Hellhound on My Trail

Boyce Brown



Breaking Out
Fall Semester 1985, Belgrade Yugoslavia

Hawaii, which I love dearly, has never been able to keep me. A latch key only
child left largely to my own devices from a very early age, I peddled, ran or hiked across
every road, ridge, and trail on O'ahu, 130 miles around, 100 miles paved. I quickly came
to know everything there was to know about the physical layout of my tiny island. I
dreamt endlessly of escaping its narrow confines, possessed by a desire to get out and
stay out for extended periods of time, longer than the occasional junkets: interisland trips,
journeys with my Dad to see his best friend in Los Angeles, trips with my Mom to see
her people in North Carolina and regular Christmas vacations with my Dad's big family
in El Paso every other Christmas, alternating holidays an informal clause of the custody
agreement.

There were always side trips from El Paso to Juarez to eat greasy tex-mex, and
buy cheap booze and groceries and pots and pans, to Carlsbad Caverns to spelunk with
elevators and well-lit concrete pathways and gawk at the swarming bats of dusk, to White
Sands to slide down massive sand dunes on metal discs and cardboard boxes, to Ruidoso
in beautiful pine mountains for skiing at Sierra Blanca on the Mescalero Apache
reservation and acquaint myself with strange and delightful things like snow, alpine
meadows and mountain streams near our rented A frame cabins.

The long series of El Paso visits came to an end when Grandma Nana died as [
entered high school. Grandpa Brown died when I was three. I didn't remember him at
all.

Because I had been studying Mandarin Chinese since the 7th grade, [ went on a
six week student tour in China during the summer between 9th and 10th grade. An
obnoxious group of Jewish American Princesses from Scarsdale High School went with

us. I quickly learned that Scarsdale had one of the highest per capita incomes in the



country. In Hawaii, | had only been to one Bar Mitzvah. We had pizza and cokes at the
reception.

One fat ugly junior, who won big points for being heavily into the Cramps, started
me on the road to sexual awakening. We would lie in her cool subterranean dorm room
three stories beneath the dusty, cicada-droning heat of Summer Beijing together on her
narrow bed, our heads facing in opposite directions, each reaching up under pants or
shorts, under panties or underwear, gently feeling up each other's hips and ass. On the
few occasions I went for the pubes, my errant hand got an immediate smack.

Everyone borrowed each other novels. Iread Kurt Vonnegut's Breakfast of
Champions and the first three volumes of Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy, broke into
someone's Oreos and got into alot of trouble.

After four weeks studying the language and taking sightseeing trips in and around
Beijing, we spent the last two weeks riding trains all over the huge country, usually in
unairconditioned third class cabins. There were many long hot journeys including a 12
hour trip from Beijing to Xian, where I saw the awe-inspiring terra cotta armyj, still in the
ground where they were discovered, an aircraft hanger built over them. At most toilets
all across the nation, in the largest cities or the most isolated rural outhouses, you
squatted over a hole and did your business. You also quickly learned to bring your own
toilet paper. We progressed onward through Nanking, Shanghai and the gardens of
Suzhou. Rather a let-down for being of such legendary beauty. The lack of material
comforts was beginning to make the Scarsdale girls insufferable.

I was happy to close relations with them as they grew more and more aggravating
over the course of our travels, especially after it became obvious that there couldn't be
anything between me the cutest member of their delegation, a Chinese-American. Even
more so as | was growing close to a Haole kamaaina girl who was much cuter than my
Westchester County Temptress of Fondled Asses. She had gone to my school since

kindergarten but was a grade ahead of me and had spent her last two years in San Rafael



High School near San Francisco, or "San Ra-hell" as she called it. I never knew her from
school before the trip. She had strong arms and a strong back from windsurfing in the
northern end of the San Francisco Bay all the time, very sexy. She was excited to return
to our school so she could windsurf Hawaiian waters for the first time and meet all of her
old friends again.

On one of our last nights in the People's Republic of China before Hong Kong, we
found ourselves lying together on the patio of my shared room in the lodgings of our
delegation at the Shanghai Physical Education University dormitories. We stroked each
other's stomachs beneath shirts and talked. It was sweet and tender. I progressed from
hand-on-breast-over-shirt to hand-on-breast-over-bra, delighted at my progress.

Answering my prayers in a way I was not at all expecting, she said "Let me bag
this bra."

There is a God! I didn't even have to ask her for permission, or try to unhook it!
Manna falling from the sky! Good fortune indescribable! We kept at it for some time,
never going too far or pushing anything too fast, and decided upon a walk for a change of
scenery and greater privacy. It was heady and delightful.

(I had only had one real relationship before that, with Kara. She took me
horseback riding through the tropical pastures of Windward O'ahu around the Olomana
mountain stables because she loved the big zany ties I wore shirtless to cross country
practice in 9th grade. I kissed her on Kailua Beach that evening after horseback riding,
staying over at a girl's house for the first time in my life. As we cuddled on the sand and
gave each other shy pecks here and there, I accidentally touched her pubic hair through
the fly of her boxer shorts while caressing her stomach. "I would make a pass at you if
only knew how," I said shyly.)

We stopped to lay down together in the middle of the dewy grass of the sports
field. Tightly wound silvery ropes of clouds hung across the bright full moon sky. I

kissed her breast, my first. Walking back to the dormitory, we bumped into a group of



Chinese teachers and students, some of whom I recognized as our local chaperones. We
were informed that they were many search parties made of members of our delegation
and local chaperones had launched to find us. I tried to talk my way out of it in
Mandarin, but the authorities had already been notified and too many people had already
gone to too much trouble.

We were both inches away from being sent back to Hawaii early without
completing our trip in Hong Kong. I was really looking forward to seeing one of the
most cosmopolitan and vibrant cities of the world. We wound up finishing the tour, but
only because expedited flights couldn't be scheduled.

We fooled around a few more times after we returned to Hawaii. On the most
exciting occasion we did everything except penetration on the quiet isolated banks of
tropical Nu'uanu stream above Kapena Falls.

The next summer I walked to the same waterfall on my way home the last day of
school with a friend who was going to a running camp with me that weekend. I was
relishing a swim at the neighborhood swimming hole as a proper way start to summer. I
jumped in from the highest ledge, about thirty feet up, reached out to grab a leaf from a

tree on the way down, got swung sideways and landed on the side of the face.

All T heard was a loud ringing. Swimming was done. I made us start walking the
last mile of four home. The ringing gradually subsided to a weird echoey effect as we
walked. After a very short time trying to relax at home, it became excruciatingly painful.
I was rushed to the emergency room for codeine and ear drops to fix a busted eardrum.
No swimming for two months! Before summer had even started! In Hawaii surrounded
by an ocean and perfect weather! Where everyone surfs and swims all summer!

My first great escape out of Hawaii was in my junior year of high school. By
chance my father happened to sit next to the Western United States Director of a large

international student exchange organization on a plane. He encouraged me to apply. I



leapt at the chance, even though a requirement of the program was that you couldn't pick
your destination. They could have thrown me in any random Third World hell hole and I
would have gladly gone. It would have been Out. Anywhere but here. Gone Daddy
gone.

I would have ventured anywhere in the world except Western Europe. I was
adamant about that. "EVERYBODY goes to Western Europe," I thought to myself with
bitter self-satisfaction. "I don't want to go where everybody else goes."

I had been on a quest since adolescence for radical sincerity and individuality,
contradicting norms, pinpointing contradictions and decrying incongruity anywhere I
could find it. (This was of course before I learned the horrendous and banal news that
you can be as distinctive and high minded as you want to be and only a handful will ever
notice, not to mention that there is nothing new under the sun, creatively speaking.)

The country I was assigned to was suitably esoteric: Yugoslavia. Every so often I
can still smell a peculiar combination of wood smoke and roasting red bell pepper that
brings all the memories back in a flood. The bleak gray brown dinginess of the buildings
and leafless trees of the rolling countryside. The school where I felt like a stump of wood
who couldn't understand a word. The teachers who could've cared less. The female
schoolmates I had recreational crushes on. Trying to get it on with them was about the
only reason to go to school.

I talked to two in particular. One was much cuter, more shapely, taller and had a
better smile than the other. So, shyly, I talked to the other one more often and tried to use
her as a go-between. Once my go-between passed me a note from the cute one that said
in Serbo-Croatian: "You are a handsome and respectable boy." It was tantamount to a
declaration of love. I was delighted but never capitalized on it.

The families of these two girls were on opposite sides of an extremely famous

feud decades earlier between Monarchists and Reformers (Petrovich and someone else).



People on both sides were assassinated. They joked about it but with an undertone of
bitterness.

For the first time I was nearly as free as an adult to do as I pleased, with no little
accountability, few responsibilities and a small amount of ready cash. The $16 monthly
stipend was the best money I had ever seen in my life. We had to go ask for it from our
program director downtown bi-weekly. Living with a Yugoslavian host family took care
of meals and lodging. My little stipend went pretty far there, where my host father who
had a masters degree in Anthropology was forced to work as a electrician for
$250/month, glad to be in such a stable occupation.

I bought the ice cream and coffee my host family couldn't afford and still had
money enough to spare to haunt the smoky cafes of the bohemian Skadarlija District
down the hill towards the river from Downtown, order small pizzas served with little
decanters of olive oil to be eaten with forks and knives (tres Continental) and the local
beer, "B.I.P. Pivo." Even though I always ordered a beer because I could, I always

wished I had ordered a Coke.

Riding the Rails
October 7 1985, Belgrade Yugoslavia

I tried my hand at riding the rails. An alarm clock began my journey at 4:00 a.m.
By 4:20 a.m. I woke up, and packed food, water and a book. By 4:30 a.m. I was on the
bus headed for the rendezvous. By 4:50 a.m. I got off and started looking for the Hotel
Pusik. For all of my planning I wasn't quite sure where we were to meet. I felt like
Hitler on the Eastern Front, improvising. What is it about Slavic culture that invites you
to just wing it?

