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Crazy Bob, that’s what everyone called him, behind his back, had been inviting me again and again to come out to his place in the country.  Bob was my former boss, before he moved back to Pennsylvania.  A year later, I found myself living in Pennsylvania as well.  Since there was a long weekend coming up it was either visit Bob or put the contents of my refrigerator in alphabetical order.  Bob won only by a slim margin.  

With a pocket full of change for the tolls, thirty pages of directions from Bob, a compass, and a rented Indian for a guide, we set out on the journey like ‘Lewis and Martin.’
The directions were very detailed.  Bob, extreme in everything he did, listed all the  landmarks I would see along the way. . . MINUTE BY MINUTE!  Just as he wrote, there was the International House of Pancakes, then a minute later, the Howard Johnson, and then another minute after that, the Cracker Barrel.  What he had not figured on was me stopping and eating at each one, which was making this trip take much longer than expected.  

Another reason the trip was taking longer, well, let’s just say my guide didn’t appreciate it when I started calling him “Pee’s-a-lot.”    

“Have you ever heard of ‘Tunkhannock, Pennsylvania?  Bob say’s we have to go through there?”  


“Yes,” said Pee’s-a-lot, “that Indian name.”  

“What does it mean?” 

“Lotsa luck finding Bob’s Place, pale-face.” 

We had not passed a McDonalds for over fifteen minutes.  I was about to have a Big Mac attack.  

Crazy Bob wasn’t called Crazy Bob for nothing.  His directions said turn left at an apple orchard, go past a bridge that used to be there and when I come to the cows in the pasture, go straight and when I come to a fork in the road – take it.  

After stopping at Stuckey’s to stock up on nut-rolls, I took off forgetting Pee’s-a-lot was still in the potty.  Oh well, even though I would now have no idea of where I was going, at least I would make better time.  

Eventually I ended up at the end of civilization at a lonely crossroad with a single building on the corner.  It was a restaurant called the ‘Tombstone Inn.’  Directly behind the back door was a small graveyard.  One of the headstones read, ‘I don’t recommend the special.’ 

Not much further, the paved road ended and I found myself traveling down winding, twisting, bumpy dirt tracks.  

It had already been forever since I’d seen my last farm house.  I was so deep in the woods, bears were stopping cars and asking for directions.  Eventually I came to the end of the trail and my patience.  Without another human soul in sight, I knew I had to be close to Bob’s place.  It was not that he was antisocial; he just had no use for human contact, which gives you an idea of what he thought of me.  

In utter desperation, I got out of the car, got on my knees, and looked toward the heavens for direction.  It wasn’t to pray.  Bob’s house was on top of a mountain and I figured it would be easier to see it that way.  Sure enough, perched precariously atop the summit directly in front of me was a house fitting Bob’s description.  

Knowing where the home was did not make getting to it any easier.  Stretched across the gravel road was a cable with a sign that read, ‘DON’T CARE WHO YOU ARE, KEEP OFF MY PROPERTY.’  Yup this was Bob’s place.  After re-attaching the cable, I threw the car’s transmission into ‘D’ for ‘dang,’ this road is steep and started the ascent.  Up, up, up, I continued to climb higher and higher.  It was so high; I saw mountain goats wearing oxygen masks.  Twisting, turning, and always winding higher.  As I was coming out of a low altitude cloud, I saw the two-story brick home.  Bob was not there but he had said if he was not around, I should make myself at home.

Probably not what he meant, but I started eating all his food, piling dirty dishes in the sink, threw all my clothes on the floor, and scattered his records and tapes everywhere.  You don’t even want to know what I did in his bathroom.  I’d just finished messing up the last closet when Bob and his brother Richard came in.  After Bob made me clean up the house and put everything back, he suggested I change my clothes and he would show me around his property.  

No sooner did we start down the path I began to hear the sound of dueling banjos and now Bob and Richard are both wearing bib overhauls, laughing, drooling, and holding rifles on me while putting shackles around my ankles.  Bob started pacing back and forth in front of me.

“Listen up boy, I don’t want no communication problems, ya hear.  You’re here to build me a road.” 

“But, I thought you invited me out to the country for a relaxing weekend of masculine camaraderie and bonding.” 

“Well, you thought wrong lard butt.  Just think of this like a fat farm cause I’m gonna knock at least fifty pounds off of you before this day is over.  And there ain’t going to be no bonding or hugging or any other touchy-feely crap like that around here.  You want to bond with something, here’s a shovel.”    


