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WLOOLH¶V IUHW ZRUN FXW VHDULQJ QRWHV RQ AJDWKD, KLV SUL]HG FHQGHU SWUDWRFDVWHU. HLV 
fingers moved fluidly, with skill and mastery. He bent the strings to carry the notes 
to new places, resonating from the Marshall amplifier out to the small crowd 
gathered at Anodyne Coffee in Milwaukee. It seemed a paltry crowd, but he was 
grateful for anyone that showed up to hear him, especially on a cold Wednesday in 
November. For a part-time guitar and vocals hack, he played pretty good for a guy 
in his early fifties. His music crossed three genres, blues, country, and rock, but 
QRWKLQJ WKDW FRXOGQ¶W EH GRQH ZLWK D VLQJOH JXLWDU, D NLFNLQ¶ DPS DQG D VHW RI JRRG 
pedals. Most of his love was for the electric guitar but he also used a six-string 
Gibson acoustic to keep his repertoire fresh.  
 His preference for electric over acoustic stemmed in part from the 
Stratocaster itself. Willie had it signed by both John Lee Hooker and Bonnie Raitt 
DQG KDG QDPHG LW AJDWKD. IW ZDV WKH QDPH RI DQ ROG JLUOIULHQG KH¶G QHYHU TXLWH 
gotten over. He was a big fan of B.B. King and his guitar, Lucille, so Willie 
WKRXJKW KH¶G GR WKH VDPH DQG QDPH KLV. IW ZRXOG KHOS KLP carry memories of 
Agatha with him through the years. His friend Stephon booked bands in the 
Milwaukee and Chicago circuit and had inside connections to periodically get 
backstage passes for a show here and there. When he hooked Willie up with one 
for John Lee at a small club in Milwaukee, and Bonnie Raitt for a gig at 
Summerfest, he lugged his guitar with him in hopes of an autograph. Both stars 
were gracious about it and scrawled their names in low-contact areas of the guitar 
body. 
 The Stratocaster whined and howled as he sang, 
  

 
³JXdiWh Lee keepV VhoZing Xp aUoXnd heUe, 
bUeaWhin¶ fiUeZoUkV and Vmoke and flameV. 
She eats all my food and drinks all my beer 

                               And keepV on Uollin¶ jXVW Whe Vame.´ 
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WLOOLH¶V PXVLF ZDV EXLOW DURXQG D OLIH KH¶G QHYHU NQRZQ. HH KDG D NQDFN IRU 

writing about the rambling, traveling lives of lost souls, drunks, and vagabonds. 
His songwriting allowed him to go to distant places in the country without ever 
leaving the state. He was a dyed-in-the-wool local. Born and raised in Milwaukee, 
he never ventured too far from southeastern Wisconsin. Some of his shows took 
him to La Crosse and Green Bay, but they were the exception. He preferred the 
local Milwaukee and suburbs scene.  
 When Willie was young, his parents dragged him back and forth across 
Wisconsin to Hudson on holidays to see his grandparents. Between the smothering 
VPRNH DQG WKH QDXVHDWLQJ VZD\ RI WKH OOGV DHOWD 88, KH¶G SXNHG KLV JXWV RXW RQ 
several occasions with boutV RI FDU VLFNQHVV. HLV SDUHQWV¶ WZLVWHG ZD\ RI GHDOLQJ 
with it was to bring a generous supply of plastic bags and told him to use them as 
QHHGHG VR WKH\ ZRXOGQ¶W KDYH WR VWRS. TKHVH GHDWK WULSV RI KLV \RXWK KDG VWULSSHG 
away any love of travel for him. Even into adulthood his thought was, the less 
driving, the better. Willie liked the familiarity of home best. 
 Willie met Jaime while they were both attending the University of 
Wisconsin-Milwaukee. The two had started out young and hopelessly in love. He 
majored in communications, and she was a linguistics student. They married eight 
months after graduating, and for the first several years they were smitten. She came 
to some of his gigs, mostly small affairs in backroom bars, but occasionally bigger 
venues like a side stage at Summerfest.  
 Though not everything was perfect between them. His drinking was a 
constant sore spot with her. Willie grew up with a father that was a drinker with a 
WHPSHU. HH¶G QHYHU WROG WLOOLH KH ORYHG KLP DQG RQ QLJKWV KH ZDV RQ KLV EHQGHUV, 
he was a mean cuss to bRWK KLV ZLIH DQG WLOOLH. WLOOLH¶V LQVHFXULWLHV DERXW KLV VHOI-
worth and his poor self-esteem led him to a drinking problem of his own. He was 
different from his father in that he was a happy drunk, but a drunk, nonetheless. 
When he played the bars, liquor was always around and for him as a musician, it 
ZDV XVXDOO\ IUHH. HH¶G UHJXODUO\ FRPH KRPH ZDVWHG RQ WKRVH QLJKWV ZKHQ JDLPH 
ZDVQ¶W DW KLV VKRZ. SKH VXVSHFWHG KH ZDV GULQNLQJ PRUH DW KRPH WRR RQ QLJKWV VKH 
had to work, as he was often asleep when she got home from waitressing at 9:30.  
 Bigger than the drinking issue though was their disagreement over travel. 
Jaime longed to get out of Wisconsin and see the country. Willie was evasive about 
the subject and kept telling her to make a girls¶ trip out of it.  
 ³I GRQ¶W ZDQW WR WUDYHO ZLWK WKHP, I ZDQW WR GR LW ZLWK \RX. You know that 
whole build-your-life-WRJHWKHU WKLQJ ZH DJUHHG RQ DW WKH DOWDU? YHDK, WKDW.´ 
 Willie stood his ground despite her sarcasm and occasional zingers. She 
never understood his dislike for long drives, and it became another unfortunate 
source of tension between them. Eventually, their differences ended in an amicable  
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split that Willie chalked up to one of those curveballs that life throws at you 
VRPHWLPHV. HH¶G ZULWWHQ D VRQJ DERXW LW WLWOHG, ³DRQH BXUQW DRZQ,´ ZKLFK SUHWW\ 
much tells it all. 
 WLOOLH¶V UHYHUE KXQJ LQ WKH DLU IRU D IHZ VHFRQGV DV KH ILQLVKHG RXW WKH VHW. 
TKH FURZG FODSSHG LQ DSSURYDO, LQFOXGLQJ D IHZ ZKLVWOHV DQG KRRWV. HH¶G SOD\HG 
gigs at the Blues Estate on the East Side of Milwaukee and always appreciated the 
crowds that patronized the place. They were true, hip music buffs who appreciated 
his musical wandering across the various genres. A small, but musically cultured 
following. 
 He took off his guitar and set it on the stand in the wings of the stage and 
headed to the bar. While he loved performing, there was a part of him that loved 
the post-performance celebrations almost as much.  
 ³HH\, CULVWLQD, FDQ I JHW D ZKLVNH\ DQG VRXU?´ KH DVNHG. CULVWLQD ZDV JLUO-
next-door cute and had a sass to her that fit the bartending role well. 
 ³YRX JRW LW, WLOOLH.´ 

