More Adventures of Don & Tom

Ride Daddy Ride

My Brother Don & I always combined the money we made so that we could buy things together.  After saving for quite some time we were able to purchase a Silver Pigeon Motor Scooter like the one above from our Aunt JoAnn and Uncle Pete.  Don usually drove, so I rode on the back.  This scooter was cheap transportation for us. Towards the end of our paper route days, which we had for about 4 years, we used it to deliver newspapers.   Mom would even go with Don and throw the newspapers, she did have the best arm without question.  Don & I had the most experience, but there was never a question who had the best arm.

I can still remember the fun times we had driving out to see Uncle Pete and Aunt JoAnn who lived a few miles away.   When Mom and Don were on the scooter together it truly had a full load, both being a little on the heavy side (trying to be politically correct).  After many hours of use, the gas throttle started sticking intermittingly, we mentioned it to Dad.  So Dad took it out on the road for a test drive, after returning he felt it was ok to drive.  As time went on the problem continued to become worse, Don and I were concerned about driving it.  

I will never forget the day, Dad, Mom, Don & I were in the backyard of our home at 649 Roberta Street, in Salt Lake City.  Our back yard was probably 25 feet long and 45 feet wide.  This back yard didn’t have grass, our parents felt we would destroy what ever they planted playing backyard baseball, so they just left it dirt.

We had our Silver Pigeon Scooter parked in the back yard.  We were talking to Dad about the gas throttle sticking, we felt it needed repair.  The next thing you know Dad jumps on the scooter and decided to start it up.

This early style of scooter did not have a kill switch, like the scooters have today.  The key switch was on the dash console, along with the speedometer.  To shut off the scooter you had to turn the key to off.   All of a sudden Dad put the scooter in gear, told us to get back as he slowly drove the scooter in a circle around our small back yard.  After the first lap Dad said “There is nothing wrong with this scooter” and turned the gas throttle a little more.  The next thing you know the gas throttle stuck, and the scooter was off.  It was like a keystone cop adventure if your old enough to remember their antics.  Dad was now circling the yard

trying to turn the throttle down and applying the hand brakes at the same time.    
All Dad needed was an extra hand to turn off the key, both hands were needed to balance the scooter as well.  Don & I were laughing so hard we were starting to cry, watching Dad going around in circles trying to shut the scooter off.  Mom didn’t know how she could help either, and also started to chuckle, the only one that thought it wasn’t funny was Dad.  Somehow Dad was able to slow the scooter down by applying the brakes and running it into the corner of the fence, so he could free one of his hands and pull the key out of the ignition. I will never forget the expression on his face as he was riding the scooter around and around the backyard, his eye’s seemed as big as dollars.  
Don & I did the only sensible thing to do at the time, run.  We were laughing so hard it was hard to put one foot in front of the other.  We knew our Dad would not be in a good mood after seeing us laughing, thinking to ourselves “Ride Dad Ride”.  In seconds we were out the back gate heading for the front yard, distance from Dad made perfect sense.  When I see someone riding a motor scooter on the city streets it reminds me of this incident and the good time we had with the scooter.
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