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​Waypoints: Your Map to the Ride Ahead
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EVERY ROAD TRIP HAS its moments:  the checklist, the banter, the gas stops, the pullovers, the rants, the near misses, the deep thoughts, and the silly ones. All part of the magic and power of motorcycles.

This book shares many of those moments—mapped along a route loosely guided by waypoints.

If you go off track, no worries. Our waypoints won’t badger you. Flip them the biker salute and read as you like.
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GOT MOMENTS OF YOUR own? A new waypoint to add?

Share it with us at Scraping Pegs on Facebook—we’d love to hear from you.

Either post or message.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


🛠️ Waypoint 1: Kickstand Up



[image: ]




List discrimination, pre-ride chatter, road trip prep tips, road-tested truths, and the rites of passage.
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​An Obligation
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“Lists are a form of power.” S. Byatt










“SO TRUE ... THE QUOTE,” my Guzzi-riding friend Marta said, pulling off her gloves like she was preparing for battle. “Think about it. Everything of consequence has been meticulously itemized, except for the motorcycle experience. If lists are a form of power, we’ve been stomped on too long.”

“Outcasts,” Conrad mumbled.

“Perhaps it’s just too elusive to be captured in point form?” Marta asked.

If not for the shitty weather, we’d have been riding, not talking lists ... the unspoken words, we all thought, but didn't say? ... FOR FUCK'S SAKE! 

Instead, we found ourselves huddled indoors at Tony’s Deli, involved in a conversation about the power of lists. It was the bleakest weeks of the Dark Season. Only Cam dared to defy our wet, oppressive winter, a season when prudent riders surrender to the embrace of weatherproof, heated, soulless cages.

The truth about motorcycles? They’re not always the most sensible choice.

Marta had accepted a contract job involving “multiple items in a single variable” and was falling down a rabbit hole of bullet points. With Marta, all things lead to motorcycles.

“Lists,” Tony expounded, “are the engines that propel restaurants. You may eat this, not that. You must pay this amount. It’s an orchestra of words harmonized to summon culinary cravings and fuel commerce.”

Marta pondered. “They attempt to define and penetrate the very foundation of human existence. The neglect of motorcycles is disheartening.” My friend has a knack for connecting things to the world of two wheels. “Tony’s right. Menus, recipes, dining and other gastronomic lists, have elevated food while motorcycles wallow in parts lists and spec sheets.”

“Motorcycle enthusiasts are too busy exploring to worry about bullet points,” Earl offered.

“Reducing biker culture to a series of dots or numbers? I’m skeptical, Marta. Lists are inherently structured and orderly ... they clash with the biker persona.”

“Riding is a dance, unshackled by rigid constraints.” SQUID Dolores waved her arms as if she were a ballerina. 

“Riding is free form, at least in spirit.” For me, winter is a time of concession, a season when I embrace the comfort of my wife’s EV. “Let’s forget about motorcycles ... and lists ... until spring.” In life, achieving balance is essential for one’s well-being. “Take a break to prevent burn-out—you’ll find that advice on all self-help lists, Marta.”

Marta would not be put off. “According to those who dominate the web, successful people, activities, and products rely on lists extensively. People in powerful positions revere lists. Motorcycles aren’t getting on their radar,” Marta insisted, revealing a hint of frustration. Perhaps that explains why motorcycles are expected to fall in with cars. Do as they do. No Motorcycle Speed Allowance. No curvy roads. ... We don't have the power of lists ... so the people who run things tell us to get lost."

“Brains thrive on organization,” Manny agreed, pushing his napkin into a perfect square. 

“That explains why we have endless top ten lists of things to do, must-visit places and leisurely pursuits,” Den said.

“You won’t find motorcycling on any important lists, but does it matter?” Earl asked. “Who cares Rider's brains must be free thinkers."

“Bucket lists,” Manny pointed out. “That's where you'll find motorcycles ... under regrets ... things I never got around to."

Marta remained resolute. “Not good enough!”

Conrad shook his head. “We’re doing pretty well. Bikers don’t need rigid structures. But it is a bit of a kick in the sprockets... being ignored.“

“A wound to our rebel hearts.” Dolores clutched her chest then flicked her scarf as if auditioning for a daytime soap opera.

“Pure horseshit.” Cam’s fist pounded the table, causing the coffee mugs to jump, “Motorcycles deserve better.” He leaned back, arms crossed, daring anyone to disagree, ready to pound any cager found carrying a list.

“Everyone aspires to have their passion highlighted,” SQUID Dolores said. “To be acknowledged and celebrated in the top three.”

“Or at least to be included and noticed. Motorcycle don’t even make the cut,” I agreed, but the group, except for Marta, agreed: attempting to reduce the motorcycle experience to point form would be misguided and foolhardy. 

Fueled by righteous indignation, Marta stood. “Shall we bury our heads in our tank bags?”

I played along. “Or conceal ourselves behind our visors?”

“Shove our earplugs in?”

“Drain our oil.”

“Miss our turn?”

“Close our top cases?”

“Hey! We seem to be natural listers!” Dolores declared.

