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The 1999 CST began Saturday morning, July 24. Before the story unfolds, to be keystroke conscious there are labels to identify this years participants.
 “Jim Beemer” = Jim Bowen - 1994 BMW 1150RS (Black)
“ScoT” = Scott Braly - 1995 Honda ST1100 (Red)
“Fast Eddie” = Edgar Civitello - 1987 Yamaha FJ1200 (Red/White) - NOTE: his garage in Arizona houses a 1997 Suzuki RF900R (Green)
“Blue Balls” = Bruce Overton - 1999 Kawasaki ZX-9R (Blue)
“DucGili” = Gil Rainault, 1998 Ducati 748 Biposta (Yellow)
“FJames” = Jim Warenda - 1999 Suzuki TL 1000R (Yellow)
This group of seasoned riders is referred to by 133 different labels in the following story.  Enjoy.
Saturday, July 24
The Earls of Early congregated at 7:10am in the Evans ExpressMart parking lot on Brown Ave in Manchester.  Although DucGili could be enjoying some extra sack time with Ruby before making a later start from Vermont in order to transition the Fearless Five into the Studley Six, the boys knew better, and recognized that while they pressed the flesh in morning greetings, DucGili was busily sex-waxing his Biposta.
So the trip got underway that Saturday morning for most, although Jim Beemer had ridden his steed out from Colorado a few weeks earlier putting him a few miles up on the rest of the crew.  Fast Eddie flew in from AZ and made up the duo leaving from Blue Balls abode.  As these two cruised into Evans a few minutes past seven they pulled up in front of the rest of the Leathered Lads who were a tad more prompt.  Blue Balls dismounted from his three week old ZX-9R and as he did so Jim Beemer sprung from his casual western stance nearby and grabbed the 9R as it tipped away from it’s nearly vertical stance on the side-stand.  This was the earliest sign of things to come, but no one present knew that.   Blue Balls was thankful for the catch and extended the welcome handshake - applying a little extra pressure and grasping his friend’s hand a bit longer than is customary - as he reacquainted himself with Jim Beemer.  These two had last met through ScoT several years prior during the Superbike Nationals at NHIS.
This first close call out of the way the group tanked up, logged the odometer readings, and began to leave work and the world behind.  Unfortunately, the world at the time was looking somewhat bleak.  It was plenty warm already, but it was humid, overcast, and ripe for T-Boomers.  The Princes of Progress ignored the conditions and motored out Rt 101 East to RT 43 North where the road finally had a twist or two.  Then across Rt 4E to Rt 202/9E, out of NH and up into Maine on Rt 202E.  Most of this route was curvy, dry, and relatively uneventful, all the way into Gorham.  Ah Gorham.  You see, in the center of Gorham there is a rotary where Rt 202/4 and Rt25 converge.  It’s a tight little circle with a terra cotta colored apron radiating some 20 or 30 feet from the center of the circle.  Blue Balls had been leading the Fabulous Five all morning and continued to do so upon entering the rotary.  Traffic in the rotary necessitated a pause, during which Jim Beemer saddled up next to Blue Balls on the right.  As traffic cleared the circle Jim Beemer and Blue Balls moved out at the same time.  Both promptly ascertained that navigating half the circle in the tight confines side-by-each might not be wise, and both took different approaches in dealing with it.  Blue Balls decided to go straight up onto the terra cotta apron and bolt directly through the rotary.  Jim Beemer was slightly ahead of Blue Balls when this decision was made and his peripheral vision did not allow him to spy the fact that he had been awarded full berth in the rotary lane.  Lacking that key information Jim Beemer opted to be courteous and press himself against the outside curbing making as much room as possible.  Even over the throaty bark of the D&D pipe Blue Balls heard the crunch of metal meeting macadam.  Jim Beemer had clipped the curb at slow speed and banzai’d the Beak.  Now the Bad Beak is no pretty crotch-rocket, it’s an outdoorsman’s  cross-country style two-wheeler - gnarly tires, dual front fenders, hand-guards, aircraft aluminum Samsonite mounting surface, etc..  Jim Beemer had the 600 pound Beak returned to vertical and was back in the cockpit motoring out of the rotary before his trailing compadres were able to pull over to help.  Another thing to behold - the adrenaline surge of a terribly embarrassing moment.  Upon inspection of Beak and body a few yards down the road, the Beak showed no new signs of having been down while Jim Beemer’s pride was a tad out of whack.  He would earn it back in spades.
The Frenzied Five pressed on toward Trap Corner ME, just north of South Paris and Norway on Rt 26N.  On the way they passed yet another site reminding them that they were indeed speeding into the wilderness of Maine - an elderly gentleman pedaling an ancient bicycle along, steering it by holding the legs of a large table he had tied upside down to the basket hung between the handlebars.  It wasn’t United Van Lines, but it was working.
Finally, the Mobile Marauders sliced into Trap Corner just prior to the agreed upon 10:30am meeting time, only to find DucGili already in waiting.  DucGili was displaying his fashionable custom rain suit but immediately asked why the rest of the gang was sans wet suits.  “We’re real men” came the sling from one.  “What for?” chime in the Sunshine Brothers.  Ah, now there’s another chuckle.  The Sunshine Brothers are back together and both are peering at the ominous conditions above, feeling as though midnight has passed and the spell is wearing off.  So, having added DucGili and established the Studley Six, the Euphoric Ensemble throttled up and made tracks for Woodstock New Brunswick CA, the first day’s overnight destination.  Oh yes, well Fast Eddie is along on this ride and he gets his name not from his sport biking prowess, but from his metabolic chemistry.  That’s right, Fast Eddie gets it down fast, digests it fast, and is ready to eat again - fast.  So….ninety minutes after collecting DucGili and gobbling back a dual-pack of  ELFN’s (Extended Length Fig Newtons for those of you having your first CST reading…), the Rolling Rembrandts trail Fast Eddie like lemmings into a small family style restaurant in Norridgewock - slightly southeast of Skowhegan ME.  The menu’s appear to have hung around since the 1960’s, but the prices have hung around as well and the Famished Flaunters  proceed to have brunch.  That’s right, breakfast AND lunch - hey, stock up when the market is good.   At any rate, bladders and gastrointestinal build-ups purged, the group noisily departed the establishment to the cadence of clunking heavy boots and squeaking thick leather.  Twins and In-Line Fours were fired up shortly thereafter and ScoT was awarded the lead in hopes that the clan can do better than 90 minutes before eating.  Then they were off.  Well, almost.  A couple of hundred feet down the street Rt 2E took a right, but ScoT went straight.  The Patient Prowlers let ScoT go and waited briefly beside Rt 2 without saying a word to one another.  They knew.  A moment later ScoT piloted the Barcolounger out from behind the library and resumed the lead East on Rt 2.   Rt 2E, to 150N, to 6/16N, to 11N, to 2E through Houlton ME and Customs into Woodstock NB.
Now those of you who have read past volumes of the CST know that there is no 50 mile stretch of road which goes without some type of entertainment.  FJames had the first entertainment act of the afternoon spinning the TLR up to 130mph with most of the Speedy Six in tow.  Next to take the stage was Fast Eddie.  Most of the crew assumed that he was taking the lead to find somewhere to eat, but it turned out that he was having a hunger for acceleration.  He was well on his way to becoming a speck on the horizon before Blue Balls decided not to let Fast Eddie have the satisfaction.  Dropping the ZX-9R from 6 to 4 he passed Jim Beemer on the left while Mr. Beemer himself was in the midst of flying the Beak past some poor sap in a jap.  The D&D howled as the 9R was soon tipping 140mph and the speck that was Fast Eddie was growing into a recognizable black blob as they approached Millinocket.  They spun down the fun in the interest of sanity - for the moment - and within only seconds four blazing headlights joined the twisted pair and the Wailing Wolfpack were once again in pack formation.  During a pause for a photo shoot and nature break - which also provides the additional benefit of letting all of the miffed and frightened automobile drivers who were recently passed to be lined up for another terrorizing - Fast Eddie and Blue Balls learn that during their high speed pursuit they failed to glimpse the ‘Cloud Bather’ - apparently a bikini clad young female in a chaise-lounge sprawled for all the (law abiding) world to see beside the main thoroughfare, and under the dark, threatening, saturated sky. 
A busy day Saturday the 24th, but it wasn’t over yet.  The Cocky Crew rumbled into Woodstock and found the Stiles Motel & Restaurant a suitable spot for accommodations.  ScoT, FJames, and Blue Balls purchased rooms side-by-each and collected their respective roomies - Jim Beaker, DucGili, and Fast Eddie.  The first evening’s post-ride/clean-up routine commenced and found Blue Balls and Fast Eddie last to arrive for supper.  Blue Balls memory had briefly eluded him, but he was quickly reminded that Fast Eddie didn’t acquire his nickname in the shower.  Oh no. The 30 minute shower would place the Dynamic Duo in the last two remaining chairs at the supper table all week.  On this particular evening, after a gut-packer and some liquid sunshine in a bottle, the Portly Posse retired to the parking lot in front of their rooms where they lingered, bantering about the bikes and the days events.  Fortunately for DucGili, FJames’ ass found a defective mirror on the One Eyed Wop before it fell off and caused an accident.  That’s  right, a mere light brushing of the left buttock and the cheap piece of Sicilian steel broke in half.  Fortunately, Blue Balls had some reliable Japanese Hai!-tensile steel bolts on hand which would secure the faulty pasta part until an overpriced replacement could be financed.  397 miles under the belt and the Tuckered Troopers hit the hay.