I walked the dark streets and read Cyrillic street signs to place myself on the map,
which I opened like an eager tourist

"Never put off till tomorrow what you can do at 5:00 a.m.!" I told myself cheerily.



I soon found the closed hotel. I wondered why it was closed. Don't some people
want in or out of a hotel at 5:00 a.m.? 15 minutes later, Bonnie arrived. We started on
our way towards the railroad yard.

We made a very cautious entry, carefully avoiding all of the watch houses and
passing trucks. We checked out the different types of boxcars and their locks. In the
midst of our detective work, a set of cars started on its way to Zagreb or Greece and
Bonnie jumped. "Where will we sit? Where will it go?" I wondered and coaxed her back
off, ruining our first chance at hitting the happy trails. Since our adventure was just
beginning, we took it in stride. Even in crisis, our minds stayed clear. We decided to go
and wait at the junction where every train going south had to pass, hoping that numbers
might insure us a ride.

We walked more boldly now. The dawn was starting to break. Lots of people
were using the yard as a short cut to catch buses to work. Should I have foreseen its
utility as a short cut and walked boldly from the start to avert suspicion? We arrived at
the junction and hid in the bushes. As we skulked under cover, it occurred to me that
people seeing such guilty behavior as this might assume we were trying to jump on the
next train. Maybe playing it more open would be the way to go.

It was totally daylight by now. We waited and passed the time with Bloom
County books, chocolate bars and gummy bears. At first, we threw everything in our
bags and stood at attention every time a train passed. We quickly grew tired of the
frenzied packing and unpacking and began a new practice of confirming whether these
attention-getting trains were in fact the freight trains that we needed. Up until now how
they'd all been passenger trains.

We were sitting, books and candy strewn everywhere, when an electric train
stopped and the conductor asked us aboard. We quickly gathered all of our crap and
jumped on. We gathered from his bad English and our bad Serbian that he would take us

to Novi Sad, the next big city down the line.



So we rode the rails not in a dusty boxcar but in the first class section of an empty
train! We sat and marveled at the view and our good luck. How could it go so well? But
after 10 kilometers, the conductor told us to get off without telling us why. We weren't
worried. We still had Bloom County.

After I finished the last cartoon, I starting looking around. An empty set of open
boxcars! Too bad it wasn't moving. Another empty passenger train pulled up. It had an
open door. It was like the door in horror movies, when they start playing that suspenseful
music.

"I don't want to go in there. There might be a penalty!" I joked nervously.

As a matter of discipline and dedication to adventure I jumped on. I checked to
see if the conductor was barreling down the train's walk way, intent on doing me bodily
harm. He wasn't. Bonnie hopped on board and we ducked into the bathroom in case he
walked through the train. We were close together, senses heightened. After a long wait
we started moving. It felt great! We had conquered our fears and were moving towards
the unknown, maybe to arrive hundreds of miles away in a different country!

A kilometer later, at the next station, it stopped. I went out of the bathroom and
poked my head out of the train at the railyard around us. A janitor got on! We're in a
bathroom! Let's go!

We jumped out. We thought we had put what we thought would be enough
distance between us and the station to avoid all relations with the authorities of the
maintenance yard. It turned out to be not enough. Someone must have seen us. Shortly
after I'd checked out the other remaining trains for prospects of moving again, some
station guys came up to us. I knew it would be trouble.

They marched us inside and started asking questions, some in English, some in
Serbo-Croatian. Luckily, that original ride gave us a ready made excuse. Bonnie picked

up on it and we soon sailed through.



"We got a ride but he kicked us off," she said. "We've been trying to get back
ever since."

"Why don't you have your passports?"

"We didn't know we were going anywhere," she continued.

After consultations on the phone concluded in our favor, they brought us both
Cokes. One of the officials took us to the nearest bus stop. We gave up riding the rails

for the day and caught the bus home.

Puppies
October 8-15 1985, Belgrade Yugoslavia

Those dogs were always barking. I had ventured into the shrubs around my host
family's apartment block before to engage them in mortal combat, skirt death by their
gruesome fangs, and perhaps kill a dog in order to show the others it was not a good
neighborhood for barking dogs but they always fled before I arrived.

I heard a barking dog while I was playing soccer nearby and I lost no time
running over to play judge, jury and executioner. I jumped into the brush with voracious
barks of my own. The offending dog was long gone but I heard a rustling and looked
down. I had jumped into a litter of eight puppies. Making a quick transition from
combatant to puppy-lover, I sat down and starting playing with them, doing the usual,
stroking and holding them, letting them hop and tumble around near me. They did the
usual, tail wagging, licking, biting and trying to make off with my fingers, as if I might
not miss it if they pulled slowly enough.

I came back the next morning to play with them again. I came back that
afternoon and they were gone. As I made my final survey before leaving for good, I saw
them in a new spot nearby. Just four. I thought the other four had died. Then two came

by. Then one, then the eighth.



So we played for days. I read Walden with them. I was bored in this dingy city
where I didn't know the language and the dogs were a welcome diversion. | enjoyed
watching the furry daredevils leap at my fingers, miss and then dramatically confront the
fact that the slope we played on turned their six inch jumps into two foot free falls to
waiting thuds below. They bumped my forehead when they tried to bite my ears, and fell
on their backs and slid down the slope.

I knew they were hungry. It appeared their mother had abandoned them. But
when they started eating dead cats, I had to end our relationships. It was O.K. There's
not much variety in playing with puppies. For awhile they beat back the boredom in
Belgrade. For a moment eight clumsy dogs were the saving grace of Yugoslavia, a

country that had beaten back divisions of Nazis on its own in W.W. II.

Steppes Unrolling
December 1985, Belgrade Yugoslavia

My elder host brother spoke English well, which contributed to my laziness about
learning the language. Between that and hanging out with the other seven exchange
students from my organization way too often (four Americans, two Norwegians and an
Irish), I never got an adequate handle on the language to make it in school or really throw
myself headlong into the culture.

My favorite moments were cutting school to run and walk by myself all day in the
suburbs and surrounding countryside, veritable third world villages, past cinder block
huts alongside rocky unpaved streets, chickens foraging in the wretched mud of weakly
piddling streams on the sides, across packed dirt trails through fields and forests, or else
to clamber the endless walls and alleys of the ancient Roman ruin of Kalemegdan
Fortress, standing high on a bluff overlooking the confluence of the Sava and Danube

rivers. I could sit for hours on some precarious perch, suspended two hundred feet in the



air staring at those two brown green rivers, the island floating where they joined, and
those endless, endless brown plains receding into the distance.

I felt the vast steppes unrolling in an almost unbroken flatness through Romania,
the Baltic Sea, Central Asia, land of high cheekbones and bushy mustaches, all the way to
China. All of that impossible vastness taunted me, as newly fallen snow demands fresh
tracks to violate its purity. I thought of the Huns, the Mongols and the many nomadic
warrior races that had crossed great distances on horseback across endless oceans of grass
for millennia to ride along the plains below me now.

I knew I was at an ancient crossroads of Europe, Asia and Africa and promised
myself that no jet airplane would herd me back home to the islands in June when my stay
ran out. On the threshold of an opportunity so grand - one granted to so few and one
which may never come again - it would be a crass betrayal to return, contemptible,
pathetic and weak.

We exchange students especially liked to watch broadcasts of the American
television show "Dynasty" together. Everyone brought a piece of the party puzzle. Juice,
cookies, sweets or beer and wine. These were often fine parties. Lisa and Bonnie, the
two objects of my affection, were almost always there, much to my delight. They kept
my romantic hopes alive in an otherwise boring city. When I was into Lisa she wasn't

into me, and vice versa for a frustrated round or two.

Blues Closet
December 1985, Belgrade Yugoslavia

My host family's apartment couldn't have been larger than 600 square feet at the
top floor of a six story walk-up, across the way from a good looking young couple with a
baby and a black Mercedes. The man was a successful manager of the state baking
company. They seemed rich. It made the top floor seem desirable, like they were the

best places in the joint, even though they were both so dinky.



My relationship with my host mother deteriorated rapidly as she complained
about me directly to my foreign exchange program local director without giving me a
chance to defend myself or address her concerns, damaging my standing in the program.
One problem appeared to be that I drank too much of their expensive coffee. These
admonishments were especially strange as she had never participated in meetings with
my exchange program before. My host brother did all of that because he spoke the best
English. When she finally participated, it was only to bad rap me. I felt bitter and
frustrated.

I dealt with my alienation by setting up shop for myself in the pantry closet most
evenings. It was big enough for me to sit in it with a chair and prop my legs up on a shelf
after moving canned goods and bags of onions, potatoes and apples out of the way. I
listened to blues tapes and drank espresso in the dark.

We exchange students had a country-wide gathering of our tribe in Sarajevo in the
Winter. On the train ride to and from Belgrade we bought cheap white wine from the
canteen and turned it into a rolling party. We were a small group. Baker's dozen from
throughout the country, representing a wide variety of nations, predominantly America,
Norway and Ireland. Most of us were placed with families in Belgrade, the capital.

Sarajevo was a beautiful ancient city in a snow covered mountain bowl with the
gentle Drina flowing through the middle of town. The natives justifiably prided
themselves on the racial tolerance, historic architecture and natural beauty of their
cosmopolitan surroundings. For centuries, Sarajevo had been at the confluence of the
powerful Ottoman Empire, Austro-Hungarian Empire and a doggedly independent
Serbia, alternatively suffering and prospering as a theater of war, crossroads of trade, and
center of culture and learning. Since W.W. I, they had known peace.

