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In the beginning...

I've wanted a scooter since I was at least 14. I knew that some sort of
motorized contraption can be owned by 15 year olds, and not even
having a good idea of what I wanted, I used to bug my parents about it
incessantly. My father took great pleasure in telling me, "when you get
straight A's, you can get the scooo-ter!" Great. As if. I was always a
strictly B student. When I turned 16 I had earned enough lifeguarding
money to get an old jalopy VW bug, which was my second greatest
fantasy. After taking the godforsaken bus to the suburbs every day to go
to my horrible snooty all-girls Catholic high school, I informed him of
this plan. He completely freaked out, knowing that I would do it, and
took me used car shopping for something more sensible and reliable. I
got an '84 Honda Accord, which I loved. And suddenly, that semester, I
got straight A's. Then he says, "Now you can get the scooo-ter!" Right. I
didn't need it then. Or so I thought.

I should have taken him up at it. He didn't let me take the car to Chicago
to college but gave it to my brother who was in-state but as far as one
can get from Cleveland while still in Ohio. My brother drove it till it
died one day in I-71. I mourned for the Honda, but didn't really need a
car in Chicago as my roommates always seemed to have one and
parking was a bitch anyways.

Fast forward to post-college, post-European experience, post-masters
degree, and I'm a secretary in Boston working for an overstressed
literary agent. In an unfriendly city of Ivy league, khaki-clad, corporate
working drones.  Miserable and needing much diversion in other words.
I suddenly get it into my head that now is the time to get a scooter for
real. I finally do the internet research and learn the difference between a
scooter and a moped (mopeds are just bikes with engines, scooters are
the cool Italian variety). I realize I have no mechanical skills or friends
with such skills at all, so I better buy new. The Italian scooters at the
time were either ancient, or had to be imported and converted to US
emissions standards.

My roommate Andrea takes me scooter shopping. I eye the cheapest
and the simplest looking of the bunch. A starter model so to speak. The
Honda Elite SL 50 comes in yellow and purple. I decide on the purple.
And go home. And think about it. I've never wanted something so bad
in my entire life.

The day of purchase comes. I had been in the previous week and agreed
to put down a refundable deposit. Now I can almost taste the purple
goodness of the Honda. My other roommate Mark drives me out to the
dealership and we do the deal. I refuse to pay a bunch of things they
want to add, and I hope that Mark can act straight for about 45 minutes
to help me pull it off. This is my very stern, very quiet boyfriend
alright! I end up getting it for the list price, no delivery, tax etc. I buy a
lock and now Mark, a few motorcycle geeks and myself are in the
parking lot and they're showing me where to put the key. I have no idea
how to drive this thing, which me and Mark are sniggering about but
which I'm afraid to admit to the pimply-faced kid trying to help me find
the spark plugs I decide to locate. I have no helmet, no plates or
registration (not necessary in Massachusetts), and no skills. I finally
break down and ask the kid if I can just run around the parking lot a bit.
He concedes but as I head too fast into walls and turn the bike around
without gassing Mark is almost peeing his pants and the kid is eyeing
me with curiosity.

Finally I decide we should just go for it. Mark agrees to meet me at the
corner in his car and we're going to head down Mass Ave to home. Its
pretty much a straight shot but it takes me a while to understand the
speeds and the breaks. Mark is watching me from the car, I've suddenly
become very serious, concentrating intensely. It would suck to crash it
right now.  I hear a lot of beeping at a light, but don't think I can be
bothered to look around. He pulls up to me a few blocks down, his face
red with laughter. He was the beeper, had been trying to get my
attention because he had gotten so far ahead of me. I must have been
doing about 10 mph. I take one hand off the handlebars and wave and
smile. Then I remind myself I shouldn't be doing that. When we have to
make a turn I am afraid to get into the left-hand lane so I pull up at the
opposite side of the intersection and wait for another light. We get home
after dark and I decide the scooter should stay on the back porch. Mark
has to help me get it up the three steps. He takes the front and I take the
back and its surprisingly light, about 150 lbs. I lock it to the back, make
the other roomie come out and see it, put a sheet over it and go inside.

