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Introduction

Ten for the Road offers you a mix of travel and adventure stories and observations drawn from my many years of motorcycle jaunts throughout the United States and Canada. Join me for trips to popular destinations and rides down roads less traveled.

This is the first book in my "...for the Road" series of motorcycle adventure and travel stories and observations from the open road. You can find a description of the second and third books— Another Ten for the Road and Ten More for the Road —on my website.

When you're on the road, every mile offers a unique experience in its own right...and sometimes more so when encountered on a motorcycle. The feel of the ride becomes part of your memories...as much as the landscape and the people you meet along the way.

Shortly after I’d gotten my first motorcycle, I discovered the enjoyment of touring and travel. Before I'd take off on each new adventure, my father—who once rode a motorcycle himself—would say, "Take a second look for me."  And I always did because I wanted to tell him what I saw and what happened along the way.

I still travel with the idea of looking twice so I can tell others what made each ride and destination—such as the ten I've included here—special. Experience them with me...

*  Visit Woodstock decades after the summer of 1969...

*  View Bannerman Castle on the Hudson River...

*  Travel to the mysterious Anasazi cliff dwellings...

*  See the spectral "Rock with wings" on the prairie...

*  Ride the beautiful, risky Million Dollar Highway...

*  Be thankful for the help of strangers when traveling...

*  Explore remote ice caves in the Catskills...

*  Attempt to cover 1,000 miles in 24 hours...

*  Decide if I saw a ghost during a night ride across Maine...

*  Endure the original dirt and gravel Alaska Highway...  

In addition to enjoying these stories, perhaps you'll also gain practical knowledge you can use to visit these same places. I hope you'll benefit from my experience. 

*  *  *

And for lots of information to help you get the greatest enjoyment out of motorcycle riding and travel, please visit my website at... 

www.motorcycle-gear-and-riding-info.com

*  *  *

An accidental hippie returns to Woodstock

[image: image]

During the summer of 1969, my friend Ken and I, along with Ken’s girlfriend and her roommate from college, spent a hot August night under an abandoned chicken coop in the wilds upstate New York.

While the coop sheltered us from the pouring rain, the essence of chicken permeated everything around us, and the mosquitoes buzzing next to our ears made sleep almost impossible.

Many times that night I thought: “What the heck are we doing here?”

I still don’t have a good answer. But, looking back through the prism of time, I’m glad we endured the discomfort.

The rain finally stopped and the morning sun climbed over the trees. We left our fragrant lodgings and walked about five miles to a vast, muddy alfalfa field. And there we joined 450,000 others to experience firsthand the phenomenon now known simply as “Woodstock.”

The event became the icon of an era and a generation. But at the time it was simply a disorganized happening wrapped in music and, for many, marinated with drugs.

How it started...for us

Months earlier, Ken convinced me to pitch in with him and the two ladies to attend part of the four-day-long Woodstock Music and Art Fair to be held in the small town of Bethel, New York—population 2,366. None of us was even slightly into the hippie scene. Somehow, we assumed this would be an artsy gathering.

That was a big mistake.

A bit of trivia: The event’s promoters wanted to draw on the singer Bob Dylan’s aura by naming the August 15-17 concert after Dylan’s hip little hometown of Woodstock, located 70 miles northeast of Bethel. Over the years, Woodstock, the town, has capitalized more on the promoters’ original marketing ploy and the nostalgia surrounding the Woodstock Generation than has Bethel—were the epic happening actually took place.

When the Woodstock weekend finally arrived, so did the rain—lots of it.

Throughout the Saturday of our planned departure, we’d been hearing reports about massive traffic jams on the New York State Throughway and on other major roads approaching Bethel. The concert had begun the night before and thousands of people were still streaming in from all directions. State Troopers were trying, unsuccessfully, to turn them away.

At about 2 p.m. the four of us piled into Ken’s packed Volkswagen beetle, and we drove north into New York. We planned on taking back roads to get as close as possible to the concert's location. Then we’d walk.