Their greatest claims to fame were as the setting of the assassination that started
World War I, the 1984 Winter Olympics, and the famous novel by Ivo Andric,

Yugoslavia's only Nobel Prize-winning author.



"This is the only equal to Hawaii as a place of peaceful diversity and hybridity in
the world," I thought to myself as our group toured around the town. "They should be as
proud of their city as I am of Hawaii." I felt a kinship with the inhabitants.

One evening while the rest of our delegation was doing goofy team building-type
exercises, [ was taken to the side and given alot of heat about my lack of investment in
the Yugoslavian culture and other assorted failings by three program alumni in their early
twenties, swarthy Yugoslavian male twins and an intense short Australian chick who was
just in Yugoslavia on holiday in conjunction with our Sarajevo trip. I had met the twins
in passing a few times before in Belgrade. They were friends with Bonnie and had
always seems generically friendly before. Fucking backbiters.

"You have got to change. Fullstop," the Australian woman decreed. She had just
joined the police force of her hometown back in Oz and was by far the most bellicose and
belligerent. The twins were in the amen choir. Various assorted sanctions and penalties
were threatened. I barely understood the nature of the charges against me, which had just
come up very recently, and these strangers were threatening me with all manner of
sanctions and penalties. I wondered why my local director wasn't involved in this
harangue. At least she had more background on the situation.

"Fullstop?! You don't "fullstop" me! Nobody "fullstops" me! Especially a
woman ['ve never met before and twins I barely know," I thought. "What the hell do they
know about my situation?! I barely know them from Adam. You threaten me, I'm gone.
Fuck you!"

As soon as they were done berating me, I went out for a long walk in the slow
heavy snow, absolutely fuming, and began plotting how to leave. After returning to our
hotel for a hat and gloves, Bonnie joined me for my second leg. We walked with our
arms over each other's shoulders down a random snowy road in Sarajevo.

"I'm attracted to you, Boyce."

""And me to you, Bonnie."



"What do we do now then?"

"I don't know."

If I didn't get the chance to go to an American School in Switzerland a few weeks
later, I would have without question begun hitchhiking across the world with a couple
hundred dollars, probably towards Africa first via the Middle East.

The Leysin American School in the Alps near Lake Geneva was a bizarre insular
party school for misfits and rejects whose parents lived and/or worked (usually in oil
production or military technology) the Middle East, Saudi Arabia, Iran, Iraq, the Gulf
Emirates, Europe and the Maghrib (north Africa) and Libya. The school building had the
cardinal advantage of being located only two hundred yards from a ski lift that provided
access to an entire mountain's worth of fabulous ski runs. All of the student body had
either been thrown out of or couldn't get into more socially exclusive prep schools (like
LeRosey Academy) or more academically challenging prep schools (like TASIS, just
across the valley, whose ass we kicked in soccer during a season of playing most of the
Anglophone high schools in the Francophone Swiss Alps, at the end of which I most
unexpectedly won "most valuable player").

We knew we were a second rung school. It showed in low morale, constant
partying, minimal attention to our studies and an obsession with skiing at every
opportunity. Although the drinking age at the three village taverns was officially 16
years old, it was never enforced. In fact, we could even charge our bar tab (few rounds of
beer and Pastis and a basket or two of pommes frites) to our parent's account at school.
Many of the beginners still making the gradual transition to world of depravity eased the
bitter flavor of Swiss draft lager with a shot of grenadine syrup in their mug to make a
pink cocktail that tasted like bubble gum.

There was a smattering of Arab royalty and European playboys, dark eyebrows on
handsome men and charming waifs, accomplished skiers who spoke three or four

languages.



The clique of popular Americans was, strangely, far behind the times. They had
apparently last track of American cultural trends the day they moved to isolated
repressive residential compounds in Saudi Arabia years before. The girls still had wings
in their hair and the guys were still into Def Leppard and Motley Crue and they walked
around with their hands in the rear pockets of each other's acid wash jeans. They were
vehemently against me as a stranger in their isolated little world high in the Alps that
never changed.

I found it strange to be so hated for doing so little by a bunch of awkward hicks.
At least the cool clique that rejected me in Hawaii were handsome, well-dressed and
cosmopolitan! The new wave/punk rock and twisted preppy nerd benches I sat at back in
Hawaii were much cooler than these folks. We were only four or five months behind
California, the mother of all cultural trends.

For over a month, no one talked to me at all. Fortunately, there was skiing to
distract me and regenerate my soul. I skied six or seven times a week for hours at a time,
all day on the weekends.

I loved to go off piste by myself into the forgotten back country forests, far from
the maddening crowds, especially when clouds settled on the mountain tops and left me
dashing quietly through the dark trees stems alone, lost in my own heady and mysterious
world, enchanted by the silence, solitude and thick fog. These expeditions helped me
discover private new trails back to school from various points all over the giant mountain.

Sometimes I ended well below the school and had to climb laboriously back up the slope.

Some expeditions brought home the danger of skiing alone. Once, I was skiing
by myself on a sunny slope that was not actually a part of the ski resort. It was late in the
season and I was very far from anyone. Suddenly, my passage broke loose a huge plate
of packed, melted and remelted snow, five or six inches deep and 300 meters across. If

my skis got caught beneath the sliding snowpack avalanche, I would have been dragged



helplessly down to the bottom along with it. I had no idea how far down the mountain
the avalanche might go, the speeds it might reach, or what it might crash into. I kept my
skis as buoyant as possible and skied quickly across the width of the snow slide
avalanche, actually skiing on top of the sliding mass as it slowly gathered speed on its
way downhill. I made it past the fissure zone into safety and stopped to watch.

After a few hundred meters of sliding downhill, the avalanche had acquired quite
a bit of momentum and destroyed all of the saplings for dozens of meters down a valley
until it ran out of steam among the big trees.

One day in science class, one of the guys in the cool American clique was
amusing himself by squirting me with water from the tap with his hand while the teacher
was away temporarily out of the classroom. It was the straw that broke the camel's back,
the last obnoxious thing I could finally no longer tolerate.

"Isn't this what you're trying to do, my good man?" I said, putting my head under
the tap nearest me and turning it on full blast. I drenched myself and everyone within ten
feet of me, shocking the class. I guess the depths of my frustration finally became
obvious to them, or else they respected, feared and/or were amused by such bizarre
behavior. At least they stopped flipping me off in the hallways! A few started even
taking a shine to me and inviting me to sangria parties.

Shortly after, one of their star boys got his ass kicked when he tried to pick a fight
with the only black kid at school, an extremely gentle Nigerian, who caught the first two
punches in his hands softly and flattened him with one punch back.

Towards the end of the semester I had finally found some real friends, the few
sensitive, intelligent and creative ones there. Some of us would occasionally rendezvous
for shopping and zany madcap adventures in nearby Montreaux, Lausanne and Geneva
on the banks of Lake Geneva and spend the night in the flats and hotel rooms of parents

and friends of friends.



The Teeth of Noon
Spring Semester 1986, Lake Geneva

I got off the train when it stopped in Montreaux and skipped down the stairs into
the street below and the washed out dimness of dusk. Suisse Rail stopped at the top of
the slanted hill town. Over the staccato rhythms of low rise flatroofs I saw Lake Geneva
broad, calm and blue. On the mountains across the lake, spring had lifted the white skirt
of winter off of its green thickness. The mountain walls fell so sheerly into the water that
the lake seemed to be hanging like a precarious cobalt cloud, five hundred yards higher
than it should have been. A lone trout could slip from the bottom, fall wriggling to the
damp ground below and cause the entire ponderous mass to collapse in a chaos of froth
and destruction. As long as I stuck to the high ground I guess it wouldn't matter.

I found the bar Monica mentioned two days ago. Over the phone she said it was
near the auditorium where the pop festival would be held at. They had cheap beer and
real wood. Outside the plain Provencal style facade of the cafe, a clot of fat balding men
stood in a loose circle talking amongst themselves in English. They wore silver
sunglasses too large for their face and black satin jackets over black T-shirts too tight for
their round stomachs. Their talk was brassy and nervous, with frequent lapses into
vengeful quiet. They seemed to be at the vanguard of some sort of mission, a mandate
that gave them a sense of entitlement they were not yet comfortable with. I looked at one
of the sunglassed shovelheads with a scrupulously expressionless face and then broke a
full facial smirk, my mouth an inverted boomerang.

"The French are such fucking snots," I heard one of them say as I looked back,
opening the door to the bar. I caught the M.T.V. logo on the back of their black satin
jackets. Inside there were more of them, some female, trying to adjust to the tyranny of
being in a different country without convenient sources of slurpies and gourmet salads.

They oriented themselves to their situation by making light of their surroundings

with stereotypical popular culture "parlee voo Frances?," mocking it with loud affected



"excusez mois" or playing it up with bumbling Maurice Chevalier lady killer smiles.
Monica sat across the cafe, her back towards me. I skipped across the floor of the bar
dodging tables, tapped her softly on the shoulder, smiled, joined her at her table and ate a
pomme frites from her napkin covered basket. Ilooked up to catch the eye of the short
dark waiter leaning against the bar, raised my eyebrows, pointed to my table, made a
drinking motion and put up one finger.

"Bonjour. Ca va?" I said.

"Ca va bien, merci. Et tous?"

"Bien, bien. What's all of this M.T.V. jazz? Do you know anything about that?"

"Neihardt says they've been here for two nights now," she said with a slight
French accent. She was a great skier, especially with jumps tricks.

"Are they filming the pop festival for television?"

"Taping, mon cheri. Filming is a chemical process." She held back a smile and
leaned back as the waiter came with a liter bottle of beer and a tall thin glass, which I
filled holding it slanted so it wouldn't foam too much.

