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Have you ever noticed that pickup trucks are designed with anthropomorphism in mind?  Their 
eyes—what those with less imagination would call headlights—are bugged or slanted or even 
wide-eye startled, but nevertheless, they are eyes, powerful, focused sans blinking on the road, 
on getting their precious cargo through the drifts, the rain, the potholes, the rutted and rocky 
forest dirt roads and onward to safety.  Their grill piggy noses flatly stretch from eye to eye, and 
just below is a chrome-wide grin. 
 
Our old truck always seemed to be smiling.  The blemishes of rust hadn’t spread to the front of 
the truck yet, and that old vehicle still had a grin as wide as a truck and as healthy as any vehicle 
just out of the shop.  That wasn’t the extent of its personality.  Sometimes it was a little slow to 
start when the morning temperature was in the single or minus digits, and its trot, especially on 
Wyoming wash-board roads was not an easy one to sit. Bouncing along, it chatted as well, 
rattling and squeaking on and on about whatever it was we were yelling about over the din.  The 
truck never faltered, though; it got us where we needed to go.  It never broke in any major way, 
never let us down.   
 
Okay, there were exceptions.  A flat tire or two, and if you hit a bump just right, the key fell out 
of the ignition.  It kept running, though.  It was born to run. 
 
It loved the mountains.  It didn’t mind if we were on easy roads crossing the wide prairie, fording 
a mountain creek, or squeezing our way through a narrow supposed county road lined with pine 
trees that swung and smacked our quickly wound up windows.  It learned to back up; it got a lot 
of practice.  It was equally content to sit for hours on the side of a logging road, while John 
sawed fallen trees into eventual firewood and I carried the short logs to the truck, throwing both 
myself and the wood into the long bed, building up each of the five tiers.  I talked to the truck 
because I swear it sighed as it grew heavier.  I apologized, and I said, “Thank you.”   
 
One late summer day, we backed the truck into our wood cutting destination.  We worked for an 
hour or so, and then a light rain began to fall.  John and I quickly covered our gear and ran to the 
truck.  Having learned from experience in our younger years as woodcutters, we moved the truck 
to slightly higher ground closer to the road, and settled in to wait out the shower.  I had piled our 
lunch to the middle of the front seat, and we ate the slow meal of those who must wait for 
Mother Nature to move to the next location in her day’s story.  The raindrops on the cab roof 
sounded like pops from a small hammer.  The cab grew chilly, but we were cozy.   
 
This wasn’t the first time we beat a retreat to the truck’s little cabin, and it wasn’t the first time I 
no longer thought of the bench seat as just that and the dashboard as just that.  The space was 
now a sitting room, with a sofa and a table.  I stored a few things in the glove box as delicately as 
I would place jewelry in my bedroom dresser drawer.  I sighed; John sighed; the truck, I’m sure, 
sighed.  This was home for as long as we needed it to be.  We decorated the sitting room with 
recalled memories of a truck that hauled, besides us, three sons, always two dogs, and always 
two horses.  
  



The truck came to live with us in 2001, when we were living in Sheridan, Wyoming.  As soon as 
my husband of Scottish descent started looking for a pickup, he fell victim to sticker price shock.  
His sense of purchase prices was stuck in the good old days when a dress shirt cost $3.00 and a 
truck for, well, a great deal less than the 2000 models were going for.  I shopped with him, day 
after day, month after month, as he searched for a “sensibly priced” truck.  Eventually, we were 
introduced to a 1996 like-new blue Ford.  “Can’t beat a Ford,” I tossed back at my husband.  
“Can’t beat the price either,” I said impatiently.  He stared for a while, told the salesperson we’d 
think about it, talked lovingly about it the entire drive home, and then bore down to “think about 
it.”  I suffered this indecision for about two weeks, and then, as Mother’s Day approached, I 
hauled John with me to the dealership, told him he could not refuse a Mother’s Day gift, 
continued with the threat to make a scene if he didn’t sign papers, and finally followed him in the 
car, smugly, as he drove the truck off the lot and turned it toward home. 
 
We name nearly every significant belonging, especially our vehicles. The blue Ford truck went 
through all sorts of noble names but none stuck.  I grew fond of the sound of its gentle rumble as 
it turned in the driveway, signaling that John was home for the night and we, with our young 
sons, would be a happy family through dinner, games, stories, and soon bedtime.  I grew fond of 
the truck’s display of loyalty and reliability—but for my inability to get the clutch peddle in all 
the way, but that’s my fault as a very short person, and not the truck’s—and started patting it on 
its dashboard after every trip, including my solo excursions, saying, “Thanks, old truckee.”  
Truckee stuck.  
 
