
With a look in his eyes that made Wrench cringe and wonder why he rode with this guy. Post looked over his plate of biscuits and gravy and said, “Pretty good vittals isn’t it buddy!” Wrench just sighed and added, “I have known that look for too many years now and the bottom line is you didn’t bring me all the way here just for breakfast. Let’s hear it straight Post”, Wrench said between sips of black coffee. Post kind of looked away and quietly said, “Well it’s mostly about breakfast,” as he poked his fork around his plate. “There’s something I did want to check out though, nothing big just something a truck driver I ran into told me about.” Wrench quickly answered “The way that bike of yours is loaded down I know you had something up your sleeve so you might as well spill the beans before I get motivated to turn my sled around and head towards home.” Post finally looked up and told the wild tale.  When he finally took a breath, Wrench knew he was in for it this day. He had that same feeling in the pit of his stomach as he had many times in the past. He felt, what was the word he was looking for, trepidation that was it.


As with most things that Wrench and Post got into, the bad feelings soon passed as they headed out of town toward the “secret” destination. The wind in Wrench’s face soon had him looking forward to the adventure ahead. As Post slowed down alternating keeping it on the road and looking at the hand drawn map in his left hand he finally made a left turn into what at one time was a road. For about a half mile they slid their way through mud, dodged rocks, and went through some pretty deep puddles. As they cleared the trees a huge drop off came into view. The reminder of an old train trestle was many hundreds of feet below them.  It must have been a half mile across with a river at the bottom splitting the distance. A pretty place but now the work would start. “Okay”, Post said, then added according to my source (he always loved to add intrigue into everything he did) it lays about 125’ down and about 25’ off to the right of the second concrete pillar. Now that we are here what is it exactly we are looking for, you skirted the question pretty well at the restaurant”, Wrench quietly asked, as the wind raced down the valley making the trees around them sway and moan. 


“Well I’m not exactly sure, but from what my source told me it is a very old motorcycle that was wrecked here years ago and is still in really good shape. What I was told was the local daredevils used to try to race across this tressel sometimes racing, and other times trying to beat the oncoming train. The story goes like this: a rider got cold feet as the train was coming toward him and as he tried to get turned around something went very wrong and he and the bike flew off the side,” Post said, so excited he was almost out of breath. “Now from this height the bike would have been in pieces” Wrench added. Post quickly answered his partner by saying, “Years ago these hills were covered with hemlock trees and those trees broke the fall of the bike and rider. The bike was actually hung up in a tree for awhile until its weight brought it down. The rider survived but never wanted anything to do with the bike again and over time it was forgotten. So let’s go down there and find it, haul it out of there, and bask in the glory of two wealthy salvage guys.”     

With that Post went over to the hard cases and started unloading gear. He had brought along ropes, block and tackle, come a longs, and a few other things he thought would be needed.  As soon as he had everything laid out Post was over the bank heading towards his treasure. As Wrench made his way down towards Post he noticed him looking around, looking at his map, and then looking up again. Wrench had to smile all Post needed was an eye patch and he could be a pirate looking for treasure. Watching Post closely Wrench knew he was getting close.  Finally looking back and giving Wrench 2 thumbs up, Post instantly realized he just let go of the rope he was holding that was there to keep him from falling hundreds of feet to the river below.  With a windmill motion and a look of absolute fright that would make a grown man cringe, Post made a last ditch effort to grab hold of the his lifeline.  At the last moment he seized the rope with two fingers, the only thing his reach could do.  As that futile grip started to slip Wrench made it down to him in a shower of rocks and dirt, literally running down the slope as fast as he could, knowing that if he didn’t his life long friend would fall to his death hundreds of feet below and that was the last thing he wanted to happen.  Like in a slow motion movie Wrench wrapped the rope around his left wrist and dove for his friend.  Time seemed to stand still as he hurled his body down slope hoping he had left enough slack in his own rope to reach far enough down hill.  Just as Post’s fingers were slipping off his rope Wrench’s right hand caught up Post’s wrist in a death grip that turned his hand as white as his face.  They both landed in a heap as their momentum continued to carry them downhill.  At last the slack was taken up on Wrench’s rope and they both came to a jarring stop with dirt and rocks from above settling around them.  A few smaller rocks tumbled past crashing down causing more to come loose as they made their way to the river below.  With all his remaining strength Wrench jerked Post’s wrist causing him not only to come upright but fall past him and land on his face in the dirt beside him.
     The only sound for the next few minutes were the rocks cascading their way down the mountainside and the sound of two men breathing hard in near exhaustion.  When their hearts started beating again they pulled themselves up into a sitting position against the protection of a huge rock.  Finally Post, still as white as a ghost, looked up and said, “well that’s not the first time you had to save my bacon is it Wrench!”   “And it probably will not be the last with the way luck sometimes goes,” Wrench added with a slight attempt at a smile.  “I’m just very thankful we are still in one piece,” Post added softly.  Just as they were each about to say something they both looked over to their right and there it was, what caused them to stop their conversation and look over they did not know but there it was. 

