle your toes, please.”
 Do you start with Toes because they are furthest from Head? A medical diagnostic hard rule? I was super confident I could put my toes up against any toes in Emergency on that Sunday afternoon.
 I passed Toes with flying colors, aced it, as they say.
 “Finger movement?”
 I wasn’t as finger confident. My left shoulder was locked, but I could force my elbow to bend slightly. So, I twitched my left fingers and finished with a flourish of movement using my right hand.
 Good enough? I wanted to put on a gold medal performance for the nice doctor. At least there’s movement. Not like Toes, but Fingers work. I’m no doctor, but even I can see, they just need rest.
 My eyes followed his finger. At least I thought so. It’s much harder to tell with Eyes than with Toes or Fingers. I didn’t have a clue, and the doctor wasn’t about to provide an opinion. The legalities of the trade and American litigation kept him zipped up. He nodded occasionally and didn’t act horrified, both excellent signs. See? All this medical hullaballoo is totally unnecessary. I should clear out, make way for a needy impact injury patient. I’m sure a SQUID will be along shortly.
 Then the big test. Carefully, my neck brace came off. The doctor’s fingers poked around the base of my skull. I could move Head on command. Hallelujah! Toes, Fingers, Eyes, and now Head. All is well! Let's wrap this up.
 “OK?” I managed. "I can get up now?"
 The doctor wore his not-so-fast-buster expression and spoke using language he thought I would probably understand. “Just because the wheels turn on a motorcycle, doesn’t mean to say it’s drivable. At Ferry, we need to check under the hood, so diagnostic investigations are mandatory. Here's your mechanic, so to speak. Robert,” he said, gesticulating to the X-Ray technician, “We'll make sure your frame is not broken, and check for hairline cracks.” That’s what I heard as the doc rolled out his medical school terminology. I didn’t catch any terrifying words like, “paralyzed,” “spine,” or “Mary McGregor,” so I relaxed. More waiting. Just like at Service. It’s always takes longer than you think.
 Robert grabbed the end of the gurney, and we headed off to take pictures, following the blue line. More than a dozen shots up and down my left side. “We’ll do a CAT scan on Monday. You’re not the first one we’ve had. We know to look for brain bleed and other stuff you wouldn’t understand. Doctor’s orders. You’ll be transferred to regional for an MRI.”
 I wasn’t listening. I waited, biding my time because that’s what you do in Service. Keep your mouth shut and wait. No toe X-rays, I wanted to ask? They were also in the accident. Yes, I was wearing my big boots but also a helmet, and you want to check my brain? Seems rather selective. Any idea what a hospital zap strap is worth? I’ll need a few to get GT back on the road.
 Robert mentioned the word “MRI,” again. And “ambulance ride Monday to the regional hospital.” Not that I won’t enjoy another ambulance ride on drugs, but the medical process was spinning out of control, inflating HUMUNGOUS BILL. Billing horror stories cut through my drug fog. It’s all true, and the horror story is happening to me! This is precisely how they do it. With drugs and regional hospitals. I needed an escape plan! I hadn’t lost an arm and a leg in the accident, but I was about to lose my shirt. I didn’t tell him, “One ambulance ride is plenty, thanks. Can’t afford another. I’m saving for a new motorcycle. Your hospitality’s been terrific, but the fire truck was a bit much. And now an MRI? And what about poor GT? Waiting for me. Alone and forsaken in a strange yard. Waiting for me to show up and nurse her home. Away from the scrap yard. Perform reconstructive surgery. After all, we’ve been through. GT never let me down. Not once.
 We headed back to the ER. “I’m not allowed to interpret them,” Robert said when asked about the results. Fine, I can wait. Medical boundaries and safeguards are important. Division of duties. I understand.
 “Do you ride?”
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: X-technicians don’t ride motorcycles.
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The Motorcycle Call
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 I rested in a dimly lit room with my left leg elevated on a pad, my joints numbed by ice, and my thoughts lost in the void. Conrad had embarked on a mission to seek transportation and shelter. 'Undrivable,' he'd declared about GT's condition. It was very reassuring knowing my care angels were nearby, not hovering above my bed.
 “The doctor will return soon.”
 BC Nurse located my phone, still intact and functioning. With a second pillow supporting my head and right shoulder, I reached for my immobilized left arm with my right hand, bringing it over to the phone resting on my chest. My were left fingers poised for action. It was time to make the call, a reluctant acceptance. How to put it? 'Hey, guess what? Lady Luck finally caught up with me! But here's the kicker – hardly a scratch!' Guilt gnawed at me, like an alcoholic confessing to a relapse. 'I'm drunk and despicable; come bail me out.
 Reluctantly, I’d accepted the fact I must make the call. I would not arrive home on schedule and would have apparent damage when I did. What have you been up to? Ever heard of communication? The thing that rings?
 But what to say? “Hey, my number finally came up! But splendid news! Hardly a scratch!” I felt guilty. Like an alcoholic who falls off the wagon and calls home, “I’m drunk and disgusting. Come bail me out.”
 You did it to yourself, buster! What the hell is wrong with you? No one is obligated to climb on.
 The truth is, riders often think only of themselves. It's a solitary journey, a gamble that can leave others dealing with the aftermath. 
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: motorcycles are like slot machines.
