John McEntire

Mexican Standoff
I-40 shot straight as a Brave's arrow through 

the heart of Arizona. We argued the pros and cons 

of Wayne versus Eastwood as we rumbled 

past the sleepy town of Two Guns, weighing 

who would have won as our last great romantic hero.

Neither was too smart or heart-throb pretty,

but each had grit and the necessary

conviction that made men and enemy

break like water over the continental divide.

As we rounded that ledge, the last leg 

appeared a limitless stretch across the extensive 

American West. Rocky Mountain silhouettes 

in the distance dwarfed the previous mesas, 

but could only barely be made out behind a veil woven 

by golden beams stabbing through the cloud cover.

As we neared Flagstaff, I watched God's 

green vegetation sprout from the ground 

to clothe that bald, barren expansion 

in the shadow of the state's highest peak. 

Just about then, I'd hear you turn and speak,

'Now I don't know much, but I do know some,'

and you shared what you did with an eager grandson,

who at the end, still somehow believed

it would have been Eastwood who won.

