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MY JUNE 2015 NEBRASKA EXPEDITION

by Rip Smops

metime at the very beginning of my road tripping career
ided I liked Nebraska., In fact, I mistakenly decided that
ska was the second best state to drive through, after
8e It really isn't all that great overall, but certain

of it certainly carry an undyingly understated beauty,

and U.S. route 30 in Nebraska deservedly ranks near.or at the

top ©
love
mainl
tao go

So

f the listrof my all-time favorite roads. Otherwise, my

of Nebraska has a lot to do with championing an overlooked,

y unremarkable place that most people probably don't want
to or think aboute.
I've made somewhat of a mission out of Nebraska. I took

the tape of instrumental tracks that my brother Mr. Duck had
recorded in 1985-1987, called "Frequent Ruins", and wrote Ily-

rics
1997
state
two !
Dakoty
road
I had

alrea

that turned it into a Nebraska=-themed concept album. In
I went tigere to spend a whole week driving around the
o In 2001 and 2006 I made my wife Alice go with me on
Frairie Trips", largely involving Nebraska, but also the
as and neighboring states. Several other cross-~country
trips have involved Nebraska in varying large degreés,
last driven through there in 2013 on route 92, I was -
dy desiring to go back and spend more time there, as a

vacation, rationalizing that it was closer to my Chio home

than
away

I
tain
body
sligh
Jense
I als
many
lin: G
were
these

|
|

Nevada or EL Paso, and suitably treeless. I needed o get
from trees, as is often the case.
had. a list of certain places I wanted to visit, and cer-—
roads I wanted to drive. (I've never actually known any-
in Nebraska, except briefly in the mid-90's when I became
tly acquainted with an old woman in Blair named Eleanor
n, a grandmother of a housematk in Frisco.) This time,
0 had a new motivation. In 2013 I had acquired a great
discarded USGS topographic quadrangle maps that the ObeP—
ollege geology department had gotten rid of. Some of then
of rural areas in Nebraska. I decided to go see some of
otherwise random places, places I had been totally un-



aware of, now that I had the official maps of them, What I
hadn't realized until I gathered them for my trip, was that
the names of the quadrangles all began with D or E, and I hs
gotten the discarded remains of Jjust that portion of the alp
betically~ordered Geology Dé&partment map collection.

I took a AAA Nebraska state map and marked the locations
of desired roads, points of interest, and quadrangles, and
planned out a route, which eventually had me zigzagging arou
the state, west north east gseuth east west north east, in a
rather silly fuel and time wasting manner.

DAY 1

I s&t out from Oberlin, Ohio on a Sunday morninge. It was
hard to find a place to eat breakfast without waiting in a
big line. Americans have to eat out on late Supfday mornings.
I drove west on U.S5. 20, west on Chio 281, then I was sent
off on a detoure. But I had my Ohio road atlas, and did my ow
renegade detour on the county road paralleling Ohio 281 omne
mile north, seeing some farming communities I had never befo
encountered., Then west on U.S. 24 and old route 24 into Fort
Wayne, Indiana, where I spent a couple of hours having ice
cream at Zesto, shopping at the food co-op, and having my af
ternoon walk while straddling bouts of rain. West on U.S5. 24
all across Indiana and Illinois. Drove all the way to E1 Pas
I1linois, which is named "EI1 Paso" even if it's in Illinois.
I stayed in a motel there after a very long day's drive.

DAY 2

I strolled through downtown El1 Paso, which somehow seems
very feminine of a town. I got the impression the town was
run: by women. West on U.S. 24, Stopped in Peoria to get Indi
food for lunch in the university neighborhood, but the place
was gone, and the other Indian place Was gone, and T walked
around looking for someplace cool to eat. Nothing seemed coo
anymore, unlike several years before, last time I stopped in
when: the area seemed surprisingly hip. So I frustratedly hun
rily drove on the many empty miles west of Peoris, finally
stopping in Canton at a Mexican joint. West on Illinois 9,

and acro he Migsissipni R Vo d s ,
ss the lMississippi to Fort Madison, Towg, Afternoon
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walk