 ––––––––
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 Your family expects the call. A motorcycle is like buying a ticking time bomb with a random counter. Families accept the truth about motorcycles; riders turn a blind eye. They recycle clichés like: “it’s not motorcycles, it’s the idiots behind car wheels.” Most riders believe they possess an awareness and agility that exempts them from accidents. Families know better.
 I rode for decades without making the Motorcycle Hospital Call. Not even the Slightly Bruised or Having Mechanical Issues call. It seemed like I might get away scot-free.
 I rehearsed the conversation in my mind. 'Just waiting for the doc, then I'll be out. Sure, a day or two behind schedule, but I'm fit as a fiddle. You know me, one of the lucky ones.
 The truth is, there isn't a gentle way to begin a conversation that includes “hospital” and “motorcycle.” My wife is emotional, not a stone-cold semi-Newtonian, like me. Accident conversations are simple between left brains. “Not surprised. It was just a matter of time after you bought that two-wheeler. Inevitable. What else is new? Anything unusual or out of the norm?”
 I texted my daughter, a young medical professional. The word “hospital” would not freak her out; she worked at one. We text regularly; nothing unusual about receiving a message from dad. “You there?”
 She responded promptly. I used words like 'hospital,' 'deer,' and 'motorcycle.' Most importantly, 'I'm fine' and 'Conrad's with me.' Monica unleashed a series of 'OMGs.' I suggested she break the news to Mom, knowing how she'd react. I'd wait for the green light. But Monica saw through my attempt: 'No way. You need to talk to her yourself.’ Kids are much easier to manage before they become independent.
 Surprisingly, it went better than expected. Conditioned by years of anticipating the Hospital Call, I reassured her, 'I'm fine. Yes, I'm in the hospital, but it's a formality. You know how these things go. Just a scratch in a road accident and they haul you here. Can't be avoided. I'll be out soon. Yes, I have travel insurance. Conrad is here. Other than a disrupted schedule, everything's hunky-dory. Right as rain. Couldn't be better. Fit as a fiddle.' I didn't mention opting for the el cheapo policy. 
 It was irrelevant since I would soon be declared road worthy. It was a tremendous relief to tick the call off my to-do list. Next on the agenda: mount a rescue mission for GT. We'd bring her home in a rental truck.
 I have two sisters and three brothers. I’m the youngest—the baby. I’m used to being coddled. We have a messaging group, Sibs Gang. I snapped a picture of my toes poking out from under the hospital sheet. “Guess where I am?” That kicked off a flurry of activity. Poor baby! Everyone on standby! Battle stations! Lower the life raft! It’s great having two bonus moms and three older brother-protectors.
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
 ––––––––
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 A nurse switched the lights to stark-sterile-hospital-glare. “Doctor is on his way.” The ice packs removed; they prepped me to make my second significant medical move of the day. The first being Highway 20-to-gurney-to-hospital examination slab. Other than being there, well... I was just there. But move two would be all me. BC Nurse was my instructor for my examination table-to-wheelchair attempt. Very promising, I thought. No bad news, and it’s common knowledge, hospitals always show patients the exit door in wheelchairs. No walking out. If you’re alive, wheelchair. Deceased, gurney — follow the black line and make a right when you see “Welcome to Our Morgue.”
 My move was Pivot Transfer, Unassisted in the standing position. Sounded easy. Stand on operational right leg supporting myself from the edge of the bed, pivot, and lower my bum into the locked wheelchair. Don’t overshoot! Always double-check to ensure the wheelchair is locked. As a precaution, an orderly stood by. I ride a motorcycle, remember? Let’s get on with it! A wheelchair is child’s play to me. I waited patiently, sitting on the edge of the bed in my hospital gown. The exit door is just down the corridor. Don’t blow this now with inappropriate remarks! This is the last mandatory step before freedom.
 “Absolutely no weight on your left leg!”
 I’m a former three-legged race winner. Grade five, I think it was? The moment weight transferred to my right leg, and I pushed off the bed, a rush of pain from somewhere deep inside my body yelled, what the fuck do you think you’re doing? Don’t do that! Get back on the slab-bed and lie still! Maybe take another round from Needle Nurse. A vile, bitter cocktail flooded my throat.
 I waited, holding on to the bed, trying not to reveal my distress.
 “Take your time.”
 I straightened up. I hadn’t been fully upright since leaving the café. Back when I took standing for granted.
 ––––––––
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 Truth About Motorcycles: riders should not take walking for granted.
 ––––––––
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 Pivot transfer didn’t go well. It was going into a curve too fast and barely making it out under control.
 The doctor returned and looked at me, now seated in a wheelchair. He held a hospital clipboard. The clipboard made my guy look less like a doctor and more like the service advisor at the local dealership. “Bad news about your bike, I'm afraid.” Service advisors always look down at their clipboard when it’s bad news. You brought it in to have the secret software tweak done, but it’s “bad news,” and the proof is on the clipboard.
 Doc looked at the paperwork and back at me. Come on. Out with it, I wanted to say. You found nothing. Fit as a knocked around fiddle. 
 He adjusted his glasses and looked down at the notes to double-check he wasn’t handed the medical records for Testicular Cancer Patient #1, then said, “The truth is, most motorcycle accidents don’t end well.”
 The key word was "most." Like your service adviser saying, “Just had to turn that little impossible to reach adjuster screw with our very expensive secret tool.”
 He was looking at the clipboard again. “Your left leg is badly broken. We’ll schedule surgery. Time is critical.”