I have to go back out before bed and stroke it, and wish it goodnight.
My new buddy.

I would take it out in Boston I think a record 7 times. If you've been to
Boston, you understand that even crossing the street as a pedestrian is a
risk. I was soon to move though, and secured a moving truck explicitly
for the scooter. I could have left the cheap futon behind.  But suddenly
everything is about the scooter.  And Chicago, home again.

In the first issue I declared this
to be my next scooter, the new
Metropolitan from Honda, and

one of my readers went out
and bought one. Now I'm just

plain jealous!

Links of Interest:

Isabel Ash - Scooter Heroine

Chicago Scooter News
(including Rallies)

Irish Scooter Message Board
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from #2:

How Important She Is...

Picture it - I am a cocktail waitress in a downtown tourist blues bar. I
go away to Jamaica and break my ankle. The details of the accident
are not important (and somewhat embarrassing). After hobbling on
what I think is a 'sprained’ ankle for a week, I finally try to find a
doctor.

As I chug down Clyborne on my scooter from the north, past all the
Crates & Barrel's, yuppie coffeeshops and dry-cleaners, I know I am
drawing near when I pass the projects. I park and hobble inside. A
woman sits me down in front of a counter and takes my address,
checks my driver’s license. I then proceed upstairs to encounter a
melee of urban families, children running about, and a cacophony of
voices calling names. I fill out a form inquiring all sorts of questions
about my ailments, allergies and sex life, and am shown into an
examining room. A lively nurse looks at my chart, and while taking
my blood pressure, exclaims, “another Leo!” She asks "are you the
sort of person to stay in relationships, or do you break things off
easily?" I reply the former, but that I’m not a typical Leo. We have a
protracted conversation about her Leo live-in boyfriend and she leads
me into another room to await the doctor. I am feeling pretty jovial,
considering.

He comes in a few minutes later and I am pleased: young, good
looking M.D. for me! He asks what happened and I tell him I have a
sprained ankle but the swelling won’t go down. He examines it, moves
my foot all about, and asks if I want an x-ray. Being careful of my
bank-balance, I ask him how much it would cost (my father always
warned me about dentists and their desire to "pay their machines off").
He replies, “Well its costing you ten bucks to see me, and the x-ray is
another ten, but no one ever pays it anyway.” A Hispanic girl, no more
than ten years old, opens the door by mistake, apologizes and closes it.
He sighs with great annoyance. Obviously this isn’t his dream job. I
don’t get what the big deal is. I go down to the basement (walking,
again) to get the x-ray. A nice gentleman takes many different views
of my ankle and puts the fresh x-ray on his viewer, asking me where it
hurt, and I reply that it didn’t. He sends me back upstairs without
further comment.

I hand the x-ray to the nurse and I’m quickly called in. As I approach
the doctor at the end of the hall, my leg photo hung up in front of the
illuminated screen for all to see, he says cheerfully, “well you really
did it - its broken.” I’m still grinning thinking he was giving me good
news in such a tone. He tells me I have to get a cast, maybe surgery
for a pin. I look at the minuscule shadow on my tibia (that’s the big
one) and am shocked. He sits me down and gives me my options.
They can’t do casting at the clinic, so I can go to Northwestern
immediately, if they can fit me in, and it will cost a couple hundred
bucks. Or, he says, you can go to Cook County Hospital, and be sure
to pack a lunch because its going to take 10-12 hours. My jaw drops. I
want my mommy. But I tell him I’ll go off to the hospital. He tells me
its on the Blue Line (fully expecting me to walk there) but I inform
him I’ve got my scooter and I'll go now.

