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This book is dedicated to my wife Tracy who 
showed considerable bravery in hopping on 
the back of a motorcycle behind me.  She 

endured, and continues to endure, my 
wanderlust with grace.   
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Introduction 

 
This book was born from the pain of two 

people losing their spouses of nearly thirty years.  
Yet, this is not a book about that pain.  Instead, it is 
about two wounded people coming together and 
attempting to build a past, present and future.  
Looming large under the surface is our other past 
and it occasionally breaks through to the surface.  

Some people grieve by locking themselves 
away from the world.  My response to grief is action, 
such as in remarrying shortly after becoming 

widowed.  My other natural reaction to adversity is 
laughter.  I always try to find humor in difficulties, 
even to the point of becoming irreverent at times.   

The following pages contain the actions I took 
in the first two year of my marriage.  These actions 
served two purposes:  They helped me grieve and 
helped build a foundational relationship with my new 
wife.  I hope that you will also appreciate my 
humorous responses to the many adversities we 
faced. 

Since these pages concern two years of my 
life, it obviously refers to real people.  I have changed 
some names to protect their true identities.  But, 
since I usually introduce family members by their 
relationship to me, they will be fairly easily to 
identify.  I hope they will not be too offended at my 
portrayal of them.  If they are, they can write their 
own book and set the record straight.   

   Luther M. Maddy III 
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Chapter 1: I buy a motorcycle 
 
Sometimes life is funny and then sometimes it 

kicks you in the teeth.  Everything can be going 
along just fine and then your wife’s forty five year old 
brother decides to commit suicide.  A few months 
later, your wife’s thirty three year old sister is 
diagnosed with leukemia and then two months after 
that, your forty six year old wife is diagnosed with a 
very nasty strain of lymphoma.  Ten months later, 
your wife loses her battle with cancer, you’re broke, 
can’t sell your house because the real estate market 
has collapsed, are stuck with huge payments and 
your son has dropped out of college.  Four months 
after that, your eighteen year old daughter marries a 
twenty four year old man she has known for less 
than a year.  Then, two months after that, your 
sister-in-law loses her battle with cancer.   

Those tragic events left me surrounded by the 
remaining members of my family, yet completely 
alone.  My best friend was gone.  My world was 
turned upside down.  There was no one to really talk 
to.  Nothing much seemed to matter anymore. 

Reaching out in my loneliness I started 
communicating on a Christian singles site.  A simple 
hello grew to lengthy emails.  Lengthy emails grew to 
lengthy phone conversations.  There were others with 
whom I communicated, but this was different.  We 
connected.  We seemed to know each other’s heart. 

Soon we had the desire to meet in person.  We 
wanted to see if we enjoyed spending time together.  
Would there be a physical attraction to match the 
attraction of our hearts and minds?  After 
communicating for three months, I reached my self-
imposed deadline of waiting at least six months 
before dating.  Claiming I was completely sane, a 
little over seven months after my wife of almost 
twenty eight years passed away, I married the 
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woman whom I had met in person for the first time 
only six weeks earlier.   

When we finally met in person in February 
2007, it was as if we were two old friends.  Because 
of our previous conversations we knew almost 
everything about each other before meeting.  We 
were similar in many ways, yet different in others.  
We enjoyed each other’s company immensely.   

I gave Tracy one week to plan our wedding.  
We were married under the trees on a mountain in 
Southern Utah in April 2007.  None of my family was 
able to attend on such short notice.  But, it seemed 
like a good idea at the time.   

Greif counselors on the Internet say loneliness 
is not a good reason to remarry.  But, as I reasoned 
over and over again, what other reason could there 
be?  If I liked being alone I would never get 
remarried.  That would just be stupid.  

Tracy, like me, had also suffered loss.  Her 
husband of twenty nine years passed away suddenly 
during a hunting trip a year and a half before we 
married.  Her younger brother died of a sudden heart 
attack the same day my sister-in-law lost her battle 
with cancer, four weeks before we married.   

When we married, both in our late forties, we 
had a heightened sense of how short life can be.  Life 
seemed to be moving in slow motion, causing us to 
cram as much excitement as possible into each and 
every moment.  We were trying to create our own 
memories.  Our long histories with someone else 
caused a strong desire to create a history of our own, 
as fast as we could.  In that quest for adventure and 
of creating a history together, I decided I had enough 
gray hairs in my beard to buy a motorcycle. 

Motorcycle riding was once thought of as the 
domain of the young.  However, the average age of a 
Harley rider has been steadily increasing.  The year I 
purchased my bike, the average motorcycle rider was 
forty-nine.  I was only forty-eight.  Motorcycle rallies 
today, rather than being filled with young rowdies, 
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are attended by “gray beards” or those whose beards 
should be gray but have discovered hair dye works 
great on beards.   Motorcycles have either become 
unattractive to young adults or too expensive for 
them.  I would guess the latter since the average 
Harley costs more than most cars.    

“Tracy,” I began, home from work one 
afternoon less than one month after we married, “I’ve 
decided to buy a motorcycle.” 

“Don’t you already have two in the garage?” 
She asked. 

Tracy was technically correct, but I hardly 
considered the two bikes in my garage real 
motorcycles.  There, collecting dust in my garage, 
were a 1974 Yamaha Enduro 175 I purchased at the 
age of fifteen and a 1980 Honda 70 Passport I 
purchased for my children to ride around the 
neighborhood when the police were not on patrol.   

After thirty-three years the Enduro still ran, 
just not very often.  Through years of neglect and my 
overeating, its seat grew smaller and smaller and it 
just did not have the power it once had.  The extra 
fifty pounds I carried now may have had some small 
part in this, but I blamed its shrinking seat size and 
power loss on its age, not mine.  

