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devond Western Oklahoma

frankly frightening

Perfectly Stranded

By Diane Holcomb

The roads were deeply
RUTTED FROM WEEKS OF SPRING
rains, but Allan said, as we
careened down the steep
HILL, "TWO INCHES UNDER THIS
MUD, IT'S SOLID ROCK. NOTHING
TO WORRY ABOUT."

HE WAS RIGHT. WE MADE IT
THROUGH TO SEVERAL OF THE
OILWELLS WE WERE INSPECTING
ON THAT SUNNY SUNDAY AFTER-
NOON, HAVING GONE THE LONG
WAY. THROUGH THE MAIN GATE-
KEEPER for John Zink's Scout
Ranch.Allan was showing
ME ANDOUR THIRTEEN-YEAR-OLD
daughter.lLaura,the new
WAY TO OUR OIL LEASE (ALL
mineral rights in Osage
County have to be leased
from the Osage Indian Tribe)

The recently built Skia-
took Lake had taken over
THE OLD ROADS. WE WERE ANX-
IOUS TO SEE HOW HIGH THE
WATER HAD COME UP. FLOODING
SOME OF OUR WELLS AND THE
LAND THAT WE USED TO WALK
over.Laura was planning to
SHOOT HER BBGUNFORALITTLE
target practice.

Allan pulled up beside the
"POPCORN SHACK," an ANCIENT
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CONCESSION TRAILER CONVERT-
ED TO TOOL WAREHOUSE. HE
TURNED OFF THE OLD PICK-UP
TRUCK'S IGNITION AND SAID, “Oh.
| DIDN'T MEAN TO DO THAT." THE
TRUCK WAS DEAD. MORE PRE-
CISELY, THE BATTERY, WHICH |
NOW TOTALLY RECALLED THAT
HE WAS CHARGING BEFORE WE
LEFT THE HOUSE, WAS DEAD. WE
WERE NOWHERE, WITH THE GATE-
HOUSE ARUTTED TEN MILES BACK,
AND AFLOODED ROAD AND LAKE
BEFORE US.

Visions of Hershey bars
and cold PepsiColasuddenly
CAME TO ME AS | REALIZED HOW
UNPREPARED WE WERE FOR A
LONG SIEGE OF WAITING FOR
RESCUE.

"Anychance of Paul coming
UP HERE TODAY?" |ASKED. HOPE-
FULLY. Paul is our pumper.

“Not likely.lIt's his day off.
He goes to church,” he said.

"Well," | said, "luckily, we
left James at home.When no
one's there to take him to
band practice tomorrow
MORNING, HE'LL NOTICE WE'RE
NOT HOME AND SEND HELP."

James isour fourteen-year-
old.He had better things to

do than trek off to tally
high water. He'd stayed be-
hind TO watch wrestling on
TV.

“I'M GOING TO HIKE DOWN TO
THE OLD ROAD AND SEE IFTHERE
ISANYONE OUT TAKING ASunday
DRIVE TO LOOK AT THE WATER,"
Allan said. "lt's only about
THREE MILES."

He LEFT. IT was strangely
QUIET.

Laurasuggested removing
THE REAR-VIEW MIRROR AND
FLASHING AN S.0.S. ITENDED TO
AGREE WITH HER. BUT ITWASN'T
YET TIME FOR DESPERATE MEA-
SURES. I COULD JUST ENVISION
THE HUMONGOUS BILL WE
WOULD GET FOR THE LANDING
of alife-Flight helicopter
AND THE LOOKS ON EVERYONE'S
FACES WHEN WE MERELY ASKED
FOR A JUMP-START ON OUR BAT-
TERY (and/or a Pepsiandcandy
BAR). AT LEAST IT WAS BROAD
DAYLIGHT AND THERE WAS NO
LAUNDRY TO WASH OR ANY
MEALS TO FIX. ICOULD LEARN TO
APPRECIATE THIS SITUATION.

