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Feeling small 
and afraid in 
Texas: another 
from the road 
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Crossing Texas is like 
crossing a vast continent on 
a camel. Interstate 20, which 
becomes Interstate 10 near 
the Apache Mountains in 
West Texas, seems like it will 
never end, like it just goes on 
and on after Dallas and Fort 
Worth and never really gets 
anywhere. It gets creepy 
after a while, being so alone 
in your car out there in the 
middle of the desert. You're 
so dependent on your car to 
keep moving, on your tires to 
keep rolling over the sticky- 
hot pavement so you don't 
have to walk out there. 

It makes you feel small. 
A friend and I were 

heading west to El Paso and 
points beyond in the middle 
of the summer, both of us 
still hot and tired from the 
night before when we 
sweltered and tried to sleep 
in the car in Dallas. Now the 
flat, featureless plains of 
Texas rolled out in front of us 
like some giant carpet, the 
monotony now and then 
broken by a tuft of scrub 
growth or a tumbleweed. We 
stopped for a while in 
Midland, where Monohans 
Sandhills State Park 
fascinated us with its miles 
and miles of white sand 
dunes. Midland itself was a 
strange place—a city with 
buildings and a large, very 
flat downtown area but 
devoid of any human 
population. We sat in my car 
there in the city and watched 
for a long time, nothing 
moving anywhere except for 
wind and dust. It felt like a 
ghost town. 

We moved on, and Texas 
continued, endless. 

We stopped at a gas 
station in Pyote, a station 
that must have served as fuel 
stop, hotel, town hall and the 
police department for the city 
because it was the only 
building in sight, and we 
could see for miles across the 
dusty plain. The interstate 
exit ramp ended in a dirt 
road,, the gas station, and a 
couple of cattle gates. I 
wondered where these people 
went for groceries. I had 
begun to worry that I would 
not find another gas station 
until we got to El Paso, and 
my fears were compounded 
when I inquired about this to 
the attendant. He looked at 
me with an almost evil grin, 

In the middle of nowhere, Interstate 20 ends at Interstate 10; 1-10 then stretches on through the desert to El 
Paso, New Mexico, Arizona, and California. In the distance, the Davis Mountains dare you to try to hike them. 

his Sun-stained cheeks 
puffing out and his jet-black 
hair covering his forehead. 

"Nothing out there but 
hard old desert, friend," he 
said with a scratchy voice. 
"You better carry plenty of 
water." 

Nothing out there but 
hard old desert. 

I was really worried now, 
and these words echoed in 
my ears as we got back on 
the interstate and moved on 
toward El Paso. In my head 
were images of us walking 
when the car ran out of gas, 
and the images were ugly: in 
one of them I wasn't walking 
but crawling across the hot 
pavement, past a cow skull, 
dying of thirst and covered in 
dust. A crow flew up and 
landed on my shoulder, bit 
my ear, and buzzards circled 
overhead. 

I shook these thoughts 
away and turned up the 
radio. A Concrete Blonde 
tape was playing, Walking in 
London, and I held my arm 
out the window and tapped 
the door to the beat of the 
song "Ghost of a Texas 
Ladies Man." Soon I was lost 
in the music, the images gone 
but not forgotten. I could feel 
them waiting to take over 
again, standing there around 
the corner waiting for the 
right moment to leap back 
into my head. 

In the shadow of the 
Davis Mountains Interstate 
20 ended at Interstate 10, 
and nearby we got out of the 
car for a while and walked up 
a long, slow hill. At the top 
the view was tremendous— 
on one side of the hill was the 
interstate, then endless 
nothing; on the other side the 

desert went on and on. 
Feeling small again, we 
hiked back to the car and 
drove some more. 

We made it to El Paso—it 
took forever, it seemed, but 
we really made it. The trip 
wasn't so bad after the Davis 
Mountains, not so flat 
anymore, not so monotonous. 
West Texas is beautiful, 
some of the most beautiful 
desert country I have ever 
seen, and though we were 
glad to get to El Paso we 
knew we were going to miss 
the emptiness of that vast 
nothing. 

It was nice to be back in a 
city again, smelling the smog 
and stepping over strange, 
foul-smelling things on the 
sidewalk. El Paso wasn't as 
big as I thought it would be, 
but we did learn that it and 
its Mexican sister city, 

Standing sentry in the desert, a sharp sticky plant braves hot days, cold nights and blistering sun to comman- 
deer a breathtaking view of the vast Texas desert atop a hill near Interstate 10. 

"...my friend 
just left with a 
hooker who was 
taking him who 
knows were. I 
suddenly 
realized that we 
could be in a lot 
of trouble..." 
Ciudad Juarez, were the 
largest towns on the U.S.- 
Mexican border. We decided 
to check out Juarez after a 
short tour of El Paso revealed 
nothing of any great interest. 

Crossing the border on 
foot was interesting: we paid 
our quarters at the booth, 
explained briefly that we 
would be in Juarez only a few 
hours, and then crossed the 
bridge over the Rio Grande, 
which didn't look so grand 
from up there. It was a 
muddy, slow, polluted- 
looking trickle, waist deep in 
the middle. We knew it was 
waist deep because we saw 
how high the water came up 
on the Mexican man that was 
pulling people from Mexico to 
the United States on a raft 
made from an old tire. It 
seemed like they had a pretty 
good system going down 
there: the man would wait on 
the Mexican side of the river, 
looking innocent and causal, 
while men and women ran up 
to him and paid whatever the 
toll was to cross. Then he 
would load them onto the 
raft, pull the across the river, 
and deposit them on the 
American side. From there 
they jogged into El Paso 
without even having to climb 
a fence. This was all 
happening under the noses of 
the guards that were 
everywhere, but while we 
were there they made no 
attempt to stop it. The steady 
trickle of people crossing the 
border continued unabated, 
one-way traffic only. 

We walked the rest of the 
way across and into Juarez, 
where the sidewalks were 
crowded with locals and 
tourists. A man tried to sell 
us sombreros, but we 
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