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The time was the mid-1950s.
1950s. My father and I were driving south from our hometown of
Lovington, New Mexico, to pick up my stepmother Gayle, who was visiting her sister in Kermit,
Texas. The distance
ce between the two towns was 82 miles, as indicated by the red line in Figure
1. The X on the map is described later.

X
Lovington
Kermit

Figure 1. A short trip through a dust storm.

We started the trip at mid
mid-morning. The day was warm, the sky clear.. I looked forward to
a pleasant jaunt and a chance to spend several hours of private time with my father. I had stories
to share with him about my teenage exploits
exploits, and I looked forward to his accounts about his
adventures while growing up in West Texas and his times while a deputy sheriff of our local
county in southeast New Mexico
Mexico.
I was in the mid-years
years of my teens. Thus, I possessed the long-sought-after
after driver’s
dri
license. It was one
ne of the first instruments uused
sed by an American boy to break through the ceiling
c
of adolescent dependence, one fostered by a boy’s parents and other adults.
I was to drive during parts of this trip while dad played his harmonica. I would
accompany him by singing the lyrics to “Red River Valley” and other country favorites. Dad
seemed to have been eager to play along with this scenario,, as he instructed me to begin the
piloting to Kermit.
After
fter several miles out of town, dad whipped out his juice
juice-harp
harp and fired up
u a western
ballad. I sang along with his harping to such musical stalwarts as “Put Your Little Foot Right
Out,” even “Home Sweet Home,” little knowing that soon, I would be thinking about the title to
the second song in a more meaningful context.
Before we had made it to the New Mexico/Texas border
border,, just outside the small
community named Eunice, we knew our easy drive was coming to an end. A dust storm appeared
on the horizon. It was headed toward us.
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On many occasions, I had seen these gigantic storms approach. As a child, with little
knowledge of the physics of earth’s nature, they appeared to be huge mobile mountains, churning
toward me as if propelled by an invisible force. Before one could prepare, assuming one could
even prepare for these storms, they inundated their tiny pieces of debris into the nooks and
grannies of anything that was positioned underneath their opaque umbrellas.
With wind speeds up to 60 miles per hour,
they blew into an area suddenly, appearing as a
huge dark cloud. They had the color of black or
deep reddish rust, depending on the direction from
which they came and thus, the kind of dirt or sand
they were blowing. (Figure 2 shows a dust cloud
arriving in Phoenix.)
But a cloud, dust or otherwise? Their visual
texture did not convey the presence of what one
thinks as a cloud, which is usually an innocuous
effervescence we see floating above in the sky.

Figure 2. An approaching dust storm.

Perhaps this impression came from my past experience with dust storms. Evanescence
was not how I would characterize them. Rather, they were malevolent veils of wind, sand, and
dust. They were usually called dust storms if their ingredients were fine particles and sand storms
if they carried larger granules.
While they were not particularly dangerous, such as a tornado, when they arrived, it
would be difficult to stand-up outside, much less to walk against their force. It was difficult to
breathe and practically impossible to see. Yet these storms were known to kill people and other
animals. “Cattle went blind and suffocated. When farmers cut them open, they found stomachs
stuffed with fine sand. …Children coughed and gagged, dying [sometimes] of something the
doctors called “dust pneumonia.”1 The best place to witness one of these storms was inside a
building.
Even while nestled securely inside a dwelling, one could not escape the effects of a dust
storm (I use the words dust and sand interchangeably in this article). The dust found its way into
a home though the tinniest of openings. Water could always find a crevice from which it
escaped, flowing from one place to another. So did the dust from a dust storm. But water needed
gravity to aid its travels. The dust needed wind to abet its movements, but the small particles of
earth seeped into a house, even if one side of the house was on the leeward side of the storm.
I recall our family placing tape around window sills and door jams in an effort to keep
out the dust from these storms. Our efforts were only partially effective. After the storm had
passed, we found dust residue in almost every part of the inside of our home. Houses in those
days were not wrapped with insulation. Thus, wind came through cracks. After a dust storm, all
dishes and pans were removed from cabinets to sweep-up small piles of dust that had
accumulated on the shelves. To this day, I turn the glasses in the kitchen cabinets upside down, a
habit taken from those windy days when dust would fill the bottoms of the glasses.
The car in which dad and I were riding was more dust-proof than our home, but dust
found its way in. Still, the storm was outside the car. We were secure from the blowing dirt.
1

Timothy Egan, The Worst Hard Time (New York: Houghton, Mifflin, Harcourt, 2006), 5-6.
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It was the storm’s wind surging against the vehicle that caused us concern. Even with the
headlights on, we could not see beyond a few feet past the hood of the car. Dad had taken over at
the wheel. He had trouble staying on the right lane of the two-lane highway, sometimes veering
into the middle of the road, sometimes going off to the side.
Creeping along at a few miles per hour, the sudden appearance of an oncoming vehicle,
took on the appearance of a wandering, lost ship, outfitted with two paltry lanterns attempting to
penetrate a turbulent wall of granular fog. Even with its lights serving as a warning beacon, the
ghostly image of an approaching car shook me up. Dad said nothing, but I suspect he was
equally concerned. After all, he was the pilot of this nearly helpless craft, responsible for it and
his passenger.
Before long, Dad declared words to this effect: Son, it’s only a matter of time before we
run into someone or run off in a ditch. Hop out of the car. Here, put my handkerchief around
your face. Stay on the bank of the road. Tap the front bumper when you see the first side road.
We’ll pull off there and wait out the storm.
Good idea. Dad was not going to risk stopping off the side of the highway where another
vehicle might hit us. I secured my mouth and nose with dad’s handkerchief, stepped out of the
car. I was almost blown away. The thought entered my mind that I might end-up decorating a
barbed wire fence that lined both sides of the narrow highway. In those days, many of the
highways in this part of America had little space between the highway and the fences that lined
their sides.
In addition, mom and dad expected us six boys to pull our load. It is likely I was not in
real danger outside the car. But then, I was not completely immune from danger either. Such was
life on the high plains. Such was life with a pioneering mother and father. We six boys turned out
to be stalwart and staunch adults. We were loved, but coddling was not part of our parents’
routine with their children; not a bad approach to child rearing.
No worse for wear, Dad and I make it to Kermit and back to Lovington with Gayle. But I
cannot say the same about our car. Its hood’s paint was pitted, requiring sanding and repainting.
The front license plate had been sandblasted. Its previous colors had become engrained into the
departing dust storm. It was now a near-paintless color of gray.
Touring the Texas and Oklahoma Panhandles.
I decided to take a tour of part of the country where I grew up. My trip would be to the
east and north of my home. The decision was based on curiosity. For several years, I have been
reading about the lack of water around many parts of the world, and the persistence of dust
storms in the areas around my childhood home. I recall the terrain of my youth was practically
bone-dry on its surface but had the luxury of a large and deep aquifer underneath it. We citizens
had very little in the way of lakes and rivers, but this deprivation was made up by having all the
water we needed for ranching, farming, and other activities.
It is called the Ogallala aquifer, and it makes up 80 percent of the High Plains aquifer,
which is the most voluminous groundwater basin in the world. It is located below eight states
and encompasses 174,000 square miles.2 Figure 3 shows how extensive, thus how important the
Ogallala aquifer is to America.3 It is the life liquid of a huge segment of this country’s farm and
ranch land, and thus, much of our well-being.
2

Laura Parker, “To the Last Drop,” The National Geographic, August, 2016, np. Unless otherwise cited, data and
statistics are taken from this article, 92-111.
3
Courtesy of Google.
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It is being depleted. Water is
being pumped out of the aquifer faster
than snow and rain can replenish it. In
Kansas alone, the aquifer’s water has
declined by about 60 percent over the
past 60 years. One percent decline per
year is an alarming statistic. In some
parts of the area, the aquifer is already
depleted. Clovis, New Mexico, is located
106 miles to the north of my former
home, shown as X in Figure 1. In some
areas outside this small city, citizens
have no water. They must haul the
precious liquid in from town to perform
simple functions such as bathing.

