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				   Black Hills, Here We Come!
                                                     By Linda Monnahan Peterson
   One evening, during our weekly Canasta game (and, I might add, just after we’d made 
our sevens), my older sister, Sharon giving me a high five, asked, How would you guys 
like to join Ole and me on a trip to the Black Hills?”
    I don’t remember Gordon’s reaction, (he’s always a little more reluctant to 
adventure) but I didn’t have to be asked twice. I’d always marveled at pictures of the 
president’s images on Mount Rushmore. This would be my one chance to see them for 
real. It was now or never.
   And so it was, early in the morning a few days later, we were pulling into their 
driveway to tuck our suitcases and a cooler containing pop and water into their trunk. 
    After Sharon and Ole made one last check of the house to assure that everything, 
including curling irons was turned off, and the house was locked, our bodies made 
contact with the car’s leather seats for what would turn out to be a relatively long ride.
     Ole slid into the driver’s seat, Gordon rode shotgun. Since none of us were good at
navigation, the GPS unit (aka “the b----“) was situated securely on the dash.
    Sharon and I, as well as the necessary snacks, the ever- present “Handi-Wipes”, and 
the necessary pillows for her bad back held down the back seat.
     As soon as seat belts were buckled, we were, in Sharon’s words, “off like a herd of turtles.”
    Following Interstate 90, we arrived at Sioux Falls just before noon.  With a lot more 
distance to go, we decided to not stop there. I don’t remember where we ate lunch,
but later in the afternoon we arrived at the Pioneer Auto Museum at Murdo. Though
there was much to see there in the way of collector and antique cars, and we had paid
admission to the attraction, the sweltering heat (high nineties) and humidity had us nearly melting, preventing us from spending much time there.
    Moving along, our jaws dropped at the pinks, blues, and many other pastels of the rocks in the Badlands.
    We decided to make our way back to Wall, where our hotel rooms were booked. After all I’d heard about Wall Drug, other than Ole and Gordon sidling up to a likeness of Annie Oakley for a photo-op, the place came off as a tourist trap.
     After a long perusal of this attraction and a later supper in the establishment’s restaurant with a free dozen powdery doughnuts from the bakery, which was closing for the night, we decided to call it a day.
    The next morning, we were up and on our way to Keystone, the site of Mount Rushmore. As we approached the monument, I was in awe of the size of this treasure, how the sculptures seemed to kiss the sky.
   Even the approach to the entry gate proved to be a challenge, due the heat and the crowd assembled there. While on the grounds, we stood in line to enter a dark, cool theater, where we watched a presentation about Gutzon Borglum, the sculptor of the monument and his crew.
    Back out of the theater, our clothes stuck to us like flypaper as we made our way to the car. When the air conditioning kicked in, it was like a breath of fresh air.
    From there, we followed the highway to the Needles, where although it
appeared the spiraling rocks were hugging each other; cars were making their 
way between them. On to see the Crazy Horse Memorial, though far from 
completion, seemed to invite us, “Come see me”. 
   Because of our combined confusion and lack of direction, the GPS 
notwithstanding, we never made it to Deadwood, which was on Ole’s 
bucket list.  As we struggled and argued our way out of Rapid City, he
lamented, “I’ll never get another chance to see it!”
   And, odds are, he won’t.
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