Sunday, July 25
Today’s destination would be Prince Edward Island - some 400 miles to the east.  The Youthful Yankee convoy left Stiles motel only a few moments after 7:00am under another canopy of dreary sky.  This morning ScoT and Jim Beemer were a hair behind in getting mounted so the others bullied one another with tire to tire power-offs in the parking lot.  When ScoT was set to motor, Blue Balls led them over the river and through the woods down Rt105 along the St. John river.  It was still dry so they tooled up to 90mph and held it there.  FJames had pulled over as the group upshifted to fiddle with some article of clothing, and he later remarked that he was going 100mph in catch up mode expecting to begin catching glimpses of the trailers around each bend but he failed to do so.  Meanwhile Blue Balls was out front taking small fowl off the 9R cowling as reported by Fast Eddie.  Blue Balls doesn’t recall the glancing blow, but Fast Eddie said he witnessed it - although it’s quite possible that he was hallucinating since it had been several hours since his last snack.  The zippy morning ride in the fog shortly became a tamer ride in the drizzle, and then quickly a pokey tour in heavy rain.  The Rugged Rainmen pulled over and suited up, a routine that would all too soon become old hat.  Rt105 petered out in Fredricton, as did the Skating Six.  Breakfast was in order so Blue Balls lead the Soaked Slowpokes off the Trans-Canada Highway (TCH) into town.  Fast Eddie’s mind was already in the menu and halfway ‘round the exit ramp he went straight, sloshing into the mucky, grassy run out.  Apparently carrying a tad too much speed for the decreasing radius ramp with at least 0.5 inches of water rushing across it, he did the right thing and calmly motored off the pavement working to a gradual stop.  Fortunately the others were paying attention and opted to follow Blue Balls rather than Fast Eddie.  That little excitement behind them,  the Hydroplaning Hecklers pulled into the first joint that had breakfast posted on the marquis.  The Raingear Renegades assumed full control of the foyer to disrobe, and then proceeded to gorge  themselves on breakfast fixins.  Ah but those Americans like to make a statement.  
Breakfast was over too soon, but conditions outside were improved - it was not precipitating from the heavens at this particular time.  However, this band of Merry Motorcyclists were no longer foolish children, but rather Older and Wiser and they suited up for moisture.  The Belching Brethren opted to run the TCH in light of the poor atmospheric conditions.  They hadn’t scooted along too far before the pavement began to dry out.  When they reached the town of Coles Island on Rt2, weather had been holding steady and dry pavement had been underfoot for quite some time so a quick survey was conducted and the Velocitized Voters decided to run across Rt112 to depart the drone of the TCH.  This was a fine decision as the route was dry and in good shape and it gave the mind something to do.  Fast Eddie’s mind decided to fly and he took the point setting the pace at 100mph.  The 65 kilometers were over in a flash and Rt112 ran back into Rt2 and the Gasoline Guzzlers opted to push down the TCH several exits before jumping off at Rt132 over to Rt15.  Unfortunately the specific route and exit were not communicated clearly and effectively to all of the Zooming Zeros. Fortunately, what all the Mindless Motorheads did know was they were headed to the bridge to PEI and it was not too far  away.  
Next thing you know FJames has settled into a 115mph pace for the duration of the TCH crossing, and this inevitably began to stretch out the Careening Crew.  As was bound to happen, Fast Eddie passed FJames and came to an exit marked Rt15, and connecting that to his recollection that the route was to end up on Rt15, he exited - as did FJames, Blue Balls, and ScoT.  Jim Beemer and DucGili were out of sight and when they reached the exit where FJames and ScoT were waving frantically from the midst of the exit ramp, their attention (or inattention) was elsewhere and they breezed by quite contentedly.  There was no quick way to get back on the TCH headed in that same easterly direction, so the Fuming Four gathered to wait with the optimism that the Duck-N-Beak would get off at the next exit - Rt132 as planned - find no familiar faces, and back track up to Rt15.  A cursory review of the map revealed that there were several other scenarios which might play out, so the Gambling Gents tried to think like DucGili and Jim Beemer.  This was frightening, so instead the Sullen Separated divided by two and each team ran a different route to the intersection of Rt2 and Rt132.  The squads met each other without having squeezed the bird parts between them.  After much debate, the Searching Scouts decided that the bird parts were dealing with a similar dilemma elsewhere in New Brunswick, and that eventually without having made any contact all parties would head for the bridge to PEI.  And so they did, hopping off each exit on the way to peek for the Wayward Wanderers.  Always in the last place you look, Doctor Detour and his sidekick were spotted at the last exit off of Rt16, just before the bridge, casually loafing about soaking up the warm humidity of the afternoon.  The Gauntlet Gangsters traded stories of directional woe whilst peeling off protective plastic outerwear.  Truly pleased to be back in each others company in the Canadian Outback they pointed accusing fingers, roared with laughter, urinated, and siphoned gas from the Beak into FJames TLR which he was convinced was on fumes.  The outcome of the humorous discussion surrounding all of the gasoline transfer activity was a new rule requiring that each cyclist other than he who rides last, is responsible for ensuring that the Bombing Bonehead behind makes the turn/exit/gas stop.
It was 2pm when the Dry Dogs completed the 8.5 mile Trans-Northumberland Strait crossing of the Confederation Bridge from Cape Tormentine NB to Borden PEI.  They had made PEI and would press on up the coastal route of Rt11 through Miscouche to Rt14 through West Point, Campbellton, Ebbsfleet, Skinner’s Pond, and finally into North Cape.  Along this route FJames ran point on what proved to be a bit of a rough road with some very cool corners and rapidly cooling temperatures.  Eventually Fast Eddie flashed past only to pull over to drain the main vein.  FJames was uncomfortable with the location chosen which was basically the middle of a field with a couple of farm houses around and one large weeping willow type growth where all the full bladders were headed.  FJames voiced his concern to Jim Beemer and then dropped the clutch and moved up the road to look for more suitable cover.  The Fresh Four returned to the roadside and asked Jim Beemer where FJames had gone. “Up the road to find a more suitable bathroom stop” came the reply.  This one seemed to work rather adequately for everyone else, causing each member of the group to briefly contemplate the depth of FJames personal problem while they returned to the saddle.  
Not too much longer down the road the Sapped Soldiers arranged accommodations at the Island’s End Motel just a couple miles short of the physical end of the terra firma on the North Cape.  Another long day was capped by the cleaning ritual - which was a tad more humorous than normal due to the Simple Green incident in Blue Balls 9R trunk.  Apparently the jostling of the rough road had worn a hole in the plastic 32oz bottle and then unceremoniously  gushed the majority of it into the chamois and tools etc.  His buddies found it amusing to see Blue Balls wringing the chamois back into the bottle which was now swaddled in gray duct tape.  The evening wound up with a short jaunt on the bikes out to the point on the North Cape for dinner.  The Grateful Guests received the best seats in the house looking out over the water from a large round table at the end of the building in it’s own Gazebo room. The fresh seafood was delightful and the best laugh of the trip came this evening when Jim Beemer shared the specific words FJames’ used when defending his pilgrimage to a better pee place.  “This is too open here, we could get arrested”.  This quote brought a unified roar of laughter to the table prompting the waitress to come over and confirm that the boys must be having a good time.  Oh yes, it was good, healthy, painful laughter.  Two days where not two minutes goes by without a moving violation being demonstrated and FJames is worried about getting arrested for taking a leak!
ScoT and Blue Balls looked for a phone to call home after dinner since the motel rooms came sans telephone, ey?  The gift shop beneath the restaurant was closed, and it had the only public phone in the facility.  Fortunately, folks in this neck of the woods are very generous and the waitress offered up the desk phone for calling card and collect calls.  What a great place.  Once duties for the day were complete, the corker for the evening occurred.   FJames and ScoT swapped steel steeds for the ride home.  ScoT would pilot the fast and furious TLR with its intimidating appearance while FJames would snooze his way home on the ST.  Not.  FJames let ScoT get a lead started, and then pegged the ST and blasted past ScoT to become a dwindling tail light in the spitting precipitation of the night.  FJames nightcap was his favorite - a motorized insult.  The Northcape Notorious took to separate rooms with 417 more miles logged to the stats.
Monday, July 26
The Dawn Draggers were up and about early preparing for their 7:00am departure.  The skies were not inviting, but it was only a light spattering coming down from above at 7:00am, so being the testosterone junkies they are, not a one opted for the fantastic plastic.  ScoT wanted to set the early pace, so he sprinted to the end of the dirt path at the Islands End Motel and the others thundered up behind him.  Unfortunately the ‘others’ were only 3 as Blue Balls was mounted but being the neighborly type was patiently waiting aside Fast Eddie’s purring FJ1200 while Fast Eddie worked to finish gearing up.  After ScoT viewed the map with the ‘others’ and mentally imprinted the agreed upon morning route, he was itching to roll.  Blue Balls eyed ScoT who was looking back over his left shoulder impatiently from the middle cushion of the ST couch and gave him the ‘one minute’ sign - uh yes, that’s what the single finger in the air was attempting to convey.  ScoT revved the ST to coax Fast Eddie along.  Finally, Fast Eddie swung his hairy Italian left stump over the saddle and ScoT dropped the clutch and was gone.  The cycle snake trained along for about a mile before ScoT took a right towards Rt2.  The rest of the snake went by in his mirrors since the morning route, Rt12, was dead ahead.  Only seconds later ScoT hustled past the rest of the train on the siding, shaking his head in acknowledgment of his faux pas. “Blind with anticipation” might be an appropriate phrase for ScoT.  
