
Day 16:  Friday, 25 June 2004 
 

FOCK 2:  The Land of Grace 
 

I should have just driven right through Little Rock, but I had that weird notion to go for 
a run again, and I had a good memory of Burns Park, where I had jaunted in 2000.  Since 
traffic blew anyway, this made for a rational escape. 

Great place, Burns Park.  Here’s what I had to say about it in The Roadrage2000 blings: 
Little Rock had some staying power, though; I have to admit that.  I just couldn’t leave 

that city yet.  Nope, had to do that damn runnin’ thing.  The map showed a large park just 
north of the city, so I gave it a try.  Burns Park, as it was called, was a huge multi-faceted 
recreational area that covered over 1500 acres.  It had a 17-field soccer complex, two 18-hole 
golf courses, rugby fields, several basketball courts, a BMX track, two bocce courts, batting 
cages (no Eb, though), a sweet five-diamond softball area with tournament lighting, a baseball 
compound, indoor and outdoor tennis courts, indoor handball and racquetball courts, plus an 
18-hole Frisbee golf course. 

There’s a small, man-made lake for fishing, 200 picnic tables, some outdoor grills, 
several rental pavilions, and dozens of tent and RV campsites.  Among all of this, and along the 
banks of the Arkansas River, are 15 miles of hiking, biking, horsing, and wilderness trails 
through some good-sized wooded and hilly areas.  

Turned out to be a damn impressive place!  I kept driving around turn after turn in the 
winding park roads and saying, “Shit, they have this too!” They even have a full-size, 
functioning replica of a Vermont-style, wooden, covered bridge.   

I parked Blue Man in a shady and empty picnic area, and set out for a trail run.  It all 
suited me just fine:  deep shade to keep the hot July sun off me, narrow trails to keep me slow, 
and total privacy so no one could see how slow I was going.  I topped it off with a two-jug 
shower behind the van, and finally felt ready to zoom westward again. 

On the way out, though, I noticed a sign for an Observation Tower across the street, so 
I drove up the steep driveway to check it out.  The tower itself was a good climb, and when I 
got to the top, all I could think of was, "Why the hell would anybody want to look at this?"  You 
could see kinda far, I suppose, but there was nothing particularly appealing to look at.  It was 
all just bland, ordinary scenery.  No big whoop.  Nothing worth building a damn tower about. 

 
You can pretty much just echo that report for the 2004 visit, except change “hot July 

sun” to “hot late-June sun”.  The jug shower process this time also involved a long-overdue 
shave.  A cold water shave it was, but that’s life on the road for ya.  Nothing I hadn’t done 
many times before.  I felt and smelled a whole lot better after that.  I was rejuvenated and 
ready for the sprint to Memphis, so we sallied forth with all due speed. 

There were no photo stops along the way to slow the pace.  The camera saw almost no 
use in Arkansas – just the Toad Suck stuff and the wooden bridge, actually, and they’re no 
prizes.  I could have taken some photos just to take some photos, but people would have just 
looked at them and asked, “what did you take that picture for?” 

 
At 3:55 pm CDT, at the 6909 mile mark of RR’04, Moby carried me back over the 

Mississippi River and into Tennessee.  I had been west of it for 13 days.   
As I negotiated the fast and twisting highways of outer Memphis, I picked up a strange 

companion.  Some silver SUV towing a small boat began pursuing me relentlessly.  I hadn’t 
done anything to him, but he seemed intent on chasing me down.  What his intentions were 
once he had accomplished that I didn’t know, and wasn’t keen to discover. 



I believe it started at a pronounced bend – almost like a kink in a garden hose – on I-
55, just after the river.  I had a good opening in the left lane and went for it.  Boatguy, who 
was right in front of me, should have seen the same opening, but had been daydreaming or 
playing with his widgets or something, so I just zoomed out and around him.  I was in mid-
zoom when he realized his folly and lurched into motion.  His lurch lasted about a half-a-
second, though, because he had to brake hard to keep from hitting me. 

This, it seems, pissed him off, and, thus, the chase was on.  There was serious Road 
Ego on the line here.  He had to show me that he was NOT the shitty driver that he had 
seemed to be, and that he could drive these roads faster and more cleverly than I could. 

