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Introduction

Ten More for the Road is the third book in my "...for the Road" series of motorcycle adventure and travel stories and observations from the open road. 

I've presented each story in the same easy reading style as the assortments in my other two "...for the Road" books—Ten for the Road and Another Ten for the Road.

You can find a description of these and my other books here on my website.

Whenever I travel, there's always the possibility—the attraction—I'll see or experience something unique and intriguing. Even when I'm riding through areas I've experienced before, new discoveries can be right down the road.

Motorcycle travel should keep you looking because you're out there in the wind where surprises can come at you from any direction. But with all that looking, you'll see things others often miss. And—with a motorcycle—it's easy to turn around and check out something that caught your eye.

Here are places I've visited and sights that have caught my eye. And here are stories and observations I'd like to share with you.

Ride with me a down familiar roads and to well-known destinations. Let me take you to a few places others might not notice while I share a few thoughts along the way...

* Ride the Mother Road—Route 66...

* Discover a lonesome grave in a country cemetery...

* Hear why it's important to learn your limitations...

* Experience my joy and distress—first motorcycle, first police stop...

* Learn how I keep my motorcycle repairs simple...

* Ramble back though time in Roxbury...

* Cruise across the Roebling Bridge where boats once floated...

* Take a slow ride down the Natchez Trace Parkway...

* See a rock-eating dinosaur in the Sawtooth Mountains...

* Travel along Italy's twisty Amalfi Drive...

No mater how you travel, each mile delivers a distinct experience. Certainly some are more memorable than others. These are a few of my experiences for you to enjoy...

*  *  *

And for lots of information to help you get the most out of motorcycle riding and travel, please visit my website at www.motorcycle-gear-and-riding-info.com. 

*  *  *

Riding the “Mother Road”
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In his book, The Grapes of Wrath, author John Steinbeck chronicled how the Dust Bowl of the 1930s forced the fictional Joad Family to abandon its Oklahoma farm and travel to California for jobs and survival.

Steinbeck dubbed the road that carried them "The Mother Road." It was actually Route 66—a meandering, rutted highway the Joads and millions of real-life migrant workers and wandering souls staked their lives and futures on during the Great Depression.

Remains of this piece of Americana still span three time zones and eight states—Illinois, Missouri, Kansas, Oklahoma, Texas, New Mexico, Arizona and California. It was the country’s first east-west highway and a romantic symbol of freedom that spurred our car culture, a TV show, a hit song, books and folklore.

By 1984 the federal government had spent billions to build a new, modern interstate highway system that completely bypassed Route 66. As each new section of the interstate system was opened, a section of America’s Main Street was abandoned—along with most of the towns and businesses that once thrived along its path.

First encounter

A few summers ago, I cruised the Mother Road for a few days when traveling west with a group of five other motorcycle riders. My first encounter occurred when we rolled out of Oklahoma City and picked up Interstate Route 40.  The significance of Route 40 is that it runs parallel to or intersects remnants of old Route 66.

Our group quickly learned that even though 80 percent of old Route 66 still exists in various forms such as side roads, main streets and highway service roads, finding and identifying these remnants can be frustrating. Today, the old Mother Road is illusive.

Bring a guidebook 

Route 66 doesn’t appear on current road maps and almost all of its original signage is gone. Many links to it have been abandoned, while other sections have simply disappeared or been renamed.

Various private associations keep the spirit of Route 66 alive by erecting or painting “Historic Route 66” signs along the road to help nostalgic motorists find their way. These markers are helpful but scarce.

We relied largely on Route 66 guidebooks to plan our route; identify things we wanted to see; locate remnants of the old road and zero-in on prominent roadside landmarks, goodies and curiosities.

You can still feel the history
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Lengthy sections of the route are now highway service roads that run within sight of interstate Route 40. When actually riding on these sparsely traveled sections, I realized how isolated the people who used this road during the 1930s must have felt. There were no towns, street lights or gas stations for miles and miles. A breakdown could be a tragedy, not just an inconvenience.