When I was sixteen and much lighter, I got 
that Yamaha 175 up to a raging speed of sixty-seven 
miles an hour on the freeway going downhill.  During 
that trip I rode it for seventy grueling, vibrating, 
miserable miles without stopping.  With its top speed 
of thirty-five miles an hour, the Honda scooter did 
not really fit the bill either.  It was truly torture to 
ride this bike six miles from the repair shop to my 
home one afternoon.   

The bikes in my garage were not what I had in 
mind when I thought of buying a motorcycle.  Neither 
of these bikes appealed to the new “born to be wild” 
side of me. I wanted to speed down the highway on a 
large, padded seat, with Tracy behind me screaming 
in fear as I blasted down the road at one hundred 
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miles per hour.  I wanted a bike that I could tour the 
country on; a bike that would help me live the life I 
felt deprived of for so many years.  If I were 
completely honest, I really wanted a bike because I 
thought they were cool.   

“No you idiot,” I replied using my favorite term 
of endearment that Tracy had not yet grown 
accustomed to or fond of, “I want a real motorcycle.  
One like everyone else has.” 

By everyone else, I primarily meant my sister, 
her two boys, and her fiancée. My nephew Wayne 
was twenty three and currently riding a nearly new 
2005 Harley Davidson Springer.  Wayne began with a 
600 Honda Shadow but quickly outgrew it and sold it 
to his mother, my sister.  Donald, his brother, 
currently rode a Honda crotch rocket and John, her 
fiancé, was a long term Honda Goldwing rider.   

In Idaho, it seemed motorcycles were 
everywhere.  My family was not the only family that 
caught the bike bug.  From 2007 to 2008, motorcycle 
registrations in Idaho increased by forty-four 
percent. In a state with just over one million 
passenger cars registered, there were over sixty two 
thousand motorcycles registered in 2008.  That 
meant one out of every eighteen vehicles on the road 
was a motorcycle.  No wonder I thought everyone else 
was riding a bike. 

“Well, excuse me,” Tracy replied tersely, still 
not sure how to take the word idiot. “Do whatever 
you want.” 

I apologized to my new wife for calling her an 
idiot, but tried to explain, again, that I meant it in a 
good way.  This was one of the many adjustments we 
had to make. Being married to other people for so 
long, each of our individual marriages and families 
had their own culture.  My jabbing and teasing style 
of communication was usually intended to get a 
reaction, sometimes good, from the other person.  I 
used hyperbole almost continuously. Tracy, on the 
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other hand, said what she meant and meant what 
she said. 

In the short few weeks we had been married, 
we were both adjusting to these differences.  Tracy 
was learning to ignore most of my hyperbole and I 
was learning to avoid some methods of 
communication I had commonly used in the past.  
One of those was the “friendly family flip-off”.   

In my past life, the “friendly family flip-off” 
was a very common method of communication 
between the four of us.  Shortly after becoming the 
butt of a joke, the butt would refer to the harasser as 
an idiot and flip him or her off.  This would usually 
end with laughter and the harasser getting the 
pleasure of knowing that he or she had successfully 
irritated the other person enough for them to resort 
to the flip off.   

The “friendly family flip-off” was usually good 
natured, but it could also be used when the “flipper” 
was telling the “flipee”, “I’ve had enough” or “I don’t 
want to talk about that now”.  Sometimes being 
flipped off in our family meant the same thing it 
means to the rest of the world, but that meaning was 
usually reserved for times when the “flipee”, usually 
me, was in public and could be humiliated before a 
large group of people, such as when attending official 
functions at Church or in a crowded restaurant.   

Tracy was the recipient of a “friendly flip-off” 
from me only once.  I learned that lesson quickly.  
One afternoon we were eating at Lardos restaurant in 
McCall, Idaho.  Teasing each other a little, feeling out 
the boundaries of our new relationship, Tracy asked 
me if I had been the inspiration for this restaurant’s 
name.  I responded by giving her a “friendly family 
flip-off” by very discreetly scratching my face with the 
offending finger.  

Tracy’s reaction was not nearly as discreet.   
“Did you just flip me off?” she exclaimed 

loudly, causing the older couple next to us to look up 
from their shared plate of lasagna. 
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Frantically, I tried to explain the history and 
proper use of the “friendly family flip-off”, but was 
unsuccessful. I continued to explain and apologize 
during the rest of our now, very hastily eaten meal.  
Then, I spent the entire two hour drive home 
continuing to explain and apologize.  I decided then 
and there that the “friendly family flip-off” was one 
tradition from my past family culture I must 
abandon.      

Tracy only took slight offense to my calling her 
an idiot in response to her motorcycle question.  She 
was making adjustments too, albeit slowly.  We 
avoided an argument, that day, and I took her, “do 
whatever you want”, comment as all the blessing I 
needed and began my search for a motorcycle. 

The next day, I had lunch with my friend Rick 
Garcia who is at least fifteen years younger than me.  
Rick was once under my employ as a salesperson, 
but I was forced to lay him off after only six months 
on the job.  Fortunately, Rick did not take it 
personally and we remained friends.   

Rick’s current full time job was that of 
associate pastor for a local church.  But, his part 
time, and probably considerably more lucrative 
profession was buying and selling vehicles of all 
kinds, including motorcycles. It was Rick who sold 
my nephew Wayne the Honda 600 my sister 
currently rode.  If anyone were to blame for the fact 
that almost everyone in my family rides a bike, it 
would be Rick.  

“I’ve decided I’m old enough to buy a bike,” I 
said, informing Rick of my new plans. 

“I’ve got a bike I can sell you,” Rick said, his 
eyes lighting up as he caught the aroma of a 
potential sale in the air.   

While I had known Rick for several years, I 
had never purchased anything from him.  Even so, 
that did not dissuade him from trying to purchase 
one of my vehicles or sell me one of his.  Despite 
each of us bantering numbers around nearly every 
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time we met, we never came to terms.  Probably 
because the vehicle he was selling never meshed with 
the vehicle I was looking for at the time. 

