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am one of those
people that think an
automobile is just a
tool. I buy them and
maintain them mechanically but
don’t fall in love with them. I get my
truck washed about three times a year
but only if it needs it. Normally I hit
the car wash once in late summer,
about midway through the hunting
season and again after the season is
over just to get the mud off. To give
you an idea of how dirty my truck gets,
after a wash my gas mileage goes up
by at least two miles per gallon.
Last year my truck was so caked
with mud that when I went to the car
wash the attendant told me that
before they would run it through their
automatic wash I would have to take it
somewhere else to get the mud off. I
am not joking. I must admit it’s kind of
embarrassing when your truck is so
dirty a car wash turns you down.
That brings me to the subject of
this month’s column. I lease some
hunting property in a low lying area
dotted with sections of swamp surrounded by plenty of mud. I am constantly on the property hunting,
scouting, putting up treestands or
moving them. Each time I push my
luck a little further and wind up with
all four wheels spinning to avoid getting stuck. Now for those of you that
have had all four wheels spinning in
soft wet mud I do not have to explain
how quickly you can coat your entire
vehicle, including parts of the roof.
Recently, after several trips to my
leased property, I realized that a stop
at the car wash was in my immediate
future. My truck was so dirty I could
no longer tell where the door stopped
and the window started.
As I pulled into the car wash I
stopped briefly at the sign that
describes all of the services available
which ranged in price from $19.95 for
a basic interior cleaning and exterior
wash to $229.95 for what was
described as a full detail and wax. If I
was going to spend $229.95 to clean
my vehicle I would just add $50 to it
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Looking back on that
decision now I must
have looked like Wily
Coyote holding a bomb
in the shape of a birthday cake as the
fuse burns down and the Roadrunner
goes “Beep-Beep” as he runs down the
road seconds before the explosion.
I got the window down at just the
right time and popped the mirror
back into place but as I hit the up button my wet finger slipped off and the
window didn’t budge. Suddenly I felt I
was in Jules Verne’s 20,000 Leagues
Under the Sea as what seemed like a
giant soapy squid filled the inside of
my truck cab. Those long soapy wet
rags seemed like tentacles as they
swished back and forth. I again hit the
up button for the window but quickly
realized that I would trap the rags in
the closed window and with my luck
jerk the machine off the rail as my
truck continued being pulled down
the track. All I could do was wait until
the swishing rags pulled themselves
from the cab. However, the rags were
instantly replaced by soaking wet
spinning brushes. After what seemed
like an eternity the brushes suddenly
disappeared and I struggled to put the
window up the rest of the way but not
before those little water jets that rinse
your car shot about 5 gallons of water
in my face.
As my truck rolled from the exit of
the car wash I realized I could not see
and turning the windshield wipers on
didn’t seem to help. I almost panicked
when I thought I must have suddenly
gone blind. However after regaining
my composure I simply removed my
glasses which were completely
soaped over and things cleared up
quite nicely.
As I pulled out of the parking lot
trying to look as if nothing had happened I remembered a saying a
friend of mine often uses that goes,
“There is no sense in being stupid
unless you get to show it once in a
while.” That day I am proud to say I
felt that I demonstrated my ability
quite nicely.

If You’re Stupid

John Kasun
and buy a new truck.
I was approached by a young
attendant with a fist full of money
waving me in. I pulled up just shy of
the doorway and asked, “How much
to just run my truck through so I can
see out the window?” Glancing at my
truck with what I can only describe as
a look of amazement the attendant
asked if I wanted the interior cleaned,
the truck hand wiped down at the
other end, glass polished or—-. I
stopped him in mid sentence and
said, “One time through, just blow the
mud off, no wiping, no drying, no special scents, just hit it with soap and
water and I promise I will not come
back for six months.” With his eyes
glazed over in disbelief he stuttered,
“S-i-x b-u-c-k—s.” I had the six bucks
in his hand before he could change his
mind or the manager saw me.
Seconds later I found myself
being projected through a tunnel of
soap and water spray and the journey
was uneventful until I came to the big
floppy long rags that swish back and
forth. Suddenly those rags got
wrapped around my side mirror and
flipped it backwards. Concerned that
the mirror might get damaged I made
a snap decision and calculated that
during the slight lull between rag
swishing I could lower the window
and pull the mirror back into place.
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I NFERNO F IRE S TORM
P ACKAGE
EXTREME
PERFORMANCE

SPEED IBO: 320 FPS
MASS WEIGHT: 3.40 LBS.
BRACE HEIGHT: 7 1/2”
LET-OFF: 80%

EXTREME VALUE

Only
O
l $799.95
$7 9 9 9 5

FOR ALL OF THIS!
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Includes this SKB Bow
Hard Case!

www.ParkerBows.com

1-800-707-8149

