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From September 4th through October 7th I spent the better part of five weeks traveling across the southwestern and northwestern United States in a time warp. I was, in many regards retracing the steps that led me to Louisiana twenty-two years ago, seeing how the places and people had changed and how they had not changed. I will be producing a book from this experience so I don’t want to reveal everything here in the pages of the WebZine, at least not just yet. However, there were a few things that I thought all the people I visited as well as all the people of the country should know.

First of all, America, that vast hinterland of limitless spaces, majestic grandeur, humbling power and constant surprise is alive and well and being cared for by her posterity in appropriate, if not always grand style. I was struck first by how clean her highways and by-ways are. It seems that a sea change of cultural responsibility for the beauty of America has struck the majority of her citizens like that proverbial hammer in the morning and evening. Virtually everywhere I went the highways had been adopted by this group or that association, sometimes even by individuals. These groups and individuals seem to span the spectrum of ideas philosophical, social and political, so no one segment has a monopoly on caring about America the Beautiful. And they have done a truly commendable job of taking care of their adopted segments of America’s trails and roads. I want to take a moment and a few words to extend a heartfelt thank you to all of these for the opportunity I was given to appreciate America’s beauty and not be forced instead to constantly consider her ugliness.

Secondly, as sometimes endless miles of talk radio whizzed by I was privileged to see American democracy at work in the great state to which I was headed, California. There, the citizens, having been saddled with a debt handed to them by their political leaders, took matters into their own hands and initiated the recall of the top political leader of their state. Try as he might to shuffle off his own responsibility in the matter, the governor – it mean the person who governs – found himself in a quagmire of political tides that he ultimately could not avoid, nor seemingly bring himself to rise above. Eventually he was beaten by the political machine of a heavily accented but smooth talking Austrian born naturalized citizen who seemed, in the minds of the people of California anyway, to have more regard for the health of California than her political class. Of course he was a successful businessman in two separate rights and had plenty of cash on hand, which never hurts. As I traveled through my time warp I remembered how my mother had often expressed that our politicians needed to be professionals, with a keen and well attuned knowledge of their craft. I nodded silently to her memory as I realized how far from professional the political class in America has wandered. I am beginning to believe, whether you are a Democrat or a Republican, the first consideration you should give to those who run for public office is not – are they professional politicians – but rather are they capable people with a professional regard for their fellow citizens. 
Our country was founded on the citizen-politician not the professional politicians of the British Aristocracy. Much was made by the political class in California of how large and complex the social and economic fabric of the state is, and how difficult it is to manage all the competing interests and demands. Perhaps they had forgotten that it is still a State, a voluntary grouping of people who have organized to provide for the common defense, promote the general welfare and secure the blessings of liberty to themselves and their posterity, not a loose agglomeration of competing interests, economic demands and political special pleadings that can’t possibly see their way through this miasma of politico-socio-economic class warfare to anything like the “general welfare”. That is the problem with “professional politicians”; they begin to see themselves as extensions of the simple majority of their constituents rather than as “leaders” chosen to advance the “better angels” of all their constituents. Sometimes these “better angels” are not the ones that take away the most goods from one group and hand them out to another, but rather the ones that help one group teach another how to produce and advance their cause in concert with the causes and interests of all others. Give a man a fish and you feed him once, teach a man to fish and you feed him for the rest of his life.
Finally, I wanted to comment briefly on the series of events that marked the genius of this trip. First, back in October or November of last year it came to my attention that my high school graduating class was planning a 35th year reunion. Secondly, in December my future son-in-law asked me for my daughter’s hand in marriage, to which request I happily assented. In February of this year they set the date as October 4, 2003 with the Viva’ Las Vegas Wedding Chapel in Las Vegas, Nevada as the venue. Shortly thereafter I learned that the reunion had been set for September 20, 2003 in Chico, California. 
Initially I planned to fly out to the reunion, then fly back to Louisiana, then fly out to Las Vegas with my wife, Sandra for Amy’s wedding. Unfortunately, as sometimes things will go, Sandra and I decided to divorce in May. I won’t go into the details of that situation here, though I will speak to it some in the forthcoming book. However, I will say that these events wound themselves into a stream that directed me on this journey into my past, present and future and I determined that it should be; 1) extended across the time between the two bookend events (the reunion and the wedding) and, 2) it should be on the ground, a method of travel I have always preferred to flying (another thing for which I can thank my mater familius). I spent 22 days on the road, saw not nearly so much as I wanted, spoke with and visited strangers, old friends, old acquaintances, new friends and clients. I thoroughly enjoyed every minute and actually took the time to smell some of the flowers and to learn new things, some sought after and some foisted, as it were, on my consciousness. As time unfolds and the story of this journey appears in the pages of this WebZine as one of the published titles I hope that readers will take the opportunity to buy this book and learn something about this great country, this writer and his journeys, and hopefully about themselves in the process. 

 