 I felt like he’d punched me in the gut. How can that be? They want to slice me? Shouldn’t I be bellowing like an Australian? Never having broken a body part, I had no basis for comparison. I sprained a finger once—hurt a hell of a lot more.
 “Multiple shoulder and hip fractures. Extensive soft tissue damage. We must run more tests. Your shoulder’s also a surgery candidate.”
 Motorcycle Payback was making me nauseous. The truth is, there are detours on the Road to Joy.
 He wasn’t finished. More data on the clipboard. I didn’t listen.
 “Can’t rule out head or spinal injuries. CT and MRI scans will be necessary.”
 I was in a stupor. The bad news flared up and then sort of tickled me around the back of the head before sticking an uncomfortable finger in my ear.
 “I’m afraid you’ve got months of recovery, followed by a year of rehab in front of you. The orthopedic surgeon will see you tomorrow morning. We’ll schedule surgery and transfer you to regional.”
 I don’t know where it came from. It just slipped out. “I want to go home.” It squeaked out in a weak, wee lad voice. I want my mom! At least my bonus moms. “I’d prefer to be home.... for the surgery.”
 The doctor explained. “Potentially serious medical complications” and repeated the word “peril” several times. He sounded like the risk lawyers I’d worked with—I’m familiar with the routine. The lecture bounced off of me like water off a duck’s back. I was immune. Didn’t buy a word.
 “Pretty sure I can make it home,” I said calmly, trying to appear rational and execute a rapidly unfolding escape plan, based on sound logic: I have a good leg—Lenny gets around fine with one; what do I need my left arm and shoulder for? I’m right-handed! Get over the border into the arms of the government healthcare system I’d paid into for decades. Beats the hell out of going with the flow, away from home, ending up bankrupt, motorcycle-less, and living in a moldy rat-infested trailer on the outskirts of town. Rely on an unread el cheapo emergency travel insurance policy? I refused to throw up my arms, roll the dice, and end up condemned to a defeated life—a life without JOY. In the collision between healthcare and insurance companies, the patient always loses. Insurance giants make money by denying claims, not by paying out. That’s the point of fine print and litigation departments. I’d heard lots of stories. I want to go home! Not be bent by your wonderful drugs, with Nurse Bates waiting eagerly at the regional hospital.
 The doctor wasn’t impressed. He wore his, I’m the expert here and know what’s best, professional frown. The nurses seemed shocked that leaving was up for consideration. They were used to impact injury patients throwing in the towel. “There are serious medical risks.” The doctor repeated and ran through several of them as if I was one of the thick ones, incapable of absorbing the message. “A complication would be serious. Time is not your friend. The sooner bones are set, the better your chances are.”
 Yeah, and the sky could fall, or a box jellyfish could sting me in the ass. I’d moved into full defiance mode. Can’t be done? Just watch me! Bullheaded is in my genes.
 Conrad took Ferry Memorial’s side. “Stay put. Listen to the experts!” Then he cheated and phoned his wife, an ex-operating room nurse. An impartial viewpoint. Joanne put her foot down. “Are you nuts?” Her comments rattled me. Maybe I am nuts? She’s an expert. Knows so much more than me. I should pay attention.
 But Joanne couldn’t see the billing meter and she’s not used to dealing with the other side of medicine, collection agencies and insurance adjusters.
 Words drifted around the room. “Blood clot. Trauma. Stroke. Brain bleed. Bones not setting. Organ failure. Time is critical.” Had the doctor read A Brief History of Time, I wondered? The song, Die Try’in played, drowning the doctor’s speech out.
 As for Conrad, if you’re in Emergency, with a person jettisoned off a motorbike, what are you going to say? Sounds like a smart plan, buddy. Let’s get you the hell out of here. Ignore the experts. I’m sure you know better.
 ––––––––
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 My left ankle was the size of a melon. My calf muscle had gone the opposite direction, shriveled, and was in hiding. Parts of my leg were a disinfectant orange color. Elephant Man, at least Elephant Man’s left side. The sight of it was demoralizing. Escape? Dragging this horrific body part with me.
 After I prepped, an orderly provided a pair of tall crutches.
 “Absolutely no weight on your left leg,” the doctor instructed. He didn’t need to; the slightest pressure triggered pain daggers and a foul bile taste that made me want to puke and pass out. A couple of warning blasts and everything I had at my disposal was focused on, “Absolutely no weight on my left side.”
 My left side didn’t work except for my knee, which swung like a rusty hinge under my hospital dress, just enough to keep my cast boot off the floor as instructed. See? I looked proudly at the staff. Look at me, holding my leg off the floor, all by myself!
 Assisted by an orderly, carefully, as a test, I placed a crutch under my left shoulder, as instructed by the doctor who had warned, “May not be possible.” He was right. Now what? The doctor wore his, I told you so, biker-idiot expression. You’re not going anywhere.
 Without a word, I switched the crutch to my right shoulder and attempted to hobble sideways rather than forward, keeping all the weight off my left side, alternating between the crutch and my right leg.
 I started to topple. BC Nurse and an orderly rescued me. It sank in. I’m fucked like a rider without wheels. Carefully, I was lowered back into the wheelchair. Your goose is cooked, buster.
 I can’t imagine what wounded battlefield soldiers must feel, especially ones drafted and forced to take part in a farce. Shot to hell thanks to politics. No hope of survival unless the victims rescue themselves. Drag their maimed Elephant Man bodies home. Lie and die, or start crawling.
