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  Dedication


For Chris

Once a trucker, always a trucker at heart. The continued creative imagination of these characters may be mine but the birth of "greybeard" will always be yours.  This story is for you, my trucker man. We're taking it on down the line.
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  A Truckers Poem

Chris


Take me down that road Mr. Trucker Man. I want to see what you saw way back then. Let me shift the gears and feel the strength beneath your hands. Tell me some stories of days gone by. Bet it was cool back then, to put the pedal to the metal and let the gears unwind. 
Had your CB Radio and a convoy nearby, listening to the County Mounty and the Big White Knight. As you slip down the back roads keeping out of sight.
Can I back it up like you used to do? Just once for old time's sake. Soon I'll be an older man, just like you. Wishing I had even half the memories you have of way back then. So go full throttle just as fast as you can and take me down that road, Mr. Trucker Man!








  
  Prologue


No-one knows for sure how much of this ghost story is real and how much has been fabricated over the years. One thing is for sure. There have been numerous sightings and claims of a ghost-man driving a big black 359 Peterbilt, truck number 489, down Route 66 late at night. He has been sited from Los Angeles, California all the way through to Chicago. Most of the sightings are usually in the deserts of New Mexico and Arizona. Greybeard was from Arizona, his lady friend lived and worked in Oklahoma, so Route 66 took him straight through on his runs. One could drive several hundred miles with your view consisting of desert, lonely highways and scattered small towns. The well-known Superstition Mountain lies north of Phoenix, Arizona. It is said there is a legend that the Indians “Great Spirit” lives on this mountain.This would certainly be a good place for a ghost to hang out. 
Some say they have seen him getting out of his rig on the side of the road. He usually has his gun in its holster. Sometimes he’s holding it down at his side. When asked how they know it’s a ghost they say because they can see through him. There have been reports of people seeing gold and red lights straight through his body. Most say his skin looks grey and wrinkled. He is always surrounded by a grey fog. The sightings usually come at early dusk and late evening.
Then there were the truckers and civilians on C.B. radios.Many stories could be heard of the strange, whispered radio calls from Greybeard. “Breaker, breaker, you got Greybeard 489. Clear and standing by. Send me another one down the line.”
You may ask, just how do they know this isn’t a real man on the radio? Sure, it could be someone pretending to be Greybeard. However, stories from the old-timers, who have been on the road for thirty years or more, tell a tragic story of an OTR Trucker named Douglas Greyson. Rumors say his hair was always grey even as a young man, and he was Navajo Indian, so the nickname Greybeard was given. He always wore a large cowboy hat and carried a Ruger Super Black hawk 44 Magnum. This was a preferred gun of choice by truckers in the eighties. The story goes that the night that Greybeard died was believed to have been in the wrong place at the wrong time. His rig was found sitting off of the roadway just south of Superstition Mountain in Phoenix Arizona. It had been burnt to a crisp. His body was lying in the brush just off the road. He had been shot in the back twice. 
Greybeard was known to be a gentle, kind man. He’d give money out at the Truck stop's to anyone who needed to eat. He never married as far as anyone knew, although there were rumors that he had a son somewhere, however it was never proven. He was not afraid of anyone or anything. He believed in retribution and an eye for an eye. He would not have gone down without a fight. 
Perhaps he meant to stop on the lonely road to grab a few hours sleep as many truckers were known to do. Perhaps he saw someone waving him down for a lift or help. Maybe he saw something he wasn’t supposed to see. Shooting anyone in the back was a coward’s way out for sure. His body lay in the dirt where a lone passing trucker found him. The police were called, but with little to no evidence, the case reportedly went cold. The Old timers say his murderer or murderers were never caught. It is said that if you see his ghost and live to talk about it, then you must have done something good in your life.
Some say his spirit remains restless until he avenges his death. It's unknown how many haven’t lived to tell their story. Other stories have him looking for someone or something. Greybeard was killed two weeks before Halloween in 1986. Every year around this time, there are numerous sightings and stories to tell of his ghost wandering Route 66 in his truck.
Have you done a bad thing in your life? Have you wronged someone? If you have, I’d stay clear of Route 66 near Superstition Mountain in Arizona around Halloween time of the year. This is Greybeard’s story.






