Yesterday

I came wide awake this morning at four. I laid there staring up at the ceiling, remembering yesterday. Yesterday my dad, my daughter and I drove through Gypsum, over to old ’81 towards the South end of town. We noticed the asphalt had been stripped away by the highway crews, laying bare the old concrete highway. I recalled to my daughter the times as a boy we had traveled to town on this same highway in the old ’49 Ford pickup – listening and feeling the truck cross each pad of pavement with a slight rhythmic thump. We then each enjoyed the same thumps yesterday as we made our way to town to ‘trade.’ 

Trading day (even though by the time I came along, the only thing my family traded in town was cash for products!) was one of those looked-for days that broke the routine of the farm. There were days when my parents would say, ‘we’re going to town,’ and that meant we were going to Gypsum. We would help mom unload the laundry, and then we’d walk past the door of the Advocate, with the smell of press ink wafting through their open door – into the Sauna/Laundromat, with a rhythm of its own found in a dryer rolling somebody’s tennis shoes to a state somewhere between rare and medium rare.

We – my sister and I – would make our way around town. No clear pattern of attack, just ramblin’. I may have had orders to get my hair cut and head nicked by Brownie. Run down to the ’66 for a coke in the old fridge (it’s still there by the way!). Meander up the street to the Sundry for a Green River, or a 10-2-4, or a real ice cream shake. Then, turn on the stool and stare at the rows of candy – pondering which one, maybe for several minutes  - with Cliff waiting patiently as I finally allowed my eyes to settle on my victim. On down to Georgies – for no real reason, than to see Georgie,  past the hardware store, to the hard chairs in the Laundromat to visit with Floyd.

On a rare occasion, each summer’s occurrences could easily be counted on one hand, we would go to TOWN! Mom needed some material, Grandpa wanted to trade, or Dad needed parts. Grandpa would grind the gears of the ’49 Ford until it landed in fourth, and then it increased speed until it found that sweet spot. He would pat my knee, and we were on our way. Hair blowing in the wind – that is, what little Brownie had left, and here came old ’81 – ka-thump, ka-thump – the sound of goin’ to town!

Of course, we couldn’t avoid the torture of waiting at our first stop in Salina. I don’t know how many moons would come and go, waiting on Mom to survey  the endless bolts of material  until she finally picked out the right one, then off to Week’s, and then by the dealer to get parts, and back to the farm. 

Then there were those truly special days, usually once per summer, when we had received too much rain to work the fields -we all loaded into the station wagon, and we would all go to town. The usual stops, but then the obligatory Cozy’s, and Mr. Matthews – how could you forget the go-carts at Playland?! That huge park with its numerous distractions could not sway me from my mission. I was headed for the board to measure my growth to see if this was the year I could drive a cart around the track. I know of at least two years when I had failed. On my first drive, I actually accomplished lodging the car under the fence, requiring the owner to pry me out. But back on my way!

Then as the day waned, we would load up in our station wagon and off to the drive-in to see Cat Balou. I don’t know how it always worked out that Cat Balou was playing the day we would drive to Salina, but that’s another story.

Then the ka-thump, ka-thump back into the dark skies over Gypsum valley. That was yesterday.
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