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PROLOGUE 
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Fifty years! That’s half-a-century, two-hundred seasons, that’s how long it had been since I graduated from high school back in 1968, and along with a fellow hippie sat out across the country bound for California’s Haight Ashbury, and Golden Gate Park, and to visit with my brother by way of the famous Route 66, the Mother Road, as it had come to be known. 

We hitched it in its entirety. To this day I haven’t met another person who had done that. 

I met those who hitched to California, but not the entire Route 66. 

Route 66, a route that I’d washed windows and pumped gas in probably every gas station located on it to get enough money for some needed food, and maybe a joint or two. 

Two McDonald’s cheeseburgers, fries, and a coke, then thumbs out to continue our pilgrimage across the country. 

Remembered days filled with sunshine, and good times. 

This trek of 1968 I have given snap-shots to in the novel, Between the White Line and the Fence Post, a journey where my mind was often clouded over by the drugs of the day or alcohol, so you can see my excitement when I learned that two high school brothers were planning a trip to California following Route 66, and visiting all the sights that were left to visit for a chance to hopefully step- back-in-time, and experience a simpler way of life if only for a few days, but no drugs or booze would cloud over my mind on this trip, and I was excited to experience my own fifty year flash-back-in-time. 

One phone call to my high school buddies, and I had weaseled my way onto the back seat of their vehicle, and into an adventure both exciting, happy, and at times bittersweet with my face pressed up to the window gazing out onto a land I once hiked in, and silent tears would roll down my cheek, neck, and soak the front of my tee shirt at times. 

At these times I wondered what my friends up front were thinking as they looked out over what was once many flourishing business of the sixties, now all dead shells of twenty-eighteen, and I got to thinking how much this related to our own mortality. 

When asked if I planned on writing a book documenting this trip, I knew that I wanted to, I just didn’t know which way I would write it. 

At first it was going to be a book of reliving old memories, revisiting old sights, and places I could remember. 

Places I had walked over. Places I had pumped gas in, washed windows in, swept out floors in, and re-calling the stories I would tell them of our journey, and watch the expressions on their faces as I would re-tell the time I had spent with the little flower girl, under an overpass during a pounding rain storm, that I’d met someplace along the way. 

But these days were different. 

Gone was the need to pump gas or wash windows to earn a few dollars to buy burgers and fries, and to advance our trip. 

Gone also was the desire for that little flower girl. 

Who knows? She was probably the middle aged women taking my money for the bag a goodies I had just purchased at the gas/convenient store, something that the trip of 1968 didn’t have. 

For a passing moment though, I smiled to myself wondering if she could have been. Shaking off the thought, I took my change and thanked her, as much for the goodies, as well as for a 50 year old memory. 

Gone was the want for drugs, and alcohol to cloud over my mind, replaced instead with the desire to remember as much as I could of those pasted years, and to be able to relate them to the present. 

Some of those gas stations and businesses had been re-furbished to their glory days and I wondered now if they were ones I had pumped gas in or washed windows in. This lack of memory would set my thoughts in a different direction. 

In mentioning my dilemma to my daughter-in-law Kari, she reminded me of something I had told her before she became my daughter-in-law. 

Old boyfriends are old boyfriends for a reason, I had told her when talking about an old boyfriend coming back into her life. Kari also had just met our son Kevin who she wanted to get to know, now these words of advice rang out in my memory as plain as I remembered the very day I had said them. 

Old clouded over memories are old clouded over memories for a reason. 

This brought a smile to my face as I looked upon her figure standing there, and now the gas station, and knew exactly how I would write this book if memories came back to me, or at the time thought I would. 

Nothing could prepare me for the dark memoires that would surface. 

Back to that day, Kari made the decision to leave an old boyfriend, and memories of old days for new memories to be had, with a new boyfriend and future husband, my son. 

Over the years, and three children later, I know Kari has never once regretted her decision. 

So, how to relate.  

