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Introduction

What is Love?

By Courtney Rene

If you talk to people like I do, you may be
surprised at just how many have some sort of history with
motorcycles. They have a friend who had one. They used to have one
in college. They went cross country with a group of people on
motorcycles in the seventies. My own history is sporadic but no
less filled with moments of wonder—and also moments of humor.

My first experience was that my dad used to
have a motorcycle. He would take us kids for rides on it now and
then. My favorite trips were the ones from home to grandma’s house.
They were actually my great grandparents, and they lived about two
hours away in the hills of Ohio. Those rides on the back with my
dad on a hot sunny day through the hills and back roads were some
of my favorite times. My least favorite time on that particular
motorcycle was not paying attention while getting off and laying my
calf on the muffler. Never in my life have I seen a blister that
big. Still have the scar as a memory and lesson of that day.

The motorcycle muffler, now that I reflect,
seems to be my nemesis, as it has been involved in more lessons
learned than I care to admit. For instance, my husband had a BMW
motorcycle in the late 90s, early 2000s. Like I hinted at above…I
like motorcycles and enjoy the ride and have since I was child. My
issue was that Frank always wanted to take the bike when we would
go out on a date. Even though I’d be in jeans and a jacket, my
shoes were not exactly what you would call appropriate motorcycle
gear. Upon arrival once at a restaurant, I slipped off the bike and
one of my shoes (a lovely pair of about four-inch heels) was just
wonky. I thought maybe I caught a pebble or something, but when I
lifted my shoe, the heel was melted down about half an inch.

With wide, troubled eyes I looked at the
bike, and there plastered on the formerly pristine muffler was a
dark stain of goo from my once-gorgeous heel. My husband was not
impressed, to say the least. It’s a good thing he loves me. That
brings me to the point of this essay, and my musings, which is
love.

What is love, really? Does anyone have a
real, universal meaning for love? If you look in the dictionary,
there are many varied and different definitions for love. If we
take only the first three definitions, even these are different and
mean different things. The first and easiest is that love is a
feeling of strong or constant affection. The second definition,
however, begins to convolute the issue and defines love as an
attraction which also includes sexual desire such as the strong
affection felt within a romantic relationship. Finally, the third
definition defines love as an affection based on admiration,
benevolence, or common interests (definitions courtesy
Merriam-Webster, n.d.).

I cannot speak for the rest of the world, but
those vastly different definitions do not exactly clear up the
question as to what love is. In some forms, love is the feeling
between a parent and child. However, many parents would not
conclude their love of their child as only a strong feeling of
affection. This love seems heavier. However, most likely the love a
parent feels for a child would be different from that felt by a
child for their parent. Further, it seems likely and common that
the love will change with age. A child of three will have different
feelings of love than a child of fourteen. This is true in the idea
that a parent will also feel a different sort of love and affection
for a younger child than they do with the one they love just as
deeply, but are incredibly frustrated with as well, at
fourteen.

Moving away from the parent and child, I
wonder what about young love? Is it as rich as old and mature love?
Maybe. Is it less? I do not think so. With maturity comes
knowledge. With maturity comes patience. With youth, you have less
patience but potentially more passion. With youth, many have less
life knowledge, but perhaps more spontaneity.

All these areas, when it comes to love, we
can see are vastly different. Yet even in their differences, they
are important aspects of humanity with our search for love in all
the different periods of our lives. The end result is not so much
the answer. What is love? The result is what love can you give and
also need to receive at any point in time. Some are ready for
strong and constant affection. Others are ready for the big
romance, the big romantic love. There is not a specific time limit
on any of these. What love do you need, now? What love are you
willing to give, now? What are you ready for? Ready to give and
ready to receive? These are the real questions.


