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Please -do not adjust your newspaper.
we collection of pointless anecdotes you
re ahout to read is true. Only the facts
ave teen chanped. This, gentle Auerican.
readers, is your country, as uitnessed in
ke surmer of 1975 by a pair of blue Canay-
[lun eves, and another nair vhich for corplex
Feasons varioualy clairs a prubstake either
in Cornish, W.H. or indsor, Vt.
fune 30: 50 hot,hot niles south of 'linnie-
ha-ha. Dropped off lere by a dastry-farrins-
conca-playinp-ridio-expert, Lorean uvar vet—
itran and part tire bouncer, I zipped inta

Chell station in an attermt to pick up a
Fap, which would have cost re three quartars
Hin the hi 1f 1 hiad d it that tuch,
The gas stations of America (and Canada,to
be honest) are tipghatenine their rubber hoses.
In the office the owner is bitchinp to the
erployees about a bad cheque.

Meanvhile, back in the restaurant nar-
:ing lot, a station vagon (doubtlens Nad's)
b:ith three collere age malea in it has wrap-
ped itsclf quite nandily around a lampost .,
Tlie puys run around uringing their hands
for a couple of minutes, as if there's a
baby trapped in the back or something, hut
o, that's not it. One of them finally pets
{t torether to onen the back door (the tail-
pate beina obviously inoperable) and null out
l2 cooler vhich is plainly filled with vou-
know-what (starts with L, and ends s:fth R,
isn't a Tar but often can be sbtained at one)
taen vuns off and hides it, scant nonents
tefore a state trooper arrives. Ye #infsn
our coffee and leave by the far door fror
wiere all this 1s poing on. Ve saw it all,
between the two of us, but vhy met invol-
ved?

Later that afternoon, as the fortyish
Lutheran who picted us up is explaining how
lreligiouslytolerant he is--"why, I have
friends who are Seventh Day Adventists,

and one who's a "ormon, and sonme Jehovah's
t/itnesges...Unitarian? Vhat Bible do you
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use?”, ve pass a building bearinp the ins-
cription: “Truth;, Inc. (A subsidiary of
the Avatonna Tool Co.)" fee. And all those
people have been lool:ing for Truth all this
time. Oughta organize some pilgrirapcs—-
nake a bundle!

Still later, idle ruminations. Is it -
tossible that the line "The mun is rrttin~
high” in the Grateful Dead's "Cumberlsnd
Blues" is a subtle pun slong the lines of
"The Pope smokes done"? Acid punnery~-so
subtle, in fact, that nobody could possibly
even recognize it as such, except through
blind chance. Dut speaking of juxtapo-
sition, or something very ruch 1ibe fe, I
think, just outside Austin, “innesota, a feu
riles north of the lowa state line, the sun
is getting low. Not that low—-it's been
sort of misty all day. so that aforementioned
heavenly body may dissppear entirely even
before it gets within a couple deprees of
the horizon. So now it's Officially Even-
inp, and time to relax and not care whether
we get picked un or not., So what.

July 1l: South Dakota. 91 deprees F. in
the sun...or 96,98 or 100 in the shade.
Depends vhat thermometer you look at. There
is one in every shop window in Yhite Lake,
seeningly as a boast, or maybe an enticement
to enter one of the dozen or so
air-conditioned bara i{n the hundred-vard-long
stretch of "ain Drag. (For us, it vorks,
needless to say).

Farther alonp, and across the wide
*!issouri Valley, where there's some hilly
rreen coumtry vhich sonn sinks back into
plain old vellov prairie, the enrine ts over~
heatinp, and despite two 6-packs of cold
Echlitz, so are we. A hot hard vind blows
constantly across the hirhvay, such that if
the lonr prass didn't anchor everything
down there'd be a permanent storm of sand
and prime.

South Dakota tries hard, with multl
tourists traps, to thwart everyone's natural
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inclination to florr the ~a3 nedal and drive
blearily throuch vithout stopning for moras
than pas, coffee end cheeseburgers. 'fost of
the main attractions seer to be cowtovs 'n'
indians. ‘lakes sense, when you put it in
sorevhat oversimplified historical perspec-
tive. BDack in the 1800's this was obviously
a corpletely pod-forsaken land, with no
redeeminyg, qualties vhatsoever. So the U,S.
povernnent, in an uncormonly thrifty rove,
pave it to the Indians. O0Of course, the
Indfans would have nreferred to stav vhere
they were, but you can't stop progress,
lowever, shortly thereafter the government
discovered that all the worthless land they
had potten rid of 90 handily had a pile of
rold underneath it. Vith an embarrased
~irele, Uncle Sam started to kill Indians
erect historical nonunents, real western
frontier toirms, and Gold Rush Motor llotula.

Less than a wndred miles gway fron here
the FDI, with the aid of helicopters and
armoured troop carriers, i{s scourin~ the
Pine Ridpe Reservation usinp tactics that
they'd never use to search an area inhabited
by white Arericans. Killing, killinp...

I don't think that even Art Buchvald can
write anything funny, even blackly funny,
about this whole deal. So don't erpect
me to be able to.

lobody that lives in South Dakota
ever goes any closer to I~90 than the ad-
jacent fields. PHalfway through the state, 1
atill don't know vhat 3. Dakota license
plates look like, ruch less the protective
coloration adonted by South Dakota state
troopers. The traffic on 1-99 ia nothinp
but camper pickups, stationwagons loaded
wvith kids and pulline trailers, van, and
wmotor hones.

A word about motor hormes. Thev are
always,alvavs, always driven by a sirty-vear-
old nman with a thin lipped scowl. His vife,
hair piled on her head, sits beside him.

"They never, never, never ston t5 nick up

hitchhilker~. Enouph about motor homes.cont.pg.3
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