“Things That Go Bump On The Road”

The fall of the year brings out all the critters, but it is those inanimate objects, whose mind you cannot perceive that can be the peskiest, sometimes.

On my way home from our last trip to Willowcrest, I pulled up behind a pickup on Route 60, somewhere between Seneca and Neosho.  The pickup was being driven at a moderate, but acceptable speed, so I nestled in behind and let him set the pace.  All at once a being arose from the bed of the truck.  A ghostly image, sucked into life by the turbulence behind the cab.  A shadowy figure, weaving and lurking in the air.  Suddenly this “Thang” leaps from the back of the truck.  Screaming towards the front of my bike.  I quickly and deftly shift to the right to avoid a collision that would envelope the front tire, forks and windshield only to have this empty feed sack fold itself completely around the left side engine guard, highway peg, running board and shifter.  Those bags are heavy, triple walled, designed to hold 100 lbs of feed without splitting.  My engineering tests show that they are also capable of handling wind loads that dismantle most buildings and sheer fence post flush with the ground.  While this feat seems pretty awesome at this point, what followed was a series of events that should have been recorded for advanced training purposes or for “World’s Funniest Videos”, whichever.  Here I am, full speed with full flaps down on the left side, rudder pegged solid to the right, a pickup at twelve o’clock and a semi-tractor trailer unit bearing down on my six.  What to do, what to do?  The logical approach, at least for me, at this point was to take my left foot and push out on the feed sack, sliding it to the left each time, thus in a series of increments moving it off of the engine guard and dropping it to the roadway.  This was working fine until I actually got it off of the engine guard, now it is just wrapped around my highway peg.  One more push.  Yea, that worked, now it’s only wrapped around my foot!  This is really getting annoying but at least I have been able to maintain my lane position and speed.  Reaching forward with my foot, I use the very end of the highway peg to scrape the feed sack off of my foot.  Free at last, free at last.  Thank God, I’m free at last!
Urban tumbleweeds (most common to this region are those blue ones), road gators and now showing up with regularity are those block possums.  [Editor’s Note: For those not fluent in the vernacular; Urban tumbleweeds, a.k.a. plastic bags, the most recognizable being Wal-Mart’s blue bag.  Road gators, a.k.a. the shredded remains of the tread of a steel-belted truck tire, jettisoned during a moment of extreme stress.   Block possums, a.k.a. chunks of firewood deposited from overloaded pickups and flatbed farm trailers in attempts to make a little Christmas money.  None of these hazards have a will or way to get out of the way during a frenzy of horn blowing.  In fact two of the three never move once deposited.  The other one has a tendency to suck in its fill of air and ride on the wind.  Free and wild, riding on the wind.  Chasing the updrafts, settling to the ground in the calm, plunging and swirling in the shifting wind.  I can imagine that if that tumbleweed were to wrap around a critical part of the bike and slam the machine to the ground, it would gently fill itself back up and fly away.

Kendal Galloway asked that I write something about block possums and that is what precipitated this entire diatribe.  {Diatribe in this instance referring to tirade or rant.}  Well ok, they are there, don’t hit them.  They are dangerous and you could tear something up.  While I suspect this isn’t what he had in mind, I had a better story about a feed sack, anyway.

Now it would appear easy to associate this with some obvious spiritual applications.  Satan is always placing hazards in our way.  An old habit, guilt about old indiscretions, problems, bumps in the road.  Things that on their own have no mobility just lie there in the way while we get into a high-speed wobble trying to avoid them.  Some attacks are animated and have a life of their own or a force behind them.  Not these babies, they let us do all the damage on our own.  We can see them out there, and through our own actions the hazards become real and destructive.  While they need to be dealt with, it is probably not best at full speed in the dark.  These things need to be addressed specifically, but quietly, at rest and with God.  As we go into the quieter season of the year, fewer motorcycle events and more time to spend at home and with our family and chapter family, take the time to identify those old hazards.  Police the roadway and toss them in the ditch so that they won’t be there when you ride through the next time.

As we, our chapter family, prepare to select officers for 2002 just a thought.  If you find yourself talking to others about plans or possibilities, reconsider and spend your time in talking to God about his plan for this chapter.  Our plans are temporal and shallow.  His are real and eternal.  His direction should always be first for this chapter and this ministry.  Pray for his guidance as we start this process.

The clocks in Sane fall back once more, only to find themselves on the floor.
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