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I heard the soft, throaty rumble of 
George’s bike from a block away. A 
moment later, his jet black Super 

Glide rolled into my driveway. He came 
smoothly to a stop, plopping both booted 
feet fl at on the pavement and just sat there 
staring, as if he knew I wouldn’t believe 
what he was about to say. A slight squint 
at the corner of his eye suggested that he 
was about to speak but hadn’t quite come 
up with the words. My buddy, George 
Dotson, is not one who wears his emo-
tions on his sleeve, but I could tell some-
thing was up.

“You won’t believe what just hap-
pened,” he fi nally said.  He slipped the 
kick stand down and rocked back in the 
saddle, propping his right leg up on the 
footpeg. He went on to say that, while 
riding down I-35, something fl ew up in 
his path.

You have to know George. He nev-
er misses a thing, and he doesn’t often get 
surprised when riding his bike. Always 
alert, he just seems to do things right. He 
is one of those guys who started riding 
motorcycles back when they had tubular 
steel frames with Briggs and Stratton en-
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gines bolted to a plate and a fan belt turn-
ing a rear wheel that looked like it be-
longed on a wheel barrow. We call him, 
“The Master.”

His first ride was on a Cushman 
Road King with a step-through 

frame like some of the modern “scooters” 
we see on the road today. He was only 
nine years old and the bike belonged to 
his 15-year-old brother. While there are 
those who can’t hit the broad side of a 
barn, little George, blinded by the over-
whelming speed and power of the 5 hp 
Cushman, had the opposite problem. He 
couldn’t miss it. He ran headlong into his 
granddad’s milking barn while his broth-
er chased along behind yelling “STOP! 
TURN! SLOW DOWN!” right up until 
impact. Of course both George and the 
bike escaped without a scratch. After that 
incident, he learned to watch where he 
was going.

Five years later, he was caught do-
ing doughnuts on the town’s tennis court, 
leaving thick, black circles on the white 
surface, by Officer Callahan of the Fred-
erick PD. He was let off with a warning.

And then a few years ago, George, 
mutual friend Steve Posey, and I were 
riding our mid- 80’s XL 250’s on the 
South Canadian River (AKA the local 
quicksand pit).  I went for the deep water 
crossing while George and Steve stayed 
behind to observe and maybe find a better 
way to cross. Once again, George es-

caped the consequences most riders 
would have waded right into. I rode off 
into deep, black water where my bike 
was suddenly submerged in the muck and 
burrowing its way to China. An hour and 
a half of pumping out the engine and 
draining the carb and airbox had me up 
and running again while George and 
Steve sat in the sun watching from dry 
land. Some guys just get all the breaks.

So, as I stood in my driveway, wait-
ing for George to tell me what had hap-
pened, I thought his luck must have fi-
nally changed.

  “What was it?” The tension 
mounted as I looked for scratches on his 
jacket and bike.

“A cup,” he said, turning his head 
and looking me square in the eye as 
though I should have guessed.

“A cup? Um, so what’s the big deal 
about a cup?”

He reached inside his jacket and 
pulled out the squashed remains of a Sty-
rofoam cup.

“I caught it.”
My surprise was complete. George, 

while riding down the interstate highway, 
watching for traffic, monitoring his speed, 
doing all the things a motorcyclist should 
be doing while riding, calmly reached out 
with his thumb and forefinger and picked  
a Styrofoam cup from mid-air.  

I resisted the urge to bow and 
scrape as it occurred to me that my friend 
truly had it. The Eye of the Master.

"A cup? Um, so 
what's the big deal 
about a cup?"
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