 The truth is, motorcycle riders learn to persevere.
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Bullheaded
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 America is the land of the free. Faced with my bullheadedness, the doctor had no option but to relent. Ferry Memorial is a hospital, not a prison.
 The task: move the body an inch at a time. Forward and to the right, with extreme caution. Backward and left are impossible, but they are unnecessary movements in a pared-down existence. Forward and right will get you where you need to go. An inch at a time.
 An administrator arrived with a clipboard and a ten-page release form. I signed and initialed, acknowledging my decision was contrary to Ferry Memorial’s advice. I pledged to undergo surgery within three days. Three days, four days, five days. Does it really matter? It’s like manufacturers’ maintenance intervals. They’re designed for worse case scenarios, with a generous fudge factor added. It’s the same with bone intervals, I’m sure. Well, not one hundred percent positive, given I possess zero orthopedic knowledge and am a former fainter, but it may follow similar logic.
 It’s nonsensical for the medical industry to pump patients full of drugs, then ask them to read and understand a ten-pager, and do the right thing. Everyone, including Conrad, registered their disagreement. But it is my body and my future. As for Conrad, he’s ex-military. Everyone knows members of the armed services swear an oath to no man left behind.
 I sat in a borrowed wheelchair in my flimsy gown with my supplies: pills, prescriptions, urine bottle, ice packs, and other medical stuff. There is only one taxi in Republic, Washington, and it wasn’t taking calls. I’d checked myself out of the hospital, but could not leave.
 And so began my escape from Ferry Memorial.
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
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 Conrad sorted it out.
 BC Nurse drove me to the motel. Conrad followed on his bike. Thank God for geographic bonding!
 Conrad wheeled me into the motel handicap room as the chambermaid was leaving. She smiled as if we shared a connection, both fucked-up. Crystal meth Skittles-eating, chambermaid freak. I already missed my angels of mercy.
 Conrad had a room a couple of doors down. It was well past dinnertime, time to scout for supper downtown, a block away. “Maybe soup or yogurt,” Conrad suggested? I hadn’t eaten a thing besides some cherries and one pastry, but in Blobland, there is no appetite. I nodded for Conrad’s sake. Maintaining a sense of normality is important.
 “TV?” Conrad asked.
 I shook my head, no. I had the kind of drugs that don’t require cartoon-watching. Calm, dim light Blobland drugs.
 Conrad left in search of food. I had pivot transferred onto the first of two queen beds and lay flat on my back. Immobile. Boot cast, “not to be taken off.” A lone wolf biker with a hospital urine bottle. Leg elevated. My joints numbed by ice. Scared that I had become a lesser being. The truth is, grim reality sinks in when you’re alone in a dimly lit handicap room, thanks to a motorcycle. You doubt it was worth it.
 Instead of the MAGIC in the machine, I was left alone with the magic of opioids.
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Always Brush Your Teeth
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 Sometime after midnight I woke up. Bullheaded roared, "Fear no evil! Get off the bed! If you must use the urine bottle, inch your way to the sink, always leaning right. Do what normal folks do! Brush your teeth. Wash your face. Will you lie on beds and waste away? Give in? Just twenty-five feet to the damn sink. How tough could it be? Or stay and turn into a meth-using, Skittles-chomping, ex-biker freak.
 I swung my right leg off the bed and onto the floor. Using the pivot maneuver, I turned my body. Even though I was in a handicap room, there wasn’t enough space to use my wheelchair. So, I inched forward on my right leg, between the beds and the wall, using a leaning stick and the bed as a safety net. It was frightening; very unsteady, with the sink a marathon away. Bullheaded pestered me: how can you escape if you can’t even make it to the bloody sink? Get on with it, man!
 I wanted to lie down, wait for the drugs to ask, “What’s the point?” Blobland isn’t so bad. But my future depended on teeth brushing. I made it as far as the second bed before my body shook like an out-of-control bent wheel. I tried to regain balance with the doctor’s words ringing in my ear, “any weight on your left side, and you’ll coming back in an ambulance." I dropped my leaning stick and crashed onto my right side.
 I lay propped up on a pile of luggage, clenching my teeth. My phone, to be used to call Conrad if needed, was on the bed table. I was afraid of the damage report; torpedoed again, captain. Bulkhead number four this time. Can’t be sealed. We’re going down for sure!
 Skittle-eating, crystal meth freak chambermaid would find me in the morning. Or Conrad? I didn’t want him thinking, how pathetic is this? I’m going to sort this out by hauling his dumb ass back to Ferry Memorial. I’m ex-military, not a goddamn nursemaid!
 With all my weight on my right arm and leg, I slowly pushed and inched myself off the debris field. It took everything I could muster, but eventually, I retreated to the safety of my bed. I can’t explain the difficulty. Lie down on the floor. Get up using one side of your body only. For the full effect, take some tranquilizing drugs first. Then allow an irate box jellyfish to sting your left side every fifteen seconds.
 ––––––––
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 On Monday morning, when Conrad arrived to kick off Day One operations, I was on the bed in the compliant position. My three-days until surgery clock was ticking.
 “Coffee?” he asked.
 “Sure.” I smiled. My coffee addiction remained.
 “Good rest?”
 “Great.” When will you have things sorted out?