“What have you got and why are you selling 
it?” I asked, fairly sure I would not be interested. 

“Too small,” Rick began, answering the second 
question first. “It’s a 1998 Honda Shadow 600.  I’d 
like to trade up to a 750.” 

After selling Wayne his first Honda Shadow, 
Rick missed it so much he purchased another, 
nearly identical, bike.  However, this bike was newer 
and he got a better deal. In short, he made money 
and traded up which was what he intended to do 
again with me. 

 “How could that be too small?” I began, 
revealing my ignorance, “I’ve got a 175 and I used to 
ride it on the freeway all the time, surely a 600 is big 
enough.” 

 “It tops out at about eighty.  I just wish it had 
another gear. But it would be perfect for you just 
starting out. I’m only asking $2,200.” 

Rick was always the salesman, but he was 
always honest.  And he was always honestly trying to 
make the most money he could on every transaction. 

“Can I try it out?” I asked, even more 
interested now that I knew the price tag which was 
very much within my budget. 

“I’ll bring it by your office tomorrow 
afternoon,” Rick said, fairly sure he would soon be in 
the market for a 750.  

Rick did indeed bring it by the next afternoon.  
Until that moment, I had never been on a bike larger 
than my Yamaha 175, so I was actually a little 
apprehensive.   

“What are the gears?” I asked as I straddled 
the silver bike with black trim on the gas tank. 

“One up, three down.” 
I revved up the engine and slowly released the 

clutch.  The bike started to move forward and I 
placed my feet on the pegs.  Ignoring the stop signs 
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in downtown Caldwell, I took it for a spin around the 
short block.  I reached the incredible speed of thirty 
miles an hour, but that was enough.  I was hooked.  
The smooth power this bike had was so unlike my 
tiny Yamaha.  The feel of the wind blowing what hair 
I had left as I zoomed around the block was 
exhilarating. I had to have a bike. 

“Thanks Rick,” I said as I let down the 
kickstand and parked the bike. “I’ll have to think 
about this.” 

Rick drove away on the bike sure he should 
start looking for a 750. 

“John, Rick has another bike for sale.  It’s a 
600 just like he sold Wayne but a little newer.  The 
price is right.  What do you think?” I asked my soon 
to be brother-in-law at a family gathering that 
weekend. 

 “Too small.  You need something that can 
handle itself in the wind and if you want to put two 
people on it, look for at least a 900.  My Goldwing’s 
for sale and it does great in the wind,” John 
volunteered, making me wonder if he was related to 
Rick. 

John currently rode a red Goldwing that was 
just two years old.  He was the most qualified 
motorcycle expert I knew.  He and my sister met as 
members of a Christian motorcycle club, and were to 
be married in two months.  Rick, it seems was not 
only responsible for fueling the family’s motorcycle 
interests, but ultimately responsible for my sister 
becoming remarried more than twenty years after 
divorcing the father of her two sons.   

The motorcycle club they belonged to, Road 
Riders for Jesus, was chartered two years earlier.  As 
the chapter was being organized, the club’s president 
thought it wise to obtain permission to start a new 
bike club in the area. While there were already many 
bike clubs riding in the area, even several other 
Christian bike clubs, it was proper biker etiquette to 
obtain official permission to wear their club patch on 
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vests and jackets, which is referred to as sporting 
colors.  In this case, the outlaw group was known as 
Brother Speed.   

Brother Speed was officially organized in Boise 
in 1969.  Today it has eight chapters in the states of 
Oregon, Washington, Idaho, and Utah.  The club’s 
headquarters is now in Portland, Oregon.  Brother 
Speed and other outlaw bikers often identify 
themselves as belonging to an outlaw group by 
wearing a “one percenter” patch on their vest or 
jacket.  This patch was created in response to a 
supposed quote from the American Motorcycle 
Association responding to the biker riots in Hollister 
California in 1947.  The association supposedly 
commented that ninety-nine percent of bikers were 
law abiding citizens, hence the adoption of the one 
percent patch for outlaw bikers. 

After several meetings to assure Brother 
Speed the new Christian bike club had no intentions 
of muscling in on their questionable activities or 
claiming territory, the president of the local chapter 
of Brother Speed granted permission for the new 
club to organize without fear of violence from them.  

“I’m sure it’s out of my price range, but what 
are you asking for it?” I asked, knowing I could not 
afford this luxury bike. 

“Probably about $13,000,” John answered. 
“Way out of my price range,” I countered, now 

thinking very seriously about Rick’s bike. 
When she could take it no longer, my mother 

decided to enter the conversation. 
“Son, why do you want a motorcycle?  They’re 

dangerous.  People are always getting killed on 
them,” she said, trying to exert her motherly 
authority.  Perhaps she realized the addictive nature 
of motorcycles and wanted to avoid the possibility of 
having even more than four motorcycles parked in 
her yard during family events.  

Motorcycles do indeed have the perception of 
being dangerous and they very well can be.  In 2007, 
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the year I purchased my bike, more than five 
thousand people were killed in motorcycle accidents 
in the United States.  However, in that same year, 
more than 40,000 Americans died in car crashes.  It 
would appear that a person is much more likely to be 
killed in a car than on a motorcycle. 

Idaho, unlike some of its neighbors, does not 
have a mandatory helmet law and neither does its 
neighbor, Utah.  Idaho’s neighbor Nevada requires 
helmets to be worn at all times for the rider and 
passenger.  In 2007, there were approximately thirty 
motorcycle fatalities in Idaho.  While I am certainly 
not advocating that anyone should ride without a 
helmet, it should be noted that Nevada has a much 
higher fatality rate per registered motorcycle than 
either Idaho or Utah.  Perhaps a helmet provides 
bikers with a false sense of protection as more than 
eighty percent of those who died in motorcycle 
accidents in Nevada that year were wearing a helmet. 
At that time in my life, I was not particularly 
concerned with safety statistics.  I was more carefree 
and fatalistic than any time before in my life.   