"So culture has penetrated even this sleepy backwater?"

"For tonight and tomorrow. Do you know who will be playing?"

"All of the big stars. Enough for M.T.V. to be here. Eurthymics, Roger Daltry,
alot of people"

"It is the best of modern music then, no?"

"Yes. Elvis Costello lip synching. Fabulous. How the mighty have fallen. If
M.T.V. is here, everything that was ever genuine has now been lost. It is the kiss of
death."

"Shall we go to another bar and skip the whole affair?"

"No. The show starts in a second. We've already paid. Let's finish up and go in."
It took ten minutes to get inside through the crowd of thousands. We were

whisked through turnstiles fast and fluid without interrupting our heated debate on the



relative merits of the Baroque and Rococo periods. Except for Blake, DeGoya,
Rembrandt and Michelangelo, I couldn't be bothered with western art until the late
nineteenth century. Small booths on the way sold Keith Haring T-shirts and posters. I
touched Monica's shoulder with my hand to stop her and stood immobilized a discreet
distance from the booth, vacillating between buying and not buying a poster of a
breakdancing slinky with a head, arms and legs in three vivid neon colors.

Was I seeking fawning hands of adulation for my good taste just because of where
I had been, a strange, lucky and private intelligence? I broke down and bought it.

The stage in the auditorium was showy chrome and Easter colored lights. Each
group only played one or two songs to make it easy for the boys in the editing room to
deliver a tight show to the viewers at home. By the third mini-set neither of us had any
idea where the other one was and neither cared. I could have spent the night with her on
the shore of Lac Leman in a grand sprawling house all to ourselves in the same
neighborhood as the house Lord Byron, the Shelleys, and company went insane in.

I would have smelled Europe itself for years after every time I smelled her
perfume if I had gone with her but we let ourselves drift apart in the well dressed crowd.
I was cranky with the general regret of lost love and pushed my way harshly to the front
to see Eurythmics finish the night in black leather and white linen. Their set, the best
one, was the only one not lip synched.

The crowd swayed with languorous and unstoppable force. After a third time I
bumped into the same person, he cast me a formally disgusted look. It broke into an
unstartled smile when he apprehended I went to his school in the Alps. I found him again
after the show and slept on the plush carpet of his hotel room.

The sun was hot through the glass of the window and I awoke easily and
completely. Beige carpet, white walls, bright room. Four long bumps in a double bed
and two other bumps on the floor. Green gallon jugs of sangria, brown half-liter bottles

of beer, mounds of gray cigarette butts and gray ash in ashtrays. I took a shower and



brushed my teeth with a watered toothbrush found there and felt largely composed. I slid
open the only window and looked out through the pale gray old buildings onto a sliver of
Lake Geneva shimmering deep blue. I got what I could out of the semi-attractive view
and turned back around to look at the chaos of the hotel room.

A small mound of new Montreaux Pop Festival T-shirts sat in a rumpled heap on
the single table, with the same graphic as my poster. A girl sat up in bed, squirting
tiredly with her back against the wall. She smiled loosely without opening her lips. I
gave her an equally reserved smile back. I pointed to the window, to ask silently if she
would like it closed. She shook her head, smiling gently. I headed out for the 11:30 a.m.
train back to school.

I wanted the first time I saw Dent D'Midi with my new knowledge about the
difficulty of meaningful human contact to occur within the context of my regular ritual.
Swing open my dorm room door onto the patio, lean meditatively on the railing and look
out across the valley. I got on the train and sat on the left side facing away from the
mountain and stared fixedly out the window the opposite direction the whole way.

Peugeots and Fiats drove on the highway, old farmhouses and new apartment
blocks flew by, every hedge was well trimmed, every sidewalk well scrubbed, every wall
in good repair. It seemed as though nothing in Switzerland submitted to gravity, with the
wear and tear of time so consistently effaced by immaculate maintenance. I got off in
Sion and waited for the cog train, keeping the newsstand between me and the mountain.
It was almost as though I was being chased. I couldn't look behind me. I couldn't look at
the mountain. Not now that I knew its name.

The cog train stopped in front of the little kiosk and I got on with some elderly
ladies and a group of third graders. I gave the conductor my thick pasteboard ticket and
went up to stand behind the railing outside at the front of the first car. We left the level

streets of the valley town and rose up the mountain through brown vineyards with gnarled



stumps whose winter pruning remained unsprouted. Dozens of spring rivulets and
waterfalls rushed brown off the mountain.

I got off at the highest stop of the three in the village served by the cog train and
walked back to school with my eyes on the street. The edge of the road was slushy.
Little streams cut through the icy slush on the edge of the road like continental river
systems seen from a satellite. B.M.W.s with ski racks and German plates rolled by on the
noisy sharp black pebbles. Two friends from school making the hallowed Sunday
afternoon trek to the grocery store for chocolate and Muesli said "hi" from the other side
of the road. Ilooked up, said "hi" and looked back down.

In my dorm room, I finally paused a moment. I was burdening the mountain with
too much expectations. What new mysteries did I think I could pry from the mountain
this time, now that I knew its name and could properly invoke the hidden world behind
it? "Letdowns are everywhere," I thought as I opened the patio doors suddenly and
stepped outside. Tattered patches of snow lingered on it forest shadows. The first spring
blooms accented the steep pasture of intense green with yellow and white. Giant herds of
slow cows, each one equipped with a bell, walked up the mountain roads in a delightful
cacophony.

The pasture fell away sharply to a valley of such impossible vastness that it
seemed someone was kidding. I could step off the patio and walk ten miles on springy
air across to the other side, very close to France. I pushed myself off the railings with my
elbows and took a step back, fearing I might actually try. Villages below me were
clusters of brown dots interspersed on the green pastures in a ribbon beneath the mantle
of white snow. Switchback roads scarred z's up ridges into valleys leading to France and
Italy.

I leaned back onto the railing. One mountain asserted itself out of the vast ridge
in size and height, like fourth gear moving out of third. The Teeth of Noon made sense

as a name. It seemed clear to me. The passing of time clamps hard and hurts. The



mountain was so much larger than the rest. There seemed a heartbreak in sheer volume.

An aching tenderness to the finality and completeness of its size.

G.E.D. Bridge
Summer 1986, Honolulu Hawaii

After a rocky start I had come to like skiing and Europe. There had been side
trips to Lucerne to get blasted at their rowdy costumed Mardi Gras in the Catholic
German part of Switzerland (and call my headmaster at night for train fare back after
missing the school bus loaded off my ass), to Portugal's Algarve Coast in the far south for
Spring Break hash, surfing and rattling plastic cases of Sangres beer, and to Salzburg for
the Sound of Music, Mozart and Hitler's Aigelsgarten (beautiful mountains; I stole a
black miner's fez from the tour of the underground salt mine; I taught several people how
to play the pass out game by breathing very deeply for a minute bent over and having
someone hold back the sides of your neck until you pass it, everyone loved; one of our
delegation aroused the foulest stench I have ever smelled as he peeled off his cloths to
sleep in large dorm room all of the guys shared one night, a combination of nearly every
conceivable bad smell, why was he sheepish, how could he not notice; Stroh's rum,
powerful and sweet, was the local specialty and mixed well with everything; a large part
of the central city dated back to the 14th century; the buildings from the 16th century and
earlier all had the dates they were built painted on the corner; a shopping promenade
went right through the historical district; every enterprise had antique or antique-style
brass signs, even McDonalds.)

Although I wouldn't have minded graduating from Leysin American School, the
paternal financing for my Continental aspirations was no more. I returned home to
Hawaii to resume my studies at the Punahou Preparatory Academy, the private school I'd
gone to from 6th to 10th grade and valuable repository of all of my odd intelligent

friends, many from cross country and track.



Upon my return, the dean of my grade said, "Please reapply." She had assured me
before I left that this would not be necessary, that [ would be able to simply return
without any formalities. I personally knew of several people who had also spent their
junior years elsewhere and returned to school without difficulty. My dean told me that
she "was very sorry but there was no room" (in a high school of nearly two thousand!),
reneging on their promise to let me graduate from there. The best efforts behind closed
doors by my Harley-Davidson riding poetry teacher were to no avail.

That summer my best friend Marc (who had also studied with him) and I, when
we weren't too busy philosophizing over pudding pops and Bacardi mixer pina coladas on
my Dad's beautiful pool deck, would occasionally stop by our favorite teacher's faculty
house on campus to drink wine, eat fried Portuguese sausage and talk about writing and
Punahou. Neither of us could understand how such a talented renegade was tolerated by
the staid and conventional faculty and administration. His stark and powerful poetry
seemed relentlessly at odds with the genteel, non-questioning and conformist atmosphere
aspired to by the honchos of the oldest prep school west of the Mississippi River, which
got its start in the mid-19th century as the school for the children of the missionaries and
the occasional Hawaiian royal family member. These missionary families "came to do
good and did very well" in business and sugar, eventually becoming the primary
economic force of the islands. Many of the school buildings were named after the blue
eyed devils who overthrew the native monarchy in 1893.

At one such confab of wine and sizzling sausage, my poetry teacher described the
Star Chamber Meeting of teachers and administrators that decided my fate.

"They asked me 'How do you do it, Hindley? How do you keep him in line? You
seem to be the only one that doesn't have any discipline problems with him?' I didn't
know what to say so I just told them what I thought they wanted to hear. I waited a few

seconds, leaned in slightly towards the table and said 'Because I got him scared." They all



nodded like they knew what I talking about! Scared! You, scared?! Can you imagine?
It was really strange." He laughed with a scornful disgust that I appreciated greatly.