Figure 3. The Ogallala Aquifer.

How could this be? How could the largest underwater resource in the world only 60 years
ago be in danger of becoming inaccessible? The answer is simple: Waste, principally from
irrigation, windmills (with their tanks and ponds), along with massive sprinkler systems to
sustain crops, cattle, sheep, and of course, humans.
This impending disaster is not confined to the high plains of America. It is happening in
other parts of the world. It cannot easily be reversed. In the Ogallala basin, water has been
accumulating in porous rock for about 15,000 years. Even if people began conserving water, it
will take thousands of years to refill this resource. I would recommend your long-term
investment strategies include investing in desalination systems.
Traveling America (XVI) Route
This essay will not confine itself to the discussion of the disheartening stories of
depleting aquifers, or ongoing dust bowls and dust storms. While we will continue to use these
subjects as the backdrops for this article, like other Traveling America essays, we will go off the
road (and subjects) to examine other aspects of America. Along with somber subjects, we will
take a look at non-somber topics.
November 9, 2016: Dallas-Fort Worth to Lubbock
The route pertaining to this article is shown in Figure 4. I flew to Dallas-Fort Worth and
drove to Lubbock, Texas. The purpose of this leg of the journey was to check-out the countryside
in relation to previous dry years and the recent wet year.
The fields were green. While most of this trip did not go over the Ogallala aquifer (except
around Lubbock), I beheld fecund pastures that would give a reprieve to farmers, ranchers, and
their livestock…if only a temporary one.
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From Lubbock, I proceeded north to Amarillo into the Texas panhandle, then into the
Oklahoma panhandle, and through Guymon, Oklahoma. Turning east, then south, I passed
through Shattuck, then Lawton, and back to the Dallas/Fort Worth area. The trip lasted five days.

Guymon

Shattuck

Amarillo

Lawton

Lubbock
DFW

Figure 4. Route for Traveling America (XVI).

The Archives
The other reason for going to Lubbock was to visit the Texas Tech University (TTU)
Archives. At this point in my life, I had begun to look for an institution that would take care of
my writings and a few artifacts of historical value that I have collected over the years. In
addition, I wanted the future world to know about the wonderful work my brother Tom has done
in crafting beautiful knives. I have a unique collection of Tom’s work. I want to share it with
others.
I love my son. He is a treasure. But he is not an archivist and has no children. I want
someone in the future who will be a trusted custodian of my work and the work of others that I
have collected, such as Kevin Red Star, John Nieto, and Fredrick Remington.
I had heard the TTU Archives was a top-notch archival facility. My inclination toward
selecting this institution was also personal. Texas Tech is located near my childhood residency
and many of my friends were TTU graduates. Thus, I had an affinity for Texas Tech. To be
described later, I chose this institution to be my archivist.
I stayed at the Overton Hotel, named appropriately after Lubbock’s first doctor Dr. M. C.
Overton, who arrived in 1902 from Kentucky. He and two other doctors bought ten acres on 19th
street that became Methodist Hospital. He also donated some land to help establish Texas Tech
University.
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If you pass through Lubbock, make the Overton Hotel your place to stay. The rooms are
pleasant, the food is fine, and the personnel are Texas-like friendly. Coming from a native New
Mexican, this last phrase is especially complimentary, as we New Mexicans view Texans in the
same manner that Canadians view Americans.
Dust Storms or Haboobs? I had dinner at the Overton restaurant. Because my trip was
for business, I got down to business. I was served by two waiters. Because of their accents, and
in spite of their brown skin, I concluded they were not Latinos. My observations were correct.
They were from Pakistan and students at TTU.4
I asked them if they knew about dust storms. Both responded, yes, but they called the
storms haboobs. After queries from several citizens in and around the Texas and Oklahoma
panhandles and talking with some of my old-time friends from New Mexico, I learned this word
was either unknown or its use was resented, as it was considered, as one man in north Idaho
disdainfully put it, “an Arab word.” He almost spit-out the phrase.
Giving him his due, he was a smart bigot as I had never heard of the word. I was tempted
to ask him if he harbored ill-will toward Arabs in general, or was just vexed with someone using
the Arabic word haboob to describe an American dust storm. However, after decades of futile
interactions with one-minded people, I usually avoid discussing another’s prejudices. I
concentrate on assailing them with my own.
Besides, none other than Oliver Wendell Holmes said, “The mind of the bigot is like the
pupil of the eye; the more light you pour upon it, the more it will contract.”
Both men were effusive about the dust storms they had experienced. They had been in
America for a few years and had been through several of these storms. One claimed he had seen
the top of a dust storm as it passed through Lubbock. He was situated on an upper floor of a
building and offered that the sky above him was crystal clear, but the scenery below was not
visible.
This revelation surprised me, as I had always considered a dust storm to be quite tall, as
shown in Figure 2. Nonetheless, I took him for his word. After all, why would he have a reason
to fabricate such a tale?
I asked them about their views of the previous day’s presidential election results. They
rolled their eyes and replied they never thought Donald Trump had any chance whatsoever of
winning; that Hillary Clinton was (using my words) a “slam dunk.” They were not the only
people who were surprised. Anyway, I thanked them for their thoughts about dust storms and
Trump’s storm, paid the bill, and called it a night.
November 10, 2016: Literary Lubbock
My visit to the archives was set up by my friend (since the third grade) and my publicist,
Sylvia Gann Mahoney. I was pleased to learn she was in Lubbock for two reasons. The first was
to acquaint me with the Texas Tech University (TTU) Archives. She had donated to the TTU
Archives her research collections for two books about college rodeo and the Great Western Trail.
The second reason was to speak at a Texas Tech University annual event, called Literary
4

For this article, I used direct recording intermittingly, employing a conventional camera of limited memory
capacity. Thus, some of my interviews are not placed in quotation marks but in italics, because I did not capture the
exact dialogue. If any dialogue is contained within quotes, that is because I was able to write-down or record the
words shortly after a conversation. They are not exact replicas of a conversation, but very close. I trust the reader
will grant me this license.
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Lubbock. Sylvia is also a tireless researcher and a fine writer, and had been selected to talk at this
event about her recent book: Finding the Great Western Trail.
As shown in Figure 5, she was one of four authors selected by TTU to speak about her
new work. The actor, Barry Cobin, a native of Texas and a graduate of Texas Tech, was the
emcee for the event.

I was not all that excited about attending a
meeting of literary types, as I do not think of myself
as a writer, and think many so-called writers have
no idea about how to actually go about writing, or
for that matter, to go about making a living. But she
was also buying me dinner, so how could I refuse?
Nonetheless, I am an avid reader and was
therefore curious about the event. Once again
showing my ignorance about one aspect of humans,
for many years, I assumed anyone who knew how
to read liked to read just for the pleasure of reading;
not just to help oneself get along in business but to
help oneself get along in life and have some fun.
That is what reading is to me: fun
Not so for all people. A few weeks ago, I
had a conversation with a man who works out at the
same gym where I do my exercise. After learning
about some of his background, I thought he would
enjoy reading my The Light Side of Little Texas.
Figure 5. Some of the speakers.