Cristina poured heavy-handed drinks for the regulars, especially the musical 
JXHVWV. FRU KHU, WKH VRXU LQ D ZKLVNH\ VRXU ZDV VWULFWO\ IRU FRORU. SKH¶G VHHQ WLOOLH 
close the place enough to know that he could take what she delivered. Four 
cocktails later, she started closing up. Willie was pleasantly buzzed and made his 
way over to pack up his equipment. These endings were his least favorite part of 
playing gigs. It meant returning to his reality, his job at his landscaping company.  

AIWHU JUDGXDWLQJ KH GLVFRYHUHG WKDW WKHUH ZHUHQ¶W D ORW RI MREV IRU D 
communications graduate, VR KH¶G VWDUWHG ODQGVFDSLQJ WR VHH LI KH FRXOG EH KLV RZQ 
boss. He built up the business over the years, picking up equipment and even an 
HPSOR\HH, NDWH, DV KLV FXVWRPHU EDVH JUHZ. WKDW KH¶G RQFH HQMR\HG KDG ODWHO\ 
become a drain and he was beginning to look for what was next. Willie was a lost 
soul²D GLYRUFHG ORVW VRXO DW WKDW, PXFK OLNH WKH FKDUDFWHUV KH¶G VXQJ DERXW WKH ODVW 
twenty years.  
 Willie took the less-traveled streets back to his house in Greenfield. He 
knew the routes the cops patrolled and wanted to stay under the radar, literally in 
this case. He breathed a sigh of relief when he pulled into his driveway. Drunk and 
tired, he hauled himself into his house and fell into bed. 

 
# 
 

He woke to someone pounding on his door. His head thumped and sloshed as he 
got out of bed and made his way toward the racket. He peeked through the door¶s 
small window and saw his neighbor Justin standing patiently. He opened the door.  

³HH\, JXVWLQ, ZKDW¶V XS PDQ?´ 
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Justin was relatively new to the neighborhood, having bought the bungalow 

next to him a few years prior.  
 ³HL, WLOOLH. SRUU\ WR ERWKHU \RX EXGG\, EXW I ZDQWHG WR OHW \RX NQRZ WKDW 
\RXU FDU ORRNV OLNH LW¶V EHHQ EURNHQ LQWR. I FDPH RXW WR JR WR ZRUN DQG QRWLFHG \RXU 
GULYHU¶V VLGH ZLQGRZ ZDV EXVWHG. I KRSH \RX GLGQ¶W KDYH DQ\WKLQJ RI YDOXH LQ 
WKHUH,´ JXVWLQ VDLG.  
 WLOOLH¶V KHDUW GURSSHG DV KH FUDQHG KLV QHFN WR VHH KLV FDU LQ WKH GULYHZD\. 
 ³WKDW? AUH \RX NLGGLQJ PH?´ 
 Justin stepped back as Willie stepped out and started walking toward his car. 
As he approached it, he could see shards of safety glass littering the driveway. He 
looked in and saw the rest of his window peppering the floor and seat. 
 ³SKLW! M\ JXLWDU!´ 
 WKRHYHU LW ZDV GLGQ¶W FDUH HQRXJK WR VWHDO KLV DPSOLILHU, EXW KLV SUL]H JXLWDU 
was nowhere to be seen. 