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Could Have Been Worse
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 This physics question occurred to me: Did speed make me lucky or unlucky? If I had been traveling faster, even two miles an hour faster, Horace and I would not have met. It's astonishing how a minuscule fragment of time can wield such profound influence, altering everything.
 The chambermaid dropped in to change the towels. When she asked, “How you do’in?” she seemed to understand my “could have been worse” answer. A slight alteration in time, and she might have missed the first hit of drugs that trapped her.
 Conrad returned from the U-Haul dealership twenty miles out of town, with bad news; they didn’t have a truck up to the job of loading two bikes, driver, and one decrepit for a trip to Victoria. Republic is a lovely town, but not when it comes to escaping. There were no other rental option and no airport. Our fate was in the hands of U-Haul, and it was a bust.
 I called Gigantic Insurance Company. Can you help? I have an emergency medical situation. “Exactly what my policy is all about,” I explained. Must have surgery within three days, but I’m stranded in a handicap motel room with a Skittles-eating crystal meth freak chambermaid and no U-Haul. I need emergency assistance! Who knows what will become of me on day four? Please help!
 They took my information, entered it into their supercomputer, and told me to, “Hold on.” The computer came back with, “Released from Hospital.” It made no difference that I had escaped to reach a hospital where the insurance company would be off the hook. Checking myself out gave my insurer a big fat loophole, the one they choose to use against me. Section 9. Subsection 3. Clause 16. You get the picture: I was a victim of fine print. The fact that I was decrepit, required surgery, in pain, and was stranded and becoming demoralized wasn’t a consideration. My el cheapo policy only supported hospital transfers “bed-to-bed” and I wasn’t in a hospital. I threatened to return to Ferry Memorial to readmit myself, but there was provision for that as well; once you’re out, you’re out. That’s it—there’s no going back. Let’s add an unofficial rule:
 ––––––––
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 Always read the fine print or ride with a contract lawyer without an intercom.
 ––––––––
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 Experience is something you get after you needed it, the saying goes.
 Now what? Here’s a good thing to know about Conrad. He never said, “Told you so. Should have stayed put. You can be such a jackass.” He never rubbed it in. If he says anything, it’s with humor. Bob was like that.
 When all else fails, who bails you out? Family. My family's help desk doesn’t have fine print. They already had a brother prepped on standby. On Day Two, Ron arrived in Republic to fetch his little brother.
 
 PART 7 MORORCYCLE-LESS
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Falling Brothers
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 Ron, along with my other brothers and sisters, and I, grew up on the set of a Monty Python Lumberjack skit with a little Huckleberry Finn and Nancy Drew thrown in—a fertile incubation ground for biker boys. My older brothers experienced falls that put their lives in danger long before I encountered Horace.
 Ron toyed with motorcycles until Rule #1 nailed him in Montevideo, Uruguay. He was in the hospital for two months after a car, not a deer, bumped into his Korean scooter. New medical challenges layered on top of older injuries, ones predicted to prevent him from living, then walking, let alone riding a motorbike in South America decades later.
 Compared to Ron’s experiences, my encounter with Horace was a dream vacation. When my brother picked me up, I didn’t expect, “Thank God, you’re safe, little brother! Everyone’s worried sick. Wheel over here! Let me give you a big, fat hug.” For Ron, my situation was a bump in the road. Not a big deal. Carry on. Are you going to try for a free PTSD service dog?
 “Not so bad,” I assured Ron as I demonstrated my pivot transfer prowess and sat in his Tracker. The Tracker he pulled behind his colossal RV, now staged an hour north, in Grand Forks, BC.
 Ron left the borrowed wheelchair at the motel office, cutting off my mobility lifeline. Can I get to where I need to go, an inch at a time? I was careful not to reveal signs of distress. If it were Barb or Joan, my bonus moms, the meetup would have been entirely different. But rather than a mom, the help desk sent the King of Bullheaded.
 Skittle-eating, crystal meth, chambermaid freak waved goodbye. I smiled and waved back. Surprisingly good customer service skills, I thought, for a freak. Probably a nice person, spit on by Life, the Bully. She was dealing with her own Horace—hope she makes her escape and does well. I left a big tip because it’s admirable when people work at legitimate jobs to pay for their drugs.
 The Tracker backed out of its parking spot. ‘Escape shift into high gear,’ I wanted to shout. Measured in miles, not inches. We’re off! Ron, sound the horn! Let’s do a victory lap around Ferry Memorial!
 GT remained abandoned behind a sign on a fence that said, ‘Trespassers will be shot! Survivors will be shot again!’ There was nothing I could do.
 Having gone through a traumatic event, you expect the world, at least the weather, to be on your side—gloomy and reflective. But it was the exact opposite: upbeat, Life, the Beautiful weather. Perfect for Conrad. He would be in the Cascades, riding through the mountain pass, gorgeous scenery, sweeping curves, aiming to catch the afternoon state ferry home. Later, he told me he was “nervous as hell.” He used traffic as a shield. Constantly scanning for wildlife. “Scheduling worked out well, though. Right on time for the ferry.” I missed him. And Bob.
 I told Ron about my crash. I knew it was a pickup basketball game compared to the NBA final he’d starred in. Horrific to me, but benign to him. I wanted to wallow in accident pity like any respectable victim, but Ron isn’t that type of man. My accident was a day at the beach. I tried my best to make it sound like it could have been worse, because Ron knows it can be a hell of a lot worse.