This man was intelligent and articulate, but he was not interested in reading the book or
for that matter, reading much of anything. He told me, thanks, but to save my money. I asked
him if he read books. He said no. I asked him if he read newspapers. He said no, and cut off my
questions with, “I don’t read much of anything.”
Maybe so, but I knew he was a successful and affluent building contractor. I ventured,
“OK, but I bet you read blue prints, right?”
He warmed up, “I not only read them, I often draw them. Why waste money on those
architects! Besides, I get a kick out of studying blue prints of complicated constructions. I can
always improve on them.”
Literacy and illiteracy come in many forms. I cannot read a blue print and have no
interest in them. I choose to remain illiterate of this form of communication. Nonetheless, I
adhere to the idea written over three centuries ago, “Reading is to the mind what exercise is to
the body.”5 I suspect the people who attended Literary Lubbock had the same opinion about
reading as I.
5

Joseph Addison and Richard Steele, The Tatler, March 18, 1710, 147, in Leonard Roy Frank, Quotationary, (New
York, Random House, 2001), 701.
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I enjoyed Sylvia’s talk, and as a bonus I was able to meet and talk bbriefly
riefly with the
President of Texas Tech,, Dr. Lawrence Schovanec. During this conversation, Sylvia mentioned I
had chosen the TTU Archives
chives to be my archive of record.. He was polite enough to say, thank
you. He was gracious to me and also gave a fine speech at this event.
As mentioned, Literary Lubbock featured three other authors, who had published books
under the TTU Press sponsorship. I met and had friendly
friendly, informative talks with them. I
recommend a bookk by one of these writ
writers, Adan M. Medrano, titled Truly Texas Mexican: A
Native Culinary Heritage in Recipe
Recipe.. During the evening, I spoke with Adan for a while and will
recount some of this conversation shortly.
Figure 6 shows Sylvia and Barry Corbin addressing the Literary Lubbock audience. The
third photo was taken at the hotel, after I had collared Barry to have a picture of the two us. What
a fine gentleman. He did not know me from Adam, yet look at his friendly composure. It’s as if
we are long-lost friends.

Figure 6. Meet and ggreet at Literary Lubbock.

I was eager to talk with Barry, as I remember
remembered he played a part in the Cohen Brothers’
masterpiece, “No Country for Old Men.” If you have seen the movie, recall that Barry turns up in
one of the last scenes; the one in which Tommy Lee Jones and Barry exchange views about what
has happened to America.
I rarely approach celebrities when I cross their paths. Their publicity can become a
burden to them.. On those rare occ
occasions,
asions, when someone recognizes me as a writer and wishes
wish to
talk,, I am flattered. But I am also ill at ease. I prefer to be in the background.
Barry was the master of ceremonies for the event. Among his virtues is the fact that he
attended TTU, was born in Lamesa,
esa, Texas,, and is an actual cowboy…although the term horse
man is more appropriate for most modern day men and women who deal with horses, as most of
them do not deal with cattle.
He told the audience he owed his successful movie career to TTU. During his student
days of acting, he informed us the school (and I assume the acting department) was so small that
he had to “play all roles.” Otherwise, had he attended a larger school, he said he would never
have been given a good role until he was a senior.
A Writer or a Person Who Writes? An Actor or a Person Who Acts?
Besides Sylvia’s speech, the other highlight of the evening was having drinks with this
actor. Mr. Corbin was staying at the Overton, and we ran into each other in the Overton bar after
the conclusion of the Literary Lubbock evening. At his table was Adan, the author of the
cookbook and his mate,, Richard.
I had seen Barry Corbin in many films, thus I recognized him earl
earlier
ier in the day while the
two of us were in the hotel lobby. But I did not know his name, as he is not a Hollywood
Hollywo star,
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just a very fine actor. It was a pleasure to see him in the bar, with his wife, Jo. We settled in with
our libations and equally stimulating conversations.
Earlier in the day, Adan and I spoke briefly. It was during this time when I asked him
about his book and about his passion for, as his business card states, “Culinary Arts.” During this
conversation, I asked him, “Do you consider yourself a writer or a chef?”
I did not pose this inquiry as a flippant question. For the past few years, I have been
tagged with the professional occupation name of “writer” or “author.” With few exceptions,
when I am so-identified, the person or people around me say: “Really!?” as they raise their
eyebrows to imitate a mental genuflection.
I am not a writer. I am a person who writes. This distinction might seem silly, but it is
just the opposite. It offers a view about how some people view themselves, as well as how some
people view others.
I came to writing late in life. Although I now write almost every day, for much of my life,
I did no writing at all. My initial foray into writing came from my frustration that during the
early 1970s, there was a single book published for the general reader about computer networks.
Single, as in one. It was James Martin’s now legendary book, Telecommunications and the
Computer.
One of my part-time jobs was teaching software programming at evening classes at
various colleges and technical schools in the Washington, DC area. After completing my MS in
Computer Systems at American University, I was asked to design and conduct a graduate class
on computer networks. Martin’s book was too abstract, too theoretical. Plus, the ARPAnet was
coming about, later to become the Internet, and Martin made no mention of this network.
Modems had been invented. The world was starting to go online. Another book was needed for
this new course.
My previous U.S. Navy experience in communications, coupled with my ongoing
software programming occupation, made me an ideal (at that time, rare) person to create and
conduct this class. Hewing to the truism, “Necessity is the mother of invention,” I wrote a
practical book to bridge the gap between Martin’s academic treatise and the emerging, real world
of data communications.
Thus, I became a person who writes. But I had many other experiences in life. I still do,
and I show my bias, perhaps prejudice, with this statement: Those who write from their
imagination only should issue a disclaimer to proclaim their sentences come from mental
memory but not from muscle memory.
There you have it. That is the reason I posed the question to Adan of “Do you consider
yourself a writer or a chef?” His answer was that he considered himself, first, as person who was
devoted to cooking, and secondarily, as a writer, who had the ability to get his culinary points
across to readers.
He also offered that he had never thought about this aspect of his life: cooking, or writing
about cooking. Although he never stated it, I think this statement held true for Barry Corbin,
which leads us to another set of thoughts about how we humans view ourselves.
Adan offered that writing is like cooking: There are many ingredients and each has a
story to tell. He added that he liked to prepare a table in which all are welcome. He made a joke
about the goods thing the CIA did for people. In this instance, the initials were for The Culinary
Institute of America.
During our time at the Overton Hotel bar, Barry and I exchanged a lot of sea (plains)
stories about growing up in West Texas and Southeast New Mexico. Among other tales, I told
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Barry that my dad once owned a wild bar in Lamesa. Barry informed me that was impossible,
because at the time of dad’s ownership, the county in which Lamesa resided was dry.
This statement took me aback, as I had visited the place and saw what I thought were
wild goings-on. I recall there was a small building behind the “café,” and men and women
seemed to gravitate to the place. In hindsight, I am sure it was, excuse the French, a whorehouse.
I observed the drinking of beer in the café and the meanderings of its clients to and from the
house behind the cafe. But I did not press the subject, as I was bringing up memories from over
60 years ago.
But I did ask Barry this question: “Are you an actor, or a person who acts?” He asked me
what I was talking about. As described above, I laid-out the reasons for asking the question. He
understood. He told me that in his younger days, he rode cutting horses, and often participated in
rodeos that had cutting horse contests as part of their program.
He then showed me his belt buckle. It represented an award he had won in his younger
days in a cutting horse contest. There it was, proof of my assertion: I informed him he was a
horse rider who acted.
But he refuted my claim. He responded that he was, foremost, an actor; that acting was
how he defined himself.
To this day, I cannot get a handle on his idea. I cannot fathom how one can say, “I am an
actor who rides cutting horses,” in contrast to, “I am a cutting horse man who acts.”
This bias showed my admiration for those people who train and ride cutting horses. It is a
job that requires immense physical skill and an ability to establish a close rapport with an animal
that is born to mistrust other animals. After all, the horse is a prey; always has been.
I admit to having reservations about actors. But like some mediocre cowboys, there are
also mediocre actors. I marvel at the performances of Meryl Streep and Jake Gyllenhaul. I stand
in admiration of the talents of my brother Ed, as he was an exceptional cutting horse trainer and
rider.
Nowadays, my memory of the past is stronger than my memory of the present. So I’ll let
these thoughts of the past stay in various parts of my muscle and memory body, as we move on
to explore the two panhandles of America in Texas and Oklahoma.
Thank you Adan and Barry. Your time with me made for a special evening.
Friday November 11, 2016: Lubbock to Amarillo
I set off early this morning to continue my exploration of the Texas and Oklahoma
panhandles. My intent was to take a short drive of 120 miles and spend the night in Amarillo, as
shown in Figure 2.
A Short Diversion. However, before I left the Overton Hotel, I could not resist buying a
Peanut Pattie at the coffee shop. This sugar-laden delight has been one of my favorites since I
was a kid. But I could not find it in stores on the east coast, where I spent many of my adult
years.
This part of the story branches off from the dust bowl theme, so I have placed it in
Appendix A. Naturally enough, being the writer of the material, I consider it an entertaining and
informative read, but my editors think it interrupts the flow of the narrative, and is too
impracticable. To assuage my ego, I suspect they use the word impracticable in place of the
word silly.
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Judge for yourself and send your vote to UylessBlack@gmail.com. In keeping with
humans’ inability to accept constructive criticism, I will pass any positive comments about my
take on the issue to my sourpuss editors. Any agreements with their assessments---thereby
criticizing me, will be properly noted then promptly discarded
Sidebar: My Father’s Side Trips to Amarillo.
The drive to Amarillo brought forth memories of my father, Jim. In his later years, he
chose to live in the Good Samaritan, a senior citizens’ home, located in Lovington. I use the
word chose, because he had his own private residence, and was strong and agile enough to reside
there alone, if he had so chosen. (His wife Gayle had passed away, but he maintained a part-time
residence at Good Sam.)
Dad was in his eighties. He used a crutch to help his weakened walking, an impairment
that resulted from a hip injury he sustained during a bad horse ride in his youth. Notwithstanding
this handicap, Lovington’s citizens would often witness Jim Black walking from Good Sam to
local bars or the Greyhound bus station---one-way distances of two miles. The latter locale was
the place where he occasionally took a bus trip to Amarillo to visit a woman he had met some
sixty years ago.
The administrators at Good Sam knew about Dad’s habits. They knew he was fit, both
mentally and physically; that he had opted to take a bed at Good Sam because his wife, Gayle,
had succumbed to Alzeimers; that he could no longer care for her while she was still living.
You might think that I am pulling your leg, that this story about my father is a writer’s
fantasy. It is not, although I grant it seems unreal. But such is the acceptance and trust found in
parts of America. Good Sam displayed good wisdom:
-