there by the old fort next to the river, which is surroun=-

ded with goose shit, and over a pedestrian bridge over a busy

rail
busy
H
can:
cont
Towa
road
rout
most

don
I dr

road track. There was no pedestrian bridge over the second
railroad track though, so I was trapped for a few minutes.
cre I began the first of two consecutive route 2's, This
be an interesting phenomenom, state highway numbers that
inue into the next state. Like when I drove Illinois 92,
92, Nebraska 92, and Wyoming 92, all in a row. Sometimes
5 change numbers when they cross state lines. Anyway, Iowa
6 2, along the southern bottom of the state, is one of the
peaceful, uneventful, tranquil roads in the country. I

t remember any of it. I don't remember any of those towns
pve through. I think at one point I made a wrong turn and

entered Missouri for a second. What I do remember is that I

had

linner at a Pizza Hut somewhere, and there was a large

Amigh family in the Pizza Hut. The waitress was bringing out
their pizza, but they were praying and she had to wait before
serving it. Amish people are still an exotic curiosity to me.
I tried to listen for snippets of their conversation, but they

were
When

the quietest very large family I've ever encountered.
they were done they all piled in a white van and drove off,

whiclh I thought they weren't supposed to do., That night I boon-—
docked somewhere I can't rémember.

DAY 3

Entered Nebraska City, where I stopped in at Lewis & Clark

Centgr, Arbor Lodge, and finally downtown main Street. It's

one of those towns that thinks it's very historic, and has

Lote

of architectural edifices to prove it. Here I began Neb-

raskd route 2, one of my destination roads that I had to drive
the gntire length of. It beginsg disappointingly. 50 miles of

supenr-dull freeway from Nebraska City to Lincoln. I knew it

wasn

't going to get good till past Grand Island, which is real-

ly the case with pretty muck any east-west Nebraska road.
Dnove around Lincoln getting lost, then eventually landed

in Haymarket, the "trendy" "offbeat" restaurant shopping area.
There was one realdy unigque thing there, a store called Lico-

rice
name

International, which looked like a candy store, but the
was true, all they had was licorice from around the world.




I sampled some nationalities, and settled for Australian. It
was black, and tasted like licorice. Also I visited a touris
information center and received information about Nebraska
and alsc where to find the Indian restaurant in Lincolne.

It was way on the south side of town. It took me forever
to find it. It was one of the most artfully, deceptively, inm
possibly hidden suburban restaurants you'll never find. Thex
were people in there, though. The menu had a strange thing
prominently featured, a scale of one to five for how spicy
you want your food. Often at Indian restaurants, the wailter
will ask you your spicy preference, "hot", "mild", "medium".,
But it's never in numbers on the menu. When the waitress too

my order, she asked what number I wanted.:I usually say "me—

dium hot", so I figured that was a four,

"Ohr no, four is too hot. Lven the local Indian people don
crder four."

"What? Huh!? All right, give me a three, then."

"Three is too hot, also. Usually the locals order two."

"Are you kidding me!?! This is Nebraska! What the hell any
these numbers for then? Give me three. And some hot sauce on
the gide just in case.”

They took their sweet time sprinkling a three's worth of
capsicum on my food, When I finally got my plate, I placed
a forkful in my mouth. It was the hotfiest food I've ever tas
ted. Burning tongue=scorching devilous unbearableness. I had
to get all sorts of raita, naan, rice, and lamsi to even put
that stuff in my mouth. It was dangerously unedible., Those
people were out of their minds. So the burning question is:
What is a four or a five?