After much discussion of wind and general 
safety, John convinced me that Rick’s 600 was too 
small.  Still thinking it was a very good deal, I 
decided to let my new son-in-law, Gabe, know about 
it.   

“Michelle, do you care if Gabe buys a bike?” I 
asked my daughter, deciding I should gain her 
approval before approaching my new son-in-law. 

“Why?” Michelle asked. 
“Rick has another bike for sale.  It’s just like 

the one he sold Wayne,” I answered, not sure where 
this conversation would go. 

“I don’t care.  He can do whatever he wants.” 
Michelle’s answer made me think she had been 
talking to Tracy. 

Gabe, with Michelle’s approval made contact 
with Rick the next day and before I had even decided 
which bike to purchase myself, Michelle and Gabe 
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were tooling around on a bike.  Another member of 
the family had been converted and, once again, Rick 
was to blame. 

After a couple weeks of agonizing decision 
making, more time than I took to decide to marry 
Tracy, I decided to purchase a new Yamaha 1100 
Silverado.  I chose the Yamaha because of its price of 
only $8,000 was far less than a comparable Harley.  I 
was old enough to purchase a Harley, just not 
wealthy enough.  Having already owned a Yamaha 
also contributed to my decision.  I visited the local 
Yamaha dealer and placed my order after leaving a 
substantial down payment.  The salesman assured 
me I would have my new bike within a week. 

A week later, I visited the Yamaha dealer the 
Monday before Memorial Day weekend.  My bike had 
not yet arrived.  After intensive interrogation, the 
salesman admitted that my bike had not even been 
ordered yet.  Since I planned to take Tracy on a 
1,600 mile bike ride to visit her family in Southern 
Utah during that holiday weekend, I needed my bike 
now.  I demanded, and received my down payment 
back and headed off to the Yamaha dealer in Boise. 

The dealer in Boise did not have the V Star 
model I wanted in stock either.  But, they did have a 
used Honda 1100 Sabre.  It was silver with darker 
gray flames on the gas tank and oversized front and 
rear fenders.  This bike was a couple of years old but 
only had 883 miles on it.  It came equipped with a 
windshield and saddle bags which other than the 
size of the engine, were my only major requirements.  
It also had an aftermarket Mustang seat, that 
provided a rider’s backrest and a more comfortable 
passenger seat.   

I took the Honda for a test drive in the parking 
lot of the bike dealer.  I nearly lost it twice.  It felt 
large and was very hard to handle, especially at slow 
speeds.  Nevertheless, I liked it, especially the cool 
flames painted on the fenders.  It looked cool so I 
decided I would probably buy it.  
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“How’d you like it?” The salesman began, 
“Looks like it was made for you.” 

“It’ll take some getting used to, but I liked it.” 
The only thing I did not like about the bike’s 

appearance was the rider’s backrest.  I thought it 
looked silly and gave me the impression that it was 
an old man’s bike.   However, since I fit that 
description and since it was only $5,500, I signed the 
loan contracts and took off on my new used bike.  As 
I drove it home, I began planning that weekend’s trip. 
I did not question the wisdom of purchasing a bike 
and having only a couple days to get comfortable 
with it before heading off on such a long trip. It just 
seemed like a good idea at the time. 
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Two big changes in my life 
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Chapter 2: Our first bike trip 
 
 My nephew Wayne, from all appearances, 
desired to embrace the biker culture more than the 
rest of the family.  After trading up from his first 
bike, his new Harley and attitude began to set him 
apart from the rest of the Honda riding family.  While 
attending college he worked for a biker leather store 
and attended a couple of bike rallies, including the 
famous rally in Sturgis, South Dakota.  The tattoos 
he sported increased in number and attitude over 
time and in March 2007, he resigned his position as 
a youth pastor in Oregon and opened up his own 
biker leather store in Caldwell, Idaho.  Disregarding 
any implications his new career choice may have had 
on his eternal soul, I determined his timing was 
perfect because it meant I could purchase bike 
leather at a nice discount.  
 “Wayne,” I said walking into his shop the 
evening after purchasing my Honda 1100. “Tracy and 
I will need jackets.  We’re going to ride to Utah this 
weekend.” 
 “Well,” Wayne began, instantly going into 
salesman mode. “I think I have just the thing.” 
 Wayne then proceeded to pick up a black 
leather jacket with large white horizontal stripes.  He 
then pointed out its features while I desperately tried 
to see the price tag.  In the end, I was convinced and 
walked away with two matching leather jackets, one 
for Tracy and one for me.  The jackets had zip out 
liners for colder days and zippered vents on the front 
and back for warmer days.  Wayne tried his best to 
sell me some chaps by explaining how important 
they were, but my bank account was now over 
drafted by the two jackets.   
 “What do you think?” I asked Tracy as I 
walked into the house carrying the two matching 
jackets. 
 “Which one is the ladies jacket?” 
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 Both of the jackets were men’s jackets, which 
is why they matched.  Wayne did not have any ladies 
jackets matching this style.  I saw no problem with 
that, but apparently, Tracy did. 
 “They’re both men’s jackets, but yours is 
much smaller than mine and I wanted us to match.  
He didn’t have any ladies jackets that matched,” I 
said trying to explain my insensitivity. 
 “I saw lots of ladies jackets in Wayne’s store.  
Couldn’t you find one close to yours?” Tracy asked 
and then paused a little. “But this will be OK for 
now.” 
 “Are you getting excited yet?” I asked, trying to 
shift her focus from jackets to our impending trip. 
 “Yes, I guess.” 
 “Tomorrow is the big day,” I remarked, now 
very excited myself. “We’ll leave just as soon as you 
get off work.” 
 Friday afternoon finally came.  Tracy arrived 
home about four, a few minutes earlier than normal.  
As soon as she walked in the door, I began following 
her around the house strongly encouraging her to 
pack faster.  Soon I had a couple of changes of 
clothes, my razor and toothbrush packed into one of 
the saddle bags.  Tracy secured a huge backpack 
with dozens of bungee cords onto the luggage rack.  
It was filled with the largest collection of hair dryers, 
curling irons and other hair accessories I had ever 
seen. 
   “Do you really need all this stuff?” I asked, 
wondering why any woman would need more than 
three curling irons for a three day trip. 
 “Yes,” Tracy answered in a way that assured 
that the case was closed, so I pursued it no longer. 
 “The jacket looks good on you.” I was trying to 
assure her that wearing a man’s jacket was fine. 
 “Great. I look good in a man’s jacket”. 
 “When we get back, we’ll go see if Wayne has a 
better one for you,” I said, trying to console her.  
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“What about the liner?  Are you going to keep it in? 
It’s pretty warm today.” 
 “No, I took mine out. I don’t think we’ll need 
it.” 
 It was warm that afternoon when we left.  It 
was, after all, nearing the end of May.  So, like Tracy, 
I removed the insulated liner from my jacket, placed 
it back on the rack in the garage and hopped on my 
bike.  Tracy hopped on the back and we were off.   
 Since purchasing this bike a few days ago, I 
had put about seventy miles on it.  Of those seventy 
miles, I had Tracy on the back for about ten.  This 
bike was much bigger than my 175, and I was slowly 
getting comfortable with it.  It definitely handled 
differently with Tracy as a passenger.   