"I was good because I was interested in what you were teaching. I've always been
like that. If I liked the subject and the teacher I did fine. I always did well in English,
Social Studies, Asian Studies, Chinese. I'm surprised none of those teachers went to bat
for me. I thought I had friendly relations with them."

I never understood precisely why they kicked me discreetly out the back door,
forcing me into public school for my senior year. Presumably, it was for some variation
on being a discipline and attitude problem, the catch-all "disruptive influence." The
usual, I guess. They'd been trying to get rid of me since I started attending years ago.
Although their facilities and academics were as good as the best in the nation, it was
essentially a factory to produce standardized units of the ruling class of Hawaii. Any
teenagers who were too arrogant, creative, curious, unconventional, original or obnoxious
to submit to this regimen were simply vomited out of the system.

Although I was stunned and disgruntled about getting kicked out of Punahou (and
the sneaky underhanded way they did it), [ was at least as angry with myself for not
keeping the pledge I made at Kalemegdan Park to walk the earth. Enraged and trapped, I
labored all summer in indentured servitude to my father for the expense of my year in
Europe, building lava rock walls at my his newly purchased Mansion on the Hill on
Waialae Nui ridge above posh Kahala, the most prestigious neighborhood in Honolulu.
When I wasn't working I spent most of my time wandering the concrete storm culverts of
nearby valleys daydreaming about earning my G.E.D. and taking immediate flight as
soon as I finished building the walls.

"What is home after all," I wondered, "but stacks of glossy magazines,
refrigerators of imported beer and the comfort of an antique bed? What keeps me here?"

During the evenings, I listened to jazz, drank tea in unlit rooms and tried to wish

back into existence my old life of drinking two franc Pastis (an anise-flavored liquor) and



skiing through mist and trees. I got drunk occasionally and wrote long collapsing epistles

to overseas friends and would-be love interests scattered across North America

Kalani High School Introduction
Fall Semester 1986, Honolulu Hawaii

A few off-hand words from my A.P. English teacher (who was also my cross
country coach) on how much more colleges respected a high school diploma than a
G.E.D. tipped the balance. Although I was still furious at not being able to return to
Punahou or Europe, and daunted by the prospect of starting from scratch again for the
third time in a year, the fight had been beaten out of me. By the end of September, I
finally admitted to myself that I wouldn't take flight until graduation. My abiding dreams
of escape faded away. I took the path of least resistance and stayed.

Before long I became enmeshed in my new world at Kalani High School.
Although it was supposedly one of the top three public high schools in the state, the first
couple of months were abysmally boring. My only consolations were my single
interesting class (A.P. English), being the star runner on the boy's cross country team and
daydreaming about-who ran in the middle of the pack on the girl's team.

I had a special blank expression reserved for cute girls like her and her many
beautiful girlfriends. In my dogged pursuit of individuality, I refused to give them what I
thought they received from every other guy - beaming smiles of gratitude for being in the
presence of such a delectable beauty. Instead, I kept my expression scrupulously plain -
which on my Anglo-Saxon pulled-down-at-the-end-of-my-lips-face, Cro Magnum bump
under my eyebrows, looked like I had just detected a bad smell. How the average girl
was supposed to read this as the faintest indication of the jaded psychological complexity
I was trying to project, I'll never remember. I dreamt of finding that one special girl who
would see it as the sign of a Unique and Compelling Individualist she would fall head

over heels in love with. Fortunately, since I was a new kid and the only one at school in



penny loafers, double pleated trousers and oxford shirts, Jennifer was able to read it as
"mysterious."

Jennifer was a girl of equal sartorial splendor that I was attracted to immediately.
On a campus where everyone ran around in rubber slippers, surf shorts and untucked T-
shirts, it was perhaps inevitable that we would be drawn to one another as nattily attired
Romantic Outlaws. She got dropped off at school by her mother in a B.M.W., when most
students walked bused, or were delivered by more modestly priced vehicles. She surely
did stand out, always dressed as she was to the nines, turned out, put together. She was
one of a very small group in a large school that did so and in my humble opinion the very
best. Never ran cross country in anything less formal than pleated khaki shorts and polo
shirts, which seemed to be going a bit too far in the sacrifice of practicality to style.

She had olive-brown skin that tanned easily, wavy shoulder length dark brown
hair, dark eyebrows, brown eyes, high cheekbones, a small full round mouth, adorable
narrow shoulders, perfect little handful breasts, narrow hips and thin shapely legs.
Because she looked like so many of the other girls that I had grown up with, I assumed
that she too was born and raised in Hawaii. She looked primarily Japanese, confirmed by
her surname, mixed with some other dark race, probably Portuguese or Puerto Rican.

She didn't look Filipino. I assumed that she was "hapa" (Hawaiian for "half"), or biracial.

The Japanese, Portuguese, Puerto Rican, Filipino and Chinese were all brought
over in large numbers many generations ago to labor on the sugar plantations.
Intermarriage became common practice. A common racial blend now in a beautiful dark
local might be Hawaiian, either Chinese or Japanese, Filipino, and one or two Caucasian
nationalities. These hapa and local kids are the racial aristocracy of teenage Honolulu.

If Jennifer had been like the countless people in Hawaii who have the blood of
more than just two races in them, she would have been called "local," because she was
dark and looked like she was born there (even though I learned later that she wasn't).

Caucasians that were born and raised in Hawaii, like me, weren't called local but



"kamaaina," meaning long term resident.) Locals and too a greater extent hapas are the
racial aristocracy of teenage Hawaii because they are invariably among the most
physically attractive ones at any school, party or beach.

I sensed that Jennifer's fine fashion sense was a defense of some type, shielding
and sheltering some injured and vulnerable part of her tender young perceptive soul. The
issues of Elle, Mademoiselle, Glamour and Vogue (European editions when available)
constantly protruding from her woven Kenya bag were lucky charms, atavistic totems to
help keep the Horror at bay.

The constantly fresh and new prospect of watching Jennifer in glimpses during
the day was the only thing that made me want to go to school in the morning. By second
or third period, I was already daydreaming about the impending lunch with her. Our
cliques of friends had many common members, so she would often sit with my friends
and I when not at the "cool surfer table."

When she did sit with us, I could place myself across from her or a few seats
away from her without giving the appearance of trying to make some move. All I
actually needed was to be in her presence, to look at her and daydream about her. In fact,
it was no struggle at all to convince myself that this private pleasure was nearly perfect,
vastly superior to trying to go out with her, to be cruelly rebuffed or discover that she was
not quite the girl I imagined her to be, to retain her as an eternal "possible" instead of an
accomplished unchangeable "could never be."

Her shyness drew me towards her and quickly became an obsession. That such a
beautiful elegant girl could be so shy and insecure was an unfathomable, heart rending
mystery that I had to explore to the very bottom of its dark and unplumbable depths. It
appealed to me as tales of cities paved with gold and heavy with the aroma of
sandalwood used to charm earlier generations.

It was a long, strangled and delicious semester of lunch time sexual politics and of

paths crossed on campus and at Kahala Mall as spontaneous as rocket launches.



Kalani High School Pool
Fall Semester 1986, Honolulu Hawaii

One Saturday afternoon after a cross country meet I finally saw her in a bathing
suit - sort of. It was near the end of the season. Both the boy's and the girl's teams won
O.L.A. Champs - the championship for all of the public schools on our whole island of
O'ahu. We had all run well. Most everybody had run a personal record. Those chosen
for the state championship team had all run in ways that made it clear how we must run to
finish well at States. The boys team had a real shot at ending Punahou's four year
winning streak, a dominance that I had contributed to for two years earlier as a varsity
cross country and track runner during my freshman and sophomore years.

The hour long yellow bus ride back to town from the North Shore was giddy.
Back at school we all hopped the chain link fence and celebrated with a dip in the pool.
As Hawaiian youth who all grew up barefoot, our gripping toes made it a snap to pop
right over. Everybody was in high spirits, shouting, splashing, running, laughing,
basically doing everything the red signs told us not to (which did not record an attitude
towards the occasional and duly appreciated moonings). In short order, Jen and her
amigas appeared, four high octane local beauties.

I bobbed quietly with my eyes barely above the water, voyeuristically watching
Jennifer climb the fence with a shy self-consciousness that engrossed me. In spite of her
fabulous body, she was wearing a very modest swimmer's bathing suit. Low on the hips,
high above the breasts, built to make a swimmer's body slick against the water, not to
show off at beach or pool side. I only saw a little bit of gently muscled back as she made
her way down the chain link. She hopped down onto the cement and quickly wrapped a
towel around her legs. Why? How could she so little credit her own beauty?

Mesmerized by her sheepishness and her slouching shoulders, I watched her walk

self consciously (as though all eyes were on her) across the concrete pool deck to join her



girlfriends, smoothing out their towels beside the water. To avoid charges of spying, |
dove underwater with the stealth of a dolphin to watch her wobbly silhouette from the
bottom of the pool. Did she climbed last of the group intentionally so she would already
have somewhere to go when she landed?

I surfaced and forced my eyes to look in other directions. At swimmers dunking
each other with techniques learned in P.E. water polo, at the happily squealing victims
being swung into the pool by their hands and feet, at the people shooting water polo balls
into floating baskets by rebounding them off of a wall.

My desire to look at Jennifer was overpowering but I knew I would have to wait
another moment or two. My face grew warm. I submerged again, closed my eyes and
drifted in the thick medium listening to the muffled shouts and splashes. I exhaled and
let myself sink to the bottom and lay there with my eyes closed for a moment.

I surfaced. A light rain had begun to blow down from the Ko'olau mountains
further on up the narrow valley, big warm golden drops of voluptuous liquid sunshine

falling from a cloudless sky.