The early entertainment was quickly dampened as only another two minutes down the road the light spattering became a constant Nova Scotia rain.  The Moist Motorists pulled to the side of the road and donned the vinyl vests once again.  The precipitation was significant and the tour took on a new all time slow pace.  The Plodders of Precip were ‘touring’ (can’t see squat…) south along Rt12 and there were many turns, and hills, in what was already an area with slow posted speed limits.  The group pressed steadily on in heavy rain but Blue Balls was skating his 9R around at the end of the string of steeds.  He feared losing touch with the group - which would be quite simple to do since he could really only see the two machines ahead of him and the others were invisible through the sheets of rain.  Fearing that he would disappear from view and then crash he tried to accelerate on the straights or uphills to close the gap but each time the 9R got enough gas to throttle through the water on the road one end or the other would hydroplane, lose contact, and skate around looking for traction.  Blue Balls rode in terror-mode for a good 45 minutes before the deluge let up and vision and traction returned.  He was a bit jittery by breakfast.  
Breakfast was in Summerside and it was the second soaking wet affair in a row.  Once again the Knights of Nourishment slopped into a small restaurant and took over the joint, peeling off stinky wet plastic and hanging it on chairs, stools, plants, and pictures on the wall.  The Amicable Americans ordered pitchers of hot coffee and hunted for the breakfast special - a combo which from growing experience seems to be the same thing no matter where one dines in Canada.  Breakfast was relatively uneventful and the team shortly recognized that they must move on.  Once again the heavens had paused when breakfast was complete, but the Warlords of Wisdom wished to keep what they had on dry so the slosh suits were shrugged back on.
The Blast Brothers found the pavement drying as they neared the Confederation Bridge and began to lean on their optimism for relief.  The Wealthy Wizards handed over damp monopoly money at the bridge toll and Blue Balls led them back over the 8.5 mile span.  At the far side the Bladder Bursters paused at a familiar pull off to lose some water weight before continuing down Rt16 to hook up with the TCH.  The pack had been heading south and the weather in that direction was looking favorable compared with what lay ahead for those headed due east - Ten Commandments type weather overhead.  For this reason, when the Fathers of Fast strolled into an abandoned restaurant parking lot to lose some garments as the heat of the day increased, they perused the maps and decided to bail on the TCH/Rt104 and keep jamming south on Rt2 in search of better weather.  This turned out to be a wonderful decision as Rt2 east provided some splendid stretches of road where Jim Beemer was able to surprise a jogger launching him into the overgrowth and where FJames nicknamed a particularly memorable section “Leguna Seca NS”.  
The Racing Rangers had finally found some great roads and decent weather to go along with it.  So thrilled were the boys that they stopped only momentarily to stuff down some ELFN’s in place of lunch about 2:00pm. The joy of Rt2 ended when the group fueled up at the intersection of the TCH/Rt104 and knew that they needed to spend some high speed time on the TCH to make their destination in Port Hawksbury/Port Hastings 146 kilometers east.  The Highway Heroes tucked behind their windscreens (OK, most of them…) and began to drain the fresh high octane fuel in their tanks.  With the dry pavement traffic was tooling along quite well.  At one point while “working the line” under a single lane in each direction scenario, the group was halved by a Ford Mustang 5.0L which began to follow suit and pass other vehicles and carry the 100mph speed between passes.  The latter element of the CST team was content to follow his lead for a bit until Blue Balls decided it was time for Mustang Mickey to learn that there is simply no substitute for a fast motorcycle.  His Ego Equals followed suit and soon the Ford’s headlights were a shimmering point of light in the mirrors.
The Damp Daredevils made Port Hastings in good time and since weather was lousy they opted to push on a bit further in hopes of glorious weather on Tuesday and therefore more time to play around on the Cabot Trail around the Cape Breton Highlands. The Macho Motorheads churned northeast up Rt105 into Whycocomagh as the air cooled and the fog and light drizzle pressed on shore.  Because of the gathering gloom Blue Balls at point was looking for the first motel with a restaurant attached.  At the first sign for a motel the group headed up a long narrow driveway to a small motel perched on the side of a hill overlooking - well, what was probably the St. Andrews Channel if one could see it.  Unfortunately this quaint spot did not offer dining and the boys moaned their disappointment.  Jim Beemer and Blue Balls went in looking for help and as is the case in Canada, they received it with a smile.  The rotund motel owner pulled out her tourism book and began hunting through it with fatty fingers, searching for a location not too distant with the desired features under the stated price cap.  She found several and gratuitously dialed her cordless phone for each and gave the receiver to Jim Beemer to speak with them.  Mr. Beemer very kindly and sounding quite sincere told several motel proprietors to hold 3 rooms for the crew as they’d be there in 20 minutes.  The not-so-small helper didn’t seem phased.  With options, the Tired Tourers set out for Baddeck where they hoped to find the Cabot Trail Motel suitable.   
It was.  At the outset of the cleaning routine someone who had been tailing DucGili explained to him that his license plate was ‘stoved-in’ in the very clear shape of a tire and that the entire rear fender assembly was jouncing around for the last couple of hours.  Upon inspection DucGili and his gaggle of assistants found some missing bolts and washers.  Another indication of Ducati defection?  DucGili quickly remounted the Biposta and bolted from the parking lot headed for a local hardware store.  Only a few short moments later he thundered back in with the problem repaired.  Once again Canadian kindness prevailed and the hardware shop owner and his son had gotten tools and helped make the repairs with the ten cent (six American…) bolt and washer that DucGili had purchased.  That problem corrected, the Alter-boys of Accusation set to trying to determine who had hit DucGili.  After much finger pointing, denial, and measuring, the Simmering Six came to the unified decision that DucGili had caused the damage himself during a full suspension compression incident at some point during the day.  Now that there was peace among friends, the Starving Studs headed to the dining room.  Blue Balls and Fast Eddie would arrive a bit later finding their Parched Partners already well into their first round.  Several different fresh seafood dishes were sampled and desert for all.  An after dinner walk to help the digestive process was cut short in a brief heavy shower.  The Strolling Six took the hint and sacked out with another 431 miles on their butts and sunshine and a crisp morning in their dreams.
Tuesday, July 27
They woke to a nightmare.  It was raining and the Bishops of Ballzee would have to suit up and actually depart in the rain.  A first - swell.  FJames knew that this was the Cabot Trail day, and he was very eager.  As a matter of fact he had left the parking lot and traveled the motel entrance road to the bottom of the hill. There he sat, waiting and waiting. Waiting and wondering.  Waiting and getting irritated.  Finally he returned up the hill to find the Fiddling Four waiting in their saddles while ScoT continued to find reasons to delay the departure.  Can’t imagine why.  Eventually ScoT was suited up and the team moved out. 
Blue Balls towed the team up Rt105 to the entrance to the Cabot Trail.  The crew motored along at a reasonable pace for the conditions which were wet and somewhat bumpy at the outset.  At the first opportunity only a few miles down the road Blue Balls pulled off to re-tie his cinch straps which had come off and were dangling perilously around the moving parts on the rear end of the 9R.  At this point the lead transitioned to FJames who was ready to attack the wonderful course which lay in wait.  Apparently four of the group had returned to the pavement just ahead of a speeding Jeep Cherokee which had flashed out of the fog.  Fast Eddie and DucGili paused for his passage but then swung in behind expecting to pass shortly and reconnect the Psycho Six.  Strangely enough, the possessed pilot of the Chrysler product was pacing ScoT as the last in line from the Fleeing Four - pacing him at good speed less than a vehicle length away.  Under dry circumstances ScoT would have stood on the (very wide and comfortable) pegs and done the “man, my butt is sore” tush-shake dance which FJames made famous, then plumped back down on the couch cushions before sparking up the big beast’s 1100cc chambers and waving the one finger farewell.  However, conditions were in the Chrysler Creeps favor.  Before much more could be plotted, the sinister 4-wheeler departed the company of the Dangerous Dudes for destinations unknown.