I found the two most difficult maneuvers I had 
to perform on the bike were stopping and starting.  
As a beginner, each time I stopped or started, the 
bike wobbled quite a bit and gave Tracy the feeling 
that the bike was about to tip over and dump her on 
the ground.  Getting to the freeway that afternoon 
required a considerable amount of stopping and 
starting, but we finally made it to the freeway and it 
was smooth sailing from there.  

Wayne never mentioned it to me, but we were 
the subject of a wager.  While he had no one take 
him up on the wager, Wayne was willing to put up 
$100 betting that we would not complete the 1600 
mile journey in the three and a half days we allotted.  
He mentioned to family members that we would more 
than likely get frustrated and leave the bike 
somewhere in Utah and fly back.   

Rather than keep Wayne’s thoughts a secret, 
family members quickly reported them to us.  The 
desire to prove Wayne wrong was probably the only 
reason we did not abandon the bike and fly back as 
he predicted. He understood, much more than we did 
at the time, the absurdity in undertaking such a 
journey as novice bikers whose longest ride together 
to date was less than ten miles.  
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Once we were on the interstate, I-84, outside 
of Boise, the seventy-five miles per hour speed limit 
was exhilarating.  Being a novice, full of life and not 
really caring if I lived or died, I had a great time 
dodging in and out of traffic at eighty five miles an 
hour or more.  I enjoyed drafting behind large trucks 
and then zooming around them at top speed.  Tracy 
held on for dear life, but since she, like me, was 
trying to live every minute to the fullest, she did not 
complain nearly as much as she should have. 

I had planned to gas up in Burley.  About 
fifteen miles before we reached Burley, my bike 
suddenly died as I was passing an eighteen wheeler.  
I carefully and quickly coasted to the left shoulder 
without getting hit by the other traffic. 

“I don’t know what could be wrong,” I now 
began to think this trip had ended before it really 
began. “I knew I should have gotten a warranty on 
this bike.” 

“You didn’t get a warranty?” Tracy asked 
quietly but her eyes were not as quiet. 

“No, used bikes don’t come with warranties.  
You have to pay extra.” I pushed the starter 
repeatedly trying to get the engine to start. 

“Are we out of gas?” Tracy asked. 
“No, can’t be out of gas.  We’ve only gone 113 

miles since our last fill up, I reset the trip meter 
when we filled up.  We should be able to go at least 
150 miles on a full tank.” I still had no clue what 
could be wrong. 

There are a few things I am good at and a few 
things at which I am very bad.  My mechanical 
abilities fit into the extremely bad category.  In my 
opinion, there are only two reasons to ever open the 
hood of a car.  One of those reasons is to fill the 
windshield washer reservoir, but only when it runs 
out between oil changes at WalMart.  The other 
reason to open the hood is to attach jumper cables to 
the battery to either jump or be jumped.  Being 
trained as an electronics technician in a previous life 
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made me comfortable handling jumper cables.  I can 
at least tell the difference between the positive and 
negative terminals.   

I can add washer flood and attach jumper 
cables, but that is about the extent of my under the 
hood activities.  I once purchased a new Jeep and 
had it for two years before I even opened the hood.  
When I ran out of washer fluid one day, I had to 
review the owner’s manual to learn how to open the 
hood. 

“Why don’t you try the reserve tank and just 
see?” Tracy asked, trying her best to keep her cool. 

“OK, but I don’t think we’re out of gas.”  
I got off the bike and fumbled for the fuel lever 

and flipped in into the reserve position. I then got 
back on the bike, pushed the starter and it started.  I 
had not yet learned that it is nearly impossible to 
lose an argument with Tracy.   

“Wow, we sure used a lot of gas.  I hope we 
make it to Burley on the reserve,” I said meekly, 
aware that my mechanical ineptitude was becoming 
obvious to my wife of just over two months. 

We made it to Burley, Idaho on the reserve 
fuel and filled up.  I decided then that I would have 
to plan trips where I could find fuel approximately 
every one hundred miles to be safe. 

It was late May, but leaving as late as we did 
that afternoon, the sun began to dip below the 
mountains soon after we left Burley.  The dark 
clouds ahead revealed we might be getting a little wet 
along the way.  