Patisserie
Fall Semester 1986, Honolulu Hawaii

Usually the school was our base of running operations. Monday through Friday
we ran as far as the orbit of aerobic conditioning and inclination would take us along the
smooth asphalt shoulder of ever-busy Kalanianaole Highway, competing for oxygen with
the exhaust of shitty Toyotas and customized mini trucks beating reggae or rap; or else
run mile repeats on the invisible path that wound and rewound through the blocky
bureaucratic architecture of campus in sorry pretense of a real three mile cross country
course - convincing enough though to occasionally lure actual meets - but on the Sunday

after O..A. Champs we extricated ourselves from prosaic routine and met at Honolulu



running Mecca and recreational resource Kapiolani Park in the cool humidity of the early
morning and in our small way courted the mystery and tenderness of a Sunday morning.

It was discovered in mid pre run stretch that it was my birthday. Several
teammates chimed in, setting post-run dates for birthday donuts. After our run and warm
down stretch, the birthday expedition clambered into our coach's new orange vanagon,
careful of his lovely three year old hapa daughter and his even more lovely three week
old Italian road racing bicycle.

The vanagon disgorged us some moments later on the sidewalk at Kahala Mall in
front of the Patisserie. Karen DeSilva, a gorgeous thin dark little Tamil girl straight from
Sri Lanka (who had larger breasts than you might associate with such a petite creature)
and leading financial backer of the party went for a crisp ten dollar bill from a nearby
money machine and met us inside the cafe.

It was one of those dark overcast wet street days so beloved of shy and
melancholy adolescents. Coffee, Bavarian Double Chocolate cake and people being nice
to me invested the dim rainy morning with a heady sweetness. I was in fine fettle to
probe the Europhilia of Jennifer and see what it hid. In yellow naughahyde booths across
white formica tables, we traded our war stories from the European front.

She was wearing a thin yellow Costa del Sol T-shirt through which I could see the
outline of her bra. I asked her if she had ever been to the Costa del Sol (I must have been
the only person at Kalani who knew where that was without being told). She had just
knocked around Spain and Italy that summer with her folks.

"I LOVED Italy," she enthused. "Everyone was so fashionable in Milan."

I could see that she was the latest in a long line of converts to the faith of "only
Europe has mastered the art of living."

"But they only have two or three outfits," I countered jokingly. I gave her the

thumbnail sketch of the year I had just spent there. Semester in beautiful downtown



Belgrade on an student exchange program, and a semester in an American School in the
French-speaking part of the Swiss Alps after I fled my Yugoslavian host family.

"An American School ? I was at an American School in Tokyo for two years."

"Tokyo? When did you come to Kalani?"

"My junior year."

"You mean you've only been at Kalani for a year? Did you grow up here and just
go to Tokyo for a few years?"

"No. I grew up all over. Ijust moved here."

"Go on! You look so local!" I exclaimed. I asked her one of the two prerequisite
questions exchanged by all youth getting to know one another in Hawaii. "What
nationalities are you?" The other sacred question, "what high school do you go to?," was
unnecessary for obvious reasons.

"Japanese - Spanish," she said. Later when I knew her better I learned it was
actually Okinawan-Mexican. She thought that combination was declasse and preferred to
start out as Japanese-Spanish.

"What was the last town you spent a long time in before Tokyo?" I asked.

"El Paso, in Texas."

"Get out of here! El Paso?!" I said, growing excited. "I used to go there every
other year to visit relatives for Christmas until my Grandmother died! When were you
there?"

"From 5th grade through 8th grade," she answered, growing enthusiastic herself.

"O.K.. So - four Christmases ago - you were there?"

She looked up, thinking. "Yes."

"So we were there at the same time! Wow! How weird." We paused for a
moment to let the unexpectedness sink in of having Europe, American Schools and El
Paso in common in the middle of the Pacific.

"Boring place though, El Paso?" I offered.



She agreed, nodding and laughing quietly without looking at me.

After joining the general conversation for a little while, somehow Europe came up
again. Eager to exploit the moment to my advantage, I began playing a little game that I
knew only Jennifer and I would be able to sustain, naming European cities in their native
languages back and forth. We traded turns as we went through the litany with a focus on
her beloved Italia.

"Milano...Roma...Firenze...Napoli...Venizi..."

By playing, I was trying to say to her "Look, dear one, it is possible to know what
Europe has to offer and still turn your back on it. Every 17 year old American who
thinks of international travel instinctively thinks of Europe. Let's not be like every 17
year old American. It's been done before. Let's travel new roads. Asia and the Pacific is
so much more relevant to Hawaii than Europe! Especially for you, you're Asian! Poor
thing, so helplessly hamstrung by the false idol of Europe."

I wanted to tell her that Europe was just another way of shoring up our desperate
fears of rejection and inferiority by reciting well-coddled anecdotes, dropping illustrious
totemistic names and, at least on some level, inciting envy. The very act of sharing your
experiences in words implies a difference between you and other people that doesn't need
to exist. I could tell that the game was not conveying this message. Before we exhausted
our mental lists of European cities, the exchange began to depress me.

I stared at my coffee and stirred it with a spoon. She stared at her cake and poked
it with a fork. I remembered a conversation I had with a guy in Serbo-Croatian at the
Frankfort Airport about the hot new Yugoslavia rock band, "Zabrenjeno Pushenje," or
"No Smoking."

I wanted to ask her if she noticed how the rain yesterday seemed to be like golden
drops of liquid sunshine, eager to impress her with my sensitivity to the beauty of nature.

I couldn't bring myself to ask, and rationalized my oppressive shyness lamely by



concluding that I would rather think she might have noticed than ask and find that out she
actually hadn't.

"The club is mine to join," I wanted to tell her. "But I don't. Europe has been
done before. Europe is a prepackaged dream. Only the dreams we weave ourselves will
ever save us. We have to be willing to take that leap of faith, far from what we know,
into mysterious realms of enchantment, curiosity and danger by flying off to distant
shores or being alive to the neglected aspects of our own culture that can put us in touch
with the mystery, the last remaining pockets of regional folk authenticity that haven't
been destroyed yet by mass media, corporate franchising and interstate highways."

Her mysterious lack of self confidence made her seem unable to understand this
perspective.

Why am I always attracted to women with a core of insecurity and tinges of the
Fear before the Universe? Am I afraid of strong women or do I recognize kindred spirits
in the vulnerable ones? Do I want to consume them like Pygmalion and internalize them
as my own creations? | saw Jennifer as a Bodhisattva, standing on the threshold of
Nirvana helping the teeming masses over the hump of self-doubt into Nirvana, selflessly
giving of herself before enjoying her rightful privilege of salvation. I saw her as a few
steps away from the Bodhisattva robe, tender and sympathetic, if she could only be shook
free of the tyranny of fashion magazines and pop cultural standards of beauty which
crushed her self image. If she could only be dislodged from her hypnosis by Europe as
some sort of vague cure-all for the tedium and crassness of the Here and Now in
Mainstream America. [ ruminated for the attentat that could wake her up to who she was.

How could I make her see?

Jingle Bell Run

Holidays 1986, Honolulu Hawaii



After the regular cross country season, a group of us that had grown close still ran
as a team in a number of local road races. Shortly before Christmas we ran the Jingle
Bell Run together. Christmas in Hawaii must seem like a strange affair by the standards
of Mainland America. None of the usual icons are present. Balmy weather and tropical
seas turn all of the standard blue eyed conceptions of the holiday on their ear. Santa
Claus is brown-skinned, arrives on a canoe or surfboard, has a beer belly and is always
flashing the shaka sign (more commonly known as the "hang loose" sign on the
Mainland) with one hand and carrying a can of Primo beer or a bag of toys with the other.

The popular new tradition of the Jingle Bell Run was a formidably loony event
involving thousands of people doing their best imitation of an ambulatory combo Mardi
Gras, Halloween and Christmas. While zany costume may have been, competition was
certainly not a motivating factor. Most of us were just there to run, be gooty, people
watch and float the kegs waiting for us after the Friday night race.

The race started around dusk and involved running in groups of seven and
caroling at three judging stations along the way. I couldn't carry a tune in a bucket or
with handles, so I only signed on to jog with them for moral support. I ran to the starting
line from my Mom's house three miles away and missed the start. Since it was just a
quick little four mile loop, I would miss them altogether if I didn't hustle and every corner
I could. I passed dozens of people in costume. A centipede team wearing hula skirts and
strap-on antlers. A Chinese Santa with a long natural goatee carrying a surfing fins and a
Mach 3 boogie board. A giant Christmas stocking with running legs poking out of the
bottom and oversized yellow Li Hing Mui crack seed labels sticking out of the top.

I finally caught up with my group at the last judging station near the finish line.
Waiting in line to sing, they gave me heat lightheartedly for missing the start.

They launched into a doo wop version of "Dashing through the Snow" that
seemed shockingly professional, set to a simple yet well executed Temptations-style

choreography. I was not expecting that; I didn't know my friends had such hidden



talents! Jennifer looked positively adorable snapping her fingers and bouncing her legs
to the beat. Such thighs...

At the finish line there was a stage and some music, slack key and Hawaiian
contemporary. Three vans with big red and white Budweiser logos painted on them were
parked nearby. Taps poked into their sides of dispensed free beer. We all tossed back as
many as we could, not knowing when we would get carded or when the forbearance of
the tap master would ran out.

We all piled into four cars to rendezvous at the Kaimuki Zippys near Kalani to eat
and figure out what to do next. A local fast food chain with a menu chock full of favorite
local specialties, Zippys is usually an acceptable compromise when a small- to medium-
sized group is having difficulty deciding where to go next, whether to eat or just hang
out.