I had to drive all of Nebraska route 2, and somehow I tho
that it merged with interstate 80 from Lincoln to Grand Isla
although the map didn't exactly say so. As I approached inte
state 80, a sign said "End 2", meaning route 2 was over. Eve
though it starts again further west. Hooray! That meant I di
have %o go on the interstate. I hadn't gone on any yet, and
now I decided I would consciously avoid them for the rest of
the trip. I happily headed west on U.S. 34, going through th
towns you never see when you take 80, I needed a milkshake
to cool off my innards after that Lincoln Indian "three" msa
I went to a Runza, which is a Nebraska state fast food chain

1
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They|had mini milkshakes for a dollar. I ordered two different
flavors. They were both terrible. It was dark and I started
seeking a place to stay. I got to Grand Island, which has my—
riadg of hotels on the same street. I checked ‘em all out,
couldn't meke up my mind, and called Sancho,; my special travel
agent. He found me a great deal at another hotel in a totally
different area. Sleeeppppe.

DAY 4

=
=

iy first topographic map assignment., Doniphan, Nebraska,
It

quadrangle, although not for certain since the map was old

y

(oo

urns out that my hotel was probably actually in Doniphan

and fthe hotel and adjacent freeway exit were new. But I was
therg. Drove around the quadrangle with this big map in my lap.
Looking for places to check out. The landscape was featureless.
A lot of the things on the map were no longer there in real
lifeq4 & lot of the roads that looked okay on the map were ac-
tually perilously muddy and puddled. That became a general
problem on this trip. Nebraska was wet. Wetter than it had
been |in years. It must have been an incredibly rainy spring.

Doniphan was kind of ugly. I got back onto the new, second
routq 2. 15 miles later I got off again to go check out the
Elba, Nebraska quadrangle. North on Nebraska 11, passing hun-
dredsg of bicyclists. There was some enormous bicycle gang mi-
gration. later I found out they were going to a place called
Danngbrog, a little Danish theme village for bicycle tourists.
klba jwas a small village on the loup River, surrounded by lit-
tle Rills with muddy roads on them that looked okay on the
mape |I had to turn around a lot rather than getting my van
guagnired.

Bdack on route 2, Stopped at the Buffalo County FPark in ]

e]

~
b Rt

-

venng for an afternoon wander., Wished I had driven out hers

the night before, for free camping. It seemed like a great

boondock spot, although there were mosquitoes. But then I would
e migssed out on the glories of Elba and Doniphan. Visited

a tourist information center in Broken Bow. I chatted with th

slightly senile woman working there, who was very friendly
goncerned that she didn't have all the maps I needed. And

she Naé these stories about meeting the governor at a barbe-




O

cue, and & rich billionaire who built a top secret celebrity
golf course in an obscure corner of the Sand Hills.,

From Broken Bow I turned south on some local gravel roads
to reach my third topographic quadrangde of the day, which
might have been "Eddyville NE" but I'm not sure. There were
no towns on it, except a ghost town called Buckeye, which wh
I got there had a historical marker. This area was actually
very pretty. The roads were all unpaved, but not wet, and th

-t

were lots of cows. This one I wag glad I went to.

Got: to Nebraskas National Forest at sundown. I wanted to
boondock on one of the forest roads at the west end, but it
turned out to be four wheel drive terrain, so I drove all th
way back to the official campground for the night, and paid

DAY 5

I
Iy

West on Nebraska 2. Went off the road to see Seneca, when
I found some friendly goats in somebody's yard. They let me
take their picture. Stopped in Mullen, the county seat and
only town in Hooker Ununty, to find breakfast. For being a
bustling lonely outpost in the vast Sand Hills, Mullen was
not very friendly. I found what appeared to be a hipster art
cafe, They claimed to have food, but when I ordered some the
didn't seem to think they should prepare it for me, or that
they even knew how, or meally had food., They were much more

interested in gossiping with their hipster Sand Hillg buddie
U

W

walking in the door. I think I at some point received a bage
This was the Sand Hills, an illustrious legendary scenic
nowhereland, It is thousands of square miles of sand dunes
with grass growing on them. Hardly anybody lives there becau
you can't do anything with the land, except some cattle gra-
zinge. It is very pretty, and also impossible to really get
your bearings ine. There are no landmarks, except the road an
the occasional lake. The hills are all the same size and alll
look the same, therefore you can't really tell one spot from