 


Eastbound to Life

Background: Jeff

During the spring of 1974, I was a student at
York College, a private Church of Christ affiliated junior college,
in York Nebraska. I was living at home with my parents and sister.
My main ride was a fun, and fast, 1973 RD 350 Yamaha.
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A 1973 RD 350

 


Formerly, as a high school student, I lived
on the main floor of the house with the rest of the family. As a
college man, I was sent down to the basement, and I made do with
sleeping quarters near the ping-pong table. My dad said simply he
did not want me making a bunch of noise in the house when I came
home late from gallivanting around. His solution was simple and
efficient. The basement stairs were located just inside the back
door. Sometimes our English bulldog Muggsy would wander down the
stairs and sleep with me. But he didn’t like the basement all that
much. Too cold in the winter. (But very pleasant in the
summer.)

Late in the fall of 1973, I began dating a
young lady named Kaitlyn who was a student at a college twenty-five
miles or so from York. My friend and long-time moto-companion,
Brian Franzen, had introduced me to Kaitlyn. She was the roommate
of his girlfriend, Karen, and both were studying to become
teachers. (Brian had ridden with me, along with Mike Newlun, on our
epic trip to California the previous year which is described in
Southwest by Two-Stroke: Riding 350 Yamahas to California,
Rogue Phoenix Press, 2019.).

I made regular trips to see her that spring
of 1974 on Friday and Saturday evenings. I rode my RD 350 most
times—even when the temperature was only 45 degrees F or so. No
snow or ice? Take the bike. I did ride my sister’s red and black CB
175 once, too, just for fun. (That night I think I saw a Bigfoot
standing in the middle of Highway 34 near Utica. A large and angry
Squatch. But that’s another story.) Sometimes Brian rode along with
me on his faithful 1972 Yamaha R5.
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A 1972 R5 350 Yamaha

 


Occasionally, Brian and I met up later in the
girls’ dorm or at a restaurant or local bar. On really cold nights,
we would carpool. Strangely enough, we were both driving Ramblers
(American Motors cars) at the time. Who knows how many French fries
and cheeseburgers we ate—or how many pitchers of beer we put away?
We always seemed to find extra money for a little more beer.
Remember, we were college age! (For those of you with legal minds,
Nebraska was a “19” state at the time. We were old enough.) Yes,
Brian and I made many round trips to see the girls on weekends, and
we had great fun.

I had been working part time at a grocery
store in York—Grand Central Super Value—and also putting in a few
hours at the Blue Valley Apiary “shop” constructing beehive bodies
and wax frames. I thought nothing of getting home, after
seeing Kaitlyn, chilled to the bone by the twenty-five-mile ride
home in cold March air, at midnight, and then getting up at 5 am to
ride or drive (a 1959 black station wagon without a working heater)
down to McCool Junction to work at the bee yard shop. A young man
has lots of energy at age 20. And as you know, Love is
powerful.

Kaitlyn and I shared wonderful moments with
Brian and Karen: going to college movie nights and dances, having
picnics down by the Blue River, and attending concerts—and also
enjoying many fun times on our own. I clearly remember one April
day when we went for a motorcycle ride under threatening gray
skies. When the rain came, we found shelter in an abandoned barn
somewhere along Highway 34, held hands, and watched the rain come
down on recently leafed trees. I gave the sweatshirt I was wearing
inside my jean jacket to her because she was damp and cold. I don’t
think I ever got that sweatshirt back. I’m sure we smooched a
little as we waited for the spring showers to pass. I can almost
smell the damp clothes and hay and barn space as I write this. Such
episodes were very romantic, very compelling. Wonderful moments,
for sure.

A time or two, she came over to York to our
house for the weekend. My parents were quite fond of her. She was
pleasant, pretty, and had a future. Back in the 1970s, Pizza Hut
had come to town. On one of her visits to York, Kaitlyn and I
picked up a pepperoni pizza for the Friday evening meal, and then
we played board games like Scrabble and Monopoly with my mom and
sister. Great times. And we’d stay up late to watch those classic
TV shows like The Midnight Special. These were
typical 70s era experiences—fun and very modern.

