
 
 

Day 6:  Tuesday, 15 June 2004 
 

FOCK 1:  Toolin’ Around Tombstone 
 
 Arizona was State #7. 
 That’s all??  I couldn’t believe it when I did the count.  There was only one other state 
left before the Pacific, and I was only on State #7?  And, really, it might as well be #5, for all 
the input that Alabama and Mississippi had.   
 On ramacks that launched from Boston, State #7 might well be Maryland (MA, RI, CT, 
NY, NJ, DE, MD), a scant 350 miles, and a little more than six hours away.  I used to try to 
reach Virginia before packing it in on the first night. 
 But, facts are facts, geography is geography, and miles are miles.  Six states had been 
covered, and the seventh was eagerly anticipated.  SW03 had explored northern Arizona, from 
Phoenix up, but the southern half of the Copper State would all be new.   
 I had picked up an extra hour of sleep just by reaching the border last night.  Arizona, 
rebel that it is, does not do Daylight Savings Time, so we went into Mountain Standard Time, 
which knocked the clock back an hour.  Such a deal. 
 As I sipped my morning Diet Coke and munched on a few Nillas, I perused the Rand to 
see, in detail, what I was in for.  The route to Tucson and Saguaro National Park was simple:  I-
10 West.  That was familiar.  But my eyes wandered onto the little town names near the 
highway.  There was Portal (appropriately, at the border), and Paradise, and Turkey Flat, and 
Oracle, and Pan Tak, and Cochise, and … Tombstone.  Tombstone was in Arizona?  I thought 
that famous Wild West town was back in stupid Texas somewhere.  Tombstone, huh?  How 
much of a detour would that require? 
 The town was about a half-hour ride south of I-10, and only about 30 miles from the 
Mexican border.  Tombstone was definitely do-able – an hour extra, plus touring time.  Mexico 
was an NFW though.  Been there once, and it left no desire in me to return. 
 The sane realization that I would probably never be in this neck of the wape again 
convinced me that a Tombstone visit was in order, and off we went.  I would end up being glad 
I did.  

 
 

 Tombstone, like Roswell, really has only one lure.  Theirs is the OK Corral.  The whole 
historical part of town – which is closed to motorized vehicular traffic (horse-drawn wagons and 
buggies are allowed) -- has been preserved and/or restored very well, right down to the 
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 He waved it off, saying, “No, thanks, I have some already.”   
 I extended it further until he took it.  “You’ll need it sometime,” I said, and sauntered 
back to Moby.  The woman in the mail truck nodded her approval.  The four elderlies in the 
Buick behind me seemed irritated at my cavalier approach to this delay.   
 I reached into Moby and grabbed another Dasani.  I nodded back at the old folks and 
livelied back up the road to the Jeep.  The woman, in her open-sided mail delivery vehicle, had 
looked rather wilted as I passed her a moment ago.  I stepped up beside her and she noticed 
me just before I spoke.  “You look like you need one even more than he does,” I said. 
 Her smile looked relieved, and her “thanks” was low but genuine.  When I got back to 
Moby, she was taking a big long slug of that cold, cold water.  Sign Guy was sipping his as well.  
My work here was done. 
 