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
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 When I was a youngster, and Ron was barely twenty years old, my brother fell. Well, not an actual fall; he was crushed then he fell. Not bashed against a road, but pinned by a yellowish, diesel fume belching, soulless Caterpillar. Where the hell was Buddha? Did he not ride in the circuitry of heavy equipment back then, Mr. Pirsig? You didn’t mention in your stupid Zen book that the Big Man is selective. Two-wheel freedom machines only? No hitching rides on dozer tracks, crawling through mud, with hard-working loggers? No Zen and the Art of Heavy-Duty Mechanics? Is Buddha not comfortable lathered in grease?
 Ron worked for Skeena Forest Products as a Whitewater Boom Man. Actually, he was a Whitewater Boom Boy. The mighty Skeena is a large, fast-flowing river in northwestern British Columbia, home of cedar trees capable of living a thousand years and growing up to 70m/230ft tall, unless a timber company knocked them down first, which is what Skeena River Forest Products was up to. 
 My brother was born strong, athletic, stubborn, hard-playing, and hardworking. He was made to be a Whitewater Boom Boy. Riding a motorcycle is child’s play compared to riding a log down a raging river. Paid to ride? Are you kidding me? The mere suggestion of such an occupation today would horrify regulators. I’m obstinate, but I may have to side with the ‘we’re-here-to-protect-you crowd’ on this one.
 A small crew constructed booms, logs chained together in a backwater, to form a log corral. Timber, dumped into the Skeena upstream, would float down to be herded into a waiting trap. Three hundred logs to fill one boom. A river tug helped direct the careening missiles toward the opening. Along the river bank and in the backwater, Ron jumped from log to log with his peevee pole, a tool used to hook and move logs, push timber away from shore, break up jams, and direct the fallen trees into the boom. Like herding cattle into a chute, except on a river. Once a boom was full, a tug would shepherd it toward a pulp mill or lumber mill forty miles away, at the edge of the Pacific Ocean.
 [image: image-0-28.jpg]
Whitewater Boom Men
 The boomsticks that make up the corral are secured together with chains. The ends of the logs that will form the opening rest on shore, tethered by cables to secure the boom until it’s time to position it in the river.
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The boom crew would lash the logs together with chains and then call the dozer to hook on and cinch the sticks into place. At 2:20 on a sunny summer afternoon, Ron waved the Cat over. He jumped off a log to take the winch cable as he had done a hundred times before. His body was between a log and the dozer. WTF? Risk Mitigation Guy, where were you? My brother needed you!
 This time, the bulldozer didn’t stay put and wait for the command to move. In a daze from the long hot summer day, the operator reversed. By the time Ron realized what was about to happen, he was trapped (he admits to daydreaming about his girlfriend at the time). He screamed at the driver, but the Cat kept inching back. Ron remembers feeling his bones breaking.
 You see why I told my brother, ‘Could have been worse?’
 A boom man threw his axe at the Cat, and my brother’s escape began.
 ––––––––
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 ◆◆◆
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 In the early afternoon, we pulled to a stop beside Ron’s colossal RV. Ron, a mobility expert, had a fix for my pathetic hobbling. “Forget the leaning sticks. Next to useless.” Tucked away in a storage compartment was a pair of elbow crutches. A cuff goes around the forearm instead of under the shoulder. Hands latch on to horizontal grips. Elbow crutches distribute weight, relieving the shoulders. Movement remained an ordeal, but now I could manage to move straight ahead inches at a time.
 Back in the Tracker, we drove to the community hospital, a first aid and logistics center. My brother Lance, a year and a half older than me and a former member of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, had called to give them an order: “Injured motorcyclist incoming. An escapee from the American billing system. Be prepared!” If there’s any trouble, I’ll mount my horse and be there in a week! Actually, Lance never rode horses or motorcycles, but he did fall over a waterfall.
 ––––––––
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 Lance fell. Fell to be crushed. Into a fast-flowing stream and then headfirst down a three hundred-foot/ ninety-two-meter waterfall, like plunging off the top of Big Ben in London. It was a beautiful day, like the day I met up with Horace and Ron, a caterpillar. I had an appointment with a motel room. Lance had an appointment with a dot on a map.
 He was an eighteen-year-old boy, working a summer job timber cruising in the Nass Valley, which is the process of mapping an area and measuring the volume and quality of standing and downed timber before it is harvested. Lance and his twenty-year-old workmate, Rick, climbed out of a helicopter in a remote forest, joining bears, mosquitoes, moose, and whatever nature had in store for them. No communication systems. No GPS. They were old-school explorers. Mary, the receptionist at head office, often forgot to update the Safety Sign that said, XX days since the last accident.
 The boy’s objective: find a reasonable route to a predetermined dot on a topographical map and map it. Here’s a compass and a chain to measure distance. Twelve miles to the dot. Better get a move on! In a later step, others would use their map, retrace their route to reach the dot, and inspect the value of the old-growth trees.
 Lance led, operating the compass. Rick followed, holding the far end of the measuring chain. Off they went, fixated on one landmark after another, never knowing what lay in their path until they covered the ground. The only safety tip was: make lots of noise if you don’t want to become bear food.
 The boys encountered a fast-flowing stream in a shallow ravine on that August day. It cut between them and their next landmark. My brother stood in his heavy logging boots on rocks above the edge of the stream. I can jump back, he thought, away from the water. After all, I was on the high school volleyball team. I know about jumping and keeping my eye on the ball.