I should interject here that in February
1974, I rode my RD 350 down to Beatrice from York for Mike and
Pam’s wedding. The day was a chilly and clear forty degrees, and
there was snow in the ditches. But the wedding was fun. What a
party after the ceremony! You can read more about their lovely
romance below in the story “Pam and the Kawasaki Triple.”

Sometime in March of 1974, my grandfather, SE
Ross, of Aurora Nebraska, took me down to Doane College, fifty
miles or so to the southeast of York so I could talk to an
admissions counselor about entering Doane as a junior the next
fall. (That mission was accomplished, and I would start Doane the
next September and eventually graduate in 1976 with a BA in
English. My aunt Deanna had attended there in the late fifties. I
was carrying on the family tradition. The next fall, I would be
attending Doane and living in the residence halls.)

I finished my studies at York College in May
of 1974 and received an A.A. degree. The 1974 spring semester ended
for everyone. Brian’s girlfriend, Karen, went home to Minnesota
(her parents were farmers) for the summer. Kaitlyn went home to
Massachusetts. Her dad was a pastor. We stayed in constant
contact—writing weekly letters (yes, handwritten, snail mail with a
stamp) and spending hard-earned cash on long-distance phone
calls.

As spring ended and summer began, I had a
variety of jobs lined up to keep me occupied and earn money through
the summer. I would soon be going away to college, I needed funds,
and adult life was just ahead of me. I was learning to plan and
schedule. “Adulting” was my future.

Brian and I had discussed another big
motorcycle ride, but the concept was still sketchy to us in May. I
was working a few hours at the grocery store and doing some
painting for my Uncle Valta over in Aurora to the west. He was a
bit of a real estate mogul at the time and had several rental
properties that needed paint and minor repairs. Brian was heavily
involved with Roger Bailey the beekeeper, and he was doing quite
well personally and financially. He would be out of state working
the bee yards for a period of time, in North Dakota.

Well, by mid-June, I started missing Kaitlyn
a lot, and I decided I would find a two-week or so stretch of time
to ride back to Massachusetts to see her. The distance is roughly
1750 miles. I had ridden 3600 miles the previous summer to San
Diego-LA-San Francisco and back. This would only be around 3500
miles or so. Ho hum. I had never been east of the Missouri River. I
missed her. Summer was lovely. I was twenty. Made perfect sense to
me. Let’s ride!

In 1974, my friends and I were riding
high-performance two-stroke medium displacement (for the time)
motorcycles which were just about as fearless as we were. You can
say they were primitive, or our gear was substandard, or such rides
were uncomfortable. Whatever. We pointed those nimble machines in
the direction we wanted to go and went. No mystery, no philosophy,
no clubhouse. Just the open road and goals. And joy.

I do not see motorcycle travel as a
Zen-like experience, a journey of self-discovery. I was quite taken
with the iconic Pirsig book, Zen and the Art of Motorcycle
Maintenance. His discussions of the subjective and objective,
science, and quality are quite interesting. But for me, the
motorcycle journey has always been different. The immediacy of the
experience, the trip itself, not self-analysis or metaphysics, the
movement and triumphant completion of a long ride. Well, that’s “my
deal.” I have always known myself. The ride is a manifestation of
being for me, not a metaphor or symbol.

If you enjoy Zen Buddhism, have at it. Not my
cup of tea.

I guess you can say I have always had reasons
for riding. My rides are not searches or venues for
self-examination. (I have a little more to say about this topic in
a brief essay below.)

That trip to
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Nebraska to Boston: Jeff













Cleveland to Clarion: Jeff






On to Boston: Brian














Topsfield and Boston: Jeff











The Boston Area: Brian







Heading Home: Brian









Boston area to Detroit: Jeff














Detroit to the Dells: Jeff








Heading Back to the Plains: Jeff









Gaylord Minnesota and the Road Home: Jeff






Reflections: Brian










Endgame with Kaitlyn: Jeff
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