Trouble was, he couldn’t.  I wasn’t being Jeff Gordon or anything; I was just using my 
usual zig’n’zoom urban area driving techniques, skills that were honed by many years of getting 
places on time using Boston’s highways.  Still, I took a strange satisfaction every time I would 
ace him out.  I’d see a small opening and pull out to my left just before the opening vanished, 
and he would run right up behind a truck.  He would shake free and almost recklessly work his 
way back up through traffic.  I would look ahead and see that the red car on the right was 
gaining hard on a truck and would be looking to pull out very soon; I’d zip ahead just before 
the turn signal went on, and the car would tuck out right behind me, cutting ahead of Boatguy.  
It was beautiful. 

All the while, I made no sign that I even knew he was there.  I never turned my head in 
his direction, and only moved my eyes (behind my sunglasses, of course) when looking in the 
mirror.  I wanted it to look as though I was totally oblivious to his frustration. 

At one point, he almost got me.  I was in the left lane and cars ahead of me were 
lagging.  I could see him gaining hard on the right.  He had cut someone off rather brutally to 
get to that chance, and he was hog-down determined to take the cheese with this move.  He 
even got the front of his vehicle even with my passenger door.  But, just when he was about 
two feet away from being able to “communicate” with me, the semi in his lane backed off the 
throttle, and he had to jump on his brakes to avoid becoming cargo. 

He had fallen behind again when I reached my first turn, veering south in I-55 at the 
junction with I-240.  In my mirror, I could see him follow.  I hoped this was the route he was 
going to take, and not just an irrational urge to nail me.  He was moving in and out, and I knew 
my real exit was coming up soon.  Conditions were optimal for a good Lose Him Now move, so 
I stayed in the left lane, letting him gain ground, and keeping the car on my right just far 
enough behind me.  When the moment was right, I threw on my turn signal, and swooped right 
to the exit.  That other car was never inconvenienced by it – he wouldn’t even have had to take 
his foot off the gas – but it served as the perfect block.   Boatguy was stuck high and dry in the 
left lane and could neither shift lanes nor brake in time to catch the ramp.  I rolled down to my 
destination, and he rolled on into non-existence. 

The road rally probably went on for about six or seven miles in all.  It seemed longer.  It 
was an entertaining diversion. 

Mindful of Richie having a hatchet thrown through his rear window several years ago, I 
really did not want to have a face-to-face with Boatguy, but I also began to wonder afterwards:  
What if it was someone who knew me?  You know, like some guy I used to coach way back in 
the day, and he recognized the RAMACK tag and said, “Oh my God, I have to catch him and say 
hi and offer to buy him a beer and give him a million dollars in cash!”   

Oh well, opportunity lost, whoever you were. 
 
But the destination that this tomfoolery led to was Graceland, the erstwhile mansion 

home of Mr. Elvis Presley. 
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though, and I guess nobody uses the pool anymore anyway, so maybe it’s OK. 
If this place were not a museum, and people actually still lived here, that would be kind 

of a creepy place for the graves.   
But that’s where the tour ended, so it was back out front to grab the next shuttle and 

back across Elvis Presley Boulevard. 
When I got there, The Elvis Presley Car Museum beckoned to me.  WTF, I said, when 

will I be back here again?  It costs EIGHT DOLLARS.  J.F. Christ, eight more dollars, just to see 
a bunch of cars.  Why isn’t this included in the tour? 

Because dopes like me will pay eight more dollars to see it, of course.  Duhh. 
The cars were coolo, but I was through there in less than ten minutes, making the cost 

nearly $50 an hour.  Elvis had some neato wheels though:  a white Rolls Royce, a purple 
Cadillac, a pink Cadillac, a white Mercedes convertible, a red 
MG roadster, a small black Ferrari, a very spiffy Stutz 
Blackhawk, several motorcycles, and a pink and white 
striped Jeep like you might see zipping around the streets of 
the Village chasing #6 in the 1960’s cult classic BBC 
television show The Prisoner. 
 There was also a plane that I could have gone inside, 
but that would have been yet another admission. 
 It was 5:40 when I jumped back into the Mobe and 
bid Graceland and Elvis adieu.  Time was short and it was a 

long way yet to Tupelo, where I would pick up the Natchez Trace Parkway. 
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