
 
 
 

Day 3:  Saturday, 12 June 2004 
 
Fock 2:  Stupid Texas  
 

The first eight miles of Texas were badly marred by crappy highway.  The bad concrete had 
continued from Louisiana, making yet another lousy first impression for The Lone Star State.  At the 
eight-mile mark, it suddenly changed to beautiful new asphalt, so the Mobe and I were all grins 
again.  But that only lasted for about a mile-and-a-half, when it turned back into a craphole road.  If I 
had been in a boat, I would have described the ride as a “moderate chop.”   

Right from the get-go, Texas looked big and empty.  One of the first highway signs blandly 
stated that El Paso, at the west tip of Texas, lay just 857 miles away.  857 miles. 

Having done Dallas – though certainly not like Debbie had done Dallas -- and having no real 
interest in Houston, but wanting to see something  in that big-ass state, I had set my sights on San 
Antonio.  

The everyday-life kind of stuff that Texas was showing me along the way had some 
entertainment value, though.  Signs were proving to be worth a chuckle or two: 

“Burr’s BBQ:  We’re Smokin’ The Good Stuff!” (I was envious). 
“Babe Z Museum” (for Olympic track star and pro golfer Babe Didrikson Zaharias). 
“BudgetCasket.com” (for disposing of those not-so-loved ones). 
“Jimmy Casino’s Country Italian Restaurant.”  What do they serve?   Beef Jerky Alfredo?  BBQ 

Eggplant Parmesan?  Antipasto & Grits?? 
And my favorite:  “Bucky’s:  Fabulous Restrooms.”  That’s all it said on the billboard.  Nothing 

about food or gas or beer:  just “Fabulous Restrooms.”  Now, I had some time on my hands, so I had 
to wonder:  what qualifies a rest room as “fabulous?”   

Fabulous, by definition means:  1 a : resembling or suggesting a fable : of an incredible, 
astonishing, or exaggerated nature <fabulous wealth>  b : wonderful, marvelous <had a fabulous 
time>;   2 : told in or based on fable. 

Ohhhh Kaaaaaay.  Which of those traits do you suppose applied to Bucky’s restrooms?  Do 
you think fables had been written about that incredible toilet and that astonishing TP dispenser?  Or 
perhaps the marvelous sink for washing the marvelous shit off your fingers, and the wonderful 
exhaust fan for clearing the fabulous restroom of your wonderful exhaust? 

I didn’t feel the need to find out.  Stupid Texas. 
Anyway, Houston was along the route, so a short visit seemed like the neighborly thing to do.  

I figgered I’d take a little detour and foray into downtown H-town for a bit, then zimzam an hour or 
so north and check out Austin.   

Didn’t do either though.   
The Austin thing kinda went out the window just after entering Texas.  Rand McNally, my 

trusty navigator, showed no good lookin’ route to the state’s capitol city.  There were highways 
aplenty, but no blue ones.  They had yellow ones, but yellow ones mean lots of traffic lights, kinda 
like US-1 almost anywhere on the east coast.  Drive a little, stop for a light, drive a little, stop for a 
light.  Drive.  Stop.  Drive.  Stop.  Ugh ugh.  No flow at all.  Ya gotta have flow.  The more flow the 
better.  (Which begs the question, if you flow, are you a flower?) 

Blue highways in the Rand denote “limited access highways,” which, of course, means no 
interruption to your ride except the occasional accident and the inevitable construction.  On a ramack, 
the blues are my friend, and the yellows make me cringe.  Fifty miles on a blue should mean forty 
minutes or so.  Fifty miles on a yellow might take an hour-and-a-half. 
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We were discussing the various ways to discreetly wield your Yak Sak, and were stuck on the 
idea of someone who had “lost touch” and was “nodding off.”  The perils are obvious, and, suddenly, 
it just struck me:  toss a poncho over his head!  But, not just any poncho, Pancho:  make it a Party 
Boy Poncho, rimmed with deep, watertight pockets all around the bottom hem to act as a gutter for 
all spills.  The back pockets would be sealed and be more or less a reservoir, and the front and side 
pockets could be Velcro’ed or zippered shut when the eruption was over.  A flap in the back could be 
opened for drainage later, and one good rainstorm would wash it clean for the next use. 

We knew we had a winner! 
Sadly, our designs never gathered enough steam to coax any funds into their development 

and marketing and all that business shit.  I think we were lacking something called Initiative, 
whatever that is.  We invested our funds in more “liquid” assets. 

Despite our chosen name, we were not afraid of claims of sexism.  The name Party Boy, on 
one hand, suggests that we are excluding the ladies.  Why not Party Girl, huh, huh, huhhh??  But on 
the other hand, we figured, why the hell would the ladies complain about us saying that they weren’t 
stupid enough to drink till they vomited all over themselves? 

Maybe I need to contact Party Boy, Inc. in Texas and sound them out on these classics of 
party paraphernalia. 

