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KI Road, ME – I have seen several mice this summer in and around camp here in the deep woods of Maine, but had not seen a moose.  So, although it was a bit late in the evening to spot one of these magnificent creatures,  I decided to take my truck for an early night ride up the KI Road.  “KI” stands for Katahdin Ironworks, a long since closed  Maine landmark, now a tourist attraction.  The road, like most up here in northwest Maine, is dirt and is owned by Weyerhauser, the timber barons.   

My objective was to drive about 10 miles up the KI to the gatehouse where a rope is strung across the road prohibiting free travel beyond this point.  If one wishes to go further, you go into the gatehouse and pay a fee.  The road proceeds east past the Gulf Hagas area (often called the Grand Canyon of the East…a bit of a stretch, but one magnificent area with canyons and waterfalls) ultimately ending at State Route 11 which heads to northern Maine.  If one is trying to go to Canada from my camp, the KI Road will save you at least 40 miles of travel, but it is a lumbering road with the more than occasional pothole.

When I was perhaps four miles from the gatehouse, a thought crossed my mind that perhaps this trek was not such a great idea.  I was alone, now in total darkness in an area with zero cell phone coverage.  What if my truck had a problem?  With my limited mobility (I now use a walker), my only recourse would be to pull off into a ditch at the side and wait for help, possibly having to sleep overnight in the truck.  My younger daughter, who is MUCH smarter than me, had warned me of the danger and asked that I call her when I left the camp and then when I returned. Of course, I scoffed at her concerns, but did call her to keep peace in the family.  My truck worries quickly subsided as I concentrated on watching for a moose, or two.

When I was perhaps a quarter from the gatehouse, my serenity quickly ended when I saw a warning light suddenly flash on my truck: LOW AIR PRESSURE left rear tire.  I was soon at the gate house and as I exited the truck, I heard a loud hissing sound of air rushing from the left rear tire.  It was totally dark now, but it was obvious that the tire was totally flat.

As the fellow manning the gatehouse came up to see what was going on, I recognized him from previous year visits.  It was Joel….Saint Joel.   When he saw my predicament, he immediately said, “Looks like you’ve got yourself a problem.  Let’s fix it.”  

Because my truck was less than two years old, I had to look in the instruction manual to see where the tire changing tools were, but by the time I figured this out, Joel had drug out the largest, and brightest portable light I had ever seen outside highway construction, AND a hydraulic jack, AND an electric lug nut remover.  He then used my special tool necessary to lower the spare from its stowage area under the rear of the truck, and within 15 minutes, I had a non-flat tire on the left rear.  As we looked at the flat, it was obvious that a sharp piece of shale from the road had pierced the tread.

I thanked Joel profusely and offered him signed copies of three of my books.  As we went into the gatehouse, he readily accepted, saying that being in this remote area, he was a “big reader.”  Inside the gatehouse, I greeted his wife, Jean, whom I had also met previously.  Two husband and wife teams of retired folks rotate every two weeks manning the gatehouse.  They have a Starlink connection and not much else in the gatehouse.  I purchased a couple of “Deep Maine Woods” tee shirts as gifts and headed back the KI Road to our camp without incident.

As I was driving back on this pitch black night, I kept reflecting on my incredible luck.  The phrase “What are the odds?” kept flashing through my mind.  If the flat had happened at virtually any other spot on the KI Road, I might still be there.  At a minimum, I would have spent a tense night in the truck.  One does not walk on a dark road in bear country – well, I don’t.  

Joel gave me his satellite phone number and asked that I call him when I returned safely.  I did, and I also called my daughter who rightly gave me the “I told you so, Dad” sermon.   I have no idea if this was God looking over me, or simply serendipity, but I am very grateful.  Throughout my past eight decades, I have had several much closer brushes with death (e.g., falling 20 ft out of a tree with a running chain saw, hitting an underseas mountain at a deep depth on a submarine, and almost drowning on a scuba check dive in the Gulf of Mexico – to name only a few).  So, apparently someone up there wants me around a while longer.

And, by the way, I saw a moose on the way back to the camp!

I thought you might like to know.
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