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seeing so many lives spent, and in many cases lost, on these strips of 
pavement. 
 These days I drive a lot and I stop a lot. I take a few careful iPhone 
pictures and I turn some of them into Facebook posts. Mostly they are 
pictures of the monuments of our own recent passing. Abandoned build-
ings, old hotels, truck stops, and gas stations; closest to my own pain are 
the roadside shrines to the dead that have been lost to the highway. I feel 
a special kinship to these things, whether I am working my way across 
the Mojave Desert and then up Highway 58 across Southern Califor-
nia’s Inland Empire to the City of Gold beside the bay or across South-
west Texas in the Borderlands.
 I post these things but I’m not really sure what happens. I just put 
this stuff out there. I try not to judge too harshly and I try not to preach 
too hard. Mostly I try to let my pictures and my words convey what is 
important. 
 I just returned from a trip to the Central Coast of California from 
Northern Arizona. The route takes you along the still very much alive 
ghost of old Highway 66 from Flagstaff through Kingman and Needles 
to Barstow, but also through the much smaller towns of Yucca and 
Ludlow, places almost dead or perhaps dying, places so close to gone they 
can vanish between trips. In Barstow, after a meal at Jenny’s Mexican 

Windshield Time

In one of my former lives, before I reinvented myself once again, I was a 
tow truck driver out of Flagstaff, the small mountain town in Northern 
Arizona where I still live. For years I ran all over the state at odd hours 
at the drop of a hat. Missed every holiday, movie, and event in a normal 
person’s life because I was behind the wheel of a truck or at the controls 
of a wrecker out on the side of some rural interstate or lonely state 
highway working on cleaning up some type of major accident involving 
loss of property and sometimes life. 
 The stories I can tell about those years of my life go on for as long 
as the highway itself, all the way to the sea and then back. You would 
think I’d be someone who, given the opportunity to retire early in life, 
to wipe the slate mostly clean at the age of 42 and reinvent oneself from 
the ground up with the advantage of the lessons of a life at least already 
half lived, I would have chosen to stay as far away from the highway as 
possible. But escape from the road, and from the pull of that road, for 
me at least, is not so easy or simple. 
 It still calls to me. It still asks me to come and to think quietly. To 
come and cry without a sound as I roll down the road. To come and 
feel. And most of all to come tell, to bear witness to all that the road has 
to offer. The Highway gives and the Highway takes away. I understand 
this better than most having spent my own successful life out here and 
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Grill and a night as a guest of the bartender at the Eagles Lodge, I pick 
up Highway 58 heading north. It’s a road heavy with trucks and in a few 
places still only two thin lanes, one in each direction. The white crosses 
and ghosts of its treacherous past still linger in these dangerous stretch-
es of two-lane and at the single poorly marked at-grade railroad crossing 
on a banked curve. The one remaining stoplight-controlled intersection 
has the potential to back up the single lane of traffic for miles in each 
direction on a bad day. After this the road widens out as you climb over 
the mountains and through the town of Tehachapi and onwards to Ba-
kersfield. And all along I stop to document the things that speak to me. 
Perhaps only to me. But maybe not.
 
As I cross the gym parking lot back to my truck, sweating after my first-
morning-home-from-my-road-trip workout, Rob the fitness training 
program manager calls out to me. We stop to talk. “I really like your 
posts. Maybe it’s just me but I know that so many folks, including mine, 
traveled that road looking for a better life.” I’m gratified that someone 
picks up at the same place I do. Sees the same thing in my words and 
pictures that I do on the windy edges of the blacktop just across the 
ditches and before the right-of-way fences. He continues, “That 58, it’s 
kind of a thankless road, but it’s full of hope.” 
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24 November 2015

I-40 Westbound Mile Marker 111, west of Seligman, Arizona. Numer-
ologists say ones are the numbers that belong to the angels. Had a pretty 
cool drive to Barstow this afternoon. Ran into an old friend I had not 
seen in 25 years at the Pilot Truck Stop at the I-40/93 junction. She was 
headed east for Thanksgiving and I was headed west. We ended up two 
white pickup trucks parked next to each other on the fuel island and 
recognized each other. Pretty funny after all these years. As I drove west, 
I got to watch the sun set orange and pink through my windshield over 
the mountains that surround the hot deep heart of the Mojave Desert, 
and the white moon rise simultaneously in my rearview mirror. Pretty 
amazing day. Now it’s time to see what the lights of Barstow have to 
offer for tonight.


