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	Dedicated to my brother who loved to rock hound.


      

    

I was alone in the ranch house
since my wives had gone off to do other things.  So I decided to go for a drive
by myself.  I didn’t want to be bothered by phone calls so turned off my cell
phone and put it in the glove department.  Then I drove off in my pickup.  It
was a new pickup since my wife Betsy had bought me a new pickup for my
birthday.  It had all the latest gadgets.

I felt in a nice mood to drive and
it was a beautiful sunny day in southern Arizona, so I headed south on the
state highway.  It was nice and peaceful and gave me a feeling of relief being
away from my wives for a while.  I turned on my CD player and started
listening to a country western disc.

My wives used to keep a better eye
on me when I was older, but since I had gone through age reversal and now
looked like I was in my 20’s, they assumed that I could handle any problem that
came up. I felt that way too and was happy for the freedom.

I turned off on a dirt road and
decided to do some rock hounding.  That was something that my brother had loved
to do but not something that I had done a lot of. I drove up a steep road and
stopped my pickup on a level spot. I got out and stood on the edge of the road and
saw another road 30 feet below me.  There was an old pickup with a camper shell
there.  

I thought I would climb down and
talked to the people and see if they knew anything about rock hounding in this
area. The hill was sloped and covered with grass and shrubs.  I climbed part
way down and all of a sudden stepped on a loss piece of rock and my feet went
out from under me.  Suddenly I was flying through the air and landed part way
down the hill and slid the rest of the way before I passed out. When I came to,
I realized that I was lying in the dirt beside the pickup. I was in a lot of
pain so blacked out again.

I slowly came to and didn’t know
where I was.  My head was hurting and was bleeding and starting to swell where
I had banged it against a rock.  I weakly pulled myself to my feet and looked
inside the pickup shell.  There was a mattress in the back, so I climbed into
the pickup to rest until the owner returned.  Maybe he would drive me back to
my pickup.

I lay there for a while and fell asleep
and slept until the movement of the pickup woke me up.  I thought about banging
on the pickup back window, but it took too much effort so I drifted asleep
again. When I woke up again, it was dark and the pickup was stopped. The pickup
driver was filling his gas tank. When he finished filling it, he went into the convenience
store to pay for his gas. I climbed weakly over the tailgate of the pickup and went
over to the side of the store and sat down on the curb to rest.  I leaned my
back against the building and closed my eyes for a moment.  When I opened them
again, the pickup was gone.  I wasn’t sure how much time had transpired.

I rested for a while more and then
went into the store.  I glanced at the clock and noticed it was after
midnight.  Then I went into the restroom and washed the blood off the side of my
head.  There was a lump on the side of my head, but it had stopped bleeding.  My
clothes didn’t look in too bad a shape so I guessed that the grass and shrubs
must have protected me.  I would have probably not been injured if I hadn’t hit
the large rock with my head.

I went to a refrigerator cabinet
and got a Pepsi and a sandwich.  I took them to the checkout counter.  The
older woman at the counter was talking to someone on her cell phone so barely
looked at me as I paid with cash.

I went outside and looked around
since it was hot inside the store.  Then I sat down on the curb and ate my ham
and cheese sandwich and drank my pop which made me feel a lot better.

I wondered if I should call someone
but didn’t remember who I should call.  I was starting to wonder who I was or
what had happened. I remember slipping on the lose rock and falling and hitting
my head on the boulder. The main thing I remembered was being alone after my
wife’s death and my decision to travel.  So there was nobody to worry about me
or for me to notify.

I noticed that the store was also a
bus stop and it occurred to me that I must have been on the bus and got off,
fell and hurt my head.  I went back in and bought a 60 day unlimited-bus pass
using my credit card. I sat down in a chair in the store and waited.

A Greyhound bus pulled up and let
people get off to go to the restroom and smoke.  The driver also got off and
smoked a cigarette but soon climbed back on.  I was feeling much better so
climbed up the bus steps and showed the driver my pass.  He checked it and
handed it back.  Then I went toward the back of the bus and sat down.  Since
the bus was not very full, most people were taking two seats, sitting in one
and using the other for their personal belongings.

This effort had drained me, so I
leaned back against the seat and was soon asleep.  When I woke up, it was
daylight and the bus was stopped, so I got off.  This New Mexico bus stop was at
a 7-eleven store.  I bought some food and took it back to the bus, so I could
eat it. A lot of other people were doing the same thing. 

The next stop had a two hour delay
before the next bus came in.  I walked down the street and went into a Wal-Mart
and bought some fresh clothes and a bag to carry them in.  I paid for my
purchases with the credit card from my credit union.  I noticed that I had some
other credit and debit cards but weren’t sure where they came from so I decided
not to use them.

There were a lot of college kids
and younger people riding the bus.  I got acquainted with some of them and
enjoyed talking to them since they were about my age.  Some of the young women
seemed interested, but I told them that I was still grieving for my deceased
wife so didn’t want to form any relationships.

I rode the buses across the south
and ended up on the east coast.  I spent a few days on the beach and sat and
watched the waves come in.  Then I rode up the coast line to New York City.  My
wife and I had visited there one time so I enjoyed visiting the sights.  

Then I caught a bus that was
heading south.  There was no particular reason.  It was just a bus that was
leaving.  After getting to Florida, I looked around there for a while and then
got on a bus heading west.  I started feeling lonesome for the wide open spaces
so was happy when the bus reached west Texas.

The bus stopped at a café with an
attached small motel.  It was run by a young couple.  The bus driver said that
we would be there for half an hour so we could eat lunch. When it came time to
get back on the bus, I decided to stay in this small town.  Frankly, I was
starting to get tired of riding the bus.  I got on the bus and found my bag
which was lying on the seat which I had been sitting in.  I took it and got
off.  

I went back into the café and
talked to the woman at the counter and got a motel room.

“How long are you going to stay?”
she asked.

I thought for a moment, “I have been
traveling for a couple of months so may stay for a couple of weeks.  Then I
think I will head up to the Dakotas.”

My room was not fancy, but there
was a double bed with clean sheets and a colorful bedspread.  I laid down and
took a nice nap and then watched some TV.

By then it was almost dinner time,
so I went to the café.  I ordered a hamburger






















































































































































































































































































images/cover.jpg





