® HE WAS 28 YEARS OLD, COULD DRESS
himself and was toilet trained, and that
was about it. Ralph was content fo go
through life single, with mismatched
socks, ring around the collar and dried
shaving cream behind his ears. He would
push on doors marked PULL and pull on
doors marked PUSH and thought the
greatest invention in history was a door
that opened both ways.

He was not exactly the type who would
lose money betting on a rerun of the 1979
Superbowl, but he was close.

Ralph rode a 1976 CZ that he bought
new in 1980 because it was cheap. It
suited him; not because it handled well,
or was particularly powerful—it suited
him because it was cheap. Ralph be-
lieved cleanliness was next to godliness,
but above godliness he ranked frugality,
Some would call him a man who knew
the value of a dollar; others would call
him an over-the-borderline cheap son of
a bitch. In reality, Ralph fell between the
two types: he was a cheap son of a bilch
who knew the value of a dollar.

We became friendly after establishing
a tradition of his borrowing my tools on a
return-one-lake-one basis—a never-
ending process similar to a revolving
charge in a deparfment store. The only
tools he owned were a camp ax, a bas-
tard file and a self-contained drill with a
dead battery. At one time it began to
seem like he borrowed tools for no rea-
son—Jusl to keep his credit open, so to
speak. | made a test; | put a layer of an-
tique tools in my toolbox. Don’t vou
know, Ralph returned a 3/8-inch-drive
ratchet and took a saw-set tool that no
one on this continent has used since
about 1880. Then he returned the saw
set and walked home with a bullet mold,
caliber .50. Also not a very hot item
nowadays.

He helped me and Woody do the lay-
out on one of the Curly Fern enduros and
he was a good guy to work with. For one
thing he wasn't running off over io the
Hedger House for victuals and refresh-
ments every lime he started spitting col-
ton. He was too cheap to actually spend
money on something he could make at
home and brown bag, and he would drink
from any flowing stream he could see the
bottom of,

His frugality, however, was misplaced
on a section of sand road we asked him
to arrow. It was 4.8 miles long; he used
two arrows.

Once he learned the mechanics of
proper layout, Ralph became quite good
at il and seemed to enjoy laying out
events as much as riding them. It might

have been that he enjoyed riding the trail

without having to pay an eighteen-dollar
entry fee, which is nothing to get excited
about under the best of circumstances.
He made a slight error when he helped
the fellows in the MCI club with their an-
nual end-of-the-season LET IT ALL
HANG QUT WE DON'T CARE IF WE

QCTOBER 1982

BREAK IT bash at Warren Grove. He had
found a really nice, flat and grassy field
for the fuel stop. It was next to a paved
road and couldn't have been better.

There was one problem with it.

On the day before the MCI enduro, the
field was also the meeting place for the
Springer Spaniel, Labrador Retriever,

and Mastiff Fanciers Association annual

field trials.

The field was covered with about an
equal number of blades of grass and dog
dirt. The riders who knelt in the stuff as
they tightened their chains were medium
miffed; the guys who sat down in it as
they swapped air filters were miffed com-
pletely. And the lucky guys who were on
time and could enjoy some lunch during
the 30-minute layover said the aroma left
everything to be desired.

Ralph wanted to put on a cross-coun-
iry event for “C" riders only, and the
main reason he did it was because he'd
just gotten divorced and one of the local
“C" riders had been competing accom:-
panied by a widowed mother who could
run gas and adjust chains with the best of
them:; she was also the cutest thing Ralph
had ever rubbed against.

RLUSTAATHNE. FCHARD GOUBATIIIN

| thought it was a great idea—the
Cross-country run, not rubbing against
the widow—because “C" riders have a
tough time of it watching “*AA" riders zap
between the trees like airplane shadows
while they—the “C" riders—are putting
a foot down at every turn to keep from
toppling over. In the first event | ever
finished, a real mud run, | came out at the
end looking like a muskrat alongside a
three-man team of A" riders wearing
slighlly spotted WHITE coveralls, It was
enough to make me quil right there, but |
persevered and developed my skills to
my present above-mediocre level,

“CU-RIDER-ONLY evenis can take
some of the hurt out of reading result
booklets, flipping to your class list and
ALWAYS having to turn the page to find
your score. “C"-0ONLY events are like
farm teams: they give a rider the Oppor-
tunity to compete without being over-
whelmed by talent all day, an opportunity
o be BAD, an opportunity to take a
sandy corner so far out of shape that he
pulls a muscle in his back and leg at the
same lime while walching the fellow in
front of him get so far out of shape he's
no longer attached to the molorcycle but
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If the river you see isn't what you think it is, you
must be a*‘C " enduro rider. And if that doesn't
make sense, jt must be an optical llusion,

By Ed Hertfelder
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