     All thought of what just went down was quickly forgotten as a partially hidden motorcycle came into view, both of them slowly stood up on somewhat shaky legs and as they bushed themselves off they confirmed their grip on their ropes and made their way across the mountainside.  The bike was under a huge piece of rock jutting out from the ground. When they got to the bike they still were in shock from all that happened in the last few minutes and then to top it all off they found the bike too, almost too good to believe.  Looking over the bike showed some noticeable damage but not what you would think from a fall of that much distance.  As they dug out rocks and dirt that had accumulated over the years they were very surprised to see the bike was actually in decent shape.  They both took a moment and looked above them.  Post was the first one to talk.  “I can’t imagine what it must have been like flying off that tressel into the trees. That fellow sure had a ride!”  That statement echoed the feelings Wrench was feeling too.  Just thinking about it sent chills down his spine.  

     “Now how do we get this thing out of here”, Wrench said, in a tone that Post knew all too well.  The gears were turning and within a few minutes they had the semblance of a plan.  “What we need is to get this bike facing uphill and then we will enact my plan,” said a confident and now it seemed a fully recovered Post.  Soon both of them were back up top of the canyon attaching a block and tackle to a large tree.  Much to Wrench’s surprise Post ran back to the BSA and fished around in the hard cases finding two cans of fix- a- flat.  “I had this in mind to try to at least get some air into those old tires; it will make our life a lot easier if this old boy will roll until we get it to the top of the hill.”  Post was talking to himself, nothing new to Wrench; he was already past the tire problem and working out the next obstacle.

     It was probably about hundred feet or so straight up to the top but there was no way to pull it straight up.  But that would be a problem to address as they went.  Within thirty minutes the somewhat inflated tires were moving slowly up the rocky slope.  The block, rope, and chains had to be repositioned several times but as the morning turned into afternoon they were still making progress.  In a few of the straighter sections a rope was attached to Post’s bike and was able to give a short break from pulling by hand.  To give the bike a little better traction, Wrench cut a few short sections of rope and tied them around the back tire, just clearing the fender and the frame..  This gave the old scooter a little more bite.  Finally after more than five hours the bike rounded the last boulder and was pulled safely up onto the flat.  A dirty, tired, and sweaty handshake of congratulations was exchanged as they both plopped down into the shade of a big poplar tree.  As they were about to down the last of their water, Post declared “a toast to a successful find and a job well done!”  Water bottles raised Wrench gave a hearty “you know it buddy”, and added after the water was chugged back “I still can’t believe after all those years how good a shape it’s in.”  They both went silent for a short time as they looked out across the expanse in front of them, the sunlight casting its light down to the water below.  Shadows would soon start to gather so as the sun continued its westward march so, they took in the view for a few seconds more and then slowly rose to their feet to get everything squared away.

     “Now Post I’ve been busy for the last couple hours but I have to ask, how are we getting this bad boy home?”  Wrench inquired of his partner with a sideways glance.  “I got it covered buddy,” was Post’s immediate reply.  As if on cue a vehicle could be heard pounding down the road towards them.  The music was blaring and the driver gave no hint of slowing down on the washed out road.  “If that’s not Jeremy White I’ll be surprised,” and true to form their red neck friend came plowing in and skidded to a stop not ten feet from them.  The F-250 was covered with mud and well as a few dents and scratches.  Jeremy was a one of a kind and grew up with the both of them.  He had on his standard carhartts and black t-shirt.  He walked right over to Post and quickly said, “I drove past this road three times man, you need to give better directions.”  He quickly smiled and slapped Post on the back and forgave him that quick.  “You bring the ramp old buddy?”  Post asked with a hopeful tone.  “I sure did so let’s see this treasure you are so hopped up on”, Jeremy asked with a hopeful glance at Wrench.  Wrench just gave a nod and looked in the direction of the bike.  After a few trips around the bike Jeremy was definitely impressed. He said as much to Post and he just gave a tired but happy smile in return.  They went and sat down in the shade and recounted the whole story for Jeremy, Post did most of the talking but Wrench added a few words to clear up a few exaggerations, which Post always added into every story he told.  Jeremy just shook his head and looked over at his friends and said: “one of these days’ boys the Man upstairs isn’t going to put up with your adventures and then you’re really going to be up the creek without a paddle, but in the meantime it is a great story.  Now how about we load this bike up, it is a long ride home and I have to work tomorrow.”  

     Wrench had been quiet for a few minutes and when they both looked over to him they saw that all too familiar pose.  When Wrench was in deep thought he always put his left hand across his chest and with his right hand he pulled on his beard.  Wrench finally broke the silence.  “You know what guys I think I know what bike this is.  If I am not mistaken this old boy is a big twin Harley somewhere around a 1929.  I can’t tell right off if it is a 61 inch or a 74, but I know it’s not the 45 inch.  With those bullet headlights and that color its got to be a good guess.”  Post looked over to his lifelong friend and said “you’re the expert buddy so I’ll take your word on it.  Now let’s get it loaded and get some good riding in on our way home!”  

     With a few hours of perfect riding ahead of them they loaded the bike, strapped it down, and watched as Jeremy gingerly made his way down the beat up two track.  With a prayer of thanks Wrench and Post saddled up and made their way toward the blacktop. Just before pulling out they both stopped for a moment and Wrench looked over to Post and said “You know Post this day could have turned out a lot different, sometimes your ideas are little over the top but, I wouldn’t have it any other way.”  They both just smiled and gave each other a high five and a laugh as Wrench pulled out onto the highway with his partner right behind.  As Wrench pointed the old shovel towards home he silently wondered to himself “I wonder what it will be next time”, as he leaned hard into the next turn flaring up a few sparks as his foot peg hit against the pavement.  “I can’t wait!”