Soon the Thwarted Throttlers reached the most serpentine section of the Cabot Trail.  The road is something one must see to believe. It rises steeply making short sweeps back and forth up the face of the rock cliff with what looks like a teenie-weenie guard rail on the several-hundred-foot-plunge-to-the-ocean side, and crumbling vertical cliff on the opposing side.  In many sections passengers (drivers are too busy fearing for their lives as they strive to stay on the pavement) can look ahead and see the road make a half dozen or more switch-backs - none longer than 50 feet - and never lose sight of any of the paved surface.  Think about how steep that needs to be to be the case.  Of course all of this assumes that one can actually see more than 15 feet in front of ones nose, which none of the NoFear Knuckleheads could.  The fog was so thick that each operator had to stay within two bike lengths of the pilot ahead of them just to keep the tail light in sight.  This at only 10mph to 15mph - and even then it was difficult to make out the form of the pilot only a couple of feet beyond the tail light.  FJames led the Whiteout Wackos with Blue Balls close in formation up the ascent and into the bleach out.  As conditions peaked at their worst, the string of six separated into some singles and some doubles.  There were many instances on sharp corners where the road could not be easily discerned and the operators had to look down and navigate by the painted white line marking the shoulder. Eventually, like an amusement park ride in the dark, one could feel the climb cease and the descent begin.  For those who don’t ride motorcycles, going downhill in identical terrain as identified thus far in this paragraph is far more frightening and technical than going up.  Gravity is a strong magnet, bikes will only go straight when the brakes are on, and H2O further reduces that all important friction traction ingredient desired for braking and altering direction.  Imagine that you fear having blood taken using a hypodermic needle and the doctor tells you that he needs a quart.  You are frightened.  Now imagine he shows up to extract the sample with a garden hose attached to a ShopVac.  Your reaction would be similar to the stress and tension the Plunging Pawns fought through on the descent.  Not surprisingly, Tractionless Troopers were overjoyed and welcomed the replacement of the fog with torrential rain as they came off the peak to more reasonable inclines.
In the midst of these horrifying conditions the Downhill Demons found the Glenhorn, a wonderfully simple dining establishment in the middle of freakin’ nowhere.  Due to the less than inviting conditions outdoors, everyone else on the Cabot Trail this morning had also found the Glenhorn.  Nonetheless the Breakfast Banshees took over the porch and undressed in front of the large bay windows for the crowd’s entertainment.  When they had worked down to dry cotton, they ambled inside like John Wayne through the saloon doors, acting as though they didn’t even notice the tropical storm clambering at the windows.  After treating themselves to numerous cups of hot coffee and plenty of breakfast specials to help soak it up, they returned to the fray refurbished.
The Blind Blazers continued on through the rain and twisty highland roads - seeing little more than the blurry pavement ahead through visors covered inside and out with moving rivulets of water.  The surface of the road itself blurred in the splashes of a gazillion raindrops.  Blue Balls thought to himself that the bright side so far in the trip was that they hadn’t had to clean a crusty layer of dry bug spatter and crunchy winged remains off their visors each time they stopped.  Then the rain picked up and became a monsoon.  After some time the Masters of Miserable left Cape Breton Island behind recrossing the causeway at Port Hastings.  Their counter-clockwise circumnavigation of Cape Breton via the Cabot Trail, the pinnacle of the’99 CST, the ultimate two-wheeled destination, had gone by at Q-Tip speeds without a single spectacular view or the adrenaline rush of a knee dragged in a corner.  Indeed it was disappointing, but the Six Stallions shrugged it off and looked toward the next set of challenging conditions Mother Nature might toss at them - or at least towards lunch.
Eventually, back on the mainland the rain let up and finally quit.  The pavement dried out and the heat and humidity began to rise.  The Sizzling Six pulled over once again to lose vinyl baggage and try to dry out the wet underneath.  It was at this particular stop that Blue Balls pushed his 9R off the kickstand while hastily muscling his rain gear with a plunger type packing action into the Seal Bag affixed to his passenger seat.  Several scrapes and scratches but nothing major broken, the 9R was now broken in.  Blue Balls decided to take his frustration out on the 9R and wound it out in several gears as he led the crew back onto the pavement of TCH/Rt104 west.  He held it on and passed aggressively, cropping the 9R at each opportunity until his sanity returned. By then he was all alone out front.  Blue Balls scouted out a small family restaurant and waved the rest of the boys in as they entered the town of Antigonish NB.
Lunch was taken smack dab in the middle of a stuffy dance hall.   The Weary Wonders were plunked down at a long table in the middle of some type of function room - just off the Gift Shop.  There was no one else in the joint and it was sweltering.  A couple of nearby pedestal fans were taken into custody, wired, sparked, and aimed down the length of the table.  After receiving a terse lesson on the proper pronunciation of the town from the shrew of a waitress, orders were taken.  In the interim before being served a rather simple and unexciting lunch, there was a mad dash from the ballroom as it began to rain, grabbing gear left out on the bikes to dry.  The Impatient Imps did not linger long and were soon following DucGili south on Rt7 down in the general direction of Halifax.  Rt7 kept changing direction so that at one moment the group raced toward dark and thundering conditions and then only seconds later into partial clearing and streaks of sun.  Finally the game of hide-n-seek came to closure.  On the outskirts of Liscomb, DucGili pulled the herd over and asked if the group would like to take this opportunity to don masks and snorkels - after all things had dried out fairly well and it might be wise to try to keep them that way.  But boys will be boys and the resounding answer was ‘NFW - it’s just a shower, we’ll ride through it’.  So DucGili nodded with that wizened grin, slapped his visor shut, and rumbled the Duck down the road.
Just a shower.  Famous last words.  Not three minutes after DucGili’s survey, it began to rain heavily as it does in summer thunderstorms.   The Lords of Lobotomy pressed on trying to find the other side of the storm.  Then it came down in sheets, and finally it came down with such force and density that vision was almost nil and it was no longer safe to be on the road.  DucGili paddled the 748 through a small pond at the entrance to a Highway Maintenance Depot building - one of those large warehouse style structures with four 16 foot garage doors.  His companions followed suit.  What now?  DucGili and Blue Balls navigated over in front of the doors, shut down their power plants, exited the bridge, and  promptly flattened themselves with their backs against one of the huge garage doors.  The hell with going down with the ship.  The small overhang some twenty feet up allowed just enough space to keep ones nose just a fraction of an inch inside the vertical tide of moisture gushing from the sky.  Soon all six Wet Weasels were pressed against the doors waiting for the shower to pass.  And so they waited, and they waited, and they waited. On a couple of occasions it appeared to be letting up, but just when spirits would begin to lift it would surge forth with new energy.  Thunder cracked loudly and sharply overhead and lightening was zinging everywhere - including touching down somewhere in very close proximity with an ear splitting snap.  At this point Fast Eddie was getting hungry so he began to try to get into the locked structure which was currently void of human life.  He had no luck but managed to absorb another three pounds of water weight in his efforts.  Finally, well after a half an hour had passed with no let up in sight, the Ranting Resistors dejectedly pulled on their wetsuits.  Well, most of them.  Fast Eddie is a brilliant chemist but he lacks common sense and explained to his comrades that he simply couldn’t get any wetter.  Um, OK.  ScoT was eager to make progress and had little concerns about the conditions with his tanker weight steed and his high, wide, windshield.  Jim Beemer supplied with similar equipment and confidence fell in line second.  Fast Eddie scooted out third with FJames and Blue Balls close on his heels and then DucGili relinquished his lead and fell to the back of the pack.  The heavy guys began to pull away, and then the maelstrom for which the trip was named arrived.  The road curved left around an inlet or small harbor of some sort at the same time that the bikes and a sub-squall within the larger storm crossed paths.  Heavy, blinding rain was blown nearly horizontal as white caps and water spouts ripped across the road.  The wind whipped the bikes around on the submerged road surface and the pilots slowed to almost a stop fighting to maintain control, keep the bikes upright, and find the road.  It seemed like an eternity but was probably only 10 seconds.  The Waterlogged Warriors emerged divided on the far side of the storm.  ScoT and Jim Beemer were alone and out of sight out front, Fast Eddie, FJames, and Blue Balls were grouped together with no sign of machines fore or aft, and DucGili was a lone caboose.  The good news was that the road dried out very quickly, the clouds parted, and the sun beamed down.  The rapid transition from beast to beauty spurred energy and glee and a little boneheadedness.  Rather than regrouping after exiting Satan’s car wash, the leaders wicked it up and hustled the pace towards Halifax.  After 10 minutes of reasonably rapid riding the threesome lead by Fast Eddie has not yet come upon ScoT and Jim Beemer as they had anticipated, so Fast Eddie’s stomach took over and he began his quest to catch the leaders.  FJames was up for the hunt and chased Fast Eddie’s tag.  Blue Balls checked his tripometer and realized that FJames was well past due for a refueling.  Each time he saddle up next to FJames between passes to try to indicate the need for a fuel stop, FJames was already on the gas to make the next pass.  This little cat and mouse game continued for several miles until Blue Balls finally got FJames attention and pulled him over to the side of the road a handful of miles past the most recent rinky-dink fuel stop.  The two agreed that FJames was perilously low on octane and that they ought to collect DucGili and return to the pump, leaving Fast Eddie to chase down the sprinters by himself.  As they peered rearward over their shoulders to find a break in traffic to reverse direction, ScoT and Jim Beemer arrived.  From behind.  Heading the same direction.  Uh oh.  Apparently the focused threesome had slingshot past the pulled over leaders without noticing, and that meant that Fast Eddie was in a high speed pursuit with no one, but he didn’t know that.  He’d probably go all the way to Halifax before recognizing that he would neither catch his buddies nor have any following.  DucGili arrived next, with a little too much speed and decided to shave it off by braking hard into oncoming traffic in the wrong lane.  Interesting.  He wrestled the Duck off the road into the pullout and came just a c-hair short of dropping it on the slippery gravel incline he was still trying to stop on.  The boys decided to pause here and consider the situation and the options.