 
As Moby and I left Houston behind, the terrain began to turn more Texas-ish.  There were big, 

open plains all around.  Most were green, rather than the beige-to-brown that I was expecting.  They 
weren’t lush by any means, but they still clung to green as the predominant hue.  Cows and horses 
could be seen here and there.  This was mildly rolling grazing land, not farmland.  At one overpass, 
where I would have thought I’d see pickup trucks, there were two horses and riders trotting along 
over I-10.  Yes, much more Texas-ish.  Texish? 

At one point, there was a dead turtle on the line between the travel lane and the breakdown 
lane.  Hit by a truck, I reckoned.  Truckers like to run over turtles for some reason.  Just ask Tom 
Joad.  A couple hundred yards later, there was another deceased turtle, this one just a tad farther 
into the breakdown lane.  Then, maybe a quarter mile beyond that one, and way deep into the 
breakdown lane – almost on the shoulder – was a third dead turtle, but this one had its shell just 
plain crushed down the middle by something about as wide as a truck tire.  Undoubtedly, a serial 
turtle killer was on the loose. 

About an hour later, there was a medium-sized yellow sign on a pole on the side of the road.  
It looked like it might have been your typical “Caution: Ice On Road” sign or something like that.  
Instead, it read:  BRIDGE DAMAGE AHEAD. 

This was daunting.  Was the bridge out?  Missing a lane?  Hole in the middle?  Hanging loose 
from one corner?   

No, dumbass, none of the above.  The railing had been hit by something and a piece of steel 
on the top rung stuck out about two inches from the rest of the railing.  No big deal.  Not even a 
medium deal.  It was not obtrusive; the curb and breakdown lane were there as a buffer between 
motorist and rail anyway, so it would have been almost impossible for any vehicle to hit it – unless, of 
course, said vehicle was careening out of control and was destined to cause a whole lot more bridge 
damage forthwith. 

The sign simply called your attention to the fact that the state hadn’t fixed the goll durn railing 
yet.  They posted the damn sign because it was cheaper than fixing the rail.  Simple as that.  I mean, 
they would have had to close one lane for a few days, and might have had to replace as much as a 
hundred feet of very expensive steel guardrail just for one irregular dent and protrusion.  That hen 
don’t cluck, Tex!   

As a concerned tax payer who chooses to believe that his tax dollars go towards highway 
maintenance and nothing else, I can certainly live with that decision, but WTF, why post the sign at 



all?  If it weren’t for the goll durn sign, not a single person would ever ever EVER notice the goll durn 
damage!  Goll durn it! 

File that one under C.Y.A., I guess, Hoss.  Warn the public rather than protect the public; at 
least your (Y) ass (A) is covered (C) against litigation.   

Stupid Texas. 
 
Moby ran smoothly along the Texas highway, cruise control cruising, air conditioner 

conditioning, and tunebox tuning.  Somewhere a long ways back, the Interstate had switched back 
from cracked concrete to smooth asphalt, and the ride was jusssst fine, thank ya much.  There were 
no big hills to irk Moby’s tranny, and if I saw a lengthy rise looming ahead, I would ease my foot onto 
the gas and gently take the conn until we crested it, thereby insuring that there would be no 
unwarranted surging.  It was a minor nuisance, but at least it kept me paying attention to the road 
instead of zoning out completely. 

The radio was my companion for most of eastern Texas.  The CD player offered quality 
tunage for when the airwaves totally let me down, but if you’re gonna do Texas, you oughta listen to 
what Texans listen to, right? 

Well, it was what you’d expect:  a plethora of country music, and a preponderance of gospel, 
both in music and in sermon.  The very first song I turned on when I crossed into the Lone Star State 
was a kickass, rockin’ country jam.  Maybe it was the zeal of the new state, but I was doin’ the Yeee-
haaa thing and slappin’ my knee as I drove.  Unfortunately, no subsequent song, on any station, for 
hours, came even close to that, except maybe I’m A Redneck Woman by Gretchen Wilson.  That was 
a hoot!  Helllllll, yeahhh!   

So, National Public Radio took me in its esoteric arms now and then.  I was flipping through 
the stations, and happened upon NPR just as a somewhat catchy classical concert was ending.  There 
was applause, and a gradual calming down as a speaker came on stage.  As he spoke, thanking the 
orchestra, and began to transition into a story, I recognized his voice.  “Mr. Hoppy!” I proclaimed and 
turned up the V.  His name wasn’t Mr. Hoppy, but I didn’t know what his real name was so I called 
him that.  He was the same storyteller who had recounted the tale of Mr. Hoppy, the Norwegian 
Bachelor Farmer, on my ride through North Carolina during RR2K.  That had been one weird but 
memorable experience. 

This time, he spoke about Lake Woebegone, and a high school graduation.  He was more of a 
stand-up comic in this performance, which was better than beleaguering his listeners with a 
convoluted tale that never really ended. 

He wasn’t a particularly funny comedian, but there is something about his voice that holds 
you.  He’s a natural yarn-spinner.  Maybe someday he’ll actually come up with some good stories to 
tell.  Besides, it’s easy to hold an audience when their radio alternatives are what they were here. 

I would find out later that his name is Garrison Keillor, and he is actually very famous.  You 
can find some of his very famous work online at www.prairiehome.com. 

Now I know.  Which is nice. 
 