Good Sam aide, Jim, if you’re headed for the bus terminal, you know you’re on your own.
Jim, That’s the way it’s always been. I don’t hold Good Sam for anything I do on my own.
Aide, See you in a couple days.
Jim, Yep.

Can you imagine this scenario in today’s society? Granted, I have taken license with this
dialogue, but I know it represented the conversation between my dad and the Good Sam staff.
I have not visited Gayle’s and dad’s seniors’ home since dad passed away. I sometimes
wonder if the home has been inundated with so much of America’s penchant for legaleese and
suing that this give-and-take attitude between institution and individual is long-gone. I hope not,
but I suspect this aspect of America is in the history books.
Once, I asked dad about his Amarillo trips, about why he took them. His response, “She’s
a good cook, son.”
Yes, and it is said that the way to a man’s heart often starts through his stomach. I knew
full well that even at his age, my father was interested in more than just a full stomach.
Water-fed Greenery, underneath a Depleting Water Resource. Before embarking on
this trip, I did some research on the High Plains aquifer. I knew much about the High Plains, but
I needed to know more. I came to believe that in the not too distant future, this part of country
will be facing catastrophic consequences from its depletion of its water resource.
The Nobel-winning image of Bob Dylan appeared in my mind:
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- “Hey dude!”
- Bob, “Hey, dude, back.”
- “We know you sing angst-oriented pieces. Can you sing a limerick about us humans
exhausting our water resources?”
- Bob, “You bet. …Been studying the subject myself, then filed it away and forgot about it.
Here it is:”
Strum, strum, strum…♫♪♪♫
You can take all that you want, to be frank,
from a seemingly infinite tank.
But that precious resource,
is now a cause for remorse.
Mother Nature’s played you as a crank.
Strum, strum, strum…♫♪♪♫
- “Good work, Bob. The future does not look so good for our children and their children.”
- Bob, “That’s an understatement. Gotta’ go and fetch my Nobel. I’ll leave you with another
reality:
Strum, strum, strum…♫♪♪♫
What is sad is your attitude.
You say: “Water’s not my concern, it’s for later dudes.”
Strum, strum, strum…♫♪♪♫
- “Bob, you did not adhere to the verse and cadence of limericks. You inserted additional lines
of verse.”
- “Yep, that’s what makes me great. Taking a little and giving more.”
- “OK, I give you this ground.”
A Seemingly Endless Expanse. For those who are reading this piece and have not
traveled this part of America, perhaps you will come to appreciate the idea of the Big Sky
Country. Of course, the sky is not larger in the high plains than in any other part of the world, but
the absence of mountains and trees, ordinarily cascading over miles of terrain, do not exist in this
part of the world. This perspective gives the illusion that the sky is big, as one can see more of it.
As I drove toward Amarillo, I passed
by hundreds of miles of fertile landscapes, as
depicted in Figure 7. Thousands of acres of
cotton surrounded me. The crops were
growing healthily, the result of recent rains.
Yet I wondered if the land owners of these
relatively rare rainfalls were thinking of the
subsequent years to come, those in which
there would likely not be much in the way of
sprinklings; that they would be increasingly
dependent on using mechanical sprinklers to
further draw down the Ogalalla aquifer.
Figure 7. A productive earth.
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One of the mantras often spoken by farmers and ranchers is, “Next year.” They must
believe in this phrase if they are to have any hope for the future: This year, our crops were a
failure. We will wait until next year. Next year will save us.
Next year and the years thereafter do not look very promising in fulfilling this hope.
Figure 8 compares the recharging and discharging rates of the High Plains aquifer. As the image
indicates, from 2000 to 2009, the recharge rate from precipitation was 15.9 million acre-feet a
year. The discharge rate was 29.7 million acre-feet a year (3.9 into streams; 16.2 into wells; 8.6
from evaporation.) Of course, some of this discharge finds its way back into the aquifer.

The water
volume of the aquifer
depends on a specific
location. Nebraska has
an abundance of water,
but Kansas does not. It
is not as if the aquifer
is an underground
river, with water
flowing to dry areas.
The varied formations
underneath different
surface locations retain
their water in different
ways.
Figure 8. Recharge and Discharge Rates.

Figure 9 shows areas of West Texas and
Eastern New Mexico. My dad’s and step-mom’s ranch
was located about 35 miles northwest of Hobbs,
indicated by a red dot.
We had a windmill for house needs, as well as a
windmill in every pasture of an area spanning 32, 000
acres. On the great flat plains of the Llano Estacado,
the surface of the land was dry and covered with prairie
grass, sagebrush, and mesquite bushes. Natural lakes or
even small ponds did not exist. A rare rain would
create huge puddles for a few days, but these temporary
reservoirs would soon succumb to the area’s dryness,
to disappear in dehydrated soil and the air’s
evaporation.
Figure 9. My former homeland (dark brown signifies parts of
the aquifer that are experiencing the most depletion.)
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Unless this part of America experience
experiences a very long spell of wet weather or aggressive
conservation projects are undertaken, simple extrapolation predicts parts of the aquifer will be
exhausted in a few decades.
Japanese Food in the Texas Panhandle. Other than a couple bites of a Peanut Pattie and
a banana at the Overton Hotel,, I had little to eat today. Nearing mid
mid-afternoon, and entering the
Amarillo city limits, I gave upp a brief search for a café that offered chicken fried steak,
steak another
culinarylegacy
legacy from my southwest roots.
Before checking into a hotel, I stopped at a Japanese restaurant. There
There, I ordered some
Japanese food, which usually consists of uncooked eel, octopus, and squid, accompanied with
raw plankton and seaweed.
aweed. The saving grace was a Japanese drink---which if selected carefully,
can be delicious: sake.
The restaurant was a pleasant break from the motor trip from Lubbock,, although that, too,
was enjoyable. Figure 10 shows the interior of the place and the exterior of my sake.