Many comrades went home from there after finishing their Zip Pacs, Chicken
Katsu and Teri Beef Plates. The inner circle remained and required further amusements.
I tried unsuccessfully to buy beer at two places nearby before finally striking gold on the
third try. I emerged with a twelve pack cardboard suitcase of Olympia beer and a four
pack of wine coolers. The two remaining carloads of people rendezvoused to drink in the
Ala Wai Park parking lot. Drinking in the parking lots of city parks is a hallowed
tradition for underage Hawaiian youth, if you can avoid the cops and mokes (large locals
who like to pick fights). Ala Wai Park was central. The vast bright concrete jungle of
Waikiki was just across the drainage canal.

Before long Jennifer and I were sitting by ourselves on the curb with the car door
open so we could hear the radio. The night was warm and humid. A light breeze blew
now and then across the playing fields of the park. After talking for awhile of indifferent
things we began to make stunning admissions. We both had crushes on each other for
some time and had been too bashful to admit it! Each of us felt totally unworthy of the

other's tender regard and said so on that curb of delightful discovery.



I was crestfallen to learn she was already seeing someone. He had simply pulled her to
the side and asked her to go steady only a month before. Shocked by his directness and
flattered by the magnitude of his request, she agreed. I was into her way before that!

"If I had asked you that before him, would you have said yes?"

"Oh yes!" I was smitten.

After the beer was gone, it was time to go home. We made sure to share a back
seat and held hands together, not caring whether the other people in the car noticed or
not. That was all the physical contact we needed. Sparks were flying everywhere.

She assured me that she was far more attracted to me than she was to him. We
promised to call each other the next day. Although neither of us said anything about it, |

was sure that she would dump him in short order.

Giddy Christmas
Holidays 1986, Honolulu Hawaii

All of the many aunts, uncles and cousins on my Dad's side of the family were in
Hawaii that Christmas to take full advantage of the huge house with a pool we had just
moved into. The morning after the romantic revelations of the parking lot curb, I woke
up to a house already at full roar. Four small cousins and my paternal half-brother played
and screamed in the pool. A T.V. was blaring. Music was bumping on the outdoor
speakers. Aunts and uncles were up, talking casually in nightgowns and boxer shorts,
drinking coffee, rubbing their eyes, patting their matted hair, and picking tidbits from
platters of cookies, candy, fudge and assorted goodies strategically placed throughout the
house.

I was giddy at the prospect of love, absolutely walking on air.

What time was it? Too early to call Jennifer? Quarter to ten. No. Not too early
to call. Couldn't call from this madhouse though. Need some privacy. Caution! Sappy

conversation ahead! Which I am looking forward to immensely! I hopped on my ten



speed and rolled down the ridge to a pay phone a block away from Kalanianaole
Highway.

"Did you have a strange dream last night about talking to each other in a parking
lot?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Did you mean what you said?"

"Yes."

You could have knocked me over with a feather. We had to meet somewhere that
evening. Nowhere public, we both agreed, so that Andy and his friends wouldn't see us.
They were going to be caroling around the neighborhood that night. I spent the rest of
the day with stars in my eyes, enraptured, thinking delightedly of the day when our love
would be above ground.

I rolled down my ridge again that night, this time on a skateboard, carefully
snaking back and forth across the blacktop so I wouldn't gain enough speed to fall and
break the bottle of Spanish Frexinet Champagne I carried or ruffle the petals of my single
red rose. I held the stem forward and cupped the bud carefully in my hand as I skated
down the mountain.

I rolled off of the rough asphalt of the street onto the newly paved parking lot of
the Kahala Church of Latter Day Saints. The warmth of the evening heightened the smell
of the fresh asphalt.

I transferred my rose into the hand holding the champagne bottle, popped the
skateboard from the street into my hand with quick downward kick of the tail and
descended a short flight of stairs, from the smell of fresh tar into the smell of pikake
(jasmine to my mainland friends). I was at the secluded dark entrance of the deserted
church, where we were to meet. I had arrived first, wafting in the shadows as I waited
briefly. Within moments she arrived, dropped off by her mother. How did she explain

getting dropped off at a locked church at 9:30 p.m. on a Saturday evening?



She came bounding up the sidewalk with a bright beaming smile. It fell away as
her eyes adjusted to the dim atrium of our tryst and she struggled to find me. Her
mother's car pulled away from the curb. I emerged from the shadows with the red rose
between my teeth and gave it to her with a kiss - the first and only we would ever share.

The physicality seemed to startle her. She drew her face back for a half-second
before realizing how completely alone we were and how secure she was to receive the
bud and surreptitious kiss. Although instantaneous, the hesitation had been obvious.
What other hesitations did it portend?

A few moments later we crossed the street hand in hand to drink the champagne
in a park. We cuddled on the grass leaning back against a tree, passed the bottle back and
forth, and told each other why we loved them and what had attracted each of us to the
other in the first place.

A flatbed truck went by with Andy and about twenty of his friends perched on it,

out caroling.

Soccer Practice
Spring Semester 1987, Honolulu Hawaii

Two months past and I was still the Other Man. She hadn't dumped him and it
didn't look like she was ever going to. She was too scared of breaking something that
was already established and secure.

"You've gotta bet big to win big," I kept telling her.

She would nod, say "You're right," and not do anything.

I was getting really disgusted and had already called it off once from a pay phone
at Kalani saying "In a different life, under different stars." She agreed it would be for the
best. At school for the next few days we avoided each other like caged panthers. Finally

we came together. I asked her what she really felt. She said she hoped I would call her



back the next day and say "Just kidding." I said that's what I felt too. We called it back
on, establishing a bad precedent of half measures and unfulfilled ambitions.

One afternoon at soccer practice, the boys team and the girls team scrimmaged
together in coed teams. I was right fullback and she was left forward so we spent the
whole afternoon on the same part of the field together. I between brief bits of action in
our part of the field, we hovered near one another. Although I hated her for not breaking
up with Andy, she was having a rare episode of being sweet, delicate and confiding,
which always made her irresistibly cute.

She kept hopping up and down saying "I love you! I love you!" quietly, just loud
enough for us to hear, smiling brightly. I melted and forgave her for her two long months

of cowardice, in spite of how tortured I felt by them.

Sunday Morning Red Dirt
Spring Semester 1987, Honolulu Hawaii

One weekend we met at a party Andy definitely wasn't going to show up at, on
the tenth floor of a condo overlooking the lights of Waikiki highrise hotels and
condominiums from just across the Ala Wai Canal, across the street from the park where
we discovered our love. As the hour grew late, most of the partygoers had gone home.
The few remaining diehards cleaned up the apartment in one quick pass with everybody
pitching in. Everybody retired to the bedroom except Jennifer and I, who lay by
ourselves alone on thick shag carpet in the dark. The orange lights of electrically
illuminated Waikiki shown in through the curtain and sliding glass door to the balcony.

I slowly stroked her back as we listened to R.E.M.'s "Fables of the
Reconstruction," just up to her bra strap and slowly back down. It was as intimate as we
ever got. I never felt her breasts, not even over her bra. I never saw her naked. We
certainly never fucked. But it sometimes seems to me that not even sex could have been

more intimate than those soft silken strokes.



"Do you hear it?" I said about the jangling guitars. "THIS is America..."

"Yes..." she said with polite uncertainty, not at all sure what I was getting at. She
was still obedient to Europe in the same way that she was obedient to her Previous
Commitment. Obedient to her fear, obedient to some indiscernible pain inside of her that
I couldn't put my finger on. "If I could only shake her free of the images that hold her
captive," I thought, an arrogant Pygmalion.

"Don't you hear the dusty sidewalks of small Mainland towns in the West or
South?" I asked without vehemence, certain it was not sinking in.

How could I communicate to her that the elegant highbrow diffident individuality
that she liked in me was in fact a love for those most uniquely American writers, the
Beats, Dos Passos, Whitman, Melville, Steinbeck and crew, a mystical connection with
the ancient mysterious philosophy of life, love and society that I heard in country blues
and in contemporary reinterpretors of the tradition like R.E.M.?

I stopped brushing her back with my hand, rolled over and stared at the ceiling.
We held hands until we fell asleep to the wafting strains of the music

"Take a break driver 8, take a break, we've been on this train too long..."

I extricated myself the next morning with minimal good-byes and walked alone
down the red dirt trails along the streets of Moilili to go catch my bus, the #2 School
Street to Kalihi. What is more bittersweet than making your way home alone on a
Sunday morning? What is more poignant? Another Saturday evening spent looking for
God in the divinity of human relationships and another Sunday morning of profound
disappointment in the desperation of stray kisses and abstract fondles.

The morning was overcast. It wasn't even 9:00 a.m. The streets were deserted
and still wet from the evening rain. I stayed on the grass alongside the red dirt paths to
avoid the mud.

I felt the red dirt going under the endless highrises of Moilili and Downtown, past

my homeland of light industry and housing projects Kalihi, under Salt Lake, Pearl City,



Mililani, all the way out to Wahiawa, an hour away in the high saddle between the
Ko'olau and Waianae Mountains. I felt civilization as a veneer. Buildings, roads and

parking lots all plunked down from the sky to cover the soil.

Waialae Iki Cul de Sac Party
Spring Semester 1987, Honolulu

Someone organized a party on a deserted cul de sac high in an undeveloped part
of Waialae Iki ridge. Everyone just parked. There were around twenty cars and trucks,
with 40 - 50 people milling around and drinking by their cars. My friend Jesse started
draining a bottle of cheap vodka held vertically over his mouth, "going vert," as we called
it.

"If it hurts, go vert!" I said, encouraging his copious consumption with one of our
favorite slogans of the moment.

Jennifer was there, with Andy and a bunch of his friends. If there were to be any
trouble between me and them I knew couldn't look to any of the assembled to back me
up. It was mostly "cool" and "surfer" cliques whose members I knew but wasn't really
friends with. In fact, they were more likely to be friends with Andy and his set. And my
best friend was in the process of getting rapidly shit faced and had fallen down the ridge
into the bushes once already.

