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Dedication

 


For anyone who ever considered suicide as an
option, regardless of the outcome


 


To My Husband Steve

 


As your silhouette crossed the
threshold,

The sun afire enveloped your
elegant frame,

A striking figure, you moved
closer,

Dream awakened as you spoke my
name.

My heart bled pricked, my soul
cracked,

Releasing the terrors held
within,

Creating void for grace to
enter,

And let my dream awakened
begin.

Grace penetrated with great
intent,

Where love and terror had
collided,

Along my path of dream
awakened,

My head quiet, my heart
guided.

The stones once built to hide the
empty,

Such stones lie shattered in your
path,

Of footsteps you had trod within
me,

To find my dream awakened at
last.

 


Thank you for your tireless hours helping me
with this memoir. For all the creativity, technical knowledge and
hours of simply listening to me as I sorted out my emotions, I am
deeply grateful.

Thank you most for loving me with an open hand
and encouraging me to set my spirit free and fly with
you.

I love you truly.
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-Larry Cartwright, my Daddy
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My Daddy with me, 1965. I was just
a few weeks old.
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FOREWORD

 


Face it – as outsiders we only see the rough
exterior of outlaw motorcycle clubs. We make judgments based upon
the patches adorning their weathered leather vests, the colorful
tattoos carved on their arms, and the sneers seemingly affixed
permanently to their faces. We live vicariously through TV’s
depiction of motorcycle clubs, that they are nomad rebels without a
cause.

As a little girl, Tina lived behind the veil
of the 1%ers. Although not a patched member of an MC, her father
supported the clubs in various ways. She was immune to the fear
these ‘rebels’ caused in others, for to her, they were heroes. To
her… they were Daddy.

Circumstances ripped her away from the loving
arms of her father, and Tina’s life spiraled at the hand of her
mother and the men who claimed they loved her. Throughout these
pages, she shares her stories of depression, physical and emotional
abuse, drug abuse, and thoughts of suicide. Tina’s head started to
believe the lies she was told by those who ‘loved’ her… telling her
she was worthless and wouldn’t amount to anything… but her heart
refused.

I, too, have been in a place where I
questioned my value, felt unworthy of love, and didn’t know how to
escape the situation I found myself in. But my own experiences
shrink in comparison to what Tina endured. I can’t begin to
describe how her stories made my heart ache even to the point of
being angry with her mother, a woman I’ve never met. However, I
believe it’s in these circumstances that Tina became Sash, and Sash
is the woman I’ve come to know.

 Sash and I met on a sunny afternoon in the shadow of the
Rocky Mountains. Where Sash had traveled many miles from the West,
I had traveled many miles from the East, and our paths crossed at a
women’s motorcycling event in Denver, CO. With her flaming pink
hair, boisterous voice, and upfront personality, Sash was larger
than life. Frankly, I didn’t know how to take her, and you may feel
the same reading through these pages.

But don’t let this brash, tough biker persona
keep you from learning about the real Sash… the Sash who is a
loving mother, wife, new grandmother, and businesswoman. The Sash
who is her father’s daughter, who has taken his love of the open
road and claimed it as her own. With her Daddy’s words ringing in
her ears, she would learn as a woman what he taught her as a little
girl.

Sash has grown fond of the love affair between
herself and the road. Stealing every moment she can with her lover.
As with any relationship, it has its share of ups and downs, rain
and sunshine. It’s Sash’s posture of learning, and her sheer
determination in the down times, you will come to love and respect
by the last page of this book.

Maybe you’ve been on this road called life for
a very long time or maybe you’re just starting out. Either way,
there is something to be said for being a student of the road. It
is through Sash’s journey that you may encounter your own
opportunity of self-discovery. Her experiences may be very
different from yours but the lessons will be similar. Luckily, you
don’t even need a motorcycle to learn these lessons… just a willing
heart.

 


Lisa Brouwer

Founder of Full Throttle Living

Sioux Falls, SD


PART ONE


Chapter One

Sash Up

 


The rain had been pouring for over an hour as
we rode our motorcycles into Suffolk, VA. A few months into our
Road Pickle Motorcycle Bohemia, and rain had been on the menu for
the last few weeks. To be honest, I was goddamn sick and tired of
it. Once we reached Norfolk, I was determined to stay inside until
there was no more rain, ever, ever again. My body ached from being
moist and sore day after day, with the humidity worsening
daily.

I had done my best to stay dry inside my gear,
but I realized the rain was soaking through my heavy, leather
jacket.

“Three hours is all it will take, I
guess, of pouring rain. Good to know.”

The Coca-Cola truck had been following
patiently behind me for a few miles on Highway 58 as we headed
east. But the traffic opened up in the lane beside me, so he took
his chance to pass. The driver hurled the delivery truck past me
through an enormous puddle. He created a tidal wave which overtook
me, motorcycle and all, drenching every part of me. The water was
now filling the inside of my rain gear, trickling into every crease
and wrinkle, running downwards to fill my boots.

Having still an hour of riding to do I
weakened. I was tired, in pain, and now, wet and getting very cold.
I looked to the sides of the road, wondering if I could just rent a
room here for the night and ride the rest of the way in the
morning, sending my husband Steve ahead to the room we reserved. I
knew he would refuse, but my mind started exploring options to help
relieve the pain.
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Riding in wet weather along Highway
58 East, Suffolk, VA

 


Being from the West Coast, I had never really
experienced weather like this. And as a new rider, every day of
riding was a learning, often frustrating, experience. Each day
seemed to be filled with so many close calls, so many times I
couldn’t get the motorcycle to do what I wanted, so many unexpected
fears and so many surprises. I had been pushing myself for so many
weeks up to this point, and I was just reaching my
limit.