another, Nevertheless, it is a very pleasant region for dri—

ving in, and I did a lot of Sand Hills driving on this tripe
The Sand Hills end around Alliance, where I got off to vi
sit Carhenge, passing a lMexican restaurant at the Jjunction.
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d been advised to inquire at the Carhenge gift shop for
ctions to the good Mexican restaurant in towne. I had been
arhenge a few times and didn't know they had a gift shope.
¢ it was, Stonehenge made out of cars, and a whole bunch

of ofher sculptures made out of cars. And other tourists this
timel It had been a while. Pretty cool, as usual. And there

was 8 gift shope. They told me to go to the restaurant I passed
driving in. So I did. It was pretty goode. Then I walked around
downtown Alliance, which is a small city with "Historic" struc—
tures.

Back on route 2, I stopped to check on the progress of the

Niobrara River. The Niobrara flows along the entire length

of N

brthern Nebraska. I recall that at Agate Fossil Beds Na-

tional Monument, about 30 miles upstream, the "river" is a
9 ~ 2 9

trickle about four inches wide. And it's still about 100 miles
downgtream from its source. At this point where it crosses
route 2, with a big sign announcing it, it looks like puddles

in a

big marsh,.

Vigited Crawford, a town emanating a "wild west" vibe. I
9 (&)
drove by ahouse with a collie dog in the yard. The dog saw me

and ran over to my car with its tennis ball, for me to throw.

I've
seat

never thrown balls for dogs while sitting in the driver
before., He/she reminded me of my trendy border collie

at: home.,

The big destination now was Toadstocl Park, in HNebrasgka's

extreme northwest corner. I've been there a lot. It's a delight=-

ful bhadlands rock playground with a free campground in a HNa-
tional Grassland. My plan was to camp there two nights, and

hike

the national scenic trail to Hudson leng Bison Kill.sSite,

a nedrby attraction,

Ta get to Toadstool Park, you take a left on a gravel coun-

ty rgad a few miles north of Crawford, then drive beside rail-

road

tracks for many miles until the turnoff. Well, I was about

helfway there, when there appeared a new lake supplenting the

roadJ That was never there beforey I thought. It was much wider

than

the road. There was no way around. I cursed my luck and

turngé@ back. Sigh. Finish route 2.

1

Driving up to South Dakota, where it stops being 2 and is

thereafter route 71, I passed a sign directing to a different

road

to Toadstool Park, something I hadn't before noticed or




(5

considered, and another one near the state line., So I still

haé optionse. Right inside South Dakota is a picturesque dilar

pidated ghost town named Ardmore. I turned around and got off
at the first Toadstool Park exit. Dangerously rutted, puddled
mud road. Rats, My only option now was the middle road, which

according to my Forest Service map is "unimproved" Sugarloaf

Road. I was wary, but this turned out to be the one. A thoropgh-

ly lovely, dry one-lane dirt road rolling through empty grass
land, no distractions or civilization or hassles or mud. Jusk
a few cattle and an owl in a cattle gurd. Happiness a2t sunseb
Spent a peaceful night at my beloved Toadstool Park,

DAY 6

let some out-of-place-looking tourists at the campground.
I wanted to avoid them but they were very friendly and unavoi
able. They were a middle-aged couple from Wisconsin, on theip

first road trip, looking to Discover America. They seemed det

lighted with Toadstool Park, exclaiming that they had never
t

F

imagined such beauty. I asked how they had en there, They
N

20
o

took the road beside the railroad tracks. Theyv hadn't seen at
ugar

lake in the road. "Huh?" T told them about Sugarloaf Road,
and showed them on my map.

