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  It is times like these that try men’s souls.  

Exhibit A:  Up until a year ago, I had been driving one of the finest, funnest, most solid and reliable vehicles I’ve ever owned:  An Eagle Talon.  Truly a great car except for the sign on the rear end that must have said “Ram Me”.  At least three times I had it in the body shop because of some fool, obviously mesmerized by its sleek beauty, forgetting to use his brakes.

But, the lease was about to expire and I opted for a SUT because of its versatility and because I’ve never owned a truck before.  With all the stuff I haul around for one reason or another, the Talon was becoming less and less practical.  And The Sandstress, she who puts the Sport in my Utility, already had a Jimmy that was her pride and joy.  

So, I worked out a deal and came home with, in my opinion, a fine Sport Utility Truck.  A Ford Ranger, to be exact, with extended cab, flared wheel wells, CD player, 5-speed manual trans on the floor and a forest green paint job.  

I’ve had it for a year and I Love This Truck.

Exhibit B:  My route to and from work is deliberately void, on most days, of any more than five miles on the expressway.  I prefer the back roads for two reasons.  First, too many idiots on the highway so one less is a favor to other motorists.  Second, the scenery and terrain are much more interesting along the rural roads.  

On the downside of this route choice are 1.)  the several places where deer come dashing across the road without warning and with reckless abandon;  2.)  the several families of wild turkey which are trying desperately to learn how to become roadkill; and 3.) the occasional garbage truck parked just over a hill or around a blind corner for the purpose of making me roadkill.

Still, taking the road the winds along the river is much preferred to going head to head and bumper to bumper with the fools on the expressway.

Exhibit C:  According to last night’s newscast, I am riding on a set of tires that inexplicably disintegrates.  For no apparent reason, these formidable, healthy looking products of American technology, skill and craftsmanship, take it upon themselves to shed their tread without warning and with reckless abandon.

The tire manufacturer says there is no problem with the tires.  The government thinks otherwise.  So, what do I ponder doing while holding the wheel with a death grip and listening for the snap, slap,  whap that will send my vehicle rocketing into some hundred year old oak tree waiting along the roadside? 

Do I a.) join the old folks parade by driving no faster than forty-five regardless of the posted speed limit?  Or, b.) call the tire man and beg for a new set of tires which I can’t afford and thereby expect for free?  Or, c.) wait for the snap, slap, whap that signals either the rupture of the tire or the stress-induced rupture of one of my critical arteries, and hope The Sandstress, who puts the Law in my Suit, can find a good lawyer to extract millions from the heartless, impudent tire manufacturer?

You be the judge.  Better yet, how about being the witness??