 
# 
 

One week later: 
 
Willie got home from work at the usual 6 pm. He pulled into his driveway, locked 
the door, and walked toward the front door. On the way in he grabbed the mail. 
Three junk mailers from local businesses and one envelope that was addressed in 
printed block letters. He walked in the house, tossed the mailers in the trash, and 
slid his finger to open the envelope. 
 In it was a picture of his guitar leaning up next to a bronze statue of a man 
holding an acoustic guitar. A sign on a post hung above that read, ³Standing on the 
Corner´. In the background was a building with a large marquee that read, 
³Winslow Arizona.´ BHLQJ D PXVLF QXW, WLOOLH TXLFNO\ PDGH WKH FRQQHFWLRQ. HH¶G 
JURZQ XS OLVWHQLQJ WR ³TDNH LW EDV\,´ E\ WKH EDJOHV DQG NQHZ RI WKH VWDWXH WKDW 
served as a tourist attraction in downtown Winslow.  
 The note that accompanied the photo was also carefully printed and read: 
  

Take iW eaV\! The Eagle haV landed and iV a fine VighW Wo Vee. If \oX¶Ue 
standing on the corner, there should be a clue tucked on the underside of the 
informational kiosk across the street. If you want your guitar back, WhaW¶V a 
good place to start. 

  
Willie stared at the note perplexed. What the heck? 
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He re-read the note three times, then repeatedly scanned the photo to ensure 

that it was Agatha. There was no doubt it was his as he saw the signatures on the  
ERG\. FRU FHUWDLQ LW ZDV AJDWKD, WKH QDPH KH¶G JLYHQ LW. WKHQ KH VSOLW ZLWK JDLPH, 
VKH¶G FRQIHVVHG WKDW VKH ZDV DOZD\V D OLWWOH MHDORXV KH¶G QDPHG LW DIWHU DQ ROG 
girlfriend and not her. She told him it was weird, and he needed to get over her.  
 After pondering the note for a couple of minutes one thing became 
abundantly clear. He needed to go to Winslow. 

 
# 

 
TKH FDU VWHUHR LQ WLOOLH¶V KLD SRXO KDPPHUHG RXW EOXHV DQG URFN KLWV IURP WLOOLH¶V 
Spotify playlist as the miles rolled by. His first time in Iowa was nothing short of 
underwhelming. Nothing but the sight of corn and the smell of hogs for miles and 
miles. MLVVRXUL ZDVQ¶W PXFK EHWWHU, EXW DW OHDVW KHOG WKH DSSHDO RI KDYLQJ KDQVDV 
City to see out the window for a short stretch of it. KC, home of the Super Bowl-
winning Chiefs and subject of the famous song, Kansas City. The song was heavily 
covered by some of WKH EOXHV JUHDWV DQG ZDV RQH KH¶G SOD\HG KLPVHOI D IHZ WLPHV 
at gigs. As he rolled past the city, he put the song on Spotify and belted out the 
verses. The lyrics mention getting there by trains and planes, but never a Kia, a fact 
that made him grin when he thought about it. It felt nice finally putting a place to 
WKH VRQJ KH¶G VXQJ. 
 It actually felt kind of good to be tooling down the road and the mind space 
it freed up in him from the craziness of the day-to-day. November was a slow time 
EHWZHHQ VHDVRQV DW ZRUN, DQG KH¶G PDQDJHG WR JHW KLV HPSOR\HH DQG IULHQG, NDWH, 
to cover the existing jobs for as long as it took him to find the guitar. He hoped it 
ZRXOGQ¶W WDNH PRUH WKDQ D ZHHN WR JHW LW EDFN EXW ZDV GHWHUPLQHG WR IROORZ WKH 
OHDG KH¶G JRWWHQ LQ WKH PDLO.  
 The ride provided him time to think and ruminate on the path he had 
traveled in life. When he crossed into the state of Kansas, he thought of the time 
KH¶G VHHQ WKH EDQG, KDQVDV, with his ex-wife Jaime at the Wisconsin State Fair. 
Then, a long, flat drive later at the Oklahoma line he thought of the song, 
³ONODKRPD´ IURP WKH PXVLFDO RI WKH VDPH QDPH. HH QHYHU PXFK OLNHG PXVLFDOV 
though, and for him the state was as dull as the song. Nevertheless, he was tired 
and stayed the night in a cheap motel in Guymon located almost dead center in the 
panhandle of the state. 
 In the morning he woke and hit the road after a quick breakfast in the motel 
lobby. After a long day in the car, he finally pulled into Winslow in late afternoon. 
He parked his Kia Soul across the street from the famous statue in downtown. He  
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walked over to the statue and took a selfie in front of it much like thousands of 
tourists had done before him.  
 He wandered over to the informational kiosk located near the statue. The 
kiosk told of some of the lore around the corner reference from the song as well as 
KLJKOLJKWLQJ VRPH RI WKH FLW\¶V ORFDO EXVLQHVVHV DQG KLVWRU\. WLOOLH WULHG WR ORRN 
nonchalant as he felt underneath the shelf for some kind of clue. On the underside 
of the third shelf he checked, he found an envelope taped to it. He pulled it off, put 
it in his pocket and walked back to the car. 
 Inside the Soul, he opened the envelope. Like the previous note, it was 
printed in blue ink and had a photo with it. The photo showed a picture of his 
guitar leaning against a small building, or more like a shack. One of the signs on it 
said, ³A1 Keys.´ 
 The note read: 
  

You made it to the corner. Now you need be like Arlo and get into Los 
Angeles. There you can pick up a couple of keys at A1 Locksmith and Keys. 
Tell them Arlo sent you. ThaW¶ll moYe \oX mXch cloVeU Wo \oXU gXiWaU, 
provided you still want it. 