5

3

I tried to go on my big ke, but the trail had literally
B
U

ik
ome other intrepid hikers try to

n
v}
E:
n

he

turned into a river. 1L
hell if T w

]

wade through it, but going to. It really had ira

(

)
N

8]

a lot in WNebraska. God damh. Did short hike to the usual
1

Toadstool Park sights in unusual mud, then headed back to Su+t
garloaf Road, which incidentally is only "Sugarloaf Road" on
the mape. There's no sign calling it that. Up shead on this

one-~lane road was a very slow-moving vehicle., When I got up

to it, 1t pulled over and stopped. It was from Wisconsin. The
little surprised to ses me, then they spoke worshippin
out how this was the true America they've been searching
== ¥

u
the most beautiful place they've ever seen, their lives
t

are now transformed, st ke that.
e

o e

T wished them well and returned to Crawford, stopp

rness, which you get to by driving throuch Fort

0
‘ark. At the entance to the wilderness area, it's g bit

i
ream a2t a Twist. Iy new plan was to hike at Soldier Creeak
R

9

7.

6-

1~
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unclear which way you go for the various trails, and my mar

‘wasq't much help. I was walking in a grassy field when a Jeep
comes rolling up with a ranger driving. I asked if I was on

| the Trooper Trail. He said no and showed me where to go, I

| agked if we were in the wilderness area, considering my under-
standing that motor vehicles were prohibited in such places.

aid normeldy they don't drive there, but the other day
they|l had to rescue somebody who did something stupid, so yes

| they were driving. That kind of ruined my perception of this
wil@erness" deal. I thought it was supposed to be total abso-

l1u:tei and if you endangered yourself then that's your tough

‘luckp Ch welle It was a beautiful hot hike through a devasta-

= <t =
5 .
n

L ted orest fired hill DI‘&li‘le land, with lots of tire ’LSL‘&’C":{S
9
"_ grassSe

é

w u%opoed in at Chadron in the evening. There was a rather
|

gooallo cal hard rock station on the radio., I was hoping there'd
| be s?meuhing going on downtown, but it was pretty quiet. I
\went | searching for the Spotted Tail Trailhead, which took some
doing in the dark. It wasn's very safe to drive or park in,
being all rutted and sloped. A slightly uncomfortable boondock

| for the night.
I
|

[ |

: ! DAY 7

1 L}ere was supposed to be a Spotted Tail Trail, but it dis-
]apoeared soon after starting. In both directions. Went back
‘_“Lobeqdron and visited the visitor eenbtepy; where I spoke with,
‘rathgr, listened to, the talkative visitor center host, who
1Awptlraut11no on about how he's been there 29 years and every-
'thing's going to hell and the funding's been pulled out, etce.
But i made a big score there, finding the free Nebraska Public
ls’aoceés Atlas, which showed every road in lNebraska and all the
bo s%ole public Boondocking WhAg (Hunulng areac) Had to die-
cree“ly but firmly sneak out during a rade .

| Yent to the Coffee Mill Trailhead for a further hiking at-
temoa, but again the trail soon vanished in the weeds and logs.
¢qesq places are in the Pine Ridge area of the Nebraska Natio-
pal qorest, which is supposedly Nebraska's premier hiking des-
#inatﬁon. But I'm the kind of hiker that needs a real trail

Go foglow. Can't just go scampering aimlessly through the woods
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There 's not actually that many trees there, |
Visited Gordon, and took a walk around the town, which uad
slightly larger than I imagined. Gordon is the home town of Q
Sarah, our cleaning lady in Ohio. I thought I would honor heﬁ
heritage with a stopover. Then I drove south on route 27, a~f
nother empty gorgeous Sand Hills kighway. Route 27 is anotheﬁ
nebraska road that's broken up into two non-continuous sectiéns,
but there's an unpeved connection going througﬂ
Wildlife Refuge, where I hoped to spend
night, 1ittle while the ;

|
road was gravel and okay, but when it crosses a county line,|

i route 2,
‘rescent. Lake National

Going south from route 2, for a

cf

e

the road became paved but full
ing driving 10 MPH for far too

of incessant potholes, reouir$
long, so I gave up and went bac“.

