
Aunt Blabby Down, 
Not Out!

Ya miss me on the road yesterday, 
my precious morsels?  Seems yer 
Aunt Blabby was stricken by a 
mystery malady in the middle of the 
night and spent this morning 
in Medical.  I was struck 
(which is much better than 
being stricken) by the TLC 
the folks in red shirts show!  
I thought they were being 
so good to me because 
Iôm, well, a celebrity, but 
no!  Everyone who came 
into the tent got the same 
fabulous treatment.  It 
was much more HBO than 
HMO, if ya know what I 
mean.  Medical doesnôt 
want to see you, but theyôll want to see you, but theyôll want
take darn good care oô ya if they 
hafta.

Well, the equally lovely and talented 
Dr. Lillian (whoôs riding and providing and providing and
medical care!) grounded the Blab-
mobile for the day.  At ý rst, I was 
bereft, having to do without yôall till 
ya got your bike-seats back to camp.  
But very soon, I was fascinated to 
watch the roadie teams in action.  
Yôsee, Iôve always worked the route 
and never saw the behind-the-curtain 
goings-on at the campsites.  First 
there was a tent city, then there 
was none!  I was bussed away 
(Greyhound, eat your heart out!) 
along with sagging cyclists and camp 
roadies.  

contôd on next page

We arrived at Paso Robles to ý nd teams 
busily at work, building on what those 
enigmatic (sometimes ya see óem, 
sometimes ya donôt) advance teams had 

set up.  And hard as they 
work, they still ý nd ways ta 
make things purty for you.  
Did you just love the aisle 
thru the tent grid, starting at 
the sarong þ ags and lined 
with pinwheels?  I also saw 
roadies pumping luggage as 
they carried folksô bags to the 
tentsites and sagged cyclists 
playing tent fairies, setting up 
their neighborsô tents.  Just 
warmed the cockles of my 
heart, dear ones.

What was not so cockle-warming was the 
news that some of our cyclists were pulled 
over by CHiPs for violating safety and 
trafý c rules.  Dears, dears, dears, I hate 
to be the I-told-you-so kinda Auntie, but, 