At the office, he was always an up-tight dictator in coat n’ tie, speaking with a Pennsylvanian accent but now he was a character right out of ‘Deliverance,’ with a  southern drawl. 

With a pick, shovel, and wheelbarrow I was forced deep into the woods.  There I was made to dig ditches, break rocks, and shovel dirt until my blisters had blisters.  Bob was dancing around singing about all the free labor he was getting to build his road.  He boasted how he was always luring unsuspecting acquaintances here, then forcing them into hard labor.  
I asked him, “What do you think the authorities would say if they knew what you were doing up here.” 

“Doing what?”  He asked so innocently.  

“You know, inviting people up here with the expectation of a fun weekend in the country and then subjecting them to physical hardships.” 

“Ah quit your whining, you’re so fat, tying your shoes is a physical hardship.” 

“Maybe so, but what about having fun.  I’m not having any fun.” 

“Oh why didn’t you say so, I can fix that immediately.  You like to play Hide and Seek?” 

I said, “Yes,” before I realized to whom I was talking to.  Bob told me to run and hide.  That is when he released two vicious Dobermans to hunt me down.  
After Bob finished his nap, he called off the beasts and I was able to get down from the tree I had been in for several hours. 

“You got any other complaints?”  Bob asked.

“Is that what you did when the others complained?”  

“Others?  Do you see any remains. . . er. . . I mean evidence?”  

He had a good point.  It would be hard to find a body since he owned the whole mountain.  Are chipmunks carnivorous?  The sun had already set when Richard announced it was quitting time.  

“You might as well stop now, it’s so dark I’m afraid if I had to shoot you I’d miss and hit some helpless fuzzy forest creature.”

It had been a long time since I had physically worked this hard.  Come-to-think-of-it I had never worked this hard, which was probably why I no longer had the strength or will to trudge up to the house.  The dullard duo tried to lift me into the pick-up but I was too heavy.  They would have left me there for the carnivorous chipmunks but with so much road left to build they took some rope and dragged me behind the truck.  

While Bob began cooking dinner, Richard staked me outside and hosed me down.  After the delousing, we all sat down to the table.  At least Crazy Bob was a good cook and set a fine table.  He was still giggling about all the free labor I was providing until he had to go out and hunt down a moose just to finish filling me up.  After dinner, the brothers grim carried me to the shed in a wheelbarrow and locked me in for the night.  I was so tired I wouldn’t have felt my head hit the pillow had they given me one.   

Sunrise found me back on the road again--building it.  Not at all what I had expected for a weekend in the country but I figured if I ever needed a job I could apply to the Georgia State Correctional Institute for a position on the chain gang.  

Around noon, only Richard was guarding me as I was just finishing my fifteenth chorus of ‘Swing Lo, Sweet Chariot.’  Bob must have been off torturing a woodchuck or something.  I convinced Richard to unchain me long enough to go to the bathroom.  Reaching my car without being apprehended and not wanting to attract attention, I just let the car roll down the hill without starting the engine.  Forget the luggage; my life was worth more than a three-pack of BVD’s, a tube of Preparation-H, and the rubber sheets I have to take whenever I sleep over at anyone’s house. 

As the car gained speed, I whizzed past Richard who was just standing there with his toothless mouth wide open.  Just as I was about to relax, I came around the bend at the bottom of the mountain, only to find Bob and his truck blocking my escape.  

“Hi Bob,” I stammered.

“Just whar do ya think yer goin?” 

My mind raced trying to think of a convincing response.  

“Uh well, we ran out of rocks and Richard said I should go into town to get some more.” 

I couldn’t believe it, Crazy Bob moved his truck, unlocked the gate, and started to wave me through.  Just as I was about to pass he jumped in front of the car with his pistol drawn.  

“Hold it right thar city slicker, you must think I’m pretty gall-darn stupid.” 

I just looked at him blankly, imagining myself back in chains digging ditches.  

“Yo can’t get no rocks without no money.  Dem rocks don’t grow on trees yer know.” 

He stood there for a moment looking at me with his beady little eyes and rubbing his chinless jaw.  He handed me a hundred dollars and told me to get a bunch of rocks, make several trips if needed.  

“Hurry back from town because you’ve got a long road to build and the time is already shorter than you.”  

Yes, I know it sounds hard to believe but then you have to remember he couldn’t have been that smart if he worked for the government.  Since I also worked for the government I suppose that is why I went to town, bought the rocks, and spent the rest of the weekend working on Bob’s road!
