Chapter 36

Dave’s Diary

"This is the story, the one true story of the bossest, boldest, most daring, brilliant and greatest trip--actually the greatest deed--ever conceived by the mind of man and ever taken. I thought of it and I took it. For who but I could have?

"Day 1: With the temperature approaching absolute zero, four hundred and sixty degrees below zero Fahrenheit, seventy-three-mile-an-hour winds, mountains of drifting snow and worse weather predicted for the immediate future, we embarked on our epic journey. Burglars had broken into our house the night before and stolen most of our equipment, including our gloves. The burglars fire-bombed the house, a deed for which they will eventually pay mightily for, and most of our clothes--heavy jackets, sweatshirts, heavy pants, long underwear and socks--were burned. A pair of tight, nylon swimming trunks was all that remained of my garments, while Dennis saved a pair of knee-length shorts. The question and problem that faced us was how were we going to start on the trip without proper clothing? Buy more clothes and waste money? No. The answer was simple: blubberize externally. From the refrigerator we got two large cans of bacon grease that I had saved, and smeared it all over our bodies, hair included, covering ourselves with a half-inch-thick layer of it. That is how we began, in swimming trunks and shorts and with only a thin layer of bacon grease to ward off the intense cold.

"The first two hours were the most harrowing of my short life--perhaps of any life in history. The snow nearly blinded us. Drifts were as high as houses and we could proceed only very slowly. But that was a minor problem. The bacon grease put off a tremendous odor and soon herds of half-starved, wild and domestic farm animals were chasing us and desperately trying to lick and eat the bacon grease off of our bodies.

"Wolves snapped at our heels, birds dived at our heads and dairy cows chased us, the poor things stretching their bulky necks in attempts to get their sandpapery tongues on the grease. Although bears should have been hibernating, many were on our tail, trying for grease. Deer and antelope raced along at our sides and were the only animals that could run fast enough to keep up with us and actually taste grease. After the first hour, a herd of animals fifty yards wide and three miles long was chasing us. This had to stop. The animals had to disperse, I said to myself, because they’re blocking traffic and we might get tickets. But then I realized that no one but Dennis and I were on the road and it occurred to me that if we let the animals tag along we would have a ready and fresh supply of steaks, pork chops, eggs, milk, ham, mutton, butter and clothes and shoes because we could hack off pieces of their flesh when necessary and tear off their hides and clothe and shod ourselves. We skidded the motorcycles to a stop and I stood up on mine and addressed those animals, first pounding on my chest and telling them how bold I was. When the proposed trade was made--bacon grease for flesh and skin--they ran away faster than they had chased us. I considered the situation a failure because we could have used the food and clothing.

"We sleep standing up that night--like horses--because lying down would cause the bacon grease to rub off and us to freeze.

"Day 2. We are chased, caught, surrounded and taken prisoner by people who are so poor that they can’t afford to buy lard, butter or low-fat vegetable oil with which to do their cooking. They want our bacon grease. I boldly threaten them with destruction, but because many are deaf and can’t afford hearing aids they don’t hear me. We are shackled to the wall of an old wooden barn, where, day after day, poor people come with knives and pails and scrape bacon grease off of us for their cooking. The cold continues, and as the thickness of our grease layers decrease, the possibility of our freezing to death increases. The situation worsens when our wardens all die of heart attacks, leaving us to die. State health and law enforcement officials show up, conduct autopsies, hear our story and then charge us with murder by bacon grease.

"‘But poor people in the South--poor people everywhere--always eat bacon grease, what’s the big deal?’ I demand. Northern grease, I’m told. Southern grease is okay, but Northern grease is bad.

"‘Not so,’ say I. ‘I collected that grease in Southern Illinois from hillbilly pigs grown in Kentucky.’

"‘Then youz eatin’ bacon destined fer Southern mouths ‘n depraahvin’ hour fine po foke a food. Ya’s keeled, ‘n yas guiltee,’ said the judge who was hearing our case.

"We were sentenced to death--to be stuffed full of yams until we exploded--and the situation was nearly hopeless. I wanted to give it one last try, though. I decided to appeal to the judge’s intellect and sense of reality and point out to him the absurdity of the situation.

"‘Let’s face it judge,’ said I, ‘does anybody--do you--really care about poor people? Does anybody care that another poor person is dead? All this concern about poor people, isn’t it just rhetoric for pandering to people? Yes, Judge, you’re up for re-election and poor people are sometimes organized politically into a unified voting block, but let’s get down to what really matters. Let me ask you this: how much money do poor people have? How many dollars will they contribute to your campaign? How many steak and lobster dinners will poor people buy you? How many fancy cars? How many expensive vacations? How many big houses? How much disposable, discretionary income do poor people have? A big fat zero, I say. How many jobs do poor people create? None. How do poor people contribute in a positive, progressive way to the nation’s economy? We Judge, can make a hefty contribution to your campaign fund. And--’

"‘Is you boys tryin’ ta brahb me?’ said he.

"‘Showing sincere support for a man whose ideas we believe in is not a bribe; it’s called political activism,’ said I. ‘And really, Judge, how many poor people have you ever invited to your house and how many will you invite to your house? Let’s face it, Judge, in the long run, in the grand scheme of life, what’s more important, winning the hearts and minds of a few poor people who can’t buy anything, or having money?’

"The judge dropped the charges and set us free."

