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One Last Trip


After five years of traveling the world visiting Asia, Australia, and Europe, Karin and I finally decided to drive to the Rocky Mountains for our last trip before starting a family.  As experienced travelers, we were confident we could go anywhere - especially in a country where people could actually speak the English language.   We stuffed our bags with clothes and hit the road on Friday before the long weekend.  The Swartz Bay terminal was totally empty and we drove straight onto the ferry.


"Looks like lady luck is going to be with us again," said Karin.


"It's not luck my dear," I said smugly.  "It's experience."


"Did you put any tools in the car?" she said.


"Are you kiddin' me," I replied.  "Tools are for old people who drive Winnebagos.  We're driving a Toyota Corolla, the most reliable car ever made!"


"Do you smell something?" said Karin.


"Oh, that's just a little antifreeze," I said.  "I'll check it when we stop for gas."

We pulled into a Petro-Canada in Kamloops and when I turned off the engine, steam came billowing out from under the hood.   I popped the lid and twisted the radiator cap with my bare hand.


"Ahhhhhhhhhh!" I screamed.  "God-damn piece of crap!"


"I thought you said Corollas were the most reliable car ever made?" barked Karin out of the passenger side window.

 
"Don't be a smart ass!" I yelled. "I've just burned myself."

After soothing the pulsating flesh of my fingers with ice-cold water from the putrid smelling washroom, I bought a can of "Leak Stop" and poured it into the radiator.


"That should do the trick," I said confidently. "This stuff works like magic."

We hit the road again and within twenty minutes, the pungent smell of antifreeze came back like a psychotic axe murderer returning for the sequel of a bad horror movie.


"I don't understand." I said. "Leak Stop always works."


"Not this time," said Karin.


"Doesn't matter," I replied.  "I can fix it in Revelstoke."


"What's that clanking sound?" said Karin as she turned down the stereo.

 
"I don't know," I said dejectedly. "But it doesn't sound good."

The car died at 10:34 p.m.  There wasn't a gas station for miles and it was pitch dark.

 
"Maybe we should call a tow truck?" said Karin.

 
"No!" I huffed.

 
"You forgot the cell phone, didn't you?" she screamed. "Great, we're going to have to flag someone down and we'll probably get kidnapped and killed."


"Don't be so negative," I yelled. "I'm the one who should be complaining, I've got bloody third degree burns on my hands."

 An old man in a ‘69 Chevy pick-up pulled up beside us and slowly rolled down his window.

 
"You folks all right?" he asked in a hoarse voice.


"We're okay," I replied. "But our car isn’t doing so well.  Do you have a cell phone we could borrow to call a tow truck?"

 
"Nope," he said. "I don't own any of those new fangled gadgets."

 
"Well,” I said.  “The rad is leaking and I think the water pump has packed it in.”

 
"It’s probably not a good idea to stay out here at this time of night," he said. "D’you wanna ride into town?"


"How do we know he's not a serial killer?" whispered Karin.


"That would be great!" I replied.

We arrived in Revelstoke at midnight and immediately called a towing company.  The tow- truck driver drove us back to our car, hooked it up, and dragged it back to the city.


"Thanks a million," I said. "Do you know of any good mechanics shops around?"


"Burton's is the only one in town," he replied. "But they're closed for the long weekend."


"What a surprise," said Karin.

We found a pay phone and began looking for a hotel room for the night. 


"Sorry," the woman said. "Every hotel is booked solid until Tuesday."

 
"Damn it!" I said angrily. "We're gonna have to sleep in the car."

As we walked back to our hunk-of-crap Corolla it began pouring with rain.  Karin looked at me and began laughing hysterically. 


"Well," she said. "We can always try starting that family."
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