Figure 10. A Texas Japanese café and some ssake.

A note about sake. It can taste as awful as a rot
rot-gut
gut American jug wine. It can also taste
as exquisitely as a Napa Valley delicacy. Like most wines in the world, the quality of sake varies
widely. I was not expecting a Japanese café in the Texas panhandl
panhandle to offer
fer much in the way of
high-quality
quality sake. Plus, I do not drink enough sake to know its brands.
- Sake taster to sake server, “I’ll
’ll rely on your expertise. I’ve been made sick with drinking bad,
sweet sake. Any suggestions?”
- Sake server, “Yes,” which
hich follow
followed by my being served sake accompanied with the name she
wrote down as Sho Shik Abi..
- Impressive, a Texas gal who was multilingual.
She also wrote down, Black and Gold
Gold,, as a recommended brand name. As I look over my
notes, I am not certain Sho Shik Abi and Black and Gold are the same. The latter
atter sounds
so
like the
name of a Scotch brand.. I have not had the inclination to clear up this confusion. For any sake
experts out there, let me know. If we perchance meet someday, I’ll reciprocate by buying you a
drink; sake or whatever you like.
Water: Required for alcohol d
drinkers, but optional for teetotalers. I had expected the
dining places in the panhandles to forego offering glasses of water to their customers,
customers an
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admittedly modest attempt to stave-off what seems to be an inevitable disaster. Yet, along with
the sake, the waitress brought a glass of iced water to my table.
- I asked, “Given the water problems around here, don’t you ask customers if they want
water?”
- Waitress, “Don’t know ‘bout any water problems. But our policy is to serve water to anyone
who orders alcohol. Those who don’t drink booze must ask for water.”
- “Why is that?”
- Waitress, “Couldn’t say. Maybe the alcohol drinkers need more water!”
- “I gather there is not much concern around here about water problems?”
- Waitress, “Not that I know about.”
The response from this waitress reflects the responses of other people I questioned during
this trip: The idea of an impending water crisis, which might affect their personal and
professional lives, had not yet made an impression on them.
The sake, be it Sho Shik Abi or Black and Gold was delicious. I’ve decided to drink more
sake and less California wine, and given the depleting aquifer around here, less water.
These Spurs are made for Walking. I checked into a Country Inn and Suites motel in
Amarillo, a clean, comfortable, place I recommend to you. After the registration was complete, I
walked to the elevator to go to my room. At the elevator, I encountered a cowboy who was
wearing boots. No big deal. After all, I was in Texas. But this cowboy had spurs on his boots.
Spurs…in the rooms and the lobby of a motel. Who knows? He could have been looking
for steer to wrestle-down for his dinner.
Of course, in the present locale, the spurs were of no use. I suspect he could ride his
Dodge Ram without spurs, with some bridles and reins attached to his steering wheel. That setup
might keep him in tune with the cowboy’s ethos and their associated paraphernalia.
As an aside, a well-trained horse, and one who trusts its rider, does not need to be spurred
to spur the horse on. Some of the best riders who have existed over millennia never resorted to
spurs. …Nor a saddle.
But the scene did not surprise me. In my youth in Lovington, it was not unusual to see
cowboys sitting in the local domino parlor, outfitted with their spurs. They became part of their
clothes. The floor underneath the domino tables bore deep irregular gouges that the spurs had
created over the years.
I recall passing through the parlor looking for my dad; passing through, as children were
not allowed to stay-put in the place. Nor were women. At least, that was my impression. I cannot
recall seeing a woman in the domino parlor.
I related a story to this man about Troy Fort, at one time, the World’s Champion calf
roper and a native of Lea County---my home county. Troy wore his spurs every time he came to
town from his ranch. The man at the hotel responded that he thought Tuffy Cooper did, too.
Tuffy was another Lea County product and also a National Champion calf roper. It turned out
this man in a motel lobby was a rodeo hand and also a student---a scholar---of the history of
rodeos.
One can find scholars in all walks of our citizenry. Their subjects of their study and
expertise matter, as some of their work results in benefits to earth’s creatures and plant life. What
also matters is their devotion, often passion, to learning about their subject of interest.
Uyless Black 2017

15

Blog: Blog.Uylessblack.com Web: www.UylessBlack.com Facebook: Uyless Black Books email:Ublack7510@aol.com

My friend from our childhood and now my publicist, Sylvia Gann Mahoney---introduced
earlier---fits into the category of a scholar, yet one who devotes her time to the study of one of
America’s treasured, almost mythical legends. She has done more research than anyone I know
on the cattle trails and the drovers on those trails of America’s southwest. Her dedication is
resulting in the re-writing some of the history of one of the most revered parts of America’s
history: the American cowboy and America’s cattle trails. I recommend you buy her book:
Finding the Great Western Trail, published by Texas Tech University Press, 2015.
Stonehenges
An England Stonehenge. For many years, I had wanted to visit Stonehenge. In 2008, I
made a tourist pilgrimage to this site (near Bath and Salisbury, England), a place that has
continued to intrigue me since my early twenties. While there, I snapped the photo seen in Figure
11.
Stonehenge is a somber, modest, yet spectacular place. It is not large. Its circular
structure is about 360 feet in diameter. But its mysterious presence on the remote Salisbury
Plains of southwest England---with construction beginning as early as 3100 BC and the stones
themselves erected between 2400 and 2200 BC---left me in awe of my predecessors’ ingenuity
and their knowledge of celestial alignments that affect earth’s seasons.
I used the word spectacular above, because I did mental double-takes as I learned that the
largest stones weigh over 40 metric tons. They are known to have been hauled from 19 miles
away by manual labor.6

Figure 11. English Stonehenge.

Like many of the ancient person-made places on earth, no one knows exactly why they
were built. But Stonehenge’s stones are laid-out as a giant calendar, carefully set to mark
midsummer and midwinter as well as the ancient calendar of 13 months of 28 days, for 364 days
a year. They also measure the repeat cycle of the Sun and Moon, called the Metonic cycle.7
Many scholars think Stonehenge has both religious and agricultural significance. Whatever
motivated the builders, and we are told it was a combination of religion and farming, what they
did was an extraordinary undertaking. The creators of Stonehenge, stretching over several
centuries, were not couch potatoes.
6

Julian Richards, Stonehenge, English Heritage, 2005, 9.
Robin Heath, Stonehenge (New York: Wooden Books, 2000), 14. With thanks, I’ve taken Heath’s descriptions
almost verbatim.
7
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A Texan Ironhenge. In keeping with the Texas spirit and the state’s claims that Texas
does it better than anyone else, the Lone Star State has constructed its own version of a
Stonehenge.
It is not made of stone. It is made of car iron, but not just regular car iron. Hoss, I’m
talking Cadillac car iron. I’m talking about the car icon of the Texas cowboy/oilman who takes a
ride in his iron horse after he has dismounted (if he ever mounted it in the first place) from his
cowpony. Spurs on foot, Stetson on head, he relishes an illusion of himself that was made-up by
Hollywood.
It is amazing that so much of America’s image of itself has been molded by a distorted
image of the American cowboy. The Hollywood cowboy---dismounting at full speed from an
ever-obedient horse and---while in mid-air in this trajectory, killing the local villains---is the
image many people hold to their hearts. Not just Americans. Just about everyone in the world
who has watched western movies or read western novels consider these illusions as facts.
As with other species who congregate in groups, we humans need heroes to bolster our
image. We seek leaders for our group. We long to follow those who will lead, however
misbegotten the lead might be. Thankfully for our race, we often follow leaders who actually
know how to lead us forward toward being a better species.
The Texas panhandle monument---the Texas Stonehenge---is shown in Figure 12.8
Viewed from afar, an unwary observer might think these sculptures are reminiscent of England’s
Stonehenge. I was thoughtful of this idea when I walked toward them. As suggested in Figure
12, they took on the image of an ancient burial ground of humans’ religious artifacts, pieces that
took on a Stonehenge image.

