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PROLOGUE 

My earliest memories of traveling occurred when I was four or five years old, although I had been traveling since I was born, just too young to remember it. You see, my dad was a lumberjack and also a crop picker. Our summer months were spent in New Hampshire, where dad worked in the woods as a lumberjack cutting down trees or running a sawmill. 

The winter months were spent in Florida, where he picked crops. 

Sitting here typing, I can close my eyes and still hear the high pitched humming of the mill's huge circular saw blade as it cuts through a log, turning it into a flat piece of wood which is called a board. 

Just before school started up in the fall, Ma and Dad would pack up whatever type of vehicle we owned at that time and set off for the warmer climate of Florida and the citrus groves where dad would work as a crop picker. We would make our home there along with other migrant workers through the winter months. This went on until I was about ten years old when dad was helping a friend roof his house, just before we were to leave for Florida. Well, Dad got careless and fell off the roof, breaking his right leg and also his back. Dad would have his leg amputated and spend the next two years in a body cast. He never fully recovered and was unable to do any traveling. As a result, I grew up in Laconia, New Hampshire where we had family. I used to kid the old man by asking him why he hadn’t fallen out of an orange tree in Florida where it was warm. 

I was born in February, 1950 in a small town in Florida called Polk City. Polk City was a citrus growing community located halfway between Orlando and Lakeland on Highway Four. My mom always referred to me as her Florida Cracker ‘cause I was born in that state. 

Traveling, I remember my bed for these trips was the floorboard area in the back where mom had made up a cocoon like area out of blankets. Between the humming of the tires and the warmth of the air coming from under the front seat and into my little cocoon, I would be asleep almost instantly. 

As I write this now, I can close my eyes and once again hear the humming of those tires and feel the warmth coming into my little cocoon home from under the front seat. I have often wondered if this was the reason behind me lacking nighttime driving skills. 

Just the humming of the tires would bring back memories of those times, so many years ago, that my eyelids would flutter and I could feel sleep coming on. 

This is just a glimpse back in time to set my history for love of travel and the unknown which lurked around every corner and with every new person who would stop and graciously extend a ride to complete strangers. 

My real adventures that this book is about wouldn’t take place until after I graduated from high school in the summer of 1968. 

No other time in history was a decade defined as clearly as the sixties were. The 60’s gave birth to such bands as: The Beatles, the Grateful Dead, Rolling Stones, Cream, Jimi Hendrix Experience, and on and on and on, way too many to list. 

You had 1960-66 defined as the Early Hippie stage. 1967 as the Summer-of-Love, and 1967-69 as the Revolution. Yup! California was the place to be at this time, especially, San Francisco’s Haight Ashbury region which gave birth to the Hippie Culture and FREE LOVE, PEACE, SEX, DRUGS and ROCK & ROLL. 

Between the White Line and the Fence Post refers to that strip of ground that borders the blacktop and the landscape, better known as the breakdown lane, or shoulder. 

Most highways had guide rails or fences five or six feet back from there to deflect any vehicles which happen to go off the road. 

In most states back then, and true even today, you couldn’t hitch hike on the interstates. Because of that law, many a night was spent in the local lockup. Most of the time if we were caught, we would be driven to the outskirts of jurisdiction of the Highway Patrol Officer who didn’t want to do all the paperwork that was involved for such a penny-ante offense. Those rides always came with the warning to be careful and to, STAY INSIDE THE WHITE LINE. 

Note: If anyone reading this book has had this same experience, go onto my website and leave me a message. www.echerbert.com 

In case you wonder about my memory to recall routes, I used a map to help refresh some of the places and events. 

I hope you enjoy reading about some of the events that shaped a decade and would be recorded in history books. 

Early History 

Graduating from high school that hot summer day in June brought on a whole boat load of mixed emotions. 

First, I was the only one in the whole Herbert line to graduate high school, a promise I had made my mom years ago. Even if there wasn’t this promise, I still would have graduated to fulfill a promise that I had made myself. 

The military career I thought I would have, I learned three weeks earlier would never happen. 

The Viet Nam conflict was still raging and I wanted to join my friends. Because both my mom and dad were unable to work, I had supported them through the part time jobs I did while still in school. In the eyes of the Army, this classified me as the sole supporting son. 

Being their only son added to it. I was classified as the only son, so the military didn’t want me. I would find out years later that mom and dad had been in contact with the Army recruiting officer in Laconia and that is how the whole supporting issue came into play and why I was rejected. 

I was devastated and it would be years before I would forgive either one of them. So I stayed home and watched, while my best friends signed up and left for boot camp. 

Some would return, many wouldn’t. 

My days of mourning were short lived as the roar of the first Harley motorcycles filled the air signaling the beginning of what is known as bike weekend or motorcycle weekend. I will write more later-on concerning bike weekend. 

Of the many motorcycle weekends I had survived in previous years, this one would be different and forever change my life. In some ways, it molded me into the person I am today. If you didn’t live in the sixties, you missed one of the greatest time periods of the century. 

It is difficult to put into words that which defines this space in time. So much was happening. 

Never was there a time in history that was defined by such a vast array in happenings. The United States would undergo an invasion from abroad. No, not the kind of invasion that involves guns and military, but one that involves drums, guitars and a vast amount of drugs and psychedelic music. The Beatles, Doors, Rolling Stones, the Byrd’s, Hendrix, Joplin, and the list goes on and on. 

Drugs, such as 'acid' aka LSD (psychedelic’s) smack, speed, uppers & downers, and pot, all gave rise in the sixties. And let’s not forget those little foul tasting things known as Psilocybin mushrooms. Better known as “shrooms” or “magic mushrooms.” 

This was a time where you could visit any place you wanted and never leave your house. 

Phrases such as Flower Power, Groovy, Far Out, Make Love Not War, Peace, were only a few from that era. 

Tie dye clothes became very popular during this time period thanks to a rock star known as Janis Joplin. 

I became very efficient in tie dying and sold tee shirts I had made down on the board walk at the Weirs Beach. To this day, the brightly colored tie dyed clothes can be found in most department stores and gift shops, no matter where you go.  

Bell bottoms, love beads, and granny glasses surfaced during this time period also. 
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