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Zion Lodge

Hey Buddy,


About 15 years ago, this jerk I used to know put these words in a rock song:


“He’d like to spend the night in Zion,


He’s been a long while in Babylon”


That’s pretty darn true for me today, after four nights in the howling chaos and annoying low-life society of Las Vegas! Man, I was not in the mood for that place. In the past, I’ve always found it moderately amusing (or at least that other guy did), but the traffic, the incessant jangling and ringing of slot machines, the crowds of fat ugly people, the lousy food, lousy service, and cheesy hotel room just drove me nuts. I was awful glad to escape from there this morning.


It also occurs to me that you wouldn’t mind spending a night in Zion too. Another line that prescient jerk might have written for you: “Where would you rather be? Anywhere but here.” I’m sure that’s true enough, no? This time it’s my turn not to know what to say or do, but I hope I can be as good a friend to you through this bad time as you were through my bad times. I’ve told you before, but it bears repeating: nobody was as devoted to being my friend as you were, and I’m glad to have the opportunity to repay some of that dedication. So before I get away from this maudlin seriousness, just let me say that not only will I do anything I can to help you get out of, or through, this ignorant situation, but your family will be looked after for as long as it takes. Just don’t be worrying about that. As long as I’m around, they’ll be okay.


I miss you man, and wish like hell you were here with me in Zion, instead of there in Babylon. We’d both be having a lot more fun!
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