Errors and Omissions
One of the things that I have to take credit/responsibility for are the errors that

occurred at different times in the kids lives.

Probably the greatest flaw in my thinking occurred early in the progression

of Jill's disease. I knew that caring for her would end up consuming me, my time 

and all of the things that I did. As long as it was possible I tried to present the

 illusion of things being normal. Jill was still able to be mobile and the kids

 were young we took trips and tried to do the every day family things. We

 camped and took trips. Then as Jill became less mobile we had to change 

the type of trips. We went to family things with the Tolman family The annual 

reunion at west Piney. This was always over the 4th of July weekend, at least

 until the girls camp stake joined with another and started to fill in the days.

We were often included in activities with Dorothy's family. While mom and

 dad Rushton were alive we spent a lot of time with them. We even took a trip to Little Lemhi with my family for a reunion. But the error I made was in my thinking.

I made a very conscious decision that I was going to devote all of my time to Jill.

Well I knew that there had to be something for me and I had started into 

Scouting and used that as an outlet for myself. In fact for our fifth year wedding

anniversary I went to Woodbadge for the week. Scouting was to become both a

 millstone and stressor relief for me. It was all that allowed me to escape the

24 hour a day/seven day a week responsibility of care for Jill. So I worked,

did scouting, fixed the cars, and cared for Jill. I had decided that the teachings

we had given to the children would have to do, and that they would have to 

make good decisions for themselves. Alas that was not to be. I failed to take into account the toll that mom's illness was taking on them. They were given no good stratigity

for how they were to cope with Jill's illness. As a result the made errors that I have

a responsibility for. When things went south like they sometimes do,

my reply to these young minds was you did not come with an instruction manual

and I'm doing the best that I can. I apologize for casting you into the wind.

The only defense is not a good one. I thought that I needed all the money I could

earn just to keep up with what was going on. However it turns out that it was still not enough. I was continually spending more than I was earning, and the method of

dealing with it was to keep bumping up my overdraft amount. It turned out that 

was continuing to drag me down. When this whole spiral came to an end my overdraft

amount was in the $5,000 range. At 28% interest no less.          
     I was not the best instructor. There were times that I assumed things only

 to find out that my basis was flawed. All of my mechanical knowledge came 

about through necessity not desire to learn. I have to say as well that my dad

was not mechanical. One of the things he said on occasion was that he hated to have dirt/grease under his fingernails. As a result my instructions were less than stellar.

As I type this the first indication was when Mike was working on the Scout. Rather

than being there under the hood with him I was kicked back relaxing with LeeAnne.

For the first time in a lot of years I did not have that necessitated drive to work all

of the hours that had been my habit. I was enjoying the laziness.

At any rate back to Mike and the Scout. I do not recall what the initial problem was

that led to him working on it. Somewhere  along the line he took the battery out. 
I don't know if it was to charge it or if he had replaced a part or what now. It has been

too long. Perhaps Mike could tell us. When you read this you might add your thoughts.

Any way it was not starting and I suggested a jump to boost the battery. He brought one of the other cars over and hooked it up. The next thing I hear about are burning/melting wires. I had not looked over what he was doing and thus did not catch that he had put the battery in backwards. The positive pole was hooked up to ground and the negative to the wiring in the whole car. As the results he melted big bundles of the wiring together.

That kind of took care of him wanting to work on the Scout.

Probably the next was when David had problems with the little brown Nissan that he had.

Somewhere he ended up with a blown head gasket. It was probably from an overheating incident but I don't recall checking. At any rate David decided to replace the head gasket.

We talked about what he would have to remove to get to the gasket, and I let him go.

Later we talked about how to tell if the head was warped, and I told rather than showed.

After he got the car back together and running the head gasket blew again. Then when I asked him I found out that he had not understood the importance of what I told him. I had told him that he had to check the head for flatness by putting a straight edge from corner to corner across the head. Well I didn't check and the only straight edge that David could 

find was a tri-square. So he used that and went as far as it could go and then turned it around to go from the other corner. Well after the fact I found the framing square for him and showed him how to check the head. Yes it was warped, and then I went to the machine shop with him to have it machined flat. OK, I had a part of that.