Lots of other people had the same idea. Traffic was a mess and the rain continued. It took us five hours to go about 100 miles.

By about 7 p.m. we’d gotten within striking distance of Bethel and decided to stop for the night. We negotiated a deal with a friendly farmer to park the car and camp on his property. He offered us shelter in his deserted chicken coop plus breakfast. Sort of a bed-and-breakfast conjured up by Stephen King. But we were happy for it.

Very early the following morning, we joined the farmer and his family for breakfast. They were amazed at the steady stream of humanity that, for days, had been shambling past their house toward Bethel.

After breakfast, we threw our sleeping bags into the car, took out a cooler of food and joined the flow.

We followed the throng toward the music

Like lemmings in low gear, we swarmed toward the ocean of music.

About two hours later, we reached the outer edge of the 38-acre bowl-shaped pasture where the concert was taking place. This land and the 600 acres surrounding it belonged to Max Yasgur, a Bethel dairy farmer and the largest milk producer in Sullivan County.

Yasgur’s name is forever linked to Woodstock. He essentially rescued the “music and art fair” by striking a deal with the promoters allowing them to hold the event on his property. A few weeks earlier, the town of Wallkill, New York, had reneged on its promise to provide a venue. I’m sure Mr. Yasgur was at least as amazed as us with the result of his agreement.

An unforgettable scene
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People were strewn everywhere and the rain had turned the verdant fields to mud. We stepped between the bodies and worked our way toward a spot where we could at least see the stage.

As we crested the upper rim of this natural amphitheater, the land sloped down toward the huge stage about 300 yards away. Tall, red erector-set towers—three on each side of the stage—supported the powerful sound system.

The sun shone bright on acres of vivid colors: naked body colors, tie-dyed shirt colors, green tent colors, yellow ground cloth colors, flower power colors, funny hat colors, muddy mud colors.

After enduring two days of rain, the people were flaked out in the warm sun and listening to the music—sort of. Even though the speaker system was quite massive, when the tunes reached the top of the amphitheater, they sounded similar to garbled New York City subway announcements.

Nobody cared.

We found a hunk of empty space large enough to put down a blanket and lounge out. And that’s where we stayed for the next eight hours—listening to the music, eating, sleeping, sunning, watching the show around us and adding our own vibes to this concentration of mellow energy.

Wrapping it up

Late in the afternoon, we gathered up our blanket and gave away the remainder of our food and drinks. The concert was scheduled to continue into Monday afternoon, but for us it was over. We meandered back toward the road and began a slow walk to the car. The crowds thinned as we drifted along.

Along the way, we passed a grove of trees set back from the road. A couple sitting on a blanket among the trees was cutting up a watermelon while listening to the concert on the radio. The thought drifted through my mind that, perhaps, they had the best seats in the house. I recall that quiet scene as clearly as I recall the colors filling the amphitheater.

The Woodstock pasture becomes a Mecca for pilgrims

Since Woodstock happened, the green pasture where the concert took place has continued to draw thousands of pilgrims. Some come to revisit the site where they saw it all happen and some come to see the spot for the first time. However, for years, the location was difficult to find and identify.

During the mid-1980s, a welder named Wayne Seward built a 5 1/2-ton concrete and cast iron monument commemorating Woodstock. One plaque on the approximately 6-foot high by 4-foot wide monolith displays the Woodstock Festival logo—a dove on the neck of a guitar. Two other plaques list the musical groups that performed during the event. A third plaque memorializes the location as the original site of the Woodstock Music and Arts Fair held on August 15-17, 1969.
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Brooklyn resident Louis Nicky, who bought the 38-acre site from widow Yasgur, worked with Seward to place the marker just off the intersection of West Shore and Hurd Road—approximately where the stage had stood.

Once the marker went into the ground, the site became something of a shrine, with visitors showing up randomly to gaze across the fields.

The pasture takes on a new identity

In 1996, the Woodstock story took another twist when Sullivan County resident and billionaire Alan Gerry completed the stealthy purchase of the 38-acre concert site along
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