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In the distance, a dark green cloud as wide as the sky rolled alongside us, promising a second biblical flood. We rode in staggered formation, Lisa leading, bike motors humming in unison, the eternal song of the highway. 
“Looks like rain,” I said into my communicator as if the dark sky could mean anything else.
“It’s gonna stay to our left,” she replied.
But the road curved toward St. Louis and the ominous sky. We stopped under a bridge and donned our rain gear, the fresh scent of ozone in the air.
It felt as if we rode into a curtain of water. Water struck our jackets, ran up our sleeves, bounced off our windscreens, and streaked down our face shields. The wind came in bursts, left and right, and shoved us around. Water covered the road, which desperately tried to shed itself of the unwanted coating. On the roadside, ditches filled with water. 
We slowed to forty. Cars pulled over to the side of the road but we could not, the flooded shoulder offered no shelter for us. 
We slowed again, afraid of hydroplaning as the wind threw water under our tires, now under thirty, then twenty.
Up ahead, Lisa saw an exit. We took it as if it were the path to the promised land, parked under a Bank canopy, and doffed our helmets, glad for the shelter. More refugees from the storm joined us. A Ford Taurus pulled up in the next stall and a gaggle of giggling teenage girls spilled out. The driver pulled off her wet shoes.
“The windshield leaks,” she said.
I looked inside and saw enough water to float a canoe. I was a bit wet, but a motorcycle with a leaky roof was still better than a car with a leaky windshield.
