Rally in Raleigh 

by

Eyes Right

Raleigh, NC – If I were to mention the name, Ray Price, to you, some might recall an old friend of a friend, others would say, “Oh, yeah, the country singer.  He used to room with Hank Williams.  Is he still alive?”  [Yes, as of 10/2005].  But the Ray Price who was signing autographs here last night is not, and was never, a singer.

This Ray Price is a smiling, graying gentleman with a bum left hand.  He is seated in front of an entourage who comprise his racing team.  Ray is a legend in motorcycle drag racing.  He has held several world records, and now is the mentor for the new record holder, Tommy Grimes.  Grimes is seated deferentially to Price’s right.  Under his signature, Grimes writes “6.25 ET, 225.54 MPH,” which, I soon learn, is the world record he set just a week ago in Joliet, Illinois on their Samson/Ray Price Nitro Harley motorcycle.

That “ET” stand for “elapsed time” and is how long in seconds it took Grimes to cover a quarter mile on Ray’s Harley, which was on display behind both men.  The bike is considerably longer than the typical motorcycle, and has a long bar extending at least 12 feet behind, with the trailing end about 3 inches above the ground.  The bar’s purpose is to keep the motorcycle from tipping over backwards as it accelerates down the drag strip.  To the layman (me), it all looked pretty stupid.

But “stupid” is always a relative term.  I was surrounded by adoring bikers who were lined up to meet Ray and Tommy.  Rather than regarding the bike as stupid, the worshippers used “awesome,” with most prefacing it with an adverb beginning with f.  

The bikers were here for the Rally in Raleigh, a 2-day celebration of that wonderfully American mix of bikes, booze, and babes.  It was a distinctly older crowd, and the product mix in most of the booths seemed slanted in that direction.  Most of the bikes were Harley Davidsons – in fact, one of the major sponsors was the local Harley dealership owned – you guessed it – by Ray Price.  Most of the custom bikes on display carried price tags over $30,000.  Not many teenie-boppers can handle that load on their VISA’s.

The other two major sponsors were Miller beer and Jack Daniels whiskey.  Both had large, and, judging by the crowds, immensely popular booths.  I do not recall ever being to an event where shots of whiskey were being served from the bottle to the crowd.  In spite of all the freely flowing booze, I saw few cases of public drunkenness.  The event was being held in a several block area of downtown Raleigh that had been cordoned off by the police, who seemed to be everywhere.  In addition to the uniformed police, there were scores of “event” people wearing distinctive outfits and carrying walkie-talkies.

Oh, I mentioned babes.  Once again, that is a relative term.  Most of the younger women were sporting “M&M” outfits, that is, bare midriffs and Marlboros.  I could not decide which had the worst smell – all the cigarettes, or the smoke belching from the nitro-methane fuel of Ray’s motorcycle when his crew fired it up.  These motorcycles do not use “regular” fuel, but a mixture of methanol and nitro-methane, that allows the combustion process to gobble large quantities of air to produce a hot, explosive mixture, which is translated by the engine into blinding speed.  Although one of the exhaust gasses of this mixture is nitric acid, none of the M&M’s seemed to mind.  They were too busy flashing midriff.

I thought you might like to know.
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