Public Access Atlas and located Frye Lake

The

I used my new

to the lake had some pretty
to skillfully avoid, to secure
fiercelf

WMA near Hyannis. driveway

big puddles in it, which

Gy I had
a safe overnight boondock site. The wind was blowing

and a storm was brewing. I slept for a couple of

wokened by pounding winds and rain., I realigzed it was a dan-
O

gerous situation, possibly being flooded in, so I got up and
quickly drove to the WMA small

entrance, where there was a
|
paved spot to park in. [

n

there on my bed in my van, in a little paved
barbsd-wi

afe from

;_v.
U')

o TAm lyin

spot anparently a2t a fence next to a ranch or fa

PR
the gt

The sun is rising, I" orm, starting to open

my eyes. Slowly I glimpse 2 big cow or bull across the road,

watching van., That's nice, I think,
It

other

fence my

standing at the

a cow greeting me in the morning. takes me a few minutes

%0 leisurely turn and look at the window, And there,

staring right into the window, right there, is
out of bed to confront my morning greeters. I step outside,
and there ot the fence I'm parked next to, are three of the
friendliest horses I've ever met. (I'm not sure I've met any
up :

I

or whatever happy*friendlw

other friendly ones.) They were waiting for me to get

they could nuzzle with me and purr

horses do to express Jjoy and affection. The cow was Jjust st#nd-

there being aloof nearby, but these horses loved me. Wh#t

|
|

ing

hours but was

L H

a horse., I jump
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El

a great. way to wake up. This was the high point of the trip,.
Drove south, using the public restroom in Arthur, and try-

| ing to get breakfast and a shower in Cgalalla, not a pleasant

seerch déspite the variety of truckstops and such., Landed in

Venapgo, on the Colorado border, site of another USGS topogra-
phio!quadranglee Remember those? Drove into Colrado to exten-—
siveﬁy explore the featureless area depicted on the map. Down-

| . o
town, Venango had the singular surprise feature of a yvoung dan-—
|
cing| black girl in a fancy dress.
Fkom there I headed east a long way on route 23, Dickens

‘wac Fy next (and last) topographic quadrangle. On the map from

Oior s0y Dickens was a small incorporated comgunity, but
' L got lthere the sign said "unincorporated". It was a de—
éi ghost town. The abandoned church was about the only
ruéﬁure still surviving. It seemed sad. I continued west

a lopg way, then eventually turned north for Cozad.

C#zad was one of my favorite small towns from way back.

I'm ?ot sure why. I just always get a good vibe there. Or some=-

9
;ﬁime? anyway. Maybe not this time. But I figured I should spend
‘ | i )
| the gvening strolling there, and then drive on east to Sand

N
v

”ha;nel, one of my all-time favorite campgrounds. But then
|

-/
T locked in ny motel coupon book and found I could get a cheap

|

| ry 1

|at: & crappy motel in Cozad. I wouldn't have to leave my

3
O
O

m
RES
U

'}e town, and 1 needed a shower. So I stayed.

C%ecked out Cozad some more, ate at a good apple-~themed
cafe |[downtown, got a personal tour of the Robert Henri House,

2 t'gas and stuff. Then drove east 35 miles to wvisit Sandy
‘Chanﬁel ate recreation area. Wandered around there in the
|daytime. It was pointless. That place is excelleny for camp=

but little else. Turned around and drove back where I cane

d
¥
|
|
ngy |
rom* on' U.8., 30, my favorite road. Stopped in Gothenburg to
e Qise in the city park, where a weird women flirted with
efly. I took route 30 as far as North Platte, where T
ate Japanese food,
| From there I turned north onto route 97, another great emp-
Py rgad across the Sand Hills. Some of those north-south roads

are qsp801ally great and empty. I was heading back up to the
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northern end of the state, which of course makegs 1little sensé

| -
EOIL course on the Dlsmal Rlver I had heard tell of, I stopped

for the night somewhere inm Cherry County to boondock at a hig~
|

torical marker. No one was there, anywhere. |

DAY 10

—

I went to Samuel R, McKelvie National Forest to go h
S

}_h

55

lJv
(OB

3
@]

[}
]

This is a very unique national forest, in that it hes

Vhy it's a Hational Forest instead of a National Gramsland

==}

remains a shrouded mystery. It also has no hiking trails.