Today, the abandoned and boarded-up motels, homes and businesses along the old road add to the desolate feel and appearance of the flat landscape. It is surprising so many deserted structures still exist.
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Some towns, restaurants and attractions along Route 66 seem to try harder than others to look alive and work a few nostalgic angles to attract tourists. We shifted our mental gears into a somewhat sappy, tourist frame of mind and went with the flow.

Visit the Route 66 Museum

During the first day on the road, we wheeled into the rather attractive Route 66 Museum in Clinton, Oklahoma. Inside we rented headsets and took an informative decade-by-decade walking tour through displays of historic Mother Road do-dads and memorabilia.

Before getting back on the road, we stocked up on Route 66 coffee mugs, key chains and other stuff we couldn’t live without. The folks at the museum were happy to mail any purchase home for us.

Gliding across deserts and prairie

During the next few days we headed through Texas, New Mexico and Arizona—traveling first across the prairie then into the high desert. Along the way we jumped on and off the Mother Road to take in the sights or chow down at some of the original Route 66 eateries.

As we drove deeper into desert country, broad bands of red and pink became more prevalent in the sandstone hills around us. This was especially true when we approached Albuquerque where Route 40 passes between high, colorful sandstone formations just east of the city.

By the time we cruised into Arizona, time was getting short. We decided to stay on the interstate so we could log on some serious miles. From that point on, other than an occasional glimpse of what appeared to be to old Mother Road, our Route 66 experience was over.

As the song says: “Come get your kicks on Route 66......” And we certainly did.

*  *  *

A young life remembered in Mettler Cemetery
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Old Mine Road winds for nearly 40 miles through the Delaware Water Gap National Recreation Area.

While cruising along this two-lane, woodland track and enjoying views of the forest, fields and Delaware River, I've often taken side trips to explore this vast park.

During one jaunt, I pulled over to investigate Mettler Cemetery—a particularly well kept little piece of land tucked away in northern New Jersey just north of Dingman’s Ferry Bridge—one of the last privately owned toll bridges in the United States. 

It was Memorial Day weekend and American flags marked the graves of soldiers buried here. I was surprised to see not only graves of brave men who'd fought in World War I and II, but those of Revolutionary War, Civil War and even Indian War veterans.

Nearly 200 years ago, two prominent families who owned this and the surrounding property, carved a cemetery for themselves and close friends into the dense woods. Today, Mettler Cemetery Association maintains the grounds. For the most part, descendents today can trace the lineage of each person buried here back to their own direct and distant relatives and intimate family acquaintances.

That is, each person buried here except one. I'll explain.

A lonely grave

As I walked to the rear of the cemetery during my first visit, I noticed a small solitary headstone in the far corner only a few feet from the tree-line separating the trimmed grass from the tangled woods. Like a stranger who feels too shy or out of place to mingle with others at a gathering, this grave sits by itself off to one side in the back. 

As I drew closer, I could see that over time visitors had festooned this grave with an assortment of children's toys, dolls and various trinkets. Many items appeared as if they'd lain here for years. A small wind chime next to the cracked headstone jingled quietly in the breeze.

Someone had left a personal, handwritten letter sealed in a plastic bag. Water had seeped onto the paper, causing the ink to run. But from the little I could read, I discerned that the author was speaking directly to the departed soul of a young girl—apparently the young girl buried here.

Time and harsh weather had virtually obliterated the name, age and any other inscriptions carved into the headstone.  Therefore I couldn't glean information from that potential source. 

My "discovery" raised many questions in my mind about the identity, life and death of the grave's occupant. I also wanted to know the origin of the mementos left here. So I began searching for answers. 

I learned, in spite of its isolation, this grave has drawn visitors for many years to Mettler Cemetery. People have heard about it through word of mouth and from occasional newspaper articles.

A mysterious death

Speculative tales flourish about a young girl buried here and the circumstances surrounding her death. One account says a horse-drawn wagon careened out of control on Old Mine Road and
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