It was during this pause for conversation and clammy plastic outerwear removal that FJames failed to learn from the lesson Blue Balls had provided earlier in the day, and he too pushed his TLR off the side stand while repacking rain gear.  He too took on cowling scratches and even busted the ball off the end of the clutch lever.  Oh yeah, things were just improving by the moment.  All settled, the Philosophizing Five tooled back to the fuel stop and tanked up, then motored on west on Rt7 towards Halifax hoping to run into Fast Eddie along the way - not literally of course.  Sure enough, just a few miles out of Dartmouth - a suburb of Halifax, Fast Eddie came the other direction waving merrily now that he would be reunited with his Buzzing Buddies.  He reversed direction using the sidewalk as is customary for Berkeley graduates, and then squirted to the front to lead the others down the main drag which he had already become familiar with.
There was no room at the inn.  It was much later than normal for the CST motel search to get underway, and both Dartmouth and Halifax were completely booked for accommodations, but once again friendly folks made phone calls and found 3 rooms - albeit smoking - at the Stardust in Bedford NS.  The Tired Travelers acquired directions and then set sail for the Stardust. There is a reason that the Stardust had rooms left when none else did - but it was shelter, it had a Greek restaurant on the premises, and most importantly it marked the end of another long riding day.  After the clean-routine and some light banter with a neighboring young couple from Ontario who were returning from 2 weeks of two-up touring through Newfoundland on a 600cc dual sport (he was loving it, she seemed to have a different story to tell…), the Champions of Chow were off for Greek.  Fast Eddie and Blue Balls arrived shortly thereafter - but Fast Eddie sure was clean.  The food was OK, the Keiths (pronounced Keets by most barmaids…) brew was awesome, even addictive.  It was late when the gang retired with several Keets in their guts and 461 miles on their butts.
Wednesday, July 28
The day began with an omen.  DucGili happened to be out making his early morning rounds when he found Blue Balls unwrapping the 9R.  “Hey, look who’s an early bird, getting a jump on the day are we?” DucGili questioned.  “Uh, not really, it’s 6:45am”.  The Enids of Early always depart at 7:00am.  DucGili suddenly had an interest in the conversation.  “Really?”  “Yup”.  “Uh, I better go let Jim know, we hosed our alarm and thought it was like an hour earlier.  He’s kind of groggy and decided to take a shower”.  Some 20 minutes later the Furious Five were waiting patiently, waking up the entire back side of the Stardust with their motors burbling in the crisp morning air.  Finally FJames emerged and entertained his idling audience with time consuming fastidious and precise gear arrangement.  At last he was tidy and ready to roll.
The Sunshine Six departed shortly after 7:00am with the sun beaming in from the east. It was glorious and they were all smiles.  At 7:15 the chain-gang became enveloped in a fog bank from which they would not emerge for a couple of hours.  Smiles quickly became frowns.  The Fog Frolickers steamed north up TCH/RT102 out of Bedford towards Truro.  Blue Balls set an eager pace racing to try to get out from beneath the fog bank.  Tiring of the TCH monotony early, Blue Balls led the lemmings off Rt102 onto Rt215 and Rt236 which paralleled a river and was more of a country back road.  It was in good condition and Blue Balls made good use of it - accelerating his heart beat only once as two young fawns pranced across the tarmac one hundred yards upstream.  Shortly down Rt136 they came upon a formal road sign before a sharp right hander which read “Caution, Oil Spill on Road”.  Super.  Apparently the spill had occurred sometime in the past but the pavement still held some slickeryness.   After this brief morning adventure hunger began to settle upon the Scooter Snakes and they opted for breakfast in Truro  at Smitty’s.
After packing and purging the Stuffed Six lingered chattily in the parking lot playing meteorologist.  Eventually, with only minor prodding, they remounted and set sail west on Rt2 towards Parrsboro.  The Mutants of Mapping had come this way from the opposite direction two days prior and knew that there was some fun riding and the road was currently dry.  Blue Balls immediately wanted to put traffic to the stern so he passed the first white Dodge Neon that they came upon.  FJames came along on the pass and both noticed the stenciling on the car which read “Bible Hill Safety Committee”.  How misleading, for no sooner had the two squirted back inside the lines than the driver punched it with all four little cylinders and hurtled up to FJames rear fender, riding less than a car length behind at 70mph.  Blue Balls noticed the maneuver and decided that he had either misread the stenciling or this Neon had been stolen.  Blue Balls fed the 9R a drizzle more octane and the speedo leapt to 80mph.  Along came FJames and the Bible Hell Psycho Committee.  Just as Blue Balls had decided to test the cornering ability of the little hodge-podge-Dodge, they came upon the town of Bass River and had to slow.  The Raging Racers bunched up with Bible Hell Billy betwixt them.  As soon as they exited town, Blue Balls gave Bible Hell Billy the universal ‘come on, follow me’ signal, and then proceeded to become vapor with FJames muckled onto his rear Dunlop (which was now sporting a CST flat spot…). The Neon gave chase and the Fascinated Followers spurred it up to see what would happen.  Within 10 seconds Blue Balls and FJames no longer saw any headlights in the rearview, and later reports indicated that as soon as the Zipping Zeus’s were out of sight Bible Hell Billy admitted defeat, slowed, and the others blazed by.
It was a jittery ride up and over Economy Mountain, but the fog was lifting and the sun began to stab it’s way through.  The Whizzing Warlocks reviewed the maps in Parrsboro and gave a unanimous thumbs-up for Rt209 - a 130 klik route out around Cape Chignecto and then northeast up to Amherst NS.  It looked like it might be scenic.  After relieving bloated bladders they ventured forth and rapidly confirmed their decision.  The sun blossomed brightly, the pavement in this wilderness was smooth and dry, and there wasn’t a blessed straight link in it.  Rt209 was heaven - for a spell.  The Lords of Lean were in their glory, and FJames had found his ‘zone’, stretching out his lead with every corner and soon disappearing altogether from view between the switch-backs and sweepers.  Blue Balls had gotten started last and was working his way forward through his Pounding Pals.  You’d have to ride this road to believe it, but it was miles and miles of changing elevations with sharp crests and breath taking fall-aways, sharp, tight switch-backs and screaming sweepers.  There was nothing on it, not a residence, not a logging road, not a service. Blue Balls worked his way into second taking Jim Beemer on the closest thing to a straight-away between two knee draggers.  Pass he did, but shake he could not.  Jim Beemer notched it up and kept the giant Beak glued to the revving D&D.  FJames has slowed to sit erect and de-cramp as well as re-compress the group.  As Blue Balls and Jim Beemer caught him FJames took a break at the first convenient spot.
The others began pulling in shortly, some reporting that they had stopped to take pictures of some very impressive views.  Views?  Clearly these folks had not found the ‘zone’.  Fast Eddie pulled in, came to a full stop on a bit of a downgrade, put his left boot out and rolled it on a bed of marble like gravel.  Add the FJ1200 to the list of those Marvelous Mounts to find the terra firma with no forward motion.  Now both of FJames bikes had been down, and it wasn’t over yet.  The sun was scorching, but no one was complaining - of course the No Whining rule is in effect all week anyway, regardless of weather or other conditions..  The Heated Haulers dug into tank bags and gulped hydrating liquids and a few downed ELFN’s.  FJames considered losing his leather due to the heat, but decided he could live with it a bit longer so long as he was in motion soon.  This was all the Jammin’ Jesters needed to get back in the saddle and spark up the steel steeds.  Jim Beemer hadn’t totally dropped his mental ‘zone’ attitude, and he gunned the Beak from the loose gravel onto the second half of Rt209 with the Flying Five in formation behind  him.
Jim Beemer lead FJames, Blue Balls, Fast Eddie, ScoT and DucGili in that order along a rhythmic section of Rt209.  The road never went straight, it just weaved back and forth constantly and consistently along the top of some ridge as the growth on either side of the road was rugged and only 3 or 4 feet tall.  Once again there was nothing but road in this wilderness of Rt209 along the western side of the Chignecto Game Sanctuary.  Jim Beemer hit the afterburners once it seemed the pattern would go on forever - 90mph and then some with FJames following at a reasonable distance then Blue Balls spaced similarly.  The headlights of the remainder of the Sultans of Speed had slowly faded from contact from the front three.  Finally, like a white boy on the disco floor,  the rhythm was lost, interrupted with a right hander which then peeled away slowly to the right and downhill for perhaps a hundred yards before crossing a small wooden plank bridge across a stream.  And then it happened - 11:30am, Wednesday July 28.  This little bridge on the northern end of the town of Shulie NS spanned perhaps twenty feet before immediately peeling away left and then right and then left again in a very tight chicane.   The ground in the elbow between the outside of the left-hander at the end of the bridge and the inside of the right hand leg of the chicane was gravel - sort of a pull-out.  There was a speed limit sign on the right hand side of the road just before the bridge reading 40KPH - which translates into 25mph.  Jim Beemer hit the steep, abrupt transition pavement from the road up onto the planks at an estimated 55 - 60mph.  This fully compressed the long suspension of the on/off road BMW as well as all of his luggage which sagged downward stressing the bolts holding his aircraft aluminum Samsonite mounting surface to the frame.  He catapulted upward fully extending the suspension, bounced once about 15 feet along the plank bridge, fully compressing and sproinging the 12 inches of travel again, and then much like an airliner overshooting the runway he watched the pavement beneath him slice left while he went straight.  Shortly thereafter he was testing the off road capabilities of the big Beemer.  He throttled his semi-knobbies in the loose gravel while banking left and looking for the tarmac he’d come to love and cherish.  The Beak responded and squirreled it’s way through the gravel until suddenly there was solid road underneath again and Jim Beemer was rising the tachometer leaving nothing more to write about than the dust cloud he’d spurned into the air.  