As the sun disappeared, we rode into the near 
wilderness between Idaho and Utah on Interstate 84. 
The temperature dropped quickly and it began to 
drizzle a combination of frozen rain and snow.  My 
leather jacket, without its liner, provided plenty of 
warmth when we left.  Now, however, the jacket did 
little to block the cold.  The wind chill created by 
speeding along at eighty miles an hour had us both 
shivering uncontrollably.  The thin pair of bicycle 
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gloves I borrowed from Tracy exposed my knuckles to 
the air, chilling my hands more than the rest of my 
body.  The frozen raindrops pelted my knuckles and 
stung like needles.  Tracy, behind me, was not as 
cold because she had a very large windbreak riding 
in front of her. 

When I could take the cold no longer, I pulled 
off at the first exit I could find in the middle of 
nowhere and parked the bike. 

“I’m too cold to go any farther,” I said, shaking 
violently.  “Why did you convince me to leave the 
liner at home?” 

“I didn’t tell you do to that,” Tracy said, once 
again holding back what she really thought. “Why 
don’t you put on some more T-shirts?” 

That seemed like a great idea.  I quickly 
opened the saddle bags and put on all three of the 
extra shirts I brought.  Tracy followed my lead and 
began adding extra layers as well. 

If there had been lodging nearby, I would have 
stopped for the night.  Instead, there was 
approximately eighty miles of lonely Interstate 
between us and the nearest Motel 6.  I also had a 
strong desire to get to the Salt Lake area that 
evening, so we continued riding that dark, cold, 
windy, and rainy night. 

This was the first time I had ridden my new 
bike in the dark. I realized very quickly motorcycle 
headlights are not nearly as effective as those of a 
car. At our cruising speed, it would be nearly 
impossible to avoid something on the road that 
suddenly popped into view.  Undaunted, I pressed 
on, thinking that if it was my time, it was my time. 
Hopefully, Tracy felt the same way. 

Cold, wet, and miserable, we rode on because 
that is what we were supposed to do.  We wanted to 
prove Wayne wrong.  We were not the wimps he 
imagined us to be.  Nearing civilization, we stopped 
for fuel and a break at a truck stop in Tremonton, 
Utah.  Both Tracy and I were shivering violently as 
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we stumbled past the cashier and headed for the 
coffee section. 

Tracy, unlike me, was a coffee aficionado.  
Yes, she grew up in Southern Utah but was not of 
the coffee avoiding persuasion.  To her, quality coffee 
was a drink to savor, often and in mass quantities.   

Learning to pretend that I liked coffee was an 
adjustment for me.  I could not see any reason to pay 
four dollars for a cup of fancy espresso that tasted 
nastier than the fifty cent coffee at Denny’s.  To me, 
a cup of coffee was something I used to kill time and 
occupy a restaurant booth or counter longer than the 
waitress liked, or something to drink to keep me 
awake. Never had I seen coffee as something to enjoy 
on its own merits.  Expensive or cheap, it all tasted 
like coffee to me. 

Tracy had informed me, many times in the few 
weeks that we had known each other, how difficult it 
was to find a good cup of coffee in Utah unless it was 
purchased at a business that specialized in coffee.  
Purchasing a cup of coffee at a gas station in Utah 
was especially risky because it might be a week or 
two old, given the low demand for coffee in some 
parts of Utah.  

That evening the taste of the coffee did not 
matter to either of us as long as it was warm.  With 
shaking hands, we both poured steaming hot brown 
liquid into the largest cups we could find.  To dull 
the coffee taste I added several dozen squirts of 
French vanilla creamer.  I had chugged almost half of 
my cup by the time we reached the cashier. 

“Nasty night for bike riding,” the cashier, a 
thin woman in her forties with short red hair, began. 
“Where you two headed?” 

“Trying to get to Salt Lake tonight,” I 
answered, my teeth still chattering. 

“Well, you two look like you can really use the 
coffee,” she continued. “The coffee’s on the house 
tonight.” 

“You sure?” I asked, still shivering. 
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The cashier nodded and we guzzled the rest of 
our coffee before going outside. 
“Are you good to go?” I asked Tracy as we 

headed outside and back to our bike, still sitting at 
the gas pump. 

“Yep, I’m game if you are,” she answered, 
warmed a little by the coffee. 

We made it another sixty five miles and 
stopped for the night at the first Motel 6 we could 
find, which happened to be in Woods Cross, about 
ten miles north of Salt Lake City.  Tracy and I had 
just traveled more than 350 miles on a dark, cold, 
wet night on a motorcycle that I purchased just a few 
days earlier.  Life was good.   

The next morning found us both awake before 
sunrise.  This was typical for Tracy, but very atypical 
for me.  

“Tracy,” I moaned as I rolled over awake but 
still tired and very sore. “How do you feel?” 

“A little stiff, but I’m OK,” Tracy answered 
cheerfully, which made me very angry. 

Tracy was in much better physical shape than 
I was.  She was currently training to ride her bicycle 
450 miles in one week through the mountains of 
Montana.  She had planned this trip before we met 
and received little encouragement from me.  The 
strangest thing to me about Tracy’s upcoming 
adventure was the she paid good money to endure 
this torture.  To me, physical exertion was something 
to be avoided at all costs, not something to do by 
choice and certainly not something you pay for.  This 
was a very strange concept to me.  

“I think Wayne was right,” I moaned again. 
“Let’s just park the bike here and rent a car for the 
rest of the trip.  We can pick up the bike Monday and 
ride it home from here.” 

“If you want to.” Her answer gave me no clue 
to her true feelings. 

We were still almost two hundred fifty miles 
from our destination.  And, after we got there, we 
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had to turn around and come all the way back.  I 
dreaded getting on the bike that morning.  I was sure 
it was still cold and I did not want to think about 
sitting on the motorcycle for several hours.  It wasn’t 
fun anymore. 