     The next incident I recall was with James. He wanted a truck. He found one and 

was driving it but there was problems. It seems that the truck had been sitting for some time and as a result had water and rust in the gas tank. James had already replaced the starter which was bad and then he asked me about the gas. The problem was that the truck would run and then lose power or sometimes just stop. Then after it had sat for a while it would start and run. Sometimes all you had to do was turn it off and then start it again. Well I deduced that there must be something in the fuel bowl of the carburetor.

When James took the top of the carburetor off and looked sure enough there were particles in the fuel bowl. We talked about getting a glass bowl filter to put inline but it kept filling up with rust particles. So I told James that he would have to clean out the gas tank. When he asked how I said run it dry and then take it off and wash/flush it out with water and then let it dry and then put it back on the truck and refill it with fresh gas.

Well James explained that he had just put a bunch of gas in the tank. So I told him he could drain the gas and put it into something and then when he was done pour the gas back into the tank. To the question what do I use, the plastic paint style buckets would be OK. See where this is going? I assumed that he understood the volatility of gas. I also assumed a lid. And I also assumed years of knowledge and maturity.

Well as Paul Harvey would say "and now the rest of the story".

This will be in stages from a couple of view points. First mine, I was only a knowledge base not a hands on participant. Second because of that James was working on it down the street at his friends house not in our garage, assuming he could have got the truck in it in the first place. Any way I get off the bus at the corner of Airport and Ridge and as I get in my car I see this big black pillar of smoke in the air over by East Airport road, Alexander, Highland or  somewhere close. Well I head down to the Chevron to get a mug for the evening and the thought comes to me " that's James truck". Well I get the mug and hear home. At this time the pillar of smoke is gone and as I drive up East Airport, I see the problem is not there. Then I turn on Highland and the problem is not there, As I pass Alexander I see that the problem is not there. Then I turn into Hillridge to a knot of people and the fire truck and milling firemen. As I approach the burnt out hulk of James truck I am met by the fire chief. He asks me if I can talk to my son, they already have the story from the others but James is insisting that it must have been static electricity from something. As I take him in my arms his refrain if I can't afford this. I ask him if he is OK and tell him that is all that matters. We talk and I explain if he sticks to his version of events the firemen will have to do a full investigation which will cost more time and money. As the story comes out it is that they had put the gas in white plastic buckets and then moved them out into the street away from where they were working. Then he said that he found some matches in the truck and he lit some and was burning the drops of gas they had spilled as they moved the buckets. No they did not have lids on them. When they say that the buckets were on fire the first thought they had was to put it out, with the garden hose. When the stream of water his the burning gas it pushed it out of the bucket and onto the ground all around the bucket. James said that he tried to push his truck out of the way but couldn't.

     Now LeeAnne saw part of the drama. He comment was that she looked out just in time to see James run for the hose. She hollered out that they couldn't use water but they had to smother the flames, then she turned and called 911. She said that they needed a fire truck on Hillridge and when asked is there a fire said not yet but there is going to be.

Well that got the fire truck there before the gas got to the car and boat in front of James truck. Then we started talking about whose truck it was. The woman James was buying it from came on the scene as well as our neighbor who was also our insurance agent. The lady had it towed and the discussion as to ownership went on. (Perhaps this would be a good time to describe what I saw and what kind of truck we are now talking about.)

As I looked over the truck, the most obvious thing other than the fire was that the back tires were blown out/burned up. The truck was charred from the back to the engine compartment. As I looked inside the cab it was all burned with lumps of things on the floor. I thought that I saw the stator for the starter that James had replaced, but it didn't look right. Then I realized that it was not from the starter but had to be from the windshield wiper motor. Then I noticed that the front windshield was melted out, and of course there was no seat just coils of the springs that had been the seat. All in all there was a lot of thing that came out. Two of the cordless phones of the friend as well as James cell phone had been in the cab. Now all there was inside was a bunch of charred mass. It turns out that although James still owed about a $1000 on the truck it was decided that James did own the truck and that as a new purchase he was automatically

covered for full coverage  insurance  with a $500 deductable. Thank you Scott.

Again this is an error on my part that I did not provide sufficient detail to prevent disaster.               

