
 

September 19, 2021 

Travelling alone can be both a refreshing and 

enlightening activity. Over the past 4 or 5 weeks I 

have been on the road for probably 15-20 days. I 

wrote issues 52, 53, and 54 while on the road. The 

states I travelled to and through were Illinois, 

Arkansas, Oklahoma, and Missouri. 

Just before departing I heard the ice cream van 

coming through the neighborhood. Normally I am 

very cautious about not 

jumping to conclusions or 



stereotypes but after watching this guy interact with 

a neighbor kid, we’ll be sticking with some ice cream 

sandwiches in our freezer. I am pretty sure there is 

more than ice cream in that van if you know what I 

mean.  

With the exception of Illinois, the aforementioned 

states are big time Trump territory. So, my first stop 

for the night was Effingham, IL where the sign on the 

Ramada Inn clearly stated, ‘All customers without 

proof of vaccination will be asked to where a mask 

while on these premises.’ Things like this are never 

a deterrent for me so I walk into the hotel and simply 

state “I’m unvaccinated and I am not getting 

vaccinated. I do not have a mask and I am not going 



to wear a mask. Do you have a room?” She pauses 

for just a moment and says, “Well I thought we were 

booked up, but I think we have one room available.” 

As expected, most establishments are going to pick 

their battles and in the large majority of cases they 

will error on the side of no public confrontation. 

It’s also pretty staggering where inflation is quickly 

taking society. The below pathetic and likely 

unseasoned bundles of firewood 

run over $1 per piece once you 

realize there is about 6 pieces per 

bundle. Just three months ago in 

late June these same bundles were $4.99 per 

bundle. That is a 40% inflationary increase in 3 



months. Every sector is directly impacted. The 

commodity sector, the agriculture sector, the 

provisional sector…. every sector. All over a fake 

virus. 

A couple weeks earlier I was traveling through 

Poplar Bluff, MO which is close to where Missouri, 

Arkansas, Kentucky, and Tennessee all come 

together. In the morning I popped down into 

Northern Arkansas and headed across the state 

toward a town called Mountain Home. On my way 

there I lost cell phone coverage for about 90 minutes 

which 15 years ago would have been a non-issue 

but in 2021 it tends to put someone into a partial 

mind panic. It’s one of those things that you simply 



do not realize the dependency that exists until you 

feel it. Where am I? Where is the next town? How do 

I get there? After about 20 minutes of using what 

little memory I had of the last view of my phone I 

was forced to stop and ask for directions.  

There were no convenience stores to be found. Not 

so much as even a fruit stand or a flea market. It 

was nothing but winding roads and varying houses, 

mobile homes, and trailers positioned well off the 

road. So, I picked what appeared to be the least 

threatening place I could find where there was an 

older man standing outside tending to a brush fire. I 

jumped out and asked him the quickest way to 

Mountain Home and he gave me some good 



directions and I jumped back in and took off. It was 

super sad because as I started back down the road I 

started to cry because I realized something. I 

realized that even though I was born and raised in a 

small town, and I come from a family of down-home 

country folk I had lost touch with reality. The very 

things I grew up enjoying had become foreign to me 

because of a life spent working behind a desk in 

technology. For starters I had abandoned self-

sufficiency and but what’s worse is what I once 

embraced I now feared unsuspectingly. 

If I had to guess I would say that man was in his late 

60s or early 70s. You could tell that the last thing on 

his mind was anything dealing with election fraud or 



vaccines or critical race theory. And yet sadly, when 

I pulled into his driveway one of the things in the 

back of my mind (albeit distant) was ‘will I make it 

out of here’? I had become so warped in my fears 

that somehow, I had convinced myself that some 

older man was longing for the day when someone 

would pull into his driveway so he could take 

advantage of and potentially kill them. Instead, what 

I got was the kindest most gentle human being you 

could ever imagine whose last words to me were “I’ll 

head up that way later to make sure you got out.” 

My dad died tragically at age 39 back in 1989, when 

I was just 19 and this man reminded me of what my 

dad would be like if he were alive today. Perhaps 



that’s why I was so very sad, because the simple yet 

powerful people of our society have become the 

marginalized and I could feel myself falling prey to 

this mindset. But I suppose it doesn’t really matter 

because they have been marginalized by the 

Pelosi’s and Schumer’s of the world. I suppose 

that’s a badge of honor. 

1 Corinthians 1:27 

But God hath chosen the foolish things of the world to 

confound the wise; and God hath chosen the weak things of 

the world to confound the things which are mighty.  

 

But God forbid they ever are marginalized by people 

like us…. lest we forget…. they are us. 