Taking stock of my purse.|
FOUND FOUR CLORETS BREATH

Deodorant Gum pieces.Laura
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AND IEACH TOOK ONE, AS ITWAS
LUNCH-TIME. AND PUTTHE OTHER
TWO AWAY FOR"DINNER." There
WAS NOTHING ELSE THE LEAST
BITUSEFUL INTHE PURSE. EXCEPT
some Kleenex tissues and
THREE OR FOUR PENS.

JOHNZINK'S RANCH ISSEVERAL
HUNDRED ACRES OF WOODED
land.There are many ponds.
ENOUGH NATIVE STONES TO
BUILD A CASTLE. MUCH OLD OIL-
WELL EQUIPMENT. AND THE
TREES-LARGE AND SMALL. THERE
ARE BIRDS AND CRITTERS OF ALL
KINDS. BUT THERE ARE NO BATH-
ROOMS.

|HAD ONLY THREE KLEENEX
left.Allan was coming into
VIEW. BUT HE HAD BEEN GONE
FOR ONLY A FEW MINUTES.
THOUGH IT SEEMED LIKE HOURS.
AND HE WAS ALONE.

"It's flooded uptoo far,"
HE SAID. WE DISCUSSED doing
OUR S.0.S. BIT ON THE HORN.
BUT HE DECIDED TO HIKE BACK
TO THE GATEHOUSE TEN MILES
up the hill.After he left.
Laura and | were afraid to
honk the horn in case he
MIGHT THINK WE WERE SUMMON-
ING HIM BACK. BUT WE SECRETLY
THOUGHT IT A BETTER PLAN.

Laura began to busy her-
self DOODLING ON THE BACKS
OF THE WELL LOGS. STACKS OF
paper Allan leaves lying
AROUND IN THE PICK-UP FLOOR
"OFFICE." She was DOINGTRAC-
INGS AROUND AN OLD LID SHE
HAD FOUND. "LID ART." SHE
DUBBED IT.

| PICKED UP A PIECE OF THE
GRAPH PAPER. THE SQUIGGLES
ON IT LOOKED LIKE SOMETHING
FROM A LIE-DETECTOR TEST. |
TURNED IT OVER AND BEGAN TO
WRITE MY OWN VERSION OF A
SWISS FAMILY ROBINSON

THE PRIMITIVE BEAUTY OF OUR
NATURAL SURROUNDINGS WAS
SLIGHTLY MARRED BY A CHUG-
CHUGGING SOUND. CAUSED BY
THE MOTOR OF THE OLD VINTAGE
1930'S PUMP HOUSE ABOVE US
AND A FAINT DRIFT OF BRYAN

Adams singing "l Need Some-
body" from Laura'sever-pre-

sent PORTABLE RADIO EAR-
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PHONES.

WE WONDERED IF THE BUZ-
ZARDS CIRCLING OVERHEAD HAD
ANYTHING TO DO WITH US. WE
FANTASIZED ABOUT USING LAU-
RA'S BB GUN TO SHOOT OUR
DINNER AND OF USING AN OLD
BEER CAN TO HEAT POND WATER
FOR DRINKING. WE MUST KEEP
OUR SPIRITS HIGH.

NO HUNTING IS ALLOWED ON
THE RANCH. NOR FISHING. NOR
MOTORCYCLING. NOR OVERSIZED
TRUCKS. NOR SPEEDING. THERE
WAS AN OUTSIDE CHANCE THAT
WE MIGHT DO ONE OF THESE
FORBIDDEN THINGS AND CON-
CEIVABLY BE "CAUGHT." IF ONLY
WE HAD BROUGHT A RIFLE WITH
us. One shot would surely
BRING SOMEONE DOWN ON US.
Ah.well,

After an hour has passed.
THERE'S NOTHING TO DO BUT
NOTICE THE MINUTIAE (LAURA.
MUTTERING SOMETHING ABOUT
Dairy Queen, was trying to
TAKE A NAP). THE DUSTY BLUE
DASHBOARD IN FRONT OF ME
CONTAINED A PAIR OF BROKEN
SUNGLASSES. A PAIR OF BROKEN
SAFETY GLASSES. AND A POST-IT
NOTE WITH A GRAPHIC PICTURE
IN PEN AND INK SIGNED "BY
Laurie." Smashed bugs on
THE WINDSHIELD FORCED CON-
TEMPLATION OF MY OWN FRAGILE
MORTALITY.

