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It's spring today, officially I
guess that is, and this weekend it
even started to actually have that
"feel" in the air. You know what I
mean. Spring.

I backed Betty out of the garage
on Saturday, my 98 Heritage
Softail, and she fired right up,
which was a surprise and a good
thing, sometimes in past years,
she gagged, choked, sputtered and
coughed something fierce the first
time out each spring, and needed a
little helping snort of starter fluid
sprayed directly into her carbure-

tor to coax her to life.
How to describe the familiar rumble of the engine, the straight pipes, and yeah, even

the smell of her exhaust� all I can say is: I am beyond glad.   It's going to be a good
year.

On New Year's Day, lots of people make resolutions, most of which are blown off
and forgotten in short order. I have also learned in the last few years, how fast life can
get. And if you don't make the time for balance in your life, life can go screaming
past you, without a second chance. 

I don't know about you, but I'm always fighting to have balance in my life. I'm
a single mom, and run a small business, as well as a homeowner. Sometimes all of
my responsibilities run me ragged. One of the few selfish pleasures that I enjoy
entirely just for my own enjoyment is my motorcycle. I don't belong to any clubs, I
don't do a lot of organized rides. I don't even own a lot of clothes that come from
dealerships, or try to put on a "biker chick" image. I just ride. 
I bought Betty in June of 2000. I had never ridden a motorcycle before. At the time,
I was going thru a divorce, and originally actually was going to give the bike to my
now ex-husband, from whom I was separated from at the time, a move that in retro-
spect makes me doubt I had my all my marbles. About 24 hours after I bought the
bike, I changed my mind (Actually, regained my sanity is more like it!) and decided
to keep it for myself, a move that totally stunned my family, and at first was a great
source of humor. (Haha, Mom, the Biker Chick!)  My plan was that I would just teach
myself how to ride, just so I could say I knew how, and then I'd sell it (I had bought
the bike at a fantastic price) Let's just keep it simple and say that it only took one after-
noon in a parking lot teaching myself how to ride that big twin that I fell in love. Hard.
The bike is still in my possession six years later, and is never going to be sold, or
replaced with something newer. I've been across eight states on it, and some of my best
memories have been made with that bike. 

So here it is, Spring, 2006. The prospect and promise of warm weather, and a
wonderful summer with many new memories to be made is almost here. I just had a
conversation with the electrician that's working at my home. He excitedly says, "You
ride a bike? Me, too!" Turns out he's got a 2005 Road King. A brand new bike.   And
he put on 100 miles last year.  I look at him, flummoxed."100 miles for the whole sea-
son?" I repeat, sure I've heard him wrong.

He sheepishly grins, and tells me how busy he was last year.   Now, I know busy.
I know it better than you can imagine.  But it got me to thinking. In the first five years
I owned Betty, I acted like I was in some kind of contest to see how many miles I could
rack up in a riding season. One year, I hit 14,000. I was also a real smart ass about peo-
ple who spent big dollars on a Harley Davidson motorcycle, and then only rode a few
hundred miles only to fill the classifieds the next spring with their For Sale ads, after
the novelty had wore off. These same people never looked beyond the "cool factor"
that they envisioned owning a motorcycle held, to understand and truly appreciate
what it does to your soul to have the day's pressures and responsibilities melt away
when you're heading down some little country road by yourself or with a friend with-
out any particular destination in mind or time frame to get there. A lot of people haven't
enjoyed being in that frame of mind since they were kids. Remember? When was the
last time you enjoyed that feeling of absolute carefree enjoyment? We used to call it
playing.

One of my happiest memories was a hot summer day sitting on the curb next to
my bike outside of a gas station in Montello, drinking a cold root beer and just watch-
ing people go by. The whole day had been spent with two of us just farting around the
country side seeing the sights on our motorcycles. There wasn't one thing fancy or pre-
tentious about that day, and yet, it goes down in my book as an awesome memory of
a perfect day.

When I bought my motorcycle, it was during an extremely difficult time in my
life. Money was really tight, too. I was driving a gray 1987 Ford F150 called
"Grandpa" which had just had its entire motor and transmission replaced. To spend the

kind of money that my Heritage Softail cost was just insane, any way you could
look at it.   But. That bike saved my life that year.  And yes, it was the same year I
sat on the curb in Montello with my root beer, my friend, and two dusty motorcy-
cles next to us.

Like I said in the beginning: it's a new year, and today is Spring. 
And now a shameful confession: Last year, I accrued my personal lowest miles ever
on my motorcycle, only about forty five hundred.  I was really busy, too. And the
riding season ended before I realized it. I also know that I had more stress and pres-
sure than I've had in years. Not good.

So my resolution this year is to remember how short summer is, and to remem-
ber not to get too caught up in responsibilities and work to not take time to enjoy
the things and the people that truly make a difference in our lives and our happi-
ness.

Balance. How many miles you rack up on your bike- that really doesn't mat-
ter. What does matter, though, is, whatever it is that you call your passion, whether
it's gardening, golf, fishing, or your motorcycle, don't forget to take time for bal-
ance. Time to recharge, and feed your soul. Be
a kid again.  And enjoy that cold root beer
that's waiting.
It's going to be a good year.
C.Hill