FJames experience was slightly different.  FJames noted Jim Beemer’s bridge crossing experience before arriving himself.  Unfortunately, he had only the opportunity to glimpse the bridge pogo maneuver itself and not the off-road excitement which followed before he applied some binder and was upon the transition pavement itself.  He had shed perhaps 10mph more than Jim Beemer, hoping to avoid having to patch in to NASA for clearance, but for his measly 5inches of Hai!-performance sport bike suspension this just wasn’t going to cut it.  FJames followed Jim Beemer’s route to the “T”, right into the grope-in-the-gravel section.  FJames began to skate and float in the loose gravel and he too urged this TLR back toward the pavement - fighting through the rising dust which indicated that he was not the first along this route recently.  As luck would have it, when FJames reached the solidarity of Rt209 with his handlebars and front wheel commanding “head east young man, head east!”, the tail of the TLR was making headlong progress north. Those of you who are bikers are thinking “OH SHIT”, while those of you who are not should be thinking it.  This condition, without exception will cause the dreaded ‘tank slappers’.  Just mentioning these words will make the experienced cyclist wince their sphincter.   This is the condition where suddenly and with increasing loss of both control and bodily contact with the bike, the handlebars rapidly and repeatedly swap from their maximum left turn-stop to the maximum right turn-stop - in essence slapping each side of the tank several times.  The front tire is usually chirping on the pavement with each slap since it is attempting to make a 45 degree turn while the other 500lbs or so behind it are trying to pass it on the same side in which it wants to turn.  It’s this violent chirping, slapping, bucking motion in direct correlation with the more rapid deceleration of hardware than the flesh that causes the pilot to experience the involuntary reject sensation just prior to unconsciousness. And so, as the TLR performed a set of 4 increasingly violent tank-slappers, FJames was tossed about in the cockpit like a rag doll until finally, mercifully the rear 190 Dunlop out jumped the front 130, the front could no longer recover, and the sparkling new Suzuki TL1000R slammed down onto it’s right side pitching FJames free of the missile but driving him right side face and upper body first into the hard, hot, July pavement.  FJames decelerated far more rapidly than the TLR as he tumbled several times up the mild incline - limbs flailing about like aldente spaghetti noodles in a fork-to-spoon quick spin.  The TLR slowed very little as it parted with most of the yellow paint on the right side plastic and headed for the ditch.  It left the pavement, crossed the loose gravel on the outside of the right hander portion of the chicane, and then scuttled down into the berries and briars in the deep, loose sand ditch, rather stoically coming to rest nearly vertical.  For a brief second, both man and machine were at rest, but then the clarity of the situation hit FJames and he painfully rolled himself over two more times until he reached the sanctity of the gravel and was no longer in the road.  Wouldn’t want to survive the crash only to have the misfortune of being mangled by something coming the other direction. 
Blue Balls had been shortly behind FJames but he had several more yards of pavement upon which to grab a fist full of binders before reaching the bridge after witnessing Jim Beemer and the rising dust cloud.  He watched FJames depart the pavement as he continued to summon forearm strength against physics while he applied heavy front breaking.  As he bumped up onto the wooden planks he watched FJames begin the tank slapper dance and before exiting the bridge he saw the separation of jockey and mount and knew that his first act would be to get the 9R stopped and parked in order to be at FJames side for assistance.
Blue Balls was first on the scene, covering the distance between the silent 9R and his motionless companion thinking that he was about to find the answer to the ‘what do you do if you have a crisis in the middle of fucking nowhere?” question he has been asking himself in 15 years of CST’s.  Much to Blue Balls relief FJames was conscious.  He was face down laying on his right arm, but he was cussing and moaning. “OK Jim, I’m here, you’ve got to talk to me and tell me where it hurts”. FJames gasped that his right shoulder hurt and asked Blue Balls to get his arm out from underneath him.  Fast Eddie was jogging across the road at this point so Blue Balls enlisted Fast Eddie and they picked FJames upper body up enough to free his right arm and pull it out from beneath him.  Now face down with his right shoulder and arm pressed against the ground from his own weight, FJames asked that he be turned over onto his back to allow his right arm to fall free.  Blue Balls and Fast Eddie asked FJames to first move his toes, fingers and neck to determine if there were any obvious spinal injuries, and once FJames proved that he could do these things they gingerly picked him up and twisted him to place him on his back with his arms free. By this time Jim Beemer had assumed what had taken place behind him based on his own experience, and he had circled back.  ScoT and DucGili were also presently dismounting their bikes on the far side of Rt209.  Blue Balls asked Jim Beemer to go for help, while Fast Eddie returned to his tank bag where he extracted his cell phone and dialed 911.  ScoT and DucGili assisted Blue Balls with removing FJames helmet which was another well articulated request on FJames part. Now in only an agonizingly painful position - rather than an excruciatingly painful position, FJames always the gentlemen issued his first comment towards his Makeshift Medics.  “I apologize gentlemen, this is really going to screw things up”.  His wait staff ignored him and while ScoT and DucGili attended to getting shade and cold, damp cloth to FJames head in the first searing sunshine of the trip, Blue Balls began to consider their next move.
Fortunately there was not a great deal of time to ponder.  Fast Eddie had made weak contact with a 911 operator over his cell and was speaking slowly, clearly, and loudly repeating the information into the phone.  Just before Fast Eddie completed his call Jim Beemer returned announcing that he had found a camp only a quarter of a mile up the road with someone who had a cell phone and they had contacted the volunteer rescue department just up the road out of Joggins.  Imagine that, there hadn’t seen a sign of civilization in at least 15 miles and there were folks with a phone 1000 feet up the road.  It was the first piece of good news: Help was on the way thanks to Reg Daboran, a resident of River Hebert NS who was here at his second home, his ‘camp’ in Shulie, relaxing with his wife.  While Jim Beemer who was an ambulance driver and EMT some years ago chatted with FJames, the Hefting He-men worked together to extract the TLR from the ditch and the brambles.  Once up onto the pavement, they worked together to get the bike into neutral and then  trotted it over to the far side of the road, and there began inspecting the damage. The first assessment indicated lots of trashed plastic on the right as well as a missing right turn signal, but other than that, fully functional upon cursory inspection.  Another bright spot in an otherwise dreary situation.
The Joggins EMT team arrived in their 1960’s Ambu-Van in about 15 minutes and went right to work getting FJames neck braced and a backboard underneath him.  A fire engine arrived shortly after and men in heavy rubber garb pounced from the cab grabbing medical kits, oxygen, and hatchets.  Hatchets?  Must be in the training, either that or  they were hoping to have to amputate or cut off his leathers.  While they busied themselves clustering around FJames, an ambulance arrived.  This one looked like a real ambulance and was probably only 1980’s vintage.  But that wasn’t the best thing about it, oh no, the best thing about it was the young, developed, tight-jeans clad female EMT who strutted from it’s cab and joined the beehive of activity around FJames.  She drifted through a lane which parted between the American gentlemen much like the Red Sea for Moses.  She was a cute brunette and she spoke pleasantly to FJames with a smile, asking him questions while the Freudian Five ran their own series of questions through their minds. Staring wasn’t polite, so Jim Beemer and DucGili opted to try riding the TLR up the street to Reg Daboran’s camp since he had offered to have it stored there until we could retrieve it.  It looked ugly, but it started, it shifted, it steered, and it braked - so off they went.
Last to arrive was RCMP (Royal Canadian Mounted Police) Officer Jim Hannon.  No, he did not arrive on a Clydesdale with a western saddle, indeed he arrived with a very recent model mostly white Ford Crown Victoria.  Officer Hannon wasn’t present long enough to commence with his inquisition before the rescuers huddle broke with a sharp clap in unison, and then FJames was risen by many hands like a rock star in a mosh-pit,  and placed in the Ambulance.  Jesus Christ!  He must have died and they hadn’t told his buddies yet.  They had simply wrapped him up in packaging tape and they were going to UPS him back to the states!!  Upon closer inspection his buddies found that FJames was still conducting conversation - to the brunette with the tight T-shirt it should be noted - and the rescuers  had simply used 2 or 3 rolls of packaging tape to secure his entire body to the backboard.  
DucGili and Jim Beemer were back and DucGili wanted to follow the ambulance back to Amherst 20 something miles away where there was a hospital to which the rescuers would take FJames.  DucGili would be able to address any legal and police type issues which might come up.  The others would tend to getting FJames tank bag and gear bag and such stored on the remaining bikes, they’d take pictures of the crash site and the TLR for insurance and what not, and they’d help Officer Hannon fill out his report.  Then they’d find their way to the hospital in Amherst.  