 
 WLOOLH PDGH WKH FRQQHFWLRQ ULJKW DZD\ WR WKH AUOR GXWKULH VRQJ, ³CRPLQJ 
LQWR LRV AQJHOHV.´ IW VHHPHG WKLV SHUVRQ, WKLV WKLHI, KDG D PXVLFDO NQRZOHGJH WR JR 
along with their warped sense of humor. 
 ³OK, P\ GRG, UHDOO\?´ WLOOLH VDLG DORXG. ³LRV AQJHOHV?´ 
 HLV KHDG VSXQ ZLWK WKH LGHD RI KDYLQJ WR WUDYHO HYHQ IXUWKHU. HH¶G QHYHU 
EHHQ WR CDOLIRUQLD, DQG KH¶G DOUHDG\ VHHQ PRUH RI WKH FRXQWU\ WKDQ KH¶G HYHU 
dreamed. He even waffled for a moment wondering if this goose chase across the 
country was still worth it. Then, the thought of his guitar being on the other end of 
it quickly erased the idea of giving up. He had to get it back.  
 Willie googled motels in the area and decided to spend the night in 
Winslow. He would head out for Los Angeles in the morning, but for now he 
needed a shower and a bed for the night. 
 

# 
 

Willie woke to a ray of sunlight that cut through the slit between the drawn 
FXUWDLQV LQ KLV PRWHO. HH¶G VOHSW ILWIXOO\ EXW IHOW VXUSULVLQJO\ UHVWHG DQG DOHUW IRU 
6:30, especially given the cruddy mattress he was on. He showered and ate a 
JUDQROD EDU DQG UDVSEHUU\ \RJXUW FXS WKDW KH¶G ERXJKW WKH QLJKW EHIRUH. WKHQ KH 
was finished, he packed his bag. He threw open the curtains and was hit with the  
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full, harsh sunbeam of Arizona. But what hit him more was what was not there, 
specifically, his Kia Soul.  
 ³WKDW WKH KHOO? WKHUH¶V P\ FDU?´ KH VDLG WR QR RQH.  
 HH¶G SDUNHG LW ULJKW RXWVLGH KLV URRP WKH QLJKW EHIRUH DQG QRZ LW ZDV 
nowhere to be found. He opened the door, walked out to the parking spot, and 
looked around. There was a little safety glass laying on the ground on what would 
have been the passenger side. 
 ³SKLW!´ 
 He pulled out his cellphone and googled the Winslow Police Department to 
get a phone number. He dialed and after a few rings a woman answered.  
 ³WLQVORZ PROLFH DHSDUWPHQW, WKLV LV MDULH. HRZ FDQ I KHOS \RX?´ 
 ³HL, P\ QDPH LV WLOOLH BUDGIRUG. IW DSSHDUV P\ FDU KDV EHHQ VWROHQ.´  
 ³I¶P VRUU\ WR KHDU WKDW, VLU. CDQ \RX GHVFULEH WKH YHKLFOH DQG ZKHUH \RX ODVW 
VDZ LW DQG ZH¶OO ORRN LQWR LW?´ 
 ³YHDK, LW¶V D 2019 KLD SRXO, LW¶V VLOYHU DQG I¶P VWD\LQJ DW WKH BHVW WHVWHUQ 
in town here. It was outside my motel last night at eight pm and is gone this 
PRUQLQJ.´ 
 Willie filled the officer in with rest of the details and information. They said 
WKH\¶G JHW EDFN WR KLP ZLWKLQ DQ KRXU RU WZR LI WKH\¶G IRXQG DQ\WKLQJ. HH KXQJ XS 
and sat on the edge of his bed. With nothing to do but sit and wait, he texted his 
buddy Nate back in Milwaukee: 
 
Willie: DXde, \oX Zon¶W belieYe ZhaW jXVW happened. M\ caU ZaV VWolen. 
   
Nate: Wait, what? For real? 
 
Willie: I kid you not. WTAF? 
  
Nate: Man, that sucks. People suck. 
 
Willie: The\ do. An\Za\, I¶ll leW \oX knoZ ZhaW I heaU. If I find iW, I¶m probably   
heading to LA. 
 
Nate: LA? I thought your guitar was in Winslow. 
 