 A boot slipped, and Lance slid into the water. Hands still on the compass. His attention was welded on the next landmark. He dismissed the thought of jumping backward. Maybe a wet foot? Not so bad. He eyed the opposite shore, but the rocks there were too steep and jagged to attempt a crossing. A wet foot it is.
 Fast-flowing mountain water is deceptive. It looks peaceful, flowing through undisturbed nature, but carries the massive power of an unstoppable force. Sir Isaac could calculate the energy, but imagine fifty fire hoses blasting you. A boot slipped into the stream. And then the other. The current was strong and heavy gear weighed the boy down. A waterfall waited a few car lengths downstream, its proximity determined by the route to a dot on a map. A three-hundred-foot / ninety-two-meter plunge to death. You boys should be home, fooling around with your girlfriends, not out here, tramping through my forest. Bag groceries if you must have a summer job! Or serve soft ice cream. What do you think you’re doing here, on your own, eyeing my trees? The current picked my brother up and flung him over the cliff. Off with you! Be gone! 
 What awaited Lance was a horrific bombardment against rocky outcroppings before bleeding to death as water pinned him against boulders at the bottom of the falls.
 “Time kind of stood still. Life does flash before your eyes.” Valley of Death? I thought, listening to my brother talk. “Memories” was the word Lance used. “They prompted me to want to save myself.” Physically close to death, but mentally, my brother never conceded. He had a gorgeous girlfriend and much more to live for. When I was drowning In the river, I got a video. Lance got memories. Eerily similar. One a call to action. The other an acceptance. Each of us pushed by water toward our Valley of Death. 
 “You know how, when you’re a kid, you think you can jump, just before you hit the ground to save yourself? It was sort of like that. More maneuver than jump, but the same idea. I can save myself, I thought. I know it sounds silly, but I really believed I would figure something out.” Hopelessness and despair would have seized me. I’m going to die, and I’m just a kid. How unfair is that? Mother of God, why me? But Lance wasn’t overcome. “I had time to think. It was surreal. As if it were happening in very slow motion.” If you have presence of mind, tumbling down a tall waterfall gives you time to think: What can I do to prevent my imminent death? Talk about a Zen-Newtonian moment! 
 Somehow, Lance swung his body enough to aim his lumberjack boots at a rock ledge. His boots hit the outcropping, slowing his momentum. He spotted a second lower ledge to his right, just out of reach. He forced his body to roll and moved far enough to hit the second rock ledge, slamming into its surface. Head against stone without protection, aside from desperately flapping arms. The force of the water pushed Lance against the ledge until it pinned him. Snagged on a rock and dangling beside a waterfall, his scalp was ripped open, and he was bleeding out. Sounds awful, but under the circumstances, it was beautiful.
 Lance lost consciousness. No angels of mercy, but Rick was there, horrified. He raced toward a logging road. Eventually, a rescue team and a helicopter arrived.
 By coincidence, a national TV crew was in Terrace doing a story. They diverted to Mills Memorial Hospital for the much better, Miracle Boy Survives Waterfall story. Miracle Boy made the national newscast and many news groups picked up his story. Lance got his minute of fame the hardest way possible. Unfortunately, no talking; his voice box bruised from the fall, the Prince of Bullheaded was speechless for weeks.
 ––––––––
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 At Grand Forks Hospital, after consultations, it was agreed that my best option was to be close to home, in a full-service hospital. On Wednesday, August 21, with assistance, I flew to Victoria. At five o’clock on Day Three, I was wheeled into Royal Jubilee, a five-hundred-bed state-of-the-art hospital, half an hour from home. An orthopedic surgeon operated on me the following morning. It was Day Four.
 I was recovering in Royal Jubilee when Bob dropped by with a bag of almonds. I introduced my roommate, another bike accident victim. Sam had hit a curb on his bicycle, toppled over, and broke his hip.
 The truth is, motorcycle accidents are way more impressive.
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After the Fall
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 There is a gradual progression from a motorcycle to hospital bed, to wheelchair, to a mobility scooter and crutches, then to a walker, water-walking in a pool, and hopefully to a cane, trekking poles, and slowly building strength to learn what your limitations are likely to be.
 They say there is no free ride. Remember Newton? Every force has an equal and opposite reaction. For lottery winners, Motorcycle JOY has a price. To be thorough and honest, our motorcycle dictionary must include the term Motorcycle Payback. 
 The best advice I received from doctors and therapists is worth repeating in my words. If you tell yourself 'Good enough. Fuck it!' you’ll end up a permanent resident of Blobland living in Complacency Towers. I didn’t share family bullheadedness stories with my doctors and therapists. I felt it might make my repair experts less enthralled with my progress. Oh. You have examples? It's in your genes? That makes your progress much less impressive.
 My wife, Dori, looks after me while I do minuscule exercises in my subterranean basement jail, the staircase barring my way to the main floor. I point my broken foot toward imaginary hour marks on a clock and shrug my busted shoulder. When trivial actions become your Mount Everest, you know the hill climb will be tough. You’ll stall. Drop your bike. If you’re stubborn, you pull yourself up and repeat your exercises twice as often as instructed by your in-home therapist.
 Bunny is my coach. Pearl is my faithful cheerleader.