We waited in our room at the Motel 6 until we 
were sure the sun was up and warming the air at 
least a little.  I had already walked a few blocks to 
the nearest McDonalds to get coffee for Tracy and 
breakfast for myself.  And, since we could not 
postpone the inevitable, we put on a couple of shirts 
and our leather jackets and headed outside to the 
waiting bike. 

“Well Tracy girl, hop on and let’s go,” I said as 
I started the bike. 

Tracy complied and I started to take off.  As I 
made a sharp turn to get out of the motel parking 
lot, the engine died.  The sudden loss of power 
caused the bike to stop suddenly.  As it lurched 
forward, I lost my grip on the handlebars which 
turned hard to the left.  The bike went down and I 
ended up straddling it.   Tracy flew off the backseat 
and landed hard on her backside.   

“Are you OK?” I screamed rushing to her aid. 
“I don’t think anything is broken,” Tracy said 

grimacing in pain. 
Tracy got up and dusted herself off.  She 

walked around the parking lot for a moment or two, 
not making eye contact with me.  I was not sure if 
she was checking to see if the pain would go away or 
counting to ten.  I walked a few paces behind her, 
out of arm’s reach.  We were, after all, newlyweds 
and I had no idea how she would react when in pain. 

“I’m OK,” Tracy reassured as she walked over 
to the bike still lying on the ground.  Straining with 
great difficulty, we got the bike upright again.  

It was during this trip, although she will not 
admit it, that Tracy decided motorcycle riding would 
be more enjoyable if she had a bike of her own.  

“Are you sure you’re OK?” 
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Amazingly, Tracy got back on the bike and we 
headed off.  I was cold and miserable for about half 
an hour.  Then, the exhilaration of trying to avoid 
being killed by the maniacs on the freeway in the 
Salt Lake area revitalized me.  I suddenly 
remembered why I had purchased the bike in the 
first place.  In almost no time I was dodging traffic 
like a pro, speeding along at ninety miles an hour to 
avoid being run over by the cars behind me. 

It was early afternoon when we reached 
Milford Utah.  I was tired and sore.  After showing off 
our bike and letting family ride or be ridden around 
the block, we headed to the backyard of one of 
Tracy’s sons to a wonderful meal.   

The importance of food at large family 
gatherings was another item in our family cultures 
that clashed.  For my family, eating a huge meal was 
the primary reason for a family gathering.  Sure, we 
often used the excuse of someone’s birthday, or some 
holiday like Christmas, Easter or Thanksgiving, but 
the real reason for the gathering was to eat until we 
could barely move, and then we had dessert. 

During and after the meal, my family would 
converse.  During these family mealtime 
conversations there were no secrets.  We discussed 
the most intimate details of family, extended family 
and close friends.  It was not all gossip, as 
participants at the family meal were expected to 
share details themselves.  If any family member was 
experiencing a difficult time financially, it was 
usually discussed openly.  Business ups and downs, 
marital problems, medical issues, infidelity, petty 
crimes, misdemeanors and the occasional felony 
were all valid topics of conversation. Should any 
family member be missing from the meal, some other 
close family member would make it their mission to 
air the dirty laundry by proxy for the absentee.  This, 
along with the mass quantities of food, usually 
ensured complete attendance at every family 
gathering.  



24 

It took some time for me to adjust to Tracy’s 
family and their attitude toward food and 
conversation at family gatherings.  For her family, 
food was often more of an afterthought rather than 
the central reason for the gathering.  Tracy and her 
family ate to live while many in my family, myself 
included, lived to eat.   

The attitude toward food became an issue very 
soon after we married.  We had returned to Utah to 
list her home there with a real estate agent for sale.  
All of her four sons, their wives and children were 
there. Around five o’clock, my very large stomach 
told me it was time to eat.  Being new to this family, I 
was not comfortable enough to start screaming at 
Tracy and demand that she fix me dinner.  Instead, I 
rummaged through the kitchen to find whatever I 
could forage on in an attempt to satisfy my hunger.   

Finally, around eight in the evening someone 
mentioned that the kids may be hungry.  Tracy 
delegated the task of going for pizza to one of her 
sons and by nine thirty the pizza had arrived.  I had 
already gorged myself on the potato chips, cookies 
and candy Tracy had purchased for the grandkids, 
so I only had four or five slices of pizza that evening. 

The lack of conversation at Tracy’s family 
gatherings was also a major adjustment.  Most 
members of Tracy’s family are not as loquacious as 
my family, at least not around the dinner table.  Her 
sons kept their business to themselves.  In fact, 
getting some of her family members to converse 
seemed rather difficult.   

Phone conversations between Tracy and her 
sons were sometimes very short and contained long 
pauses. After a phone call between Tracy and a 
family member, I would inquire about the subject of 
the call, hoping Tracy’s answer would satisfy my 
need to hear some salacious gossip.  Usually Tracy 
confided to me that her family member had not 
confided anything to her.  So Tracy had no gossip to 
relay to me.  For some reason, Tracy’s family decided 
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their right to privacy outweighed my right to know 
everything about everybody else’s business. 

After a pleasant evening of great food and 
conversation about hunting, cars, and babysitters, 
with absolutely no revelations of marital, financial, or 
medical issues we hopped on to our bike and headed 
to a motel I had reserved in Beaver, about 20 miles 
away.  As we drove along the highway in the dark at 
full speed I heard a strange noise coming from my 
bike as we crossed a bridge. 

“Tracy, did you hear that rumbling sound?” I 
asked after stopping at the side of the road. 

“No, I didn’t hear anything different,” Tracy 
answered.   

Our full face helmets did an excellent job at 
shielding us from the wind and noise of riding a bike.  
Nevertheless, I was sure I heard something.  I quickly 
looked over the bike as well as I could in the dark 
and hopped back on. 