Willie: Yeah, me too. Whoever it is has me on some sort of twisted music-based 
WUeaVXUe hXnW. GiYing me clXeV fUom mXVic l\UicV and VhiW. I can¶W make WhiV VWXff Xp, 
man. Hopefully LA will get me a little closer to my guitar. 
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Nate: Of coXUVe, \oX¶ll need a caU Wo geW WheUe«LOL. 
 
Willie: Yeah, thanks for that reminder. Lol. Talk to ya later, hopefully from my car. 
 
Nate: OK, keep me posted. 
 

TZHQW\ PLQXWHV ODWHU, WLOOLH¶V SKRQH MXPSHG WR OLIH. HH FOLFNHG DQG 
answered it. 
 ³HHOOR?´ 
 ³HL, \HV. IV WKLV MU. BUDGIRUG?´ 
 ³YHV, LW LV.´ 
 ³TKLV LV MDULH DJDLQ IURP WLQVORZ PD. WH IRXQG \RXU FDU. IW ZDV 
abandoned by the elementary school in town. They towed it to the impound lot 
ZKHUH \RX FDQ SLFN LW XS DIWHU \RX SURYH RZQHUVKLS.´ 
 ³OND\, JUHDW QHZV. IV LW GULYDEOH?´  
 ³I FDQ¶W DQVZHU WKDW, VLU. T\SLFDOO\, WKHVH NLQGV RI WKHIWV DUH MXVW MR\ULGHV IRU 
WKULOOV DQG WKHQ DEDQGRQHG. BXW I GRQ¶W NQRZ LWV FRQGLWLRQ. YRX VKRXOG FRPH WR WKH 
VWDWLRQ DQG ILOH D UHSRUW WKHQ UHWULHYH WKH YHKLFOH.´ 
 ³AOULJKW. I¶OO EH WKHUH DV VRRQ DV I FDQ. I¶OO QHHG WR JHW D ULGH WKHUH, 
REYLRXVO\,´ WLOOLH VDLG. HH ILQLVKHG WKH FDOO, KXQJ XS DQG WKHQ FDOOHG DQ UEHU. 

 
# 

 
The Soul hurtled westward at 75 mph as Willie took in the dry desert landscape as 
seen through the windshield with thousands of miles of dirt and bugs behind it. 
Willie cracked all the windows to get rid of the cheap cologne and weed smell that 
permeated the car. Whoever it was that stole his car was apparently trying to 
neutralize the marijuana smell with their own heavy layer of eau de toilette. It 
appeared they were smart enough not to sync their phone to the Bluetooth, which 
may have provided a trail to the thief. They did however manage to leave an 
N.W.A. CD in the disc player. When Willie started the car, the stereo came on 
EODVWLQJ, ³FXFN WKH PROLFH.´ WLOOLH TXLFNO\ VQDSSHG WKH VRQJ RII DQG JULQQHG DW WKH 
irony of a stolen car making such a loud proclamation. 

IQ DQ\ FDVH, KH¶G VSHQW WKH EHWWHU SDUW RI WKH PRUQLQJ JHWWLQJ WKH FDU IURP WKH 
impound lot and getting the broken window fixed. These intangibles from the trip 
ZHUH WDNLQJ D WROO RQ KLV EDQN DFFRXQW. TXUQV RXW WKH\¶G GRQH D MRE RQ KLV VWHHULQJ 
column using a screwdriver and a USB charger to start the car. Willie knew the 
KIAs were a popular target by car thieves for just this reason. Ease of access. The 
thief knew what they were doing²he had to hand it to them, the scum.  
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To pass the long hours through the desert, Willie added a playlist to Spotify 

that featured songs with lyrics about California. It cycled through songs like 
ZHSSHOLQ¶V ³GRLQJ WR CDOLIRUQLD,´ JRKQ HLDWW¶V ³AGLRV WR CDOLIRUQLD,´ DQG, RI 
FRXUVH, WKH EDJOHV¶ Kit, ³Hotel California.´ It was an Eagles song that started this 
whole quest, so that song seemed especially relevant. Willie was surprised at how 
many songs referenced the state and it piqued his interest as he sped across the 
state line. 

The dry, arid desert environment was so foreign to him as a person from the 
weather-beaten Midwest. While he missed the green landscape so prevalent in 
Wisconsin, he had to admit this was a nice change. The mountains and buttes so far 
off in the distance wHUH VRPHWKLQJ KH¶G QHYHU VHHQ LQ DQ\WKLQJ EXW SLFWXUHV DQG 
movies and were a nice diversion from flat and brown.  

After long, boring hours on the expressway, he soon discovered the 
freneticism of Los Angeles traffic, and it made him twitchy and anxious. The last 
thing he needed was a car accident in a state thousands of miles from home. The 
traffic reminded him of the 80V VRQJ E\ MLVVLQJ PHUVRQV, ³NRERG\ WDONV LQ LA.´ 
It sure seemed that way, and most of them were on the freeway, evidently. 