,,
-
Ie
3

3
(o]

stopped ati the campground picnic area to make breakfast, ai

ot

there was a tree at my picnic table. So maybe it's a fores

after all, I talked to a ranger and asked where to go hiki
],.
L

P—J

ey said to use one of the "forest roads" indicated on my

o

tichal Forest lMotor Vehicle Use Map. The map showed roads,

<

- the actual landscape didn't. T parked at some vague gate,

et

bu
and foldowed -an oId. track in the grass, which was a

s
,g: S
= 03
o—c-—f—--——— — e - A

®
ot
;
W

bered "forest road” route, and ran into a herd of ca
&

p‘ e
.
f=te
3

got extremely upset at my intrusion. They 2all start
eand hollering and moaning and mooing, making a grea

s}
li o [—“-
(2]

0
uproar with their meny individual cow tonese. I ran back

varr, % of a mile back, to get my digital "handy recorder" to

o]
cf
R

record the ruckus. I could still hear them s3ll the way back

n
@

¢

at the van, and they were still whining upon my return. Omi@$d,

it was like thé thiggest event in that herd's historye.

5o they wouldn't let me hike on Torest Road 621, so T wen
acPoss the state highway to Forest Road 601, which is wher
someone once drove a pickup truck through the grass. The map
showed the road forking off in two directions within a mile

T where 1sstarted, but who knows where that actually was.
I got to an unpassable locked gate, turned avound and went
searching for the other fork,

bearings in the Sand Hills. Everything you see is just grass
and thousands of little indistinguishable featureless hills,
At gome point I came upon my footprints in the sand, going

both directions, meaning it wgs the third time T had been in

|
i?
|
|
|
|
|
!
I got lost. As T gaid, it's pretty impossible to keep yout
|
[
|
|
|
|
n|
: !
that spot. I figured it out and got back to my car and drove ‘
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|

|
off+
for |dinner.
ner|s lMotor
mot&r court
sbuﬂ down,nwhich was
my Public Access
landgement Areas, Th
mlght be. I got real
n:'t
I wasted an hour and

do the last mile

In Ainsworth I looked for the quaint,
Court whergAlice and
room dur

aoes“'f tell you how

42

?topped in the somewhat famed Vestern town of Valentine

bygone Skin-
had stayed in an antiquated
ing our 2006 Prairie Trip., But it was now
unsurprising and a little sad. So I looked
Wildlife
Nebraska, but

y
close to both of these WlMAs, but could-

o
2

Atlas and found a coup®ie of nearby
hat atlas shows every road in

horrible and muddy and undriveable the

without getting stuck in deep mud. So

a

&

| dry |city park!"™ I think tha
|

| and

o | i 5 =
| had |2 "Monowi, Nebraska's
|

' a 1lilttle shy and uncomfortable

| for

half and had to blow money on a Comfort
Inn jor something in Ainsworth.

Tor the
to
park
A1l Do

|

|

|

i A : 2
I looked Feadville, but again, the

| 3 - or - -
road turned mush ile of my destination. Had lunch
|

nm

in ﬁhe city in ringview, where a sign said "Free

welcome in our lovely secluded
ik
!neade¢ east on route 12 along the northern

by

camping here!
| 's what it said. cursed my luck,
edge of lNebras-
urOSoed the

lmdst a

Niobrara River again, which this point was

mile wide., It sure had grown.

1

Honowi, which should for

O
H

stopped in is legendary, be

[
[

town. Population It used to be
left.

mayor was in

beiqg the world's smallest
but
open for busi
below

I asked her if she was the

bigger, everybody died or There's a Monowi Tavern

ness. The there making ham-

an official "Monowi (population) 1" highw

aT
"one", and she said y

Smallest” T=shirt on, and se

e
be cbpitalizing on her unique circums$ances, but she also

with that being her lot in

13
T wallked around town for a little bit and wondered where all

| the |other people wente,

ﬂ l1ittle
| . i ,
(the last time before it

further east River again
Missouri,

time it

8 O

was completely dry again, an empty riverbed. What

.