 For the first time in years, a motorcycle is not parked in our garage. The house feels empty.
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Zen and the Art of Motorcycle Riding
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 Two months after my release from Royal Jubilee, Bob flew into the Thompson River. As I recuperated, the puzzle pieces formed a picture.
 Had Bob figured it out? Did he really understand the truth about motorcycles? When I joked about Buddha hitchhiking on his Multistrada, Bob explained, “It’s conceptual. When you ride, you’re connected.”
 “So?”
 “Enlightenment is the interconnectedness of all things.”
 “So?”
 On rare occasions, my Motorcycle Friend opened up and joked about being what he called “a Transformer.” The shift that happens Before-Motorcycle and On-Motorcycle. The constant swing between nothingness and awareness that occurs when you’re riding. How the drone of the engine and the wind can make your mind think about nothing and then everything. Days and months of life happen in minutes and hours on-motorcycle. Riding is a quest, like life condensed in time. The perfect ride doesn’t last long; life is like that. It changes. Always moving forward toward the next event.
 In our minds, Bob and I were hardened survivors. Curmudgeonly Jackasses. But we had the terminology wrong. Like my brothers, Bob possessed a touch of Zen, the ability to deal with consequences. I just hadn’t put an appropriate label on it.
 My Motorcycle Riding Rules are mostly about ability and awareness. I haven’t said much about the 3rd A, Accountability. It is what it is and it ain't what it ain't; each rider must be accountable. Bob knew: “You're in charge of your ride. Not Buddha.”
 No one's obliged to climb on.
 Life hands you experience. Some of it makes sense. Other parts make you wonder. Why did Horace leap onto Highway 20? Why did a bulldozer crush the King of Bullheaded? Push The Prince over a waterfall? Karma? The law of cause and consequence? When you ride, you can’t stop the rain that pelts you and eventually seeps into your skin. Or the sun that fries you like a battered pickle. But you can be skillful about the way you react.
 Life handed my brothers horrible accidents. Who knows why? Let’s not speculate on the cause. Each brother responded with deep determination. They were skillful and accountable, taking responsibility for their outcomes.
 As a consequence of thinking, and with guidance from YouTube, I’m adding “Zen” to the way I define my life practice now. Sure, I’m a jackass and a curmudgeon, but I am one who will consciously be accountable for consequences. Instead of cursing and Why Me’s? it’ll be What Next? The extent of my recovery and how I manage what I become tomorrow is up to me. Think of yourself as a Zen Jackass and outcomes will be better. So long, Curmudgeonly. One paltry word. Rebranded. An improved me.
 I suspect Bob had the great ride of causality figured out. He never blamed; he always dealt with consequences. If I suggested swapping “Curmudgeon” for “Zen.” “Just a word,” he’d say. I think. Probably, that’s what he’d say. I wish he were here now to talk it through. To assure me, “yes, I knew all along. The Zen of motorcycles has very little to do with the art of maintenance."
 Bob owned two motorcycles; both were his sanctuary. He rode his cruiser to his grave. Or his next beginning? Turns out my friend had pancreatic cancer. Who knows why Life, the Bully picked on him, but Bob dealt with his destiny. He scraped his pegs in the Thompson River.
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Don’t Be a Weenie
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 It’s been months since Horace and I met. The scene replays in my mind, sometimes in a nightmarish way. Other times, as a question: “What’s next?”
 People ask, “Will you ride again?” If you can? DON’T BE A WEENIE!
 “Probably not,” I answer. It’d be crazy, right? My number would go back in the draw. Family members would say, “Didn’t you learn your lesson? Motorcycles kill!”
 I don’t mention it, but the rumble of many of my faithful two-wheelers still echoes in my thoughts, a symphony of man-machine camaraderie. “Will I climb back on?” is a question that consumes a lot of my recovery time. Bones mend. Memories diminish. Soft tissue pain dulls. I may be physically capable in a year, but will my mind accept climbing on?
 I admit to being fearful. I read stories about riders who “got back on as soon as possible.” “I climbed on with my cast.” “Don’t be a weenie! Get the fuck back on!” These are real bikers, true outlaws! Me, I’m a Zen Jackass.
 I spend a lot of time searching online for a ‘Therapy Bike.’ “A companion that understands the road to healing as much as the thrill of the ride,” I tell Bunny. “A machine that fits my new circumstances. Immune to kamikaze deer. More recovery tool than motorcycle.” After many years, I miss not having a motorcycle resting in the garage. To talk things over with. Waiting to discover JOY. Being motorcycleless makes me feel uneasy.
 You’d think I’d hate motorcycles, but I don’t. Bunny understands. There is more than one way to skin a cat, right, Bunny? Maybe a three-wheeler?
 Navigating recovery is akin to a challenging ride: an unpredictable route that demands every ounce of resilience and tenacity. There are days you'd be content to move to Complacency Towers and be done with it. But I have #7, Be Stubborn In a Good Way, in my back pocket and the will to be accountable. At a minimum, healing must get me to where climbing on is my decision.
 I work at recovering; it’s my job now, much like I once tuned motorcycles for peak performance. 
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 
 Truth About Motorcycles: Kickstands Up, unless you're a weenie. 
 ––––––––
[image: image]

 Thanks for riding with me. + I’ll report back in my follow-up book, The Joy of Motorcycle, More Scraping Pegs. 
                   Also by Michael Stewart
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