He exited and wound his way through the city streets, following the 
commands coming from Google Maps. He pulled his car into a parking spot 
outside the A1 Keys and Locksmith shack. It sat on 3rd Street, a busy parkway. The 
shack was smaller than most people¶V garages. Willie got out and walked up to the 
shack. A clerk wearing a collared shirt with the A1 logo on the pocket came to the 
ZLQGRZ. ³CDQ I KHOS \RX?´ 

³UK, \HDK. TKLV PLJKW VRXQG VWUDQJH, EXW VRPHRQH WROG PH \RX¶G KDYH D 
SDFNDJH IRU PH. I¶P ORRNLQJ IRU P\ JXLWDU,´ WLOOLH VDLG. 

³OK, \HDK. TKH JXLWDU JX\.´ TKH FOHUN UHDFKHG XQGHU WKH FRXQWHU DQG KDQGHG 
Willie a small box wrapped in brown paper.  

³DR I RZH \RX DQ\WKLQJ IRU LW?´ WLOOLH DVNHG. 
³NRSH. IW ZDV JLYHQ WR PH E\ VRPHRQH ZLWK LQVWUXFWLRQV WR MXVW JLYH LW WR 

\RX. I ZDV WROG QRW WR GR DQ\WKLQJ PRUH WKDQ WKDW.´ 
³SR, \RX FDQ¶W WHOO PH ZKR LW ZDV RU ZKDW WKH\ ORRNHG OLNH?´ 
³SRUU\, PDQ. TKH\ SDLG PH QLFHO\, DQG I JDYH WKHP P\ ZRUG.´ 
³OND\, ZHOO, I JXHVV WKLV ZLOO GR IRU QRZ. TKDQNV IRU \RXU KRQHVW\,´ WLOOLH 

said. 
³NR SUREOHP. HRSH \RX ILQG \RXU JXLWDU, EXGG\.´ 
³TKDQNV, PH WRR.´ 
Willie took the package back to his car and opened it. Inside it was a key, a 

note and a couple of pictures. He unfolded the note and read it. The first line 
immediately brought the Scott McKenzie VRQJ ³SDQ FUDQFLVFR´ WR PLQG. 
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If \oX¶Ue going Wo San FUanciVco, YiViW SainW AgneV ZheUe WheUe iV no 
Haight. Third pew on the left. Psalm 33:2-3 should be enlightening in 
more ways than biblically. And I have to confess, the end is near! 

 
One of the pictures included with the note showed his guitar propped up 

against a Haight Street sign. The other had it leaning against the façade of a church 
complete with ³Saint Agnes Catholic Church´ spelled out on a purple banner 
behind it.  

³AZ, FUDS. SDQ FUDQFLVFR QRZ? WKDW WKH KHOO?´ KH VDLG DORXG. HHUH KH KDG 
driven across the country and now this petulant thief was playing musical 
geographic hide-and-go-seek games with him. He was tired of driving, and just 
wanted to get back to his life back home. At the same time, he realized he was 
VHHLQJ SODFHV KH¶G QHYHU VHHQ EHIRUH. HH NQHZ RQH WKLQJ IRU VXUH, KH ZDVQ¶W JRLQJ 
to drive to San Francisco just yet. Willie wanted to see a little of the Hollywood 
area and some of the Beverly Hills area. He pulled out his phone and found a hotel 
near downtown and made reservations. 

TKH UHVW RI WKH DIWHUQRRQ KH VSHQW VHHLQJ WKH SODFHV KH¶G VHHQ RQO\ RQ 
television or in movies. He went to Venice Beach, and people watched for an hour. 
The beautiful sandy beach and cerulean blue ocean all seemed so surreal to his 
Midwestern psyche. He drove to Beverly Hills and took a selfie by the sign and 
sent it to Nate. He did the same with the Hollywood sign. Nate was probably 
JHWWLQJ VLFN RI KLV WH[WV, EXW WLOOLH FRXOGQ¶W KHOS KLPVHOI. IW ZDV VR FRRO WR EH 
among these iconic and historic places.  

Willie slipped into appreciation mode. It actually felt good to be away from 
everything familiar to him. He was surprised by how much he loved the unknowns 
RI H[SORULQJ. HH ZDVQ¶W UHDG\ WR DGPLW WKDW KH ZDV ZURQJ IRU DOO WKH WLPHV KH¶G 
told Jaime that he dLGQ¶W OLNH WR WUDYHO, EXW KH ZDV EHJLQQLQJ WR XQGHUVWDQG ZKDW 
she saw in changing her surroundings by jumping in a car.  

After the Hollywood sign shot, he found out where the Hollywood Bowl was 
and took a ride. At a pullover on one of the hills, he got a view of it from above. A 
hint of jealousy fell on him as he thought of all the rockstars that had been on that 
stage. Maybe someday, he laughed. From there he wound his way back down the 
mountain and made a trip to the Dolby Theater. He walked down the avenue of 
VWDUV, ZKHUH PDQ\ RI WKH QDPHV GUHZ KLP EDFN WR PRYLHV KH¶G VHHQ. TKH VLGHZDON 
was crowded, bustling with vacationers mixed in with the California natives. He 
was shocked by how much he enjoyed the area, despite its pandering to tourists. 
LA ZDVQ¶W DV EDG DV SHRSOH KDG PDGH LW RXW WR EH. 