Instead of trying to remember the past, which one cannot change, I would look for new things and experiences to store and recall in a new book to be hopefully enjoyed by all you readers, but the past would come alive! 

At times, old memories would pop-up, but I would put them away and turn them around into new ones connecting the two, especially if it turned out to be a refurbished business who had fought to survive the years, and now stood, still alive. 

Old memories wouldn’t be put away or turned around! 

New products adorned their shelves, and the faces were much younger than the fifty or so years it had lived, but it had survived the years. 

Just like we do. We marry and have kids, not so much to grow up and be like us, but to forge their own roads in life, and if by chance they choose to follow in our footsteps they will still evolve into their individual selves, with their children carrying on after them. 

So, here is a new refurbished gas station. We as parents are gone and replaced by our children, the new station. The old shell having been given a face lift, and their children, relating to the new products on the shelves, continuing on, leaving the old behind and making a new, built up from the same shell, and hopefully those new products on the shelves would someday be replaced by new one also, as another line grows up. 

Old clouded over memories would now be just that....Old clouded over memories. 

A new refurbished mind would take in all the new sights. A mind which might still remember the past, just as our memories recall our parents, but now with a mind living in the today, taking in all of the today sights. 

From Presidents Lincoln Tomb to the Santa Monica Pier we drove Route 66 as much as we could. 

Many business were gone just like our lives do. We come to the end then we are gone from sight. Many businesses stood as empty, broken down shells, a remembrance to our present life. Our aged bodies just like the gas station broken down but still adorning a space on this earth refusing to die and leave it. 

Then the new one. This a living sign contesting to our heritage. Now all grown up and making its own way in the world, just like our children, and grandchildren do sometime follow in out footsteps, or stepping onto their own path and leaving their own footsteps. 

This story will have many strange, and at times dark twist, I hope you all enjoy. 
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CHAPTER 1 
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The email from an old friend caught my attention. It was from my old time friend and fellow class mate from the Laconia High School who I will call Ern. Ern and I had been best friend for as long as I can remember, and when we got our driver license the need for speed, and fast cars, was born.  

Neither Ern nor I were avid readers, but the JC Whitney automotive parts catalog occupied our back seat. 

Duel Thrush Mufflers made my car one of the loudest in the city and I never passed up the opportunity to clutch my car into neutral, revvvvve up the motor, and listen to the loud dadadadadada as those duel Thrush Mufflers sang their song reverberating through the church organ pipes I backed them up with, as I drifted by a cop car who had another car pulled over, and saw his look of despair in my rear view mirror as I passed, and would gave him a wave of the hand.  

My actions of course held re-actions from the Laconia Police. 

Ern’s mom would get a kick out of listening to my stories, while his dad would simple lower his head, shake it back and forth, and walk away causing us all to hoot, and howl. 

These were the good-ole-days as most of us over the hill folk refer to them, and a time in Ern’s life now he was looking to re-capture with this trip. 

It was a hot Wednesday morning May 30th when Ern pulled into my dirt drive to pick me up. I had been up for many hours anxiously waiting his arrival. 

It was a hot morning, and seeing I had left New Hampshire in June of 1968, I would guess the temperature in Fort Wayne, IN this morning was similar to what it had been in New Hampshire that morning fifty years ago. 

It was a happy time seeing Ern and Big Bird again. Hugs, and loud sounding pats on the back. It had been about eight years since I had last seen them. Travel for my job had put me close enough to their place so I was able to visit for a couple of hours. 

Introducing them to my wife, then loading the vehicle with my stuff, a quick kiss good-bye to the wifey, and our journey back to a different era in time was started. This excitement stayed with us all the way to the Santa Monica Pier, and the end of Route 66. 

Ern, armed with a Route 66 hand guide, and his ever present cell phone, gave driving directions to Big Bird who would be the 1st to drive. I longed to be able to drive, and I didn’t realize how hard it would become not being able to. 

