Aspencade

The Goldwing Trunk Provides 61 Liters of storage capacity with an additional 5 liters of
storage if the Optional CD-changer is not installed.

I am sitting on my fathers Goldwing with a goofy grin on my face and I look like Opie
from the Andy Griffith Show. The red hair binds me to this unfortunate comparison. I’'m wearing
this gray sweat suit that coordinates well with the bags under my eyes; Dad’s snoring has kept me
awake every night of this, our first motorcycle trip together. The bike stands stationary and dad,
that clever rascal he, says he’s gonna frame the picture so you can’t see that the kickstand is
down. This way, holy cow, it’ll look like the bike is actually moving! Ansel Dad-ums is seeking
this effect. I have helmet hair, pasty and matted to my forehead by 500 miles of hard riding but
Dad says it adds to what he calls, the “rugged look.” Opie as a badass, that’s what I’m thinking,
but dad’s excited, “This will look great on the office wall.” Behind me sits the navy blue tent, a
two-man, Coleman of course, and apparently it adds ambiance to the pluming ruggedness that
drifts like Indian smoke through this photo opt. Clouds are sparse and beams of sunlight shaft
through evergreens; still, the rain canopy covers the tent, disheveled looking and slightly skewed,
resembling a bad toupee. Dad says that “when you’re ruffing it, you gotta be prepared for
everything.” Bungee cords litter the ground.

A father, mother, daughter and her two friend’s, spread out like the constellation Lyra,
toss a Frisbee in the campsite next to ours. They don’t make the photo. The presence of their RV,
a monolithic beast that sits in silence just a few yards away, makes it hard to get into the spirit of
“ruffing it.”

“Rolled in’ last night,” says Dad, “after you’d gone to sleep.” (I haven’t slept since we
“rolled out” three days ago.)

The girls are about my age, give or take a year, and the blond can’t catch. When the
Frisbee zigzag’s through some trees and almost hits the public bathroom; she squeals. The girls
take turns squealing after that, bounding around the campgrounds in high pitched delight trying to
capture the wind bound disc. This makes me anxious for the vibration of the motorcycle; the keys
are in dad’s pocket. Dad snaps the picture, calls me “big guy” and say’s he’s gonna go take a shit.
[ gather Bungee chords, and the blond disappears inside the RV. Thirty minutes pass and dad
return’s. I still don’t remember where we were camping, only that I was twelve.

A string of goddammit’s and sonuvabitch is all | hear as he struggles against his weight to
pack up the tent, then says it's time, “to head on down the road.” Bungee Chords, like serpents
from the head of Medusa, wrestle with Dad for another half hour while he strap’s gear onto the
bike. Like a statue, I watch in silence. Eventually, satisfied that the preparations are secure, he
mounts the Goldwing. “Let’s go. We got a big day ahead of us.” Halfway between this picture
and the next, Dad leans back and yells over the noise of the freeway; “I’m having the time of my
life,” he says. I worry that he can feel the hard-on pressing into his back, memories of squealing
girls traveling with us at 60 miles per hour.

New, computer-controlled adjustable hydraulic rear suspension pre-load is easily set by
the rider with push-button controls and features a two-position memory.

The photo is a man, smoking, looking down. He stands, but we see nothing below his
knees. Eyes focus on something seemingly external to the photo, but it is possible that his gaze is