 
# 
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Early in the afternoon the next day, Willie made it to San Francisco. The ride to get 
there was a long line of fast-moving traffic and the occasional nut-job going 90 
mph weaving perilously between lanes. But he made it, nonetheless. It seemed the 
whole city was one hill after another as he worked his way toward the church of St. 
Agnes. When he hit the intersection of Haight and Ashbury, he immediately felt 
the sense of its history. The intersection and its neighborhood were the birthplace 
of the counterculture hippie movement in the sixties. He pictured Jim Morrison 
falling out of a car or hippies in a circle smoking a pipe. He was pretty young 
during the movement but as a musician himself he understood its significance. 

He pulled across the street from Saint Agnes. Willie crossed traffic and tried 
the door. It was a weekday and there was no Mass. Nevertheless, he was a little 
shocked that the door was open, so he went in. Captivated by the beauty of the 
sanctuary, Willie walked in quietly down the main aisle to the third row, 
genuflected and executed a sign of the cross figuring, when in Rome. He sat in the 
pew and reached for the Bible in the rack front of him. He found the Psalms and 
flipped to Psalm 33. There was nothing except a whole lot of words. Thinking it 
might be some sort of clue, he read the verse: 
 
       2 Give thanks to the LORD on the harp; on the ten-stringed lyre offer praise.  
       3 Sing to him a new song; skillfully play with joyful chant. 
 
Willie laughed with a chuff. It seemed the thief had a sense of humor even when it 
came to something as sacred as the Bible, by including reference to a stringed 
instrument.  

He returned the book to its place and took the next one in line and checked 
it. When he got to the page, a note and another picture of his guitar fell out. He 
opened the note and it read: 

 
I¶m noW Welling \oX e[acWl\ ZheUe \oXU gXiWaU iV, becaXVe MXmm¶V Whe ZoUd. 
Champagne awaits you at the end of your quest. There you can get your 
guitar, get in your car, and just let it roll on down the highway. 
 
Willie laughed at the reference to the song by Bachman Turner Overdrive. 

The song was certainly a favorite of his with lyrics that talk about life on the road 
as a rock and roller. He looked at the photo and, sure enough his guitar was sitting 
next to the sign at the Mumm winery. His heart jumped a bit at the finality of the 
note. It seemed to indicate that his quest was almost done. In some ways though, it 
saddened him to think his road trip was almost done. 
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He took out his phone and Google mapped the Mumm Winery. The results 

showed the location in Napa Valley about an hour and twenty minutes away. 
WLOOLH ZDV HFVWDWLF IRU D FRXSOH RI UHDVRQV. HH¶G DOZD\V WKRXJKW LW ZRXOG EH FRRO 
to see Napa Valley, as his ex-wife was a wine aficionado and bugged him on 
numerous occasions about going there. More importantly though, he knew he was 
close to having his guitar back²with any kind of luck.  

 
# 

 
WLOOLH¶V MDZ GURSSHG DV KH DSSURDFKHG WKH GROGHQ GDWH BULGJH. TKH LFRQLF 
VWUXFWXUH DQG LWV DPD]LQJ HQJLQHHULQJ KH¶G VHHQ LQ VR PDQ\ WHOHYLVLRQ VKRZV DQG 
PRYLHV ZDV HYHU\WKLQJ KH¶G H[SHFWHG DQG PRUH. DHVSLWH WKH EDWWOHVKLS JUH\ VNLHV 
and cool, damp air, the bridge gave him a sense of life. It energized him. He was 
finally seeing the world and it sparked his desire to see what lay beyond.  

As the miles passed, Willie rocked out to his California Spotify playlist. He 
looked down at the USB charger that dangled from his still-broken ignition. For 
VRPH UHDVRQ, LW GLGQ¶W ERWKHU KLP OLNH LW KDG ZKHQ LW ILUVW KDSSHQHG. IQ WKH JUDQG 
scheme of thingV, EDVHG RQ WKH H[SHULHQFHV KH¶G KDG LQ WKH SDVW FRXSOH RI GD\V, LW 
seemed insignificant. Things like those moments in Winslow and LA and now in 
San Francisco and Napa made the gravity of something like a broken possession 
VHHP VPDOOHU. HH ZDVQ¶W VXUH H[DFtly where the change had happened, but it was 
definitely a change in thought. A change for the better.  

Willie walked into the Mumm winery and looked around. The smartly 
GUHVVHG IHPDOH DWWHQGDQW RQ GXW\ DVNHG, ³GRRG DIWHUQRRQ, VLU. MD\ I KHOS \RX?´ 

³UK, \HDK. I KDYH D VWUDQJH UHTXHVW. I¶P ORRNLQJ IRU P\ JXLWDU. HDV DQ\RQH 
OHIW RQH KHUH?´ 

³WK\ \HV, LQ IDFW VRPHRQH GLG. A FRXSOH GD\V DJR. TKH\ LQVWUXFWHG PH WR 
WXUQ LW RYHU WR \RX JLYHQ WKUHH FRQGLWLRQV.´ 

³TKDW LV IDQWDVWLF QHZV. WKDW FRQGLWLRQV?´ WLOOLH DVNHG. 
³FLUVW, I QHHG DQ ID.´ WLOOLH SXOOHG RXW KLV GULYHU¶V OLFHQVH DQG VKRZHG LW WR 

the woman.  
³TKDQN \RX. YRX¶UH D PDWFK,´ VKH VDLG ZLWK D ZLQN. ³NH[W, I ZDV WROG \RX 

QHHG WR SXUFKDVH D ERWWOH RI RXU VSDUNOLQJ ZLQH WR FHOHEUDWH \RXU JXLWDU UHFRYHU\.´ 
³NR SUREOHP WKHUH. I¶OO WDNH D ERWWOH RI \RXU BUXW PUHVWLJH,´ WLOOLH VDLG, 

