Bloggy Goes North to Alaska, Day 2
Journey to the North – Mr_Bloggy, the Travelnatrix, and Sarah Palin
Quesnal, British Columbia to Fort Nelson, British Columbia
 
Today was rough. The Travelnatrix was horrid – bitchy, mean, and completely immune to logic and sense.  How bad was she? Well, she insisted on driving the entire 12ish hours from Quesnal to Fort Nelson, and when Mr_Bloggy volunteered, multiple times, during night driving to have her pull over on the side of the road so he could wash off the inches of brown grime accumulated from a highway coated with gravel, snow melting chemicals of unknown origin, and what appeared to be nasty dirt, she refused and insisted she could see just fine, despite the headlight projection approximating that of a weak, cheap, 2 D battery craplight purchased for $.99 at the Dollar Store.  Finally, during a fogbank of pea soupish proportions outside of Fort Nelson, at night, she pulled over with hazard lights a-blinking to let Mr_B quickly remedy the situation. 
Along with the Travelnatrix, the scenery was monotonous. Miles and miles of tree lined two lane highway, interrupted by one mountain pass and one section with a few scenic panoramas of the boreal forests. Mr_Bloggy was interested in the occasional natural gas processing station and natural gas relay station with their tall skinny chimneys lit with flames of natural gas pilot lights, of sorts. Other than that – bleakness.
Most of the rigs on the road were semis hauling God knows what, a lot of construction equipment, logs, and mystery trailers containing goods for Alaskans, BCans, and Yukonians.  Road gravel thrown by these semis is the chief road hazard (excepting the mysterious, invisible mooses) and, in one of those moments where Mr_B grew a big smile (which hurt a bit due to the forced action of quite inactive facial smiling muscles) as it chipped a nice hole in the Travelnatrix’s windshield. Mr_B will also confess to silently rooting each semi that passed during gravelly sections of 97 to bust more chunks out of the windshield, but other than some nicely bounced shots off her roof, there were no more major windshield damagers. Sigh. But there is always tomorrow!
Eating dinner in the café at the Fort Nelson Hotel, Mr_Bloggy found the very odd assortment of mostly truckers in the café to be somewhat disconcerting. He proffered to the Travelbitchrix that they were vampires waiting for us to leave and go to our room, and that’s why they disturbed her so much. Actually, Mr_B believed it was because the Travelbitchrix did not find any of them suitable for a late night rendezvous in the sleeper cab of a giant Caterpillar D-10000 hauling semi-truck.
Mr_B’s seen snow today. Tomorrow, on the way to the Yukon, he hopes to see the last vestiges of a once proud northern sub-arctic landscape now being buffeted by the inexorable and hateful forces of Global Warming.
The Sarah Palin questions asked to an Asian clerk at an Esso station (and the ubiquitous Chester fried chicken was amazing) a couple hundred clicks south of Fort Nelson:
1.       Has Sarah Palin ever been here? “Don’t think so.”
2.      Do you think Sarah Palin represents the wild and independent spirit of the Folks of the North©?  “I don’t know. Here is your receipt.”