Then the lightning struck. Literally, bolts of
electricity struck the ground with huge, deafening claps. It woke
me from my daze of self pity as I sat up straighter in my seat,
throttling the motorcycle.

 


“You fight until you win or die. But
you don’t lose. Anything is fair in a fight, because it’s a fight
for your life. You don’t fight UNLESS it’s a fight for your life.
Win or die. That’s all there is,” my Daddy whispered in my
ear.

 


I realized how pitiful I was at that
moment.

“Oh fuck this. SASH UP WOMAN! Pull
yourself together!” I shouted in my helmet.

I raised my fist to God, opened the visor to
my helmet, and screamed through the rain.

“IS THAT ALL YOU GOT? WELL FUCK YOU
GOD! YOU’RE NOT KNOCKING ME OFF THIS BIKE, NO MATTER HOW HARD YOU
TRY! YOU’LL HAVE TO KILL ME FIRST! I AM NOT QUITTING! DO YOU HEAR
THAT? I AM NOT QUITTING!”

This got me to Norfolk, to the nicest hotel
room I had seen in months, to soft sheets, warm blankets, hot food
and a good massage. It got me through the tough times, over and
over again, and I don’t mean just on the road. But it was on the
road that I began to realize just how often I called on Sash, how
many times she had seen me through what I thought was the
worst.

 


******

 


I feel I am two people sometimes. I am Tina,
the person I’ve always been in life. Then other times I am Sash,
this outrageous, vulgar, flamboyant, sexual, fun, dynamic, excited
dominatrix that lives inside of me. She won’t be beaten, she won’t
quit, she doesn’t feel “No” is acceptable. She usually doesn’t care
what others think of her and she loves to shock people in a quest
to have them re-evaluate their positions in life. She’s mean,
determined, saucy, and at times, rather angry. She is my
alter-ego.

When I am hurt or fearful, I close my eyes for
a moment and imagine a dark pink sash wrapping around the
5-year-old girl I once was. The sash wraps tiny Tina in a cocoon of
safety, protecting her from all harm. Then the alter-ego Sash takes
control and does what needs to be done.

 


“You do your thing Baby Girl. You’re
so damn cute when you do,” my Daddy whispers in my ear.

 


I believe we all have a little Sash in us. We
all have those two voices in our head, the demon on one shoulder
and the angel on the other. Whom we chose to listen to usually
dictates how our day goes. Often we are encouraged to listen to the
“Good” side, turning the other cheek, loving our enemies, and
following the rules. And I agree, there is a time for that. But we
often dismiss the benefits of the “Bad” side; self-preservation,
determination, strength at all costs.

I’m not saying those aspects don’t exist in
our “Good” side. I just believe we tend to be more passive under
the Angel on our Shoulder. Our passivity can create victims rather
than victors, filling us with self pity and remorse. Listening to
Sash gets me through those times I feel weak and helpless,
reminding me that I have all the power I need to get where I want
to be. Whether that be on the road or in life, I have the strength
to make the changes in my world to achieve all of my
goals.

Once I began listening to Sash I have found
she isn’t “Bad,” but she can cause me some trouble. It’s a matter
of understanding which aspects of her personality are valuable and
benefit me. Giving her a voice has given me a resource, previously
untapped, to parts of me that make shit happen.


Chapter Two

You’re So Brave To Do
This!

 


Courage is not the absence of fear,
but rather the judgement that something else is more important than
fear. ~Ambrose Redmoon

 


So many people are fascinated by our ability
to leave everything and everyone we knew, except each other, and
venture out into the unknown. Many people think it’s things that
make you feel good, or a place, or a person. And that may be true.
To me it doesn’t seem all that brave. Pioneers did this for over a
century, carving the roads that we now travel by motorcycle. They
had nothing but dreams, hopes, desperate desire and determination
to drive them into certain danger.

I’ve thought about the pioneers often while
riding, especially while on the Mormon Trail, and their true
bravery. I thought often of my ancestors, my
great-great-grandmother, Lucinda Burke, traveling the Trail of
Tears as a small child with her family. While riding a portion of
the Trail of Tears in Arkansas I stopped my motorcycle. I stood
along the roadside and said a prayer to her spirit. Knowing I was
the descendant of a woman so brave and strong helped me to be
fierce in my resolve to continue, in spite of the trials I was sure
to face.

Never quit. Lucinda reminds me that’s just not
the stuff I’m made of, the stuff that quits. What were her choices?
To lie down, perhaps in this very spot, and quit walking with her
family? I’m sure she was hungry, tired, beaten down and worn
out.

 


The Choctaw tribe were removed in
1831. Of the 16,000 Choctaw Indians who journeyed across the Trail
of Tears between 5,000 and 6,000 died en route. Many white settlers
advocated the total extermination of the "savages." While in
Arkansas, they endured terrible flooding along the Mississippi
River, and then a blizzard set in with strong, cold northerly
winds, snow and sleet dancing across the landscape. Most of the
Choctaws were scantily clad, some of the children naked. All the
small military detachment at Arkansas Post could offer were 60
small army tents to help shelter the remaining 2,000 Choctaws from
the freezing storm. Rations were in very short supply, as Arkansas
Post had not expected to find itself playing host to thousands of
cold and hungry Choctaws, so strict rationing had to be imposed.
And, despite this fact, within a few days most of the rations were
gone. By the time help arrived, both the Choctaw and the soldiers
were receiving a ration of one handful of boiled or parched corn,
one turnip and two cups of heated water per day. ~
ChoctawNation.com
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Along the Trail of Tears, US-70
East, Arkansas

 


Lucinda was brave to endure this.
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