SRLQWLQJ WR WKH ERWWOH RQ WKH VKHOI. HH GLGQ¶W FDUH ZKDW NLQG KH JRW DV ORQJ DV LW OHG 
WR KLV JXLWDU DQG GLGQ¶W UHTXLUH KLP WR VHOO D NLGQH\ WR DIIRUG LW. 

³A ILQH FKRLFH, VLU. AQG, ILQDOO\, I¶OO QHHG D NH\ WR RSHQ WKH FDVH \RXU JXLWDU 
LV LQ.´ 
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³AK, \HV! TKH NH\. I KDYH LW ULJKW KHUH,´ KH VDLG UHDFKLQJ LQ KLV SRFNHW, 

pulling out his key ring and showing it to her. He removed it from the ring and 
handed it to her.  

³TKDQN \RX. II \RX¶OO H[FXVH PH, I¶OO MXVW EH D PLQXWH. I QHHG WR JR JHW LW.´ 
 She walked into the other room. Willie stood there waiting in expectation, 
thinking to himself, what a crazy trip. A week ago, he was back home with nothing 
to look forward to except booking his next gig. Now, he was on the West Coast 
buying champagne and seeing the country.  
 The woman returned with a guitar case in hand. She lay it on one of the 
standing tables and tried the key in the lock and it clicked open. She undid the 
RWKHU EXFNOHV DQG RSHQHG WKH FDVH. IQ LW ZDV DQ HQYHORSH DQG WKH FHQGHU. WLOOLH¶V 
eyes lit up at the sight of it. He pulled it out of the case and gave it a once over. 
TKHUH ZDV QR YLVLEOH GDPDJH WKDW KH FRXOG WHOO. IW ZDV H[DFWO\ DV KH¶G ODVW VHHQ LW LQ 
the Blues Emporium. It was a reunion worth every mile.  
 He tucked the envelope into his back pocket and thanked the woman. Willie 
put the guitar back in the case as she handed back the key. He tipped her twenty 
dollars for her trouble and walked out. 
 In his car, he opened the envelope and read the note.  
  

Well, well, well. Your love for your guitar has taken you far! It is my hope 
WhaW iW haV inVWilled in \oX a loYe foU WUaYel. TheUe¶V a big, beaXWifXl ZoUld 
outside Milwaukee, Wisconsin. Now go see it! 

 
                                                                                  ~A Friend 

 
  

Willie lowered his hands and looked out the windshield. In front of him were 
rows and rows of grapevines warmed by a lovely California sun. It was positively 
breathtaking and made him realize the scene was exactly what her point was all along 
this journey. HH NQHZ WKH WKLHI FRXOGQ¶W EH DQ\RQH EXW KLV H[-wife, Jaime. For years 
VKH¶G WULHG WR JHW KLP WR WUDYHO, DQG IRU \HDUV KH UHVLVWHG. HH ZDV D MLGZHVW JX\ DQG 
his dislike for travel as a kid had made him rigid and unwilling to see the appeal of 
anything outside of Wisconsin for most of his life. On top of their differences on 
WUDYHO, KH NQHZ VKH UHVHQWHG KLV SDVW DIIHFWLRQV IRU AJDWKD. MRUH WKDQ RQFH VKH¶G 
told him he needed to grow and move on.  
 IW ZDV FOHDU IURP WKH PXVLFDO VFDYHQJHU KXQW KH¶G EHHQ RQ WKDW VKH ZDV 
pushing him out of his comfort zone and getting him to expand his horizons, literally 
in this case. Their split had been difficult, but amicable. He remembered her telling 
him he needed to grow, deal with his past, and realize what he had in the here-and- 
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now. Jaime had always been a caring, compassionate person and it seemed she still 
cared enough for his well-being to try and stretch him a bit. Not to mention that the 
process of moving the guitar around the country was probably helping her deal with 
her own need to travel, as well.  
 Willie set the note on the passenger seat. He decided from that moment 
IRUZDUG WKDW KH¶G FDOO KLV SUHFLRXV JXLWDU JDLPH, DV VKH¶G GRQH ZD\ PRUH IRU KLP LQ 
his life than Agatha ever had. HH KDG KHU WR WKDQN IRU ZKDW KH¶G VHHQ WKH SDVW IHZ 
days and what lay before him. It was time to make some changes in his life. Then he 
pulled out his phone, opened Google Maps and typed, Muir Woods, then, Yosemite 
National Park, then Estes National Park, then Black Hills, then Paisley Park and 
added them all to his route. 
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