I heard Jennifer apologizing to Andy in the distance profusely in the most abject
tones for something related to a long love letter I wrote her a week or so before, a hefty
ten page missive of god knows what logorrheaic content that I was foolish enough to
sign. He found it in her things somehow.

I couldn't make out everything they were saying. Her saying "I'm sorry. I'm sorry,
I'm sorry" repeatedly, him saying "Well, you just have to prove it," her agreeing
pathetically "I will. I will." Her apologizing to him instead of defending our love when

she had told me that she loved me made me absolutely certain that we did not have a



future together. I was hurt and disgusted to my core and immediately began walking the
four miles home by myself, leaving my drunken friend to his own devices. Some
acquaintances saw me walking halfway down the ridge and offered me a lift the rest of
the way home. I was still livid and couldn't help expressing it in portentous oracular
sentences of finality.

"Coming here tonight was the worst decision I've ever made in my life," I
repeated again and again. They were better friends with her and Andy. My outburst had

a good chance of getting back to them. Maybe I wanted it to.

Finishing Kalani High School
Spring Semester 1987, Honolulu Hawaii

The rest of my last semester in high school was dismal clock watching until I
could get the fuck out of Hawaii. On my way to sixth period German and on her way out
of fifth period French in adjoining rooms, we often passed one another. It was a three
second window of opportunity to communicate, our only arena for premeditated bon
mots, ripostes tardy by hours or by days, careening non sequiturs, silent adulation and
skulking dread. It became a pulse, a lifeline.

Evenings usually saw me sitting in the dark in the room at the far end of my Dad's
house on Waialae Nui ridge, staring numbly out of the large picture window at the orange
street lights of the Kahala plain and the inky Pacific void beyond. I was usually listening
to classical music on the radio and drinking rum or vodka mixed with whatever juice
happened to be in the house. Vaughn Williams "Five Variants for Dante's Nazareth"
became my sentimental theme song.

Sometimes, more often than I care to admit, I would became so restless at home
sitting at the window looking at her neighborhood in the distance that I would pedal my
ten speed the two miles to her house in Kahala half-loaded. I don't know what I ever

expected to find or whether I ever really intended to stop. Just rolling by was enough - or



all I'd risk. Occasionally I saw Andy's pale yellow V.W. bug parked out in front. Every
time I saw a pale yellow V.W. bug driving around town (which was quite often, Honolulu
being crazy about V.W. bugs and Karman Ghias) I worried it might be his and my heart
raced.

Once I saw them embracing in the garage as I rolled by. I'm not sure they could
have recognized me in the dark but I could swear I heard my name.

Some awkward misguided telephoning was tried. I called Jesse to tell her to call
me, in case Andy picked up the phone. It was just a pathetic and futile. The
conversations went nowhere. Our relationship, which had never had a chance to thrive,
was clearly dead in the water. She wasn't going to dump him.

I took to spending all my free time during school in the library with stacks of back
issues of the New Yorker magazine, perusing the genteel intellectual cartoons with a hip
flask of Canadian Club and looking forward to the break between the fifth and the sixth
periods when we would pass each other grumpily for a few seconds, eyes averted.

Occasionally, some soccer friends and I gathered at my Dad's house for drinks
before practice. Somehow, Jennifer got coaxed to one of these shindigs. I mixed a small
bowl of Long Island Ice Tea. It was so vile that no one drank any except me. Biking to
practice on Jesse's borrowed one-speed cruiser I put on the brakes when I caught up with
Jen, who had already left walking with her friend Cindy. I was trying to do a slick
fishtail maneuver with the rear wheel. Instead, I completely crashed going at least 20
m.p.h. right in front of them. I still have a scar on my left hip where the street ground
through my T-shirt. I was told the next day that I also tried to kiss Karen, the beautiful
girl who threw my birthday party. How embarrassing! I can't imagine what I did during
soccer practice! I don't even remember returning home, except for how pissed my Dad
was when I returned, for leaving such a sticky mess everywhere and for raiding his liquor

cabinet in such magnitude.



Skating Down a Fire Road
Summer 1987, California

By the end of my senior year, I had only gotten into the University of Hawaii and
St. Johns in New Mexico. Unimpressed with either option I took flight within weeks of
flinging my red Kalani mortar board with a bitter smirk into the anonymous crowd of
Neil Blaisdell Coliseum. (Boy, did we really butcher our rendition of the class song,
"Lean on Me!")

I read the Sunday travel section of the Honolulu Star Bulletin carefully with a
florescent yellow highlighter, circling all of the cheapest flights anywhere on the West
Coast. I wound up flying into San Francisco, a boy of 17 with braces, a backpack and a
skateboard. I visited a Leysin American School friend in Palo Alto first, an intense red
headed intellectual volleyball player. She was just about the coolest girl I met there.
Why did she have to be seeing my best friend there, Brian?

I headed north from Palo Alto, passing right through San Francisco. I didn't want
any big cities until Seattle. Just north of the Golden Gate Bridge, some cops pulled over,
presumably to give me static about walking on the shoulder of an interstate highway. 1
jumped over the steel guard rail and skateboarded half a mile down an unpaved rock-
strewn fire road into Sausalito. I was worried they might have radioed another unit to
pick me up when I arrived at the bottom.

"Dispatch, this is car #104. We have a code 316 skateboarding down a fire road
into Sausalito. Can we have someone pick him up down there? Over."

Apparently no such call was made because I got away clean.

Poetry in a Railroad Yard
Summer 1987, Portland Oregon
I kept forgetting to stop somewhere, hadn't eaten in a day and the freight train ride

to Seattle was coming up. I was getting a little sick of the whole baguette, cheese, salami



and fruit routine and came up with an idea for first class railroad hobo victuals. I dropped
into an esoteric gestalt grocery store with naturalistic bins of nuts, carob chips and
organic cookies and a notable absence of industrialized saran wrap and styrofoam near
the yard and picked up the fixing for homemade burritos: tomatoes, lettuce (short work
for the thin blade utility paring knife, cheesy Excalibur of the 50 cent bin), salsa, sour
cream, refried beans, tortillas, plastic bottled water. "$1.50 for water!?" I chaffed to
myself as [ selected the product. "Well, I need the jug."

The woman standing behind me in the checkout line saw the water bottle in my
basket and said, "I should drink more water. Just plain water. Bet I might if I had some
fancy water like that." It was called Champs Elysee. I guess the French name helped it
seems swanky. "It is a little expensive but I need the container."

"Traveling?"

"Those yards," I said casting a glance over my shoulder, "back there go about
anywhere you want to go."

"You mean the freight yards?" she asked incredulous.

In the parking lot outside of the store, she gave me two numbers. One was for her
answering machine, "But that's broken."

I walked to the railroad tracks. High above me was a four lane freeway overpass.
Hobos collected firewood from broken shipping crates lying around, originally stolen
from piles behind nearby warehouses. There was an entire shanty town along the sides of
the tracks on the bank of the Willamette River with nice view of the city lights of
Portland and the dark hills beyond.

The village was neatly arranged into a hundred squatter claims clustered together
in a group, each compact square subdivided with a motley assortment of stray boards,
corrugated cardboard and scraps of tin. Here, where I most expected to witness freedom
from the accouterments of the American consumer culture swirling around us, I saw

instead every variety of conventional homelife equipment showcased shabbily within the



dirt floor cubicles - furniture, mattresses, pots, pans, stoves, dish soap, breakfast cereal,
even the occasional portable T.V. It was a sly and remarkable parody of domesticity.
Where would I find the purity and freedom I was looking for?

I approached one home and respectfully addressed its denizen, "Say friend, which
tracks head to Seattle?"

"Those ones," he said, pointing to a line off a ways, rounding a bend. Next to it a
black stem railroad stoplight, gave oncoming traffic the green light. I hoped that meant a
train might be leaving soon.

"These here go south then? San Fran?"

"San Fran, Bakersfield. Yup."

"When is the next one to Seattle?"

"Round 9:00, 9:15 I think. Not sure though."

I thanked him and went to a pile of broken crates. It was a cold night and as all of
my rides had been telling me, "Humidity only makes it worse." I asked some guys there
about the time of the next train. It started a general conversation among the four of us. I
listened to their answers as I put a crate (Sunny Farms, Oxnard CA) on the ground, held it
down with one heavy black boot and crushed it the other to make kindling. Between
each stomp, I raised my head and looked them in the eye.

Smash! "7? I just missed is then."

Smash! Wood flies a few feet. "I heard 9 from one guy. I like that one best.
Means it's almost here."

Smash! "10? 11?"

I gathered my armful of wood, walked toward the stoplight and the track north,
and kicked some empty sterno cans on the ground, smiling at them. I asked a few more
people milling around and got a few more different numbers before dropping my wood in
one big clattering racket, far enough from the tracks so no embers would leap around as

the trains rushed by. I looked around for some paper and found a yellow two week old



Wall Street Journal. The Dow had dipped slightly in light trading. I started a fire with
free matches from the grocery store. Some Mexicans wandered over to warm up a bit. |
tried to ask them about the train but they didn't understand me. They finally left. I stood
close to the fire, rotating myself constantly like a pig on a spit.

After a few minutes I could see the lights of a train coming. I grabbed my pack
by the scruff and disappeared behind some bushes until six cars worth of engineers eating
sandwiches and drinking coffee had past. It idled by slowly on the sharp bend. I stepped
back out from behind the bushes. Six engines - that train was definitely going
somewhere - but I was not heartened - they were all tractor trailer piggybacks on flatbeds.
I don't trust piggybacks