Figure 12. An American Stonehenge.

As I approached them, the partial burials might have been construed in the same way I
beheld the Stonehenge site in England: muted in majestic silence. An unwary onlooker, looking
from afar, might think he was approaching a monument constructed by ancient people, seeking
solstice to aid in their survival.
But now, I found myself standing before a not-so-ancient set of half-buried cars. It is
called Cadillac Ranch and shown in more detail in Figure 13.
What should an observer do when coming across this site? Revere or defile? Honor or
humiliate? Denigrate or admire?

8

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cadillac_Ranch#/media/File:Cadillac_Ranch,_distant.jpg.
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The answer to these questions--coming from a modern art Luddite---is to
laugh. To laugh at humans’ folly and at the
same time, to laugh and regale in humans’
sense of humor. As I beheld this site, I asked
myself: Did the creator of this ironhenge
have too much time on his hands? I will
leave it to National Geographic, FOX News
and other bastions of intelligent analysis to
Figure 13. Another view.
answer my questions. For now, if you have
some time on your hands, and are traveling in this part of the country, bring along some spray
paint. Cadillac Ranch allows you to decorate its monuments with your own brand of creativity.

But not the tires or axils.
Reverence for mankind’s invention of
the wheel is preserved in this iconic
site. In Figure 14, notice my spinning a
wheel of an almost forgotten fossil of
America: the Cadillac.
It is an ironic aspect of humans’
evolution that we created startling
monuments, such as Stonehenge, which
is thought to have been a tribute to our
predecessors’ spiritual side of their
souls.
Figure 14. Monument spin-offs.

Then, a few thousands of years later, this same race erected Cadillac Ranch. Is this
Carhenge a tribute to the materialistic side of our souls?
These (cowboy) hats are made for wearing! While in Amarillo, I had lunch at Jorge’s
Tacos Gracia. My meal was green chili enchiladas, pinto beans, tortillas, and a guacamole salad,
topped off with a Margarita. I sat at the bar to take in a meal you will not want to miss if you are
in Amarillo. The green chilis will accommodate most sensitive palates.
In my frequent visits to Texas, the home state of most of my family tree members for
several generations, I have noticed fewer men wearing the traditional cowboy hat. In place of
this icon of the cowboy, some men wear baseball caps.
Putting on my curmudgeon non-baseball hat, it is beyond me why anyone laboring under
the unremitting Texas sun would opt for a baseball cap. Unlike the full-brimmed cowboy hat, the
cap offers only partial protection from the sun. Some men wear the cap backwards, which is even
more counter-productive and ridiculous, especially because most baseball caps’ back do not have
any material on the back. What “protects” the forehead is a small strap used to adjust the size of
the cap. It is not only ineffective, it’s downright silly looking.
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Here is an example of the idiocy of wearing the backward hat:

Here is one result of wearing the backward hat, eventually resulting in a
modern art half moon cancer:

Here is The Donald baseball cap absurdity. A grown man,
in a conventional business suit and tie, is wearing The Donald’s
latest ensemble:

Here is a fine take on the matter:

Can you conceive this man wearing a baseball cap, much less
one that is worn backwards? This imgage is one of the Marboro
Man. The media informs us these icons of American masculinty
died more often from lung cancer than skin cancer.

Or this one? I rest my case.

For the Tacos Garcia Hotel café survey, I am pleased to report the spirit of Texas and the
southwest is hanging tough, at least regarding headgear. For those patrons sporting headgear,
cowboy hats were favored over baseball caps 27 to 13.
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However, I attempted to come-up with a ratio of cowboy boots to tennis shoes to discern
any cultural shifts in southwest America. I was unable to tally an accurate count of the ratio of
cowboys hats to tennis shoes, as some of the pant legs were slung too low to determine what
kinds of footware the Texans were wearing. Had I been counting the ratio of exposed ass cracks,
my survey would have been an easier task.
Nonetheless, I did spot an Amarillo citizen who wore a fine looking cowboy hat and a
pair of white Adidas tennis shoes. The old timers would consider this dress as a sacrilege to the
image of the Marlboro Man. This diner could have worn non-white shoes or something else less
sissy.
Next thing you know, those macho bull riders will be wearing football helmets.
American Quarter Horse History Center and Museum. In my youth, horses were to
my family what dogs were to other American families. Because of my close affiliation with
horses, I took every opportunity I had to have contact with them. In hindsight (and stories for
another time), a few of my encounters with horses were foolish and dangerous. But as I think
about those past times, most horses I came across tolerated me, even ignored me…as long as I
did not get directly behind them---where they cannot see.
During my brief stay in Amarillo, I visited the American Quarter Horse History Center
and Museum. (See Figure 15.) It was a special treat for me as my family owned quarter horses
(still do) for most of my life. The museum (and other impressive western museums in Oklahoma
City and Fort Worth) will be covered in a later Traveling America series. But I want to mention
the quarter horse museum in this piece, to emphasize you should make it a point to visit it if you
are in the area.

Figure 15. American Quarter Horse History Center and Museum.

Saturday, November 13, 2016: Amarillo to Guymon
The drive from Amarillo to Guymon passed over a part of the Great Plains underground
basin that is experiencing some of the most rapid depletion of water in comparison to other parts
of the basin, as depicted in Figure 16. Once again, the drive over the surfaces of this part of the
country was deceptive, as the land had been blessed with several long-lasting rain showers for
the past few months.
It seemed as if the local citizenry was oblivious to the long-range problem that awaited
them. I recalled this quote:
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The whole world is so greedy for more bathtubs that is has lost the stability
necessary to build them, or even turn off the tap.9

Guymon

Amarillo

Figure 16. The drive from Amarillo to Guymon.

In relation to the depletion of the Great Plains aquifer and other fresh water resources
around the world, I would modify Mr. Leopold’s statement to claim that the world has not lost
the stability (or inclination) toward building more bathtubs, but it has lost (or never had) the
desire to turn off the tap.
We will leave the tap-turning to our children and their children, when perhaps turning off
the tap to the bathtub will be irrelevant, as there will be nothing to turn-off.
A brief travelogue assessment. I checked into a Best Western hotel. During my writing
of these Traveling America series, I have stayed at many Best Western hotels. I find their service
consistent and acceptable. But their recent increased prices are in excess of their amenities. (This
ad is not being sponsored by your local Best Western affiliate.)
Back off the Donuts, Bubba! I am fascinated by my fellow humans’ eating practices. I
am not obsessive in watching their munching, as I am usually involved in containing and
combating my own excessive eating habits. Nonetheless, I could not help but observe the
consumptions of diners in Best Western’s free breakfast:
Waffles, pancakes, gravy, jelly galore, all for the taking from a motel-sponsored spoon.
One man in front of me, I came to realize that I was behind the line to the gravy trough, had
finished this ladling…five times.
Yes, five times he scrapped the sides and bottoms of the metal pan. It sounded like a
metal shovel clearing out the last remainders of mortar from a cement barrel.
He left some meager contents in the spoon dish and a saucer.
Any gravy in a storm, I took what was left, grateful in hindsight that I had been denied a
caloric-laden delicacy I only ate while in this part of the country.10
9