Cars can be quiet, but a pickup truck has a travel rumble and a shifting-of-gear language all its 
own.  You have to have a keen ear, and I’m sure intuition and time of day play a bit of a part, but 
nevertheless, whenever John started down the street, many houses before ours, first on Cedar 
Avenue in Sheridan and then on Laramie’s Ord Street, our dear old yellow Labrador, Calvin, 
would leap into his chair at the front window, throw his head back, and let out a long peel, like 
the Angel Gabriel’s blasting horn, “Boe, woe, woe, woe.”  Our two-year-old black Lab, 
Chauncey, couldn’t belt it out as such, but he would instead start an energetic, winding, leaping 
destructive dance in our small living room long before the truck pulled up to the front of the 
house.   
 
I grew up on the east coast, beach country, and had never known a pickup truck, at least not in 
our neighborhoods.  When I started a Master’s program at the University of Wyoming, I became 
good friends with a prof and his brown 1969 Ford pickup truck with black wooden side racks.  
He called the truck Dearie, and whenever I saw Dearie in the parking lot that serviced the Fine 
Arts Building, I knew my friend, who I eventually married, was around.  I loved Dearie for that.  
Dearie was the first in a line of pickups, a necessity, according to John.  After Dearie came the 
white GMC, the baby-blue Ford that heroically transported us and our first baby across the 
country in the dead of winter to surprise my husband’s mother, the red Ford with the crew cab 
that seated three sons and at least two dogs, and then Truckee.  I can’t change truck tires, I can 
barely maneuver into a small parking space, and full engagement of the clutch remains a dream.  
But our home wouldn’t be a home without a pickup truck.   
 
About a year ago, John bought a newer horse trailer, one that could more easily load our two 
equine buddies.  About the same time, he shared with me that he didn’t think he could trust 



Truckee to haul the loaded trailer up the steep grade of highway to the Happy Jack mountain 
trails, heaven on earth on a horse.  As his worry grew, he started looking at used, for-sale pickup 
trucks.  Again he hemmed and hawed at prices and suffered from sticker shock.  His indecision 
wore on me, and when he asked if we would test drive a 2009 white GMC with a powerful 
enough engine to haul the trailer and no clutch, I breathed a sigh of relief and grabbed my coat.  
Twenty-four hours of indecision followed and then I announced that if he didn’t call the dealer to 
say we’d take the truck, I would.  We bought the truck. 
 
The hard part followed.  We had to sell Truckee. Truckee had been our baby, our loyal steed, our 
buddy who parked itself on the street in front of the house.  When in the car, I passed Truckee, I 
knew he was with John and I knew John was safe.  Truckee had seen all three boys head off to 
college, had tolerated the trips with our exuberant Labrador puppy to dog training classes.  
Truckee was patient every time I grinded the gears; we only replaced the clutch once.  John and I 
began our grieving. 
 
John put the ads out, and we received all manner of dissatisfying calls or emails.  We were 
beginning to wonder if we should have bought the GMC, when a woman—respecting her 
privacy, I will call her L—sent  John an email, said she was interested in buying the blue Ford 
for her partner, who wanted a reliable truck to transport him, L, and their dog to the mountains.  
L knew the truck; she and John had worked together at the college.  John briefed me, and it was 
as if our grief blew away on a gust of Wyoming wind.  We would happily sell Truckee to these 
people. 
 
On the day of the sale, I followed John and Truckee to the bank, where we would complete the 
sale.  I cried during that trip.  After all papers were signed and money and property exchanged, I 
went outside, patted Truckee one last time, told him he’d been such a good truck, and then 
climbed into the passenger seat of the car and waited for John.  I cried some more.   
 
L sent us an email that afternoon, saying that her partner, so happy, and the dog had already gone 
for a drive in their new truck.  She added:  “It’s quite the special truck.  Absolutely perfect.  Big 
adventures are being imagined.”  Indeed.   
 
We’ve since seen Truckee around town.  He looks younger, honestly.  Sitting on the street in 
front of his new home, he looks proud.  We hope he misses us as we do him, but we know he’s 
happy.  We are too.   
 
We’ve given our new truck a name, kind of fancy and formal, but it probably won’t stick 
because I’ve already started patting him on his dashboard.   