They followed through on their chores and found Officer Hannon to be a very pleasant and likable fellow.  He told them that another motorcycle had crashed in this very same spot not 5 days earlier and that he’d have the Highway Department come take a look at what ought to be altered about this specific section of road to prevent further mishaps. He told them that he’d lead them to the hospital to find their friend, and he told them that he would personally chauffeur one of the crew to a motorcycle dealer he knew as well as a U-Haul dealer he also knew in Amherst to try to find them help in getting the bike squared away. RCMP Officer Jim Hannon and Essex County Sheriff’s Department Deputy Gilbert Rainault have a great deal in common. 
Upon arriving at the hospital around 1:00pm and finding that FJames was on a gurney in the hall waiting to have x-rays taken,  the Organized Operators conducted a brief conference sharing their thoughts and suggestions on how to make use of the many hours they would likely have on their hands.  Then the self-directed work team sprung into action and they were impressive.  Using the hospital staff phones DucGili made calls to Matthew Thornton to get and supply insurance information, to Air Canada to investigate flight options home for FJames, and to his wife Ruby back in Guildhall VT to discuss having her hitch up their bike trailer behind the Suburban and come rescue FJames.  Jim Beemer made calls to Ryder for bike and body transportation options, to the Comfort Inn just around the corner to make reservations for 6 for the night, and to a Canadian Bus company which comes through Amherst (only twice each week…) for body transport information.  Fast Eddie jumped in the cruiser with Officer Hannon and headed out to get introduced to a Suzuki dealer and a U-Haul franchise owner.  Blue Balls rode shotgun with ScoT at the helm on the Barcolounger, back to Shulie to resuscitate the TLR, squirt some octane in the tank which was calculated to be rather dry, and then limp it into Amherst.  Blue Balls and ScoT had both also seen something else in Joggins that needed another going-over.  
Several hours later - around 3:30pm or 4:00pm, the crew was reassembled and FJames was back in the hallway listed with a broken clavicle (collarbone) and five broken ribs.  Other than the pictures, he was unattended to.  He didn’t have many outwardly obvious wounds because his protective equipment had all done it’s job - marvelously.  Because he had been wearing shorty gloves, his knuckles had some cuts and the gravel was still in them.  He complained about being hot in his racing leather pants, so Can-Do Cohorts removed his boots and pulled his pants off somewhat gingerly exposing minor skin abrasions on both knees from the cloth on the inside of the pants.  Also exposed were his decorative green boxer shorts, but this was low on his priority list of things to worry about.  After making FJames comfortable - to a degree - the Formulating Five held another press conference to see where things were at.  The options were thin.  No flights, no buses, no Ryder’s and no U-Hauls - although RCMP Officer Hannon’s influence on the U-Haul dude had him searching for another vehicle.  Fast Eddie was also waiting to hear back from the Suzuki dealer who was getting him a quote on crating and shipping the TLR back home.  The Fizzling Five chomped on ELFN’s and popsicles from the hospital staff freezer.  The hospital itself was 1940’s vintage, and with socialized medical care in Canada it didn’t have current technology or facilities and maybe not even real doctors, but the folks working there were for the most part wonderful. The staff allowed the stinky leather bikers to have full run of the emergency area where FJames was being stored, the phones, and their frozen food cabinet.  They smiled and joked with the Leather Loiterers and tried to keep spirits up.  Finally, the U-Haul dude came through and found a 15 footer which would go one-way from Amherst to St. Stephen at the US border for a mere $350 Canadian - that’s like $10 bucks American or something.  There was light at the end of the tunnel.
ScoT nabbed FJames MasterCard from his wallet and headed out the door with Fast Eddie to purchase tie-down straps and pick up the truck.  DucGili called Ruby back to let her know that a truck to St. Stephen had been purloined  and that she need only come to the border, rather than all the way to Amherst.  Ruby is as caring and generous as her lesser half DucGili (you have to be to adopt six kids…) and she gave her husband an earful about transporting FJames sitting up in a U-Haul - she was adamant that she should come all the way to Amherst so that FJames could be transported in the prone position in the Suburban, complete with good drugs and a vehicle with suspension.  She was  tenderly overruled by the All-Knowing Allah’s.  They had a plan and they were going to stick to it - especially since they were having no problem forging FJames signature on his platinum MasterCard.  Ruby unhappily conceded.  The meeting details for St. Stephen were set and repeated for confirmation.
ScoT and Fast Eddie returned with the goods in yet another tremendous thunderstorm.  The boys battled the weather to load both of FJames crotch rockets into the 15 footer as well as everyone’s gear that had been removed a short while earlier when the hospital guard had swung by the emergency area to report squalls with 100kph winds entering the area.  Then they were set, they had everything ready to go to the Comfort Inn - except FJames.
Little Miss Pakistani Pre-med was the only irritable soul in the region, and she was in no mood to let these stenchy tall Americans influence her decisions.  She wanted FJames to remain in the hospital over night for observation, planning to release him at 11:00am the following morning.  None of the Weary Warriors had any good reason to argue this since they were booked overnight in town anyway - and the odds didn’t look good that she would be at all persuaded by “But gee, the group always departs at 7:00am and we don’t want to upset that routine”. Miss Pakistani Pre-med was a tough case, not even willing to part with more Co-Tylenol than the recommended dosage.  FJames was not about to be left alone with Miss Pakistani Pre-med overnight, in his underwear, in a gurney in the hallway, with no one to fetch popsicles for him.   He set his own plan in motion.  FJames asked for a private session with Miss Pakistani in nothing but his green print boxers.  After several moments she emerged and breezed past the entire contingent, avoiding any eye contact while scuttering back to the comfort of her paperwork.  The Caring Compatriots pushed as a pack into the small enclosure to acquire the results from the weary FJames.  “I’ve been released”.  FJames refused to disclose his methods, but his Bustling Buddies were encouraged.
There was one small obstacle to overcome though.  The deal was that FJames would have to prove that he could leave the premises under his own power.  If he could get off his cot, stand without passing out, and scuffle out to his ride, Miss Pakistani would sign the release forms.  FJames wasted no time and with much grunting, groaning, and odd contortions of his  body he was able to right himself.  The boys found it amusing and flung encouragement in his direction.  Finally he was at the edge of his cot in the throne position.  Next he wriggled his way to standing while his Platoon of Pranksters moved furniture, steadied the wheeled cot, and dug into his gear bag to find some appropriate clothing for departure.  Once on his feet, FJames became dizzy and weak, and collapsed back to the cot.  After some discussion between the patient and his hoard of Medicinal Meatheads, it was decided that FJames would be given some more food and liquids and the Ambulatory Army would go check in at the Comfort Inn and get some nourishment before returning a few hours later to witness FJames final departure attempt of the day.  If he couldn’t do it on his own, it seemed a risk that no one wanted to take - except perhaps FJames, but he was outvoted and there was little he could do about it.
After a very  non-routine clean up (Blue Balls was the only one who did any - what the hell, he had nothing else to do for 30 minutes while Fast Eddie took another one of his now legendary 30 minute steam baths…) the Gut Groaners wandered across the street to the Old Poon Chinese restaurant to graze.  Well, it was something like that, regardless, Old Poon is how it’s remembered.   Starvin’ ScoT ordered up Doo Doo platters and Keets all around to get things started.  Blue Balls never wanting to conform tried to order a martini but the not too pleasant elderly American waitress - who is now affectionately referred to as The Old Poon herself - informed him in “don’t-question-my-authority” terms that the ingredients were unavailable.  He ordered a Pina Colada which came in a large ceramic coconut with a straw poking out of the side.  Famished as they were, it didn’t take long to agree that what should be ordered was large quantities of food.  ScoT orchestrated the ordering of several different dishes with all kinds of rice and the like to be shared by the group.  Blue Balls ordered his own combo platter.  Conversation was mostly about the day, the event, and the aftermath, but the spirits were good - so good in fact that everyone quickly had another round.  As usual there was laughter and bantering, and carrying on - much to Old Poon’s dismay - but not long after the poor American imitation of Chink food arrived in their gullets, they felt that too much fun without FJames was inappropriate, so the Children of Chugging headed back to the hospital like a SWAT team in the back of the U-Haul.
Back at the Time Warp Hotel -er, Hospital, FJames had been practicing and he was ready for the big performance.  Happy to see his Clean Comrades back in his presence, he slowly and painfully but with grace and determination rose and shuffled forward toward the exit doors. Through the doors, down the ramp and over to the passenger door of the U-Haul, slowly, but with no problems.  He sized up the situation that lay before him in terms of getting up into the seat, and then refused any offers of bodily assistance, asking only that his buddies not let  him fall out if he was not strong enough to complete the hoist all the way in or in the event that he lost consciousness on the way in.  A smirk.  Thank God for all those naked Twister games with his wife Leatha in the past few months - FJames was really limber and executed a series of maneuvers which eventually placed him in the sitting position on the edge of the passenger seat.  Fast Eddie and Blue Balls packed the pillow and comforter around him which they had freed from the Comfort Inn.  Satisfied that he’d make it the couple of blocks in this temporary egg carton getup, the team was signaled to “Move Out’, and while barking cadence:  We’re tough bikers take a spill, it might hurt but it won’t kill!” - all but Fast Eddie the limo driver jumped up into the back and pulled the door closed.
