Ramblings of 38 hours behind the wheel on an errand of mercy.

One could say it was done to be with my friend John,

One could say it was done to live the full measure,

One could say it was done to answer the call for help of a lady in distress,

One could say it was done to answers a brother-in-arms need,

One could say it was done to it is just my nature,

Who know why, likely no one, it just happened and here we are.

Tired and exhausted from the ordeal with many things swirling about in my head.  Hours spent with John a lone on the road was fruitful for the both of us.  Hell it was just nice to have been able to not get on each others nerves.

It started by Kevin, a good ole boy from Blythe, traveling to Michigan with his family.  Something told John this would not end well.  He tried to get them to fly but the course was set.  Well my friend Kevin, during a time of high stress made a laps of judgment that will undue his life’s works.  
Likely to spend the next 3+ years in prison for a freedom we have here, “Possession of a firearm.”  Yes, the 2nd amendment does not apply to our Socialist Country to the North.  As a matter of fact they have become another country that hates us and blames us for their woes.  Sad but true we are the cause of their crime in Canada; at least that is what is preached to the masses.  

For myself I know consider Kevin a political prisoner in a hostile foreign land.  Held hostage by an oppressive Government bent on making the US of A change who we are to make them happy.  Freedom, the right to bear arms and the right to defend ourselves is under assault yet again.  Another reason to just close our borders both to the North and the South; see if they can make it without us.  
Well enough on that subject, it is more depressing than I can bear right now.  Good ole John and Schawn did answer the call to help Katchya in her hour of need.  We took Fly from our homes and made our way to Milwaukee, where she did drive to exchange her Dodge 2500 Diesel extended cab & bed truck and 20’+ trailer for a one way ticket home.  I must say that Denise is a saint for taking the time to do the research for the flights and the craziness that ensued Wednesday evening to make this happen.  Love yah Hun!  
Note to self, maps of eastern states may look as large as western states but they are not, which as fate would have it make things a bit interesting as turns and exchanges come at you a bit faster than you might like them.  

That being said we drove out of Wisconsin to Illinois then into Iowa.  Tried to get fast food near a University in Iowa City but only found corn feed girls eyeing us, “Johnny you might have to take one for the team?!”  “Oh, no, get us the hell out of here Schawn.”   Pretty scary escape before the large thigh would have smothered him.  I think he is scared for life.  Well we exchange drivers every few hours Johnny not having much sleep the night before was pretty much dead.  In Omaha I took over after midnight for what would be the last leg before some sleep at a rest stop in the middle of Nebraska.  A few hours of shut eye and we are back at it.  We arrived in Denver around noon looking like refugees after 20+ hour drive.  Dead to the world and collapsing in to coma shortly there after till the early evening.  That night Melle & Genni stopped by to say hi, don’t remember much of the evening, maybe they can fill us in.  


Whatever the case we got back up at 4:00 a.m. MST and hit it again.  Long hours of deep conversation occurred on both legs of this trip.  Topic of some importance to the WTF-RUSM.  Many things to consider and paths place before us both.  Only the Shadow knows what lurks in the hearts of Johnny & Schawn.  You all should be very, very, very, very afraid.  Yes we talked about each of you in turn, no you don’t get to know what was said, not that we would remember anyways, but no, its to your doom I say, cackling and rubbing our hands!!!  

During a strong down turn in the conversation, there is something to negative energy, we passed thru Flagstaff.  They power that been had scraped the road in preparation for resurfacing the road with asphalt.  Having enjoyed a very calm ride our luck did turn a bit.  The trailer had a blow out in the poring rain and of course the jack is like 7 inched short.  Improvise, adapt and overcome is one of our credo’s, or at least we read it on the bathroom wall outside Lincoln, Nebraska.  After a few frantic calls and just sheer will power we changed the tire.  Things of great note here, the Milk had went rank in the trailer and bloated, the jack was on an unstable make shift surface, it was poring rain and both John and I are ducking from the Big Rigs that made the very unstable jacking situation even more fun.  Enough said.  Down the hill and under the hills we went thru Merkwood, Barrel riding and in dark cave where no one had walk in an eon to we can out the hind end of a Phoenix.  

Arriving at the in and out Burger near the old Estrella Site.  There I tempted fate and taunted Denise by calling her and giving in great detail the taste, smells and atmosphere of the warmth.  WTF-RUSM.  I may get to live but it won’t be pretty…

We then made the last leg of the journey to the promise land.  Well, not so much the promise land but Blythe, California our destination.  We dropped of the Truck and Trailer and made our way to Johnny’s castle.  There we did die yet again, man I and glad leopards have 9 lives.  

We arose from the dead on Sunday, breakfast and an afternoon till late in the evening with friend a plenty.  Oh, having no real desire to live I did call Denise yet again, describing the warm waters of the pool and Carnie we where consuming.  She said “WFU-RUSM!!!”  I think my home coming may be marred with cast iron skillet and rolling pin.  Oh well, who wants to live forever.  We enjoyed a few movies, Fearless and Ultraviolet.  Fearless is pretty good and well Ultraviolet missed the mark.  Back to bed.  
Arising from the dead yet again, didn’t someone else awake from the dead after 3 days, oh well, we did have lunch a Rosita’s, real Mexican food.  Forgot Denise’s work number or would have tempted fate again with another call to give the sites, taste and smells she would love to have seen.  “I’m a bad man.”  Well a short ride, two and a half hours to Phoenix, John did drop me off at the Airport.  The plane was delayed a bit due to weather making it harder to arrive on time to work just a few hours ago.  Yep, here I am at work just toiling away.  Just signed the tour bit again, having but two choices, the Top or bottom line of nights.  Oh joy.

Thus ends the Saga for now.  Stay tuned for the exciting homecoming.  We are sure it will be a smashing good time.  (*&%&$$^#_)_)but honey*(&^*&$#@%$%&*)...

That’s all folks…