A SHORT DISTANCE OFF. THERE
ARE HILLS TO THE FRONT AND
BACK OF US. HILLS TO THE LEFT
AND RIGHT. WITH ALLAN GONE
FOR HELP. THERE'S NOTHING TO
DO BUT WAIT. | WISH THAT | HAD
MORE THAN A PASSING FANCY
FORSCENIC WONDERS. ILONGED
FOR TALL BUILDINGS AND MAN-
MADE FEATS. AND LESS OF AN
IMAGINATION. | BEGIN TO THINK
OF SNAKES AND RICOCHETING
BB S. IWORRY THAT ALLAN HAS
BEEN AMBUSHED BY BOY SCOUT
Campers who think he looks
MORE LIKE AN ESCAPED CONVICT
THAN A BUSINESSMAN IN WEE-
KEND grundies.What if Jamie,
LEFT TO HIS OWN DEVICES TOO
LONG. BURNS DOWN THE HOUSE
TONIGHT. FIXING HISOWN GRILL-
ED CHEESE

THE FLASHLIGHT INTHE GLOVE
BOX HAS ADEAD BATTERY. IMAKE
A MENTAL NOTE TO BE MORE
PREPARED IN THE FUTURE. JUST
BECAUSE THIS IS NOT THE VEHI-
CLE I USUALLY DRIVE IS NO
EXCUSE.

Ofcourse,the worst that
CAN HAPPEN IS THAT WE WILL
HAVE TO SPEND THE NIGHT HERE.
AND ONLY IF NO ONE IS AT THE
GATEHOUSE IN FIVE HOURS. OR
HOWEVER LONG ITTAKES A SEMI-
SEDENTARY. MIDDLE-AGED
(THOUGH HANDSOME) MAN TO
WALK TEN MILES (OR HAVE A
HEART ATTACK). HAD ALLAN NOT
BEEN WITH US. WE WOULDN'T
HAVE BEEN AT THE LEASE IN THE
FIRST PLACE WEWOULDN'T HAVE
BEEN IN THIS PREDICAMENT (BY
MYSELF. ITEND TO GET STRANDED
ONLY AT GROCERY STORES OR
ON WELL-TRAVELED ROADS) Oh.
WELL. | DID TAKE THE TIME TO
PUT ON MAKE-UP BEFORE WE
LEFT. One MUST LOOK ON THE
BRIGHT SIDE. | PEEK AT LAURA.
Our hair IScurted We Il look
FAIRLY GOOD WHEN THEY FIND
OUR CARCASSES.

Perhaps,as aprotection
AGAINST PANIC. I'LL TELL MYSELF
fairy tales:Maybe Allan has
RUN INTO SOMEONE AT THE OTH-
ER LEASES WE HAVE PASSED.
ANDTHEY ARE ON THEIR WAY
BACK TO US AT THIS VERY MINUTE.
Wait. | think | hear someone
COMING. | HOLD MY HEAD HIGH
AND STILL. LIKE BAMBI'S MOTHER.
It is only the wind rustling
THE LEFTOVER DRY LEAVES IN
THE OAK TREES. THEY'RE RIGHT
NEXT TO THE MAPLES THAT HAVE
TINY, RED LEAF-BUDS CURLED
LIKE POINTY RACCOON FINGERS.
WAITING FOR MORE BALMY SUN
TO COAX THEM FLAT. WHAT AN
IMAGINATION. WHAT A BUMMER.

Suddenly, at two o'clock.
THE RUSTLING LEAVES TURN
INTO AGRAY PICK-UP WITH JUMP-
ER CABLES AND TWO MEN. ONE
OF THEM ISTIRED AND HANDSOME
AND CLAIMS TO HAVE WALKED
SIX MILES IN WHAT HAS BEEN
ABOUT 12HOURS.... NOW WHAT
AM 1 GOING TO FIX FOR DINNER
WITH NOTHING THAWED OUT?
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