“I don’t see anything wrong,” I said, starting 
the bike and heading off again. 

The next morning as we were readying to head 
back to Milford, I closely examined my bike. I noticed 
something strange on the front fender. 

“Tracy, look at this on the fender.” I motioned 
for her to examine the fender with me. 

“That’s odd,” Tracy commented noticing a 
ridge of black material sticking to the front edge of 
the front fender. 
 “Could it be tar?  We passed through some 
construction areas,” I wondered out loud. 

“Doesn’t really look like tar, but I don’t know 
what else it could be.” 

With that, we hopped on the bike and headed 
back to Milford.  Along the way I heard the rumbling 
sound each time we hit a rough spot in the road.  I 
simply ignored the noise and kept going. 

Milford Utah, in which a little over fourteen 
hundred people reside, is about as close to the 
middle of nowhere as you can find.  It is thirty miles 
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to the small community of Beaver, where we stayed 
and about thirteen miles to another smaller 
community named Minersville.  It is more than fifty 
miles to the nearest Walmart, my measure of how 
isolated someplace actually is. 

I had never heard of Milford until I met Tracy.  
Milford was Tracy’s hometown, and she had spent 
most of her life here, first as a child and then on a 
farm with her late husband.  Two of her sons still 
called Milford home. 

As we road down Main street, the many empty 
buildings revealed a considerably more prosperous 
past.  The Milford hotel built in 1913 is the largest 
building in town but has not operated for several 
years.  Founded in 1873, Milford became an 
important railroad stop for loading cattle.  Today, the 
railroad, a mine that runs sporadically, commercial 
pig farms, and a wind farm are the town’s major 
employers.   Milford’s population peaked in 1950 at 
slightly over sixteen hundred people.  It has been 
steadily declining since then. 

As we pulled into the driveway Tracy’s son, 
Ron met us.  Directly across the street from Ron’s 
house is the Milford cemetery.  Tracy’s grandparents, 
parents and late husband are all buried there.   Her 
late husband’s tombstone sits very close to the street 
and is clearly visible from anyplace in Ron’s front 
yard.  Tracy would soon make the journey across the 
street to place flowers on this gravesite in honor of 
Memorial Day.  I would follow, but felt awkward 
doing so.  Still, I felt a strong desire to acknowledge 
and honor her past, including her late husband. 

In Idaho, I faced my past daily.  Few were the 
places Tracy and I went where I had not been before, 
in my past life.  Tracy often said she lived in my late 
wife’s world.  Living in that world showed 
considerable bravery on Tracy’s part.  Here in 
Milford, I experienced a little of living in her late 
husband’s world.  I was the outsider trying to fit in.   
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At home, I rarely felt threatened by Tracy’s 
late husband.  I suppose that was because I was on 
my own turf.  In Milford, standing across the street 
from the cemetery, his memory loomed large.  My 
experiences there helped me understand Tracy’s 
difficulty adjusting to a completely new world.   

I wondered about her thoughts here.   Did 
visiting this place bring her sadness?  Did she, like 
me, struggle with the dichotomy of feeling grief and 
happiness almost simultaneously?  Did she feel guilt 
over trying to live life to the fullest as we did now?  

  “Hey, what happened to your fender?” Ron 
asked with concern as he bent down and examined 
the front fender and interrupted my contemplation of 
our past. 

“I think it’s tar,” I commented. 
“I think you’d better get off and look,” Ron 

said, trying his best not to break out into laughter. 
What Ron saw was not tar.  The black ridge 

had grown to be almost an inch tall and the front 
fender had gotten smaller.  In all, about two inches 
of front fender was melted away. 

“Couldn’t you smell that? That’s burning 
plastic.” 

“Huh?” I asked, now displaying my 
mechanical ineptitude to my new stepson. 

“Yeah, the fender’s rubbing against the tire,” 
He pushed the now, very loose fender down until it 
touched the tire. 

“I wondered what that noise was when we 
went over the bridges,” I said in blissful ignorance. 

Tracy could take no more and went inside.  
Ron quickly brought out some tools and tightened 
the fender for me.   

“These bikes get lots of vibration,” Ron began. 
“You’ll need to check for loose bolts each time you 
ride.  One of the bolts is gone, but this should hold it 
for now.” 

Ron gave my bike a thorough going over.  He 
noticed several loose nuts on the windshield and two 
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completely missing.  He tightened the loose ones as 
he found them. 

“Thanks,” was all I could muster. However it 
was a nice feeling to have a mechanic in the family, 
even if he was 700 miles away. 

The next morning, Sunday, we rode the fifty 
miles from Beaver to Cedar City along Interstate 15.  
The stated purpose of this trip was to stop by and 
see Tracy’s son Bryten who lived there.  However, the 
stop along the way was much more important to 
Tracy than seeing her son. 

“Monty, stop by the Cal Ranch store,” Tracy 
said as we gassed up in Cedar. “I want to look at 
jackets.” 

“Need something warmer don’t you,” I stated, 
not yet truly understanding my new wife. 

Arriving at the farm store we headed straight 
back to the bike leather section.  This store had a 
moderate selection of men’s and women’s jackets, 
chaps and footwear, but nothing close to Wayne’s 
store back home. 

“What do you think of this?” Tracy was 
wearing a ladies black leather jacket with a cut out 
that displayed a large red suede rose on the back. 

“Looks OK.  Is it warmer than the one I bought 
for you?” I inquired noticing that it did not come with 
a liner or have any zippered vents. 

In a rare moment of illumination, I 
understood.  The jacket was not about warmth, it 
was about sex.  Tracy purchased the ladies jacket 
and a black permanent marker.  During our visit 
with her son Bryten, Tracy diligently turned the red 
suede rose into a black suede rose.  On the ride 
home, I wore my black and white men’s jacket and 
Tracy wore her new ladies jacket. 
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