I shove the x-rays into the compartment below the seat and head down
past UIC on Harrison until I see the ugliest of the buildings in the

The downtown tourist bar.
Incidentally I also worked at
the Ale House behind it some

years ago.
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Medical complex. I know this must be it. Remembering his food
suggestion, I pull into a hamburger joint and get a sandwich to take
with me. I spot a few orderlies in line and ask them how the
emergency room is faring today - busy? One tells me not so bad, and
the other asks more detailed questions about what I need. I tell him I
need a cast. He now tells me I have to go to the “Fanta” clinic to
register first. I’m confused, thinking of orange soda. His Indian accent
doesn’t help, but he explains its around the corner, off Halsted, and I
have to go there first. I hobble back to the scooter, go around the block
and enter the clinic, labeled Fantas (close enough).

There a line for prescription drugs at least 40 people deep, and I find a
window labeled registration. She tells me there’s a foot clinic (I later
discover clinics are times that certain ailments will be examined at
various desks throughout Fantas) going on right now down the hall. I
approach this desk, x-ray in hand, and ask if I can be seen today for a
broken ankle. I am now informed that they can’t see anyone without a
referral from the ER, so I must go there first. Damn. The x-ray and the
sandwich and my broken ankle set down the hall back to the main
hospital for my 10 hour wait. My name is called again and I see a
woman who makes me sign a form declaring my self-pay status, of
which I notice about 10 carbon copies are being made of. I ask her if I
have time to go get a drink. Not the kind of drink I would have liked at
the moment, but I really just needed five minutes for a cigarette. I
assume if my paperwork is fresh I have at least an hour to wait. Her
and her amazing fingernails tell me I can.

I hobble outside and stand in a zone, marked by red paint on the
concrete, where smoking is permitted. A couple beside me asks if they
can have a cigarette. I give them two, although they said they could
share, apologizing for the harsh tobacco as I bought them duty-free in
Jamaica. We smoke, and then I overhear her ask her male friend if she
can sing a song she wrote. She must have known my ears were perked,
because she said I could come closer and listen too. She begins to sing
a soulful gospel song about finding her feet to run, for the Lord to help
her get through this life. I’m deeply touched, and find the foot
reference very apt. I thank her warmly and hobble back inside.

After getting fitted with a temporary splint for the weekend, they give
me two crutches. I ask, “How am I going to get these home? I came on
my scooter!” The technician replies, “You’re on a bike with a cast?” I
look at him blankly...how the hell else did I get here? Then I
remember my bungee cords. I’ll work it out. They explain how to use
the crutches (duh) but warned me not to put pressure on my armpits
because it would result in blisters when I get off them. OK. I had some
trouble finding the exit door, and rearranging my bag and my extra
shoe in the hallway and looking confused didn’t attract the attention of
a few doctors milling about chatting. It would prove to be so much
easier to scoot than walk.

Now is my first experience as “crippled” woman. Doors open for me,
people’s glances linger. Passerby watch me hop off the curb to the
scooter, deftly avoiding a huge gray puddle, and attach my crutches
lengthwise with bungee cords to the back of it. I realize I won’t be
able to pass traffic as swiftly as before, as I now have a “wide load.” I
have to push the bike off the kickstand with both feet on the ground,
but the splint doesn’t budge. I head home, realizing how silly I look. If
I thought I was low on gas when I left the house, I now realize I really
have to stop. I pull into the gas station and am very aware of the
various liquids on the ground, and my exposed, newly bandaged foot.



I ask a hispanic kid in a truck next to me if he would do me a favor.
He shakes his head no. I extend a dollar and ask him if he will give it
to the attendant for pump number 5. Even without English, he can size
up the situation and does me this favor. I return home. Phase I, ankle
crisis, complete. Total time: about 5 hours.