Oh! Big Bird was armed with his Tom-Tom whose voice was the most aggravating one for an electronic device Ern, and I have ever heard, and she kept getting lost. 

I could tell I was going to have a hard time not grabbing it from its holder sitting up there pretty on the dash, and throwing it out an open window. 

Her most used phrase being; when possible make a U-turn. 

But, thru the whole trip I refrained from doing so, but at times fingers would be jammed tightly into my ears, and I would find myself slowly counting backward down from one-hundred. 

Small price to pay for a trip like this, I told my mind whenever these times occurred, which became less, and less until our return trip where I found myself arguing with miss know it all Tom-Tom, as we neared the Illinois and Indiana border. This a story I will get into later. 

At the start of our trip the decision was made not to drive into Chicago where officially Route 66 begins, but to start it in the Oak Ridge Cemetery located in Springfield, IL. 

The tomb of our Sixteenth President Abraham Lincoln, and his Monument is located there, and a must see if in Springfield, IL and one Ern wanted to visit. Lincoln’s Tomb was also in Ern’s guide. When we were done we could easily pick-up Route 66, and continue on with our journey. 

In all my US travel I had never visited this site and was happy it had been part of this trip. I stood somewhat in awe looking upon this glowing, gray, structure as the sun was basking down upon it giving it, its awesome glow.  

Ern had purchased some kind of government pass which got us into all federal sites, sometimes free, and sometimes at a very low cost. It covered everyone in his group. A handicap parking permit topped it off allowing us close parking to the sites. 

I was seeing the Lincoln Monument for the first time as well as Ern, and Big Bird, and I wondered if they were feeling some of the feelings I was. A brand new picture was formed in my memory that day which I will give you a slight description of. For more information along with a slew of pictures, visit the many web sites on Abraham Lincoln, but here is my nut-shell description. 

The Lincoln Memorial was started in 1869 being completed in 1874. It was designed by Larkin Goldsmith Mead. It is constructed of cement with the entire interior being marble which was harvested from several US states along with, Italy, Spain, France, and Belgium. The exterior along with the interior display many statues. The last restoration was completed between the years 1930-31. Very little has been done to the memorial since then. 

Besides the body of Abe Lincoln, his wife Mary Todd Lincoln with three of their sons are also buried there. Them being, Edward, William, and Thomas. Robert Todd being the only son not buried there. 

In the front of the monument is a sculptured bust of Lincoln by Gutzon Borguim. The bust has a silver nose, which too many is considered lucky if rubbed. 

I stood and witnessed many doing this with smiles on their faces. No doubt these smiles were brought on with thoughts of riches coming their way, or getting whatever they had wished for. 

As I gazed upon everyone rubbing Lincoln’s nose, low and behold if I didn’t first see Ern doing this while being photographed by his brother, then the two traded place, and it was Big Birds time to rub, and get lucky. At this time, being prompted by both of them, I joined in also. 

Later at the first gas stop, Big Bird went in and purchased a $5.00 scratch and won $100.00 bucks. Go figure! Me? Zeeeeeelch. Big Bird would later lose it all plus in the Route 66 Casino. 

Having toured the inside, I went out into the hot, sunny day. The Oak Ridge Cemetery sure was a beautiful cemetery. One of the things I have enjoyed in past travels was stopping and visiting newly up-kept cemeteries, and old ones. Their un-mowed grass growing up and obscuring from anyone’s view, the grave marker of wood or cement. Long gone were the names carved into them, the years taking its toll. 

As with the newly mowed grasses of a well-manicured cemetery might look, there is also a beauty in that old, un-kept one. Oak Ridge Cemetery being the cemetery housing the sixteenth President of the United States, had its lawns well-kept along with all the landscaping. 

Sitting there in the silence between tours, I couldn’t help but think back to that dreaded day in our history, and wonder what the thoughts were of those close to Abe Lincoln were as they stood around his bedside and looked down at his dying body, listening in silence, as he took the last breathes he would ever take in his lifetime.  