Aldo Leopold, A Sand Country Almanac (np: Oxford University Press, 1949), xix.
This previous sentence is placed to pronounce my semi-celibacy innocence about eating the noble offerings of
biscuits and gravy. These privileged cornucopias of plenty are only made available to us humans who have a biscuits
and gravy marker in our DNA.
10
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Absence biscuits and gravy, one of the staples of my childhood, and absent from those
places in which I now live (these places don’t even offer fried okra), I sat down with a cup of
yogurt and a glass of diluted orange juice.
Lacking a USA TODAY to keep my attention, which any respectable Best Western motel
would offer, I observed my fellow USA diners. They passed by the now empty gravy bucket,
compromising by placing (shutter) a slice of cantaloupe on their paper plate. That is, until the
gravy maid came out of the kitchen with a full bucket of gravy.
We rose from our tables, transfixed by the sight and smell of a fresh, hot, succulent,
virgin bowl of hot flour, milk, butter, salt, and pepper. Not yet savored, but with a natural
advertisement of its contents, it brought forth a rush of supplicants to its location.
When something is lacking, it is needed. When something is absent but known to exist, it
is sought. When something is present, yet once unavailable, but now within sight, it is hunted.
The gravy and biscuits eaters were hunting for biscuits and gravy. The bowl was empty almost
before it was full. I was among those gravy predators.
No request for reusing towels. In an increasing number of hotels and motels where I
stay, including modest Motel 6s to up-scale Ritz Carltons, signs are posted requesting the guests
reuse towels in order to conserve water. Coming from a family that routinely reused towels for
several showers or baths, I subconsciously put my towels back on their respective racks when I
stay in a rented lodging.
Mom, the head laundry sergeant for our family, made sure her boys did not toss towels on
the floor. She had a simple and unbeatable explanation: You’ve just cleaned your body. Your
towel is for drying your body, not washing it. Put the towel back on the rack and don’t let me see
it in the laundry basket until next week!
During this trip across a water-starved region, not a single motel posted signs to request
we guests reuse towels. Each day, unless I folded and positioned towels or wash cloths onto their
racks, the maids would replace them. No restrictions whatsoever.
If the airline industry ever gains hold of motel chains, we will find ourselves paying extra
for the use of a towel, a washcloth, and following their bean-counter logic, toilet paper. I would
not be surprised if they eventually put a water gauge on all the laboratory faucets, showerheads,
and commodes.
Eddie’s at Guymon. For a while, enough about depleting water in the Texas and
Oklahoma panhandles. Let’s take a pleasant break from this dreary subject to that of a fine club
and restaurant that is located in Guymon.
This place is not for everyone who receives these blog postings. I know some of you, and
I also know a bit about your dining preferences, as you know mine. You, once again, will assail
my south (actually southwestern) lack of taste. If you can eat raw fish and raw beef, topped off
with seaweed and plankton, you should grant me a pass to eat okra.
Figure 17 (a) shows the outside of the restaurant. I passed by the place a couple times, not
knowing if it served food or only drinks. I was thirsty and hungry. Eddie’s would do. In Texas, I
knew it at least served salsa and chips.
I was privy to these closed clubs in my growing up in southeastern New Mexico. For a
substantial part of my early life, all bars were open in Lea County. But as time went on, as
Latinos came to be the most numerous part of the populace of Lovington, the entrenched white
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folks attempted to guard their diminishing enclaves by placing the once-public
public bars into private
clubs.

(b)

(a)

(c)

Figure 17. Eddie’s.

The first impression I had of Eddie’s was its front door. It had a small window that for
this night, advertising that it was open (Figure 17(b)). Shortly, I discovered that Eddie’s was
once a speakeasy and many years ago operated as a private club. Customers brought their own
bottle. Eddie’s provided the setups and some food, along with a membership fee and charges for
the setups and food.
Figure 177 (c) shows a wire fence around the bar area. In old times, laws in this part of the
country made certain that any alcohol
alcohol-soaked
soaked bar flies did not find their way into the dining area,
a part of the restaurant/bar where respectable people ate their meals.
Did it work? That is a subject for a different article than this survey of parts of the
legendary Dust Bowl. To return to my present night in Eddie’s, the menu revealed that most of
the café’s offerings were fried foods. This fact came as no surprise. Aft
After
er all, I was born and
reared in this part of America.. I cut my teeth on fried food. I continued to eat it with gusto for
many decades, and yet I am still alive to write about it.
Figure 18 shows the appetizer offerings by Eddie’s. I have circled in red those that are
fried. Some do not proclaim they have been fried, but they have indeed been fried.
-

Menu viewer to waitress, “Any
Any baked food in the kitchen?”
Waitress, “Honey, we got some baked potatoes.”
Menu viewer,, “How long have they been baking?
baking?”
Waitress, “They’re
hey’re not baking. Haven’t been since yesterday. Don’t get much in the way of
orders for baked potatoes. But I can heat’um for you well quick!
“And
And our French Fries are fresh as can be. They’re really steak fries…
fries….You…
You… .”
Menu viewer, “…I can actually
ctually taste the steak fry, right?”
“That’s right, honey, they are that thick.”
“Thanks. I’ll just stay with a full order of fried okra, nothing else but some wine.”
“Red or white?”
(Remembering that Julia Child recommended fried okra be accompanied with nothing, as I
remember she never recommended fried okra to begin with, I answered, “Got any sake?”
“Sake? Not that I’m aware of…How about some rose?”
“Bring it on, honey!”
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- “Thanks, honey, will do.”
And off went the waitress to bring me back a huge plate of salty fried okra, compensated
by a huge glass of sweet rose. Life in the Oklahoma panhandle did not get any better than this.

Figure 18. Eddie’s Menu and the Crème de la Okra.

Sunday, November 13, 2016:: From Guymon to Lawton
From Guymon, I turned east to travel through other parts of the Oklahoma panhandle,
pan
as
seen in Figure 4. As usual,, the landscape was green. N
Not
ot lush, as lush landscapes in panhandle
Oklahoma would have taken many years to come about. But tthe land had
ad been granted a
temporary reprieve from an enduring dry spell, one predicted to persist for many years. The
journey was invigorating. I enjoyed the openness of the country and the openness of the people.
The landscape is populated with thousands of sprinkler heads, as seen in Figure 19. I was
under the impression sprinkler systems (known as center pivot) were inefficient (with
(
regard to
water evaporation) in comparison to, say, irrigation (also called conventional furrow irrigation),
and subsurface drip irrigation (SDI)
(SDI).. It is more inefficient but not as much as I had thought.
However, both systems are inferior the drip method, in which water is distributed in underground
pipes.
However, the installation costs of SDI are so high that the technique has not found a large
following among America farmers
farmers, except for high value crops, such as fruit. The system
requires considerable maintenance and rodents present ongoing problems. I have extracted
extrac an
excerpt from a study on the subject conducted by the University of Nebraska. The excerpt
follows Figure 18.11

11

http://extensionpublications.unl.edu/assets/pdf/ec776.pdf
http://extensionpublications.unl.edu/assets/pdf/ec776.pdf.
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Figure18. Irrigation with center pivot systems.