The unloading at the Comfort Inn was less entertaining than the loading, and shortly FJames was escorted to the turned down bed his roomy DucGili had prepared.  The Blistering Brain-Trust followed him in and sat patiently waiting while FJames adjusted himself.  Then DucGili wordlessly handed the phone over to the good arm.  FJames scanned the room looking into vulturous eyes and asked “Yes?”.  Blue Balls explained the plan.  “We want to listen while you call Leatha”.  A soft, shallow chuckle was followed by dialing.  Unfortunately, the dialing was followed by an answering machine.  FJames left a message with no hint of today’s events.  Disappointed, the crowd dispersed and left FJames to get some rest.   DucGili played nursemaid all night retrieving Tylenol and helping FJames to the pot to drain the lizard.  The others slept soundly under a blanket of Keets, with a mere 206 miles tallied the day.
Thursday, July 29
The day broke with heavy fog.  Continental breakfast goodies were boxed up for FJames to pick at during the 200 mile trek to St. Stephen, then he was loaded like a piece of fine furniture into his spot on the bench seat.  Fast Eddie would pilot the U-Haul across the TCH Routes 2 and then 1 from Amherst through Sussex, and St. John before arriving in St. Stephen.  No sense in the steel steeds following along the boring route at boring speeds, so Blue Balls would lead the Flashy Four down Rt104 and Rt111 off the TCH through what the map showed to be scenic road - optimistic that the fog would lift.  The fog began to burn off while the Flying Four tooled along TCH104 looking for the Sussex Corner exit to jump onto Rt111..  The Morning Marauders snarfed up breakfast specials in Sussex Corner before waltzing out into glorious, steamy hot sunshine and then continuing on well beyond posted speed limits in order to meet Fast Eddie, FJames, and Ruby at the border at high noon. DucGili was especially eager to be reunited with his wife, so he led a good portion of Rt111 at breakneck speed.  There were several occasions to celebrate along Rt111 as most of the Millennium Mongers reached the 2000 mile mark for the trip - albeit at slightly different times.  Fast Eddie would also make the 2K mark later in the day while throttling the FJ1200 between St. Stephen NB and Litchfield NH.  FJames roughed up Suzuki would be short by a couple of hundred miles and likely wouldn’t see those miles until well into the new Millennium.
Just into St. Stephen ScoT blazed past Fast Eddie coming the opposite direction making his way to the U-Haul joint which everyone has just passed but only DucGili had noticed.  The Thinking Three behind ScoT saw Fast Eddie and pulled over. Fast Eddie’s pointing arm out the drivers window indicated that he was heading back to the U-haul place as he drifted around the corner and out of site.  ScoT’s bright red ST1100 zooming out of sight around the opposite bend indicated that for the third time during the adventure one or more of the Studley Six would be ‘lost’.  After some time waiting for ScoT to return with no result, Jim Beemer headed back to the U-Haul joint to begin helping Fast Eddie unload while Blue Balls and DucGili headed on into St. Stephen to find Ruby with the Suburban and trailer and hopefully to find ScoT as well.  Sure enough, they hadn’t gone but a fraction of a mile when they found ScoT waiting patiently.  So there they were, waiting patiently for each other, both assuming the other would come to them, not several hundred feet apart.  Blue Balls explained the logistics and ScoT headed back to the U-Haul to hook up with the others while Blue Balls and DucGili continued on toward the border crossing - right past Ruby.
Apparently there was a miscommunication between DucGili and Ruby.  DucGili was expecting her to be waiting on the Calais ME side, while Ruby had already gone through Customs and was waiting in New Brunswick CA.  Ruby and her daughter Kelley waved cheerily as DucGili and Blue Balls motored by at 40kph without taking note.  They continued on to US Customs where DucGili explained to the Customs Agent that there would be some going back and forth a few times after finding his wife because they were traveling as a group and had some gear to transfer across the boarder, etc., etc..  The guard nodded his understanding, and then DucGili and Blue Balls scooted up the road a piece to a wide open parking lot on Rt9 where they waited at the edge of the road in clear sight for Ruby when she rolled into town.  They thought that they were all set.  Although they’d been about 30 minutes late on the New Brunswick side, they gained an hour moving to Eastern Standard Time and now were about 30 minutes ahead of the noon schedule.  However, Ruby was even more clever and had  recognized the time anomaly  and had therefore arrived ahead of schedule no matter which clock was being used and had further crossed the boarder to save processing time in Customs.  Her focus was on getting FJames home ASAP. Too bad her plan was foiled by the Blind Brothers.  It is difficult to imagine what must have distracted them at such a slow pace in the center of this small, busy Canadian town, on a beautiful, hot, sunny day.   Hmmm.  At any rate, Ruby and Kelley hoofed it back to Customs expecting to find the men there.  When they didn’t they walked up the main street in Calais a bit and still found no sign of the Distracted Duo. They returned to the Customs agent and explained the situation.  He agreed that he’d seen the two bikers come through and move along, so Ruby decided to return to the Suburban and come back through Customs and go looking for the Lounging Lobotomies in Calais ME.  It was quite fortunate that she did this, for when the Customs agent left his post to take lunch a few minutes later, he happened to drive his pickup truck past the two waiting up Rt9.  He pulled over and explained that Ruby was already in New Brunswick and was waiting for them.  They suited up speedily and zipped back to Customs where they found Ruby coming the other way in the Customs line.  Several gestures and mouthed comments were offered from Ruby towards the boys making it apparent that she was not pleased with the way things were going.  The bikers wisely kept their helmets on and their earplugs in.
Eventually the convoy was all headed in the correct direction, and a few short minutes later all were reunited at the U-Haul to a rousing round of applause initiated by Fast Eddie.  While some of the crew set to stowing DucGili’s 748 in the trailer next to the other banana, others assisted with FJames transfer and comfort.  Ruby supplied the much welcomed potent pain relief which FJames had gone without for 24 hours now.  The whole crew gathered around the passenger side of the ‘Burban and posed for a snapshot with FJames in the window.  Then they moved off for the Nth border crossing where they smiled and waved at all their new Customs Agent friends.
The ride home to Litchfield would be mostly uneventful - although nastily hot and humid.  Just outside of Calais Rt9  was closed due to a huge, long trailer portion of a construction vehicle which when trying to cross over the road at an intersection had become hung up on the crown of the road.  Traffic in both directions had been halted and was backed up for a couple of miles.  Fast Eddie took the Bikers Prerogative and lead the other three up the breakdown lane to the front of the line - this was the last that they’d see of the Suburban  that day.  Once there Fast Eddie motored right up to the police barricade to check things out.  He explained with great Berkeley doctorate logic to the officer in charge that although large vehicles might not have the room to get past the obstruction on the shoulder of the road, motorcycles most certainly did. He was successful in persuading the officer to allow the bikers past.  The ninety some odd miles from Calais to Bangor on Rt9 is known as ‘The Airline”, and it was a once in a lifetime shot to fly it since there was absolutely no west bound traffic due to the road closure behind them.  The 90 miles were covered in about the same number of minutes.  From Bangor it was Rt95 south for hours, all the way to Rt33 in NH where ScoT lead them off the interstate and cut over to Rt101 through Greenland.
A final gas up before merging onto Rt101 was the last time the four Homebound Hounds would chat.  High fives, handshakes, and farewells laced the pit stop.  Blue Balls was pressed on when the trip documentation would be available.  He explained that no one should hold their breath - it would be a month anyway. Motors were revved up a final time and then they snaked up onto Rt101 and rode as a team until Exit 1 where ScoT and Jim Beemer departed and Blue Balls and Fast Eddie continued on to Litchfield.  DucGili called Blue Balls from FJames home in Litchfield around 8:30pm or so, only about 45 minutes after the two-wheelers had rolled in.  The Suburban trip had been uneventful as well, and FJames was now home and heavily medicated.   DucGili and Ruby would press on back home to Guildhall VT that evening, passing on all the invitations to spend the night in Litchfield.  That’s not all they’d pass, for while Ruby was piloting the ‘Burban home on I93N she was stopped by a crisply attired NH State Trooper and informed that she had been clocked traveling 78mph in a 65mph zone.  Thinking quicker than DucGili, she handed over her license and her Essex County Sheriff’s Department identification.  The Trooper just smiled and told her to slow down.  Ruby would come close to being up for 24 hours and spending most of it in the Suburban.  A tough chick, but more importantly an angelically generous and caring person. 
FJames slept at home Thursday, but Friday he visited his local physician and was promptly admitted to the Elliot Hospital in Manchester.  With high-tech American care FJames was found to have 7 broken ribs, a broken collar bone, a broken shoulder blade, and a partially deflated lung caused by a small puncture which had healed itself during his initial hours of shallow breathing.  He remained hospitalized for 5 days and was released the following Tuesday afternoon.
FJames and his Suzuki TL1000R are both on the road to full recovery.  His touring partners completed the Maelstrom into the Millennium mission by spinning up just a hair under 600 miles on the final day and adjourning the trip with a total of 2497 miles.  The trip was memorable for any number of reasons, and will likely be the one most often referenced in the years to come.  It most certainly lived up to it’s billing, and perhaps most importantly of all, there will be another one next year.  Start your planning now for “The CST 2000 - Northbound in the New Millennium!”