What would have been their thoughts as he passed from this lifetime while looking ahead into the future, and to a war that was still being fought? What would have been my thought upon hearing Lincoln take his last breathe, I wondered. And in the silence of the room hear the words of Lincoln’s Secretary of war Edwin M Stanton whisper; “Now he belongs to the ages.” 

As I sat there in the hotness of the day, blanketed over by the shade offered to me from a stately maple tree, I watched groups of the next generation of possible leaders get off buses. As they departed their bus, many seemed almost mesmerized and stood just staring at the gray, glowing, monument, just like I had done an hour before. They would soon join a tour, and would learn things about our sixteenth President that text books don’t tell us anymore. They would hear and read the famous Gettysburg Address, and learn it was Abraham Lincoln who started the Republican Party. 

“Why doesn’t the world want its generations growing up with as much truth and knowledge as possible of the past I questioned?” Pondering my thoughts further I questioned more, “Is the past here the same as I had told Kari? The past was the past for a reason?” 

This thought I put down in my pad as one to ask my two traveling friends. 

With this question, I now wish I had followed one of the groups and listened to their comments, or even took a couple of them aside and asked the question. But I hadn’t. 

More buses arrived along with cars of families, and my thought returned to wondering what they would learn here today, and what impact it would have, if any, on their futures. 

“Is there a future president on one of those buses? Or maybe that fourteen or so year old girl walking hand, and hand with her mom, and dad, would she be our first female president?” I questioned out loud asking the stately oak tree. 

Abraham Lincoln believed in this great country, and knew that anything was possible to achieve if you were willing to work for, and earn it. He himself was a living, walking testimony to that truth. That has never changed. It’s the same today, but you have to work for it. 

Here my thoughts took a different turn just thinking of what our country looked like then compared to what it looks like today. The laws of the land sure were different back then, I told myself. 

Looking up into the softly whispering leaves of the mighty oak tree I smiled to myself thinking it had to be just a small tree starting its life when construction began on Lincoln’s resting place, or maybe it hadn’t yet been born. 

Either one, I thought, it didn’t really matter much to an oak tree, but to a generation of peoples, well, that’s a different story. 

The biggest issue during Abe Lincoln’s Presidency was slavery, and although it lead to the Civil War you didn’t have so many other issues dividing the country, or if there were you didn’t hear about them. Nope. I don’t believe parents worried about their children getting shot down in the town’s streets by a rival gang, or their child discussing wanting to be a girl, or a boy, or wanting to take one of their own sex into marriage. Sure there must have been challengers to overcome, but those challengers were handled in the family, not by the courts. 

“Wow!” I heard a voice explode in the canyons of my thoughts. 

Being brought back to where I was, I looked up to see a little boy standing with his tiny hand held by his dad looking in awe at the Lincoln Monument for his first time, his little frame balanced back on the heels of his shoes as his eyes turned skywards taking in the monument in all its gory. 

“That’s where President Abraham Lincoln is buried,” I heard his father tell him, then listened to him tell his small son all about the President, and how someone who didn’t like him, shot, and killed him. 

“Shooting another person isn’t right, is it daddy?” this little boy questioned. 

I wondered if all little boys asked their father’s that question after hearing the news about Abe Lincoln’s Assassination. I wished they would have stayed there so I could hear more, but a woman towing another child walked up and together as a family continued their way to the entrance of Lincoln’s Tomb. 

Sitting there I started watching some of the groups that I had watched going in now come out. First thing I noticed was how quiet they had become, where before they had been talkative and laughing, they now walked to a different drum. 

Again, I wished I had gone up and talked to them to get there retrospect on what they had newly learned from their visit to this great man’s final resting place, but I didn’t. 

You might be asking yourselves, “why didn’t I?” I knew I was going to write a book based around this trip. What better opportunity then now to get answers? 
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