Without question, considerable water can be saved with drip systems, but can a farmer
afford to dig up perhaps thousands of acres to install the equipment? The answer to this question
might depend on how scarce water becomes.
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A visit to Shattuck. I was now headed south, traveling from Guymon to Lawton,
Oklahoma, and moving out of the Oklahoma
panhandle. In Shattuck, I stopped for a late
breakfast at a café named Gusto’s. The place
was serving a buffet, as shown in Figure 19.
The restaurant is simple,
unpretentious, and popular. I arrived before
the crowds, as seen by the empty chairs.
Before long, not a seat could be found. I
discovered why: the availability of an
unlimited offering of spare ribs. That’s right,
pardner: Texas style spare ribs in the middle
of the morning.
Figure 19. Gusto’s.
I had an omelet with my spare ribs.
While waiting for the omelet to be cooked, I asked the cook:
- “I don’t suppose you have any fried okra in the kitchen?”
- “Ha! We don’t serve fried okra for breakfast.”
- He looked me over a bit and asked “Where’you from? Don’t recall ever being asked for
fried okra this time of day.”
- “Originally, from New Mexico, not too far from here. I now live in a part of the country
where fried okra is as rare as rain in Texas. Can’t even buy fresh okra in a grocery store.”
- “That’s a damn shame.”
- “Yeah, almost un-American.”
- “Say, I’ve got a jar of picked okra in the ‘frig. If you… .”
- I thought to myself: Sacrilege, but offered, “No thanks, they taste too much like regular
pickles.”
- We continued our existential discussion on the meaning of life of okra to okra eaters. He
asked, “Just curious, you like boiled okra?”
- “Sure do, love the stuff, and it’s easy to swallow.”
- “Yeah. My wife loves fried okra, but boiled okra makes her sick to her stomach. …Here’s
your omelet. Hope you find some fried okra down the road.”
- “Thanks. Me, too.”
- Only in Texas could a conversation like this take place. Well, perhaps a few places in the
south.
Water conservation? While on this Traveling America trip, I asked a variety of people if
they or their towns implemented any water conservation measures, such as watering lawns on
alternate days, or serving water only on request in restaurants. I did not get personal about navy
showers, sponge baths, and such. On two occasions, I passed by fire hydrants that were spewing
huge streams of water down the town streets.
Not one person responded in the affirmative about taking any water conservation
measures. In the meantime, this precious liquid is increasingly disappearing underneath their
feet. Out of sight, out of mind.
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The Windmill Museum. Shattuck is home to the Windmill
dmill Museum. I stopped by the
place for an enjoyable walk and a pleasant trip back to my childhood. One of my favorite places
to hangout while living on the ranch in New Mexico was the platform at the top of the windmill.
windmill
From this vantage point---depending
depending on the location of the specific windmill,
ill, I could see for
miles across the flat plains of southeastern New Mexico.
Each windmill’s blades sp
spoke with the wind in an almost continuous conversation. The
wind pushed the blades, forcing them to respond by cranking a piston in their pipes.
pipes The piston
was pushed down into a reservoir of water. Once opening an entry for the water to flow into it,
the mechanism closed. The captured water sat atop the piston and moved up the pipe to a tank or
pond.
For hours, I watched the unhurried conversations between the wind and the blades; the
slow pumping of a piston of water into a ta
tank; the easy motion of it all. The unhurried nature of
its otherwise efficient operations kept me on top of windmills for many hours.
- “Where have you been all morning
morning, son?”
- “I’ve been watching the windmill pump water, dad.”
- To this day, I am not sure my father thought I had much in the way of ambition.
For
or now, sixty-five
sixty
years later, I had come to
the Windmill Museum to
behold old and modern
specimens of an icon of the
Great Plains
lains, as seen in
Figure 20. The wooden
windmill, shown in the
middle of the figure on the
right, represents a close
Figure 20. The Windmill Museum.
approximation of the
windmills I climbed as a youth. The only exceptions to this model were the absence of a platform
near the blades and the absence
sence of a ladder that led to the top of the windmill. I suppose these
parts of the windmill were not put on this model in order to discourage gray panthers from
scaling
ling them in an effort to relive, perhaps revive, their past exploits.
November 14, 2016: Lawton to Ft. Worth
We are nearing the end of Tra
Traveling America (XVI), which will terminate where it
began, the Dallas-Fort Worth airport
airport. For other times, I am eager to tell you more about these
cities. They were covered briefly in other TA episodes and some essays on cultures and customs
in America but warrant a more thorough examination later.
For now, let’s escape once again from some of the problems of the world---say,
world
that of
water shortage---to some of the pleasures of the world
world---say, that of eating and drinking.
As Samuel Pepys put it, “Strange to see how a good dinner and feasting reconciles
everybody.”12 Mr. Pepys was close to the mark in principle. His
is idea is intriguing,
intriguing yet it needs
some addendums: Humans---count
count me in
in---are also prone to too much feasting.
12

Samuel Pepys, Diary,, November 9, 1665, in Leonard Roy Frank, Quotationary, (New York: Random House,
2001), 285.
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A narrow belly does not come about by indulging in ample feasts. As much as I wish to
deride reality, a narrow belly comes from foreswearing the over-consumption of food and drink.
As much as I am a reluctant warrior to this reality, those temptations form the circles of our
friends and the circles around our bellies.
Chuy’s: tempations, somewhat restrained. I have now returned to the Dallas-Fort
Worth area. I am headed back to North Idaho, my current home. Accounts surrounding these last
few hundred miles from Layton to the Dallas-Ft. Worth complex will not be told, as they would
mimic past narratives in this piece: Well-meaning people squandering a resource that cannot be
recovered in their lifetimes.
On that happy note, and in good conscience, I cannot omit from this essay a comment
about Chuy’s, a restaurant in Ft. Worth. Don’t miss having a meal at Chuy’s, and save room for
desert.
A Pound of Flesh for How Many Pounds of Water?
The earth does not lack for liquidity. Some 80 percent of it is covered by water. Most of
the water is in salt seas and oceans: 97 percent of it. Two percent of the water in this world is, of
this writing, frozen, not yet available to flood New York subways and Miami boat docks. That
fact leaves one percent available for us humans to drink, wash, and produce our food.
On a recent Traveling America jaunt, I visited the Shasta dam. I will recount this story
later. For now, I toured the Shasta dam visitor’s center and came across a poster, seen in Figure
21, about how much water it took for me to gulp down a double Big Mac.13
700 gallons of water, all furnished to aid my gaining one
more pound of fat around my belly. What a trade off.
700 gallons? I explored more about this seemingly far-fetched
number. It deals with many factors, such as the watering of the
land that the cow eats; the watering of the cow while it eats; the
consumption of water as the cow makes its way to the cow
corral, where the cow will be transformed into a hamburger
patty. Nonetheless, it is an amazing statistic.
Figure 21. Water Consumption.

Here is more. It takes:
• 62,000 gallons of water to produce one ton of steel.
• 101 gallons of water to produce one pound of cotton.
• 24 gallons of water to produce one pound of plastic.
• 1,500 gallons of water to produce one barrel of beer.
Depending on our inclinations and occupations, we will react differently to these facts.
Water-wise, beer drinkers will not be pissed-off (so to speak) about the last statistic on the
13

Forgive the reflections in this picture. As said before, I do not have a photographer accompany me on my travels
(thus, you get a fee-free travelogue, with no advertisements).
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production of beer. Steel makers will cast off the statistics about how much water is required to
produce a cast of steel.
To each their own. But to each their own in using-up a life-giving resource at the expense
of one’s fellow citizens on earth is not just morally wrong, it is economically suicidal.
Time will tell on how we take on the task of taking care of our water; on taking care of
that mysterious substance that makes up most of our planet, most of our food, and even most of
our bodies. In the long run, I think we will come to grips with this problem. I hope it will not be
in the too long run.
Thanks for taking this Traveling America trip with me.
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Appendix A:
The famous balladeer, Bob Dylan, is rumored to have written a sagacious limerick about
this famous candy (famous in America’s southwest). I say, “Take it away, Bob!”

Strum, strum, strum…♫♪♪♫
There once was this gal named, Hattie,
who cooked-up the Peanut Pattie.
All that sugar was depravity,
but she ignored all those cavities,
‘cause those who liked it were nothing but fatties!
Strum, strum, strum…♫♪♪♫
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