The forecast on Monday is for a screaming thunderstorm to strike
about lunchtime. I’m hoping my 7:30 am appointment will put me in
good stead. I go back to the foot clinic early. The man to my right
strikes up a conversation with me, asking what happened. I try the
whole, I’ll-just-tell-him-I-went-to-Jamaica-with-a-wry-smile-thing,
but he wants more. I explain high heeled clog shoes and tile steps. I
leave out the 1am part. He apparently fell off a ladder and shattered
his entire heel and ankle. Things could be worse. I ask him if he will
listen for my name while I go for a cigarette. I tell him my name and
hobble off down the hall. As I’m sitting outside I begin to really worry
about the weather. Why is it 11, when I had an appointment at 7.30?
When I come back, someone has taken my seat next to my friend, my
name hasn’t been called and the nicotine has made me impatient. I go
up to the clerk and explain to her that I need to be seen because I’m
going to be caught in the rain on my bike. My scooter, I correct
myself. The cast I’ve been waiting for all weekend will melt. I’ll be
stuck here. Oh Jesus Mary and Joseph. She tells me to go to the door
and ask for the doctor on duty and explain the situation. I attract the
attention of two surly nurses who don’t really give a shit.

At any rate, they make arrangements for a cast. I hobble over to the
prep room and the orderly notices I only have one crutch. As I’m
walking out, he’s yelling at me, “you have to have two crutches, you
can’t put any pressure on it!” Premature arthritis and all that.
Whatever. Do you know what a bitch it is to use two crutches? I say
goodbye to my precious leg as the gauze goes on. My friend with the
shattered ankle is there next to me in the cast room as it dries,
imploring me not to look at his foot. His toes are all skewered, which
he said had nothing to do with his recent fall. I reassure him that the
technician is very gentle, and she makes me repeat the comment as she
probably doesn’t get compliments very often. They offer me another
crutch but as I’m on the bike again I try to avoid the extra weight. I’m
now getting around by strapping the one crutch onto the side of the
scooter, and am happy with this arrangement.

The rest of my 6 week penance proceeds this way. I'm not one to ask
friends for favors, so I get by on the scooter. I've lost my job
cocktailing (obviously) but I continue to go to my alt weekly paper
internship twice a week, with additional forays to film screenings and
parties. The only thing I need is a few hours at the local, which my
friends are happy to oblige for. I'm incredibly mobile with the trusty
Honda. I go to the grocery store with my crutch, I run errands, hit all
the temp agencies. I'm wearing my fabulous blue with gray-wool
trimmed 50's coat with the cinched waist, brown gloves and wool
pants. Its November, but as long as its not snowing or raining, I'm out
there. Its actually harder to walk to the train. With the scooter
deviously parked in the apartment foyer, the only thing I have to do is
get down the stairs. Now I knew me & the Honda were a match made
in heaven. I really don't know what I would have done without her.

Cook County Hospital



#3:

This issue's story is brought to us from Hannah Crum,
my good friend and old roommate who spent time in
Taiwan on a scooter!

The Tao of Scooters
by H.R. Cruminstuff

In 1998, I went to Taiwan to study Chinese.  I lived in
Taipei - the capital and largest city.  Being that Taiwan
is a mountainous, volcanic, and mostly uninhabitable
island, there isn't any space for car manufacturing
plants.  Hence, all cars are imported from overseas at
twice the going rate.

As we all know, necessity is the mother of invention. 
Especially in Taiwan. Therefore, there are many other
ways to get around -- bus, taxi, a developing el/subway
system, but the main mode of transportation chosen by
most is the scooter.

The basic scooter is 50cc and cannot exceed 150cc (so
as not to be able to be faster than the cops'
motorcycles).  Helmets are mandatory and sitting
side-saddle for ladies is no longer permitted.  Most
people wear a face mask, similar to those worn by
doctors in surgery, to help filter out the unhealthy
amounts of pollution that spew from everyone's tail
pipes.  The masks come in several colors and styles, but
they made me feel as if I were suffocating, especially in
the summer when the humidity was at its most
sweltering levels.

