“You cain’t get there from here. Don’t even try.”

 

If I heard my friend the Phantom say that once, I heard him say it a thousand times. Usually he said it to the endless stream of lost souls who pulled up to the old Mt. Holly Lifesaving Crew building some 20 ago and asked us for directions. 

 

It was just natural for folks to pull in the crew hall and ask for help when they caught a glimpse of the Phantom sitting out their in all his lifesaving glory. He cut quite a figure rocked back in a chair with his hair all slicked back and wearing his official embroidered lifesaving crew dress shirt and sporting a fake leather holster full of scissors, stethoscopes, and Band Aids strapped to his belt.  He was a man lost folks just naturally gravitated to.  

 

Most folks that dropped by had gotten close to their mark and all they needed from us was just a few more gentle turns to get to them to where they were going. Others, though, had missed their mark entirely and weren’t even in the right state. Like the truck driver who pulled up one day. The Phantom wasn’t on duty that day so the truck driver went in fire station next door and asked fire chief Ray Massey how to get to the address on his bill of lading. Ray studied it for minute and said, “I sure can. Turn your truck around and go back down Main St. ‘til you get to I-85. Get on I-85 and head north ‘til you get to I-95. Take I-95 north ‘til you get to New Jersey. The Mt. Holly you’re looking for is in New Jersey.”

 

It would appear that driver had come a long way for nothing and had an even longer way to go before he got to even less. We never heard back from him but I’m sure he read his bills of lading a little closer after that. It’s amazing how much difference one small letter can make between NC and NJ.  

 

Lost drivers were always in good hands when they asked Ray for directions. He knew our town like the back of his hand and always told it straight. The Phantom, on the other hand, might know and he might not. And if he didn’t like, as not he’d just make up something and tell ‘em like he did. And like I said, he sure looked official doing it.

 

Some folks knew right off he was greening ‘em when he looked them dead in the eye and said as sober as a superior court judge, “You can’t get there from here. Don’t even try.” 

 

The smart ones just drove on off. Others stayed and took notes. But most of the time the Phantom would give ‘em the right directions. It just depended on his mood and where it was they were trying to go. One carload of rednecks trying to get to the Charlotte beer joint are probably still looking.

 

I was reminded of my friend the Phantom and Ray Massey and all the wayward lost souls who used to drop by when I read this week about the big meeting of the International Astronomical Union they just held over to Czechoslovakia, Europe. It seems these astronauts all met in convocation, and after arguing for days about it, went and fired Pluto as a planet.

 

Not that Pluto cares, mind you. I guess I just wonder they do.

 

These are all supposed to be well-educated people who have to hold a PhD and do research in outer space to even apply for membership in this august society of deep space minds. And to hear them tell it they have 8,858 members. 

 

Now I’m just a country boy and I don’t have a PhD or hang out past the ozone the layer. But it does strikes me as funny that so many folks who do have, spent so much worrying about something the rest of can’t even see that’s so far away none of them can get to from here if they tried. 

 

At its closest point its still 2.66 billion miles away.

 

About the best light I can shed on the subject is this. It seems to me we have an association that has more members with their heads up in the sky than they do members who have their feet on the ground.

 

Sort of sounds a lot like Congress sometimes, don’t it?