Where did it, they, all go?

drove the rest of route 12, stopping in
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an afternoon stroll.

end of MNebraska
Had dinner in Sioux City,
night on U.S. wh

the route 20,

non

ih. a hotel. In Fort Dodge I contac

and he said all the hotels in

There these weird obscure

States where for some reason

amounts disproportionate to the

local area. I ended up staying

for $89 or so. I couldn't find

DAY

Route 20 continued being bo
Towa, Then at Dubuque, the eas
in a park in 200% humidity, I
52,

which
And

stayed in

that roasd was very sce
> 4o

and pictu

=

At =1
AT G0

1

]
(Okd ¥

nis point

3

Se route 1

bound drive, wherein I would 4
state on a
I changed states., Hence: Iowa,
24,

It was really a very pleasant

and Ohic 224, Route 52 was

in Kankakee where thére was an

Towa,

interstate roads imaginable,

the hotels

Iowa for awhile, 10110w1n@

certein numbered U.S

and

ich is one of the most boring

and now I did want to stay
ted Sa

area

ncho for lodging help
that
little regions of

were Over
the United
211l charge excessive
elative significance of the
in the next town,
legitimate bhoondock spote.

09

g s
ring all across the state of

tern terminus, after Jogging

on U.S., route
the

ver views and

turned southeast

-
;_J.

nic. Hills an

resque vil se At one point
r0ss

5
naw

It was very

and there's an

home, obviously. I drove
A pattern emerged during ny
pive the entire length of each
5 highway,
route 203 Illinois 523

the loveliesgt of these roads,.

2]
.

-

drive scross illinois, except

incredible slowdown trafl

Got to South Sioux City and that was the

then drove east through

$100 a ni gh

Webster City

lississip=-

the river in
ich which

hom

&

then change roads wh
Indiana

P

)

-
|
|
I
|
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Jéa |mess for miles, which didn't seem risht because Kankskee's
not (that bige.

Al i)

At Joliet I found a Rex, which is a highly rere fast food

chain with an "Endless Salad Bar". There used to he one in
Oberilin where I used to pig out on salad, but then ons day
| it was gone, taken away, and I was sad that I didn't foresee
t end pig out on salad one last time. Todey there about three
Raxeg left in the world. So I thrillingly swooped in for my

i

| attack. The price for the salad bar had spiralled up to #$9.50,
| and while wa t

[_J-
ck

n

still Endless, none of it was fresh anymore,

o’

i
ad, and I didn't want to pig out anymore. So goodbye,

it tasted
»

Aﬁ mentioned, I got on U.S route 24 at the Tllinois/India-
na ate line. I've travelled this road a2 lot, it's quite fa-
miliar. It got %o

]

ining really hesvily. I had to stay in a

‘motel again, in Hu
+.
[¥]

o)

a 0
tington, because it waw raining so hard,
o

2
=

|and besides, I ndiana and who knows where

| theré.

DAY 14
[

‘ I'm still on the road, I haven't gotten home yet. I cheated
\and got on route 224 while still in Huntington, Indiana. This
\ T

lwas % new road for me, and I saw some new Ohio vistas. Took

\an f ernoon walk through Findlay, where it started raining
again..

h~

o
]
—cr—ﬂ)—

j Willard I stopped at a Pepperidge Farm Outlet Store,
:”lt incredibly cheap baked goods. But they wouldn't sell to
imeo it was for Pepperidge TFarm Elite lMembers only.

j Tﬂen I went home. I rushed to Drug lMert to get my archaic
ifilm camera pictures developed so I could present a special
\Nebraska Trip Presentation to certain select friends.

| Ihis is the end of my tale. Despite all the interesting
:adventures. explorations, and discoveries here conveyed, I
\thin} what I'm proudest of is that for all those thousands

:of miles driven, I never once set foot on an Interstate hish-
Way. I think I'll retire Special lMission status from wet, soggy,
ﬁormerly dry and arid DNebraska. But 1 expect that some distant

b ! - = .
Fay 1'11 forget that, and its magical unremarkableness will
lure Ime back,
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