At that time, the subway station near where I lived was
still under construction.  The buses were cramped and
sometimes filled with the odd smelly teenager who
didn't know the benefits of either bathing or
deodorizing.  In order to provide myself with a
modicum of freedom for a fraction of the price, I
invested in a scooter.  I bought a 100cc green, red and
black scooter with the inane phrase, "we reach for
civilization, neither do you" emblazoned on it.  Most
scooters, tee-shirts, stationery, and such had ridiculous
English phrases splattered about.  I even saw a guy on a
scooter with a big huge coat that said "Ghigago Bulls."

The way in which one drives a scooter in Taipei is a
dangerous and religious experience.  Dangerous
because drivers have little knowledge or respect for
traffic laws - people often go on red if nobody is
coming from the opposite direction.  Religious because,
as the Taoists believe, you have to "go with the flow."

Here's Hannah (on the right)
dancing with Andrea in Hollywood
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Imagine traffic in Chicago downtown during rush hour. 
Now imagine every space between the cars filled with
scooters, like sand between pebbles.  Imagine whole
lanes of traffic full of scooters packed in so tight that
you could literally reach out and touch the person next
to you.  That was rush hour in Taipei.

So, I learned to go with the flow.  If you bothered to try
and use your mirrors, you'd probably rear-end the
person in front of you.  I would concentrate on what
was happening in front of me while completely
disregarding what was going on behind me.  People
don't have the same kind of road rage when you cut
them off, mostly because they are all doing it
themselves.  They just go with the flow.  Like salmon
when they are ready to mate, slipping into whatever
available space trying to find the quickest way to get
upstream.

When it rains, everyone dons brightly colored ponchos
that cover themselves and their backpacks.  They look
like huge, lumpy fruits on wheels.  I always felt like a
strawberry in florescent pink -thankfully my helmet
wasn't green!

Driving a scooter in the States is a totally different
experience.  Because they are more of a novelty item
than a staple, most car drivers are not so acquiescent
when scooters fill in the spaces.  Also, they can be very
dangerous or unusable in winter (which lasts about 6
months in Chicago) because of the snow.  However, we
should keep in mind the Taoist concepts of "go with the
flow."  I'd bet we'd experience a lot less road rage!



Issue #4:

Random Thoughts While Scootering:

*I will always have a scooter. If I lose this bike tomorrow, I
will go out and get another one immediately.

* Songs I caught myself singing while scootering:
* "Bad"- Michael Jackson
* "Survivor" - Destiny's Child
* "Control" - Janet Jackson
* "Kyrie Elesion" - Mr. Mister (remember that one?)
* "Born to be Wild" - Steppenwolf

* How do I get around this goddam bus? Do I gun it and go
for the right hand lane before the next stop? Or jut out into
oncoming traffic? How come I only like buses when I'm
waiting for one?

* I wonder if I look remotely attractive with this ridiculous
helmet on. Nope. I wonder if I will suddenly get in a
debilitating accident if I take it off. Yup. Wonder if people
can even make out the landscape scene carefully airbrushed
onto the back of it.

* Uh-oh there's a cop. Must not pass on the right. Its illegal,
even if they don't know it. Why am I anxious? I have plates
now, which is relatively new.

* What would I say if I get pulled over? "It's a moped. I just
moved here from Boston. Nobody told me about this
B-License or insurance thing. No, not even when I got the
plates (its true).

* I wonder if previous boyfriends driving around town
sometimes see me on the purple scooter and wish they were
still with me because I'm so carefree, independent and fun.
Probably. Work people and acquaintances say they see me
all the time.

* Why do people always comment when they see me that
they remember my large helmet? I'm getting a new helmet
this summer, for sure. (I've been saying this for 3 years.)

* Do car drivers get jealous and want a scooter too when
they see me pass them, 20 or 30 cars at a time down
Milwaukee or Elston at rush hour?

* Car drivers are definielty jealous freaks. That guy just
nearly clipped me at 50 mph for no apprent reason. I AM in
the bike lane! I'll have to pull up next to him at the stoplight
and give him a quizzically innocent yet furious look (my
speciality).

* Why won't people look over at the girl on the purple
scooter who pulls up next to them when they've just done
something ridiculous and dangerous?

* Must wear skirts on scooter more often. I can change
lanes whenever I want. Oops, skirt is blowing up in the
wind. Wish I was wearing pants. Oh! Someone is letting
me go in front of them, how nice.

* Wow thats a nice Vespa. How come they won't look over
at me? Oh, too cool for school. Must gun it at this light.

* Why do taxidrivers inch up at stop lights repeatedly -
does this increase their fare? Why am I always convinced
when I'm in a taxi that their heavy foot and quick stops
makes the meter run faster?

* I love my oversized Italian sunglasses, pilfered from my
parent's '79 Cadillac DeVille.  They are the prefect
scootering glasses, virtually no dirt gets in.  Although they
do slide down a bit, which is an excuse to take one hand off
the bike and rearrange them, showing off my riding skills,
and how I can accelerate with one hand.

* UPDATE: I love my wraparound ER glasses I got from
Rachel's home health care company. Not only do I still look
good (for some odd reason) but I can't imagine  ever
wearing regular sunglasses again. Rachel is so cool. Rachel
is cracking up right now.

* Its official. I am a huge dork. And I love it.

Rachel skipped the scooter phase
and went right for the Harley!

Lookin good Rach!

Issue #4 Links:

Venuszine

Newcity Chicago

Hex on Wheels

Hilarious Page of the Week
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Scooterzine #5

Submissions, comments?

elboggirl@yahoo.com

Email:

Stories and anecdotes from the seat of a Honda
in the great city of Chicago.

This issue: Road RAGE

Newcity Chicago printed and posted a wee rant
I wrote about my scooter, myself and rush hour.
See it here:

http://www.newcitychicago.com/chicago
/2732.html

And oddly enough, ever since I got all that rage
out onto the page, for the 12 or so people in
Chicago who pick up Newcity to read, I've been
a little bit calmer. I knew writing was cathartic
but it actually made me a better scooterist. I still
get frustrated at lane hogging buses, and the sad
people who get off on racing me to the next
light (dorks), taxis who stop for non-existent
passengers. But admitting all of that took a
weight off me.

The other day, coming home from downtown
after meeting a friend, an eastern European
looking gentleman in a white van pulled up
alongside me, with a little white poodle sitting
in his passenger seat. He asked "do you need a
special license to ride that?"  To which I replied,
"Yeah you do, I think its a C-class or
something." And then I admitted I didn't exactly
have one and smiled, and he smiled back. The
light changed but he caught up with me:
"Because Harley Davidson I know, I just bought
one!" And I nodded enthusiastically and said
that was next for me. Here I was, interacting
with people on the street and liking it!

A few days before that a bus inched up next to
me at a light on Michigan just before LSD. 
"Ha," I thought. As if that bus has better pick-up
than me.  The bus driver leaned out of his
window and asked, "how many miles per gallon
do you get on that?" Having broken my
speedometer at 645 miles a few years ago and
not having read my manual in some time I
waffled, but readily replied it was only a dollar a
week for me! Much less than that spewing bus I
thought, as I made sure to get in front of it.

A lot of this might also have to do with the fact
that I have a new commuting route. I leave the



traffic and the hassle to the rest of them - I take
the Lake Shore Drive access roads now. A drive
through the park, a glimpse at the lake. The only
real obstacles are the buses, but I give them
slack because they're pretty easy to conquer
when there's no oncoming traffic. Finding a zen
approach to scootering in the city. Good attitude
+ water and sunshine = scootering pleasure.

Hope you enjoy the new site - let me know if
there are any quirks with the pics or links, or if
you think its just too darn Power-Pointy.

ARCHIVE:

Issue #1 - In the Beginning

Issue #2 - The Accident

Issue #3 - The Tao of Scooters

Issue #4 - Random Thoughts While Scootering

http://www.180design.com/scooterart/index.asp