  
  Greybeard's Life 


Greybeard slowly turned his Peterbilt into the drive entrance for truckers on a late October Thursday evening. He was in Imperial Valley, California to pick up a load of strawberries going to the Chicago Water Market on Monday morning. 
He was actually early but most of the time they’d go ahead and load his truck up rather than make him wait. It depended on who was on duty at the time and what mood they were in. He apparently was in luck as they loaded him and sent him on his way. 
The sad truth was that what appeared to be good luck for Greybeard would turn out to be his demise and the worst luck he’d ever had. It would set off a chain of events that placed him in the wrong place at the wrong time.
He was known as a loner and didn’t talk much. He didn’t play and chat on the C.B. radio like other truckers liked to do. He’d call out his truck number 489 and his location upon setting out and once again, clearing for the next load so his dispatcher would know to find him another load to run. 
Greybeard was from Arizona. His father was Navaho Indian. His mom had met his father working as a waitress. They never married, and that was pretty much all he knew of his heritage. He started driving trucks as soon as he was allowed to legally get behind the wheel. 
He never considered himself much of a looker and didn’t think about it much. He wasn’t into physical beauty. He was more into the spiritual realm of things. He was at peace with his quiet life. He was friends with everyone and enemy to none. His tall height, and large gun he always kept on his hip; and his silent ways gave him a mysterious air about him. Even when women were attracted to him, they never knew if they should approach.
Some would say he gave the impression of being a hard-ass or mean, but Greybeard was far from that. He would share his food and give you the shirt off his back if you asked.
However, the few who had been stupid enough to challenge him found out he was better left alone. His vision was 20/20. He could shoot the apple out of a tree seventy-five feet away. 
Greybeard's fault was his strength in character. He loved children. Some would say he cared too much, worried too much about others, especially children. He would not tolerate anyone bullying or hurting them. He would step in when and if needed. He had hurt a few men, broken a few bones in protecting young women and children.
He had dated only one young lady off and on when he passed through Oklahoma. Her name was Letty. She worked at one of the truck-stops there. On his last pass through she had told him she was pregnant. She didn’t want to marry but wanted him to be in the child’s life. He was happy upon hearing that news even though he had no idea how to respond to it.
He was thinking of the prospect of becoming a father late Saturday evening as he passed from California to Arizona. He had plenty of time and was hoping that the little mom and pop restaurant was open so he could get a hot meal. Sometimes a man sat and played guitar and sang.
Greybeard's life was peaceful, and he was smiling at the thought of his next visit with Letty. She had told him she was carrying a boy. He was going to have a son.
His death was a huge tragedy and left a gaping hole in the trucker world. 
For a man to be so honorable and love other humans as much as Greybeard did, to be left lying dead on the side of the road was just plain wrong. His death was still talked about many years after he left this earth. 
Or should I say after he became a ghost.






  
  Greybeard's Death (1986)


Greybeard was less than ten miles from his first hot meal all day when he came upon what appeared to be several stranded motorists. He was just North of Phoenix, Arizona, passing by Superstition Mountain, when his earlier good luck of getting his truck loaded early placed him in a bad place, turning it to bad luck. Being in the wrong place at the wrong time was his downfall. 
He spotted a large van, parked behind it was a box truck. The box truck opened its back door just as he crossed over a hill hitting them with his headlights. Several young boys and girls were being herded out of the box-truck into the waiting van. Greybeard grabbed the radio stating his truck number and location. He said three words: men, trucks & children.
All truckers have always been trained and warned about highway trafficking of children and illegal looking to be transported to a better life. 
Greybeard knew it could be hours until a police cruiser got to them unless one happened to be at the diner ten miles away. He saw red at the thought of these young people being hurt. 
He could have made several other decisions like wait and follow them possibly. He also knew if they went off road, he could not take a big rig into tight areas.
He made the decision to try to help as the teenagers were being hustled into the van. He could see two men with guns. There was no
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