Marta pivoted her laptop to display ‘The Best Adventure Activities in the World.’ She tapped the screen, assuming the air of a coach about to dissect a rival team, then narrowed her eyes like she was about to call a foul. “Look at this!”
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The Best Adventure Activities in the World

• SKYDIVING

• Game Drive in Africa

• Bungee Jumping

• Swimming with Sharks

• Zorbing

• Skiing

• Scuba Diving

• Driving a Car on the Autobahn

• Underwater Scooter Adventure

Why Motorcycling Didn’t Make the List


​According to the Bureau of Adventure Pundits, motorycling doesn’t qualify as a real adventure due to:




	Difficult to monetize, even on YouTube;

	No instant replays, half-time shows, or cheerleaders;

	Participants have an image problem;

	No concession stand or upselling opportunities;

	No Motorcycle Lottery reality and no mandatory waivers;

	No fans yelling “woohoo” on command;

	Can’t be spun out as a team-building exercise.
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“LUDICROUS!” CONRAD slammed the table with a resounding thud, causing a collective frustration to reverberate through the members of our group. “What a load of horseshit!” He jabbed his finger at the list like it had personally insulted him.

“Exactly!” Marta beamed.

And so it began, because we were pissed off.

“Riders ride,” Earl said. “We haven’t been paying attention to crap like this. We’re getting screwed!”

“No doubt golfers, poetry lovers, puzzlers and all the rest are having a good laugh at our expense,” Conrad said.

In unison, there was a chorus of “fuck’in Nimrods.” (Appendix A: ‘Vocabulary’ decodes our words and terms. For example we use "NimRods" to refer to "those who don't understand the power and the magic of motorcycles. They just don't get it. Not at all.) 

“Skydiving? Really?” My head shook in utter disbelief. Skydivers don drab overalls, jump out of planes, and fall straight down. No diverting to check out that neat thing over there. Down they go. Straight down. If they descend at motorcycle speeds, they die. Once down, they’re stuck on the ground. Beside a turtle. A dirt bike streaks by to experience JOY further along the trail. Skydivers can’t head up the mountain or scoot to Magic Canyon. No vast array of stylish clothing. No adding loud pipes for an extra bit of stimulation. “Skydiving is like riding down a single hill. That’s it.”

“Zorbing? What the hell is that?”

“Tumbling around inside a giant plastic ball while rolling down a hill.”

“In a cage. Out of control. How fuck’in pathetic is that?”

Earl called out to some unsuspecting strangers. “Any of you ever zorbed? Have you heard of zorbing?” Are you planning to go zorbing? The snackers all pretended not to notice. “Not one, but everyone knows about motorcycling. Yet zorbing made the list ... and we didn't.”

“Gear heads getting screwed ... the same old story.” 

Marta had ignited a spark within us, priming us to puncture zorbing balls and then turn our attention to skydiving parachutes.

“Strip away marketing and riding isn’t even a footnote on the B or C lists,” Marta said, revving us up even more.

Except for Cam, our bikes were tucked away for the winter. Trapped in this limbo, we agreed to Marta’s arrangement. We would meet regularly over the winter, with the goal of righting a wrong, but only until the Gotta Go itch moved us on. 

“Absolutely no embellishments.” Marta listed as her rule #1.

“No baseball-like stats or marketing hoopla.”

“No, how-to tips. Lists are not the place to teach riding skills.”

“Our lists will be honorable.”

Cam reminded, “On fine weather days, I may be riding.”

We understood—Gotta Go.

Taskmaster Marta issued her first assignment: “Think about a list of reasons to ride in the Dark Season, Cameron.”

“The rest of us can do a list of ‘reasons to park your bike for the winter,’” I suggested.

“Cause you’re weenies,” Cam replied. “Hibernators. Half-bikers.”

Dolores, who works at a publishing house, interrupted. “What will readers get from this book of lists?”

Marta, armed and ready, tapped her laptop screen with a sense of purpose. 
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The Top Benefits of Lists







	​​Relieve stress. 

	Help achieve short-term goals. 

	Help get things done. 

	Provide direction. 

	Make long-term goals approachable. 

	Bring order to chaos. 

	Help remember things. 

	Stop procrastination. 












SHE FOLDED THE SCREEN down and the banter began.

“Relief from stress, what the fuck?”

“How absurd.”

“Can’t be serious?”

The correct answer for ‘to relieve stress,’ is ‘ride.’ If need be, pull out a list at a rest stop. Debate its merit with a Motorcycle Friend or a Motorcycle Dreamer (Appendix A, Vocabulary). Once you’re underway, the stress of discussing the list will dissolve in the wind. 

“Imagine a scenario, my friends, where riding is not possible,” Marta asked.

“Like for you lot during the Dark Season.” Cam waved a hand around our table.

“Or while recuperating from an accident?”

“Or if you throw a rod.”

“Jury duty.”

“Relatives in town.”

“Paint job.”

“Jail.”

“Family commitment.”

“Shipped the wrong part.”

“Job deadline.”

“Hey!” Dolores was jubilant, bouncing in her seat like a SQUID who had just made a tight turn. “We’re listing!”

“I do feel less stressed,” Earl mocked.

Marta said, “There is some truth to the ‘Top Benefits of Lists,’ list, then.”

Dolores offered a perspective that was met with frowns. “Motorcycling may be number eleven... just out of the top ten, so it doesn’t show on published lists.”

Eyes rolled. SQUID Dolores’s observations were suspect. “No, Dolores, I’m pretty sure we’re not even in the game.”

Marta nodded. “Move over skydiving. We’re coming for you!” 

I chose not to mention it, but I doubt we’ll be knocking any activity out of the top ten. Because of our biker persona, outlaws who give society’s laws and norms the finger, our fate is to remain list lepers. But from the fringe, Scrape Your Lists will make a statement: fuck you, zorbing, bungee jumping, and sharks! Riders will not remain caged in list purgatory. We have the MAGIC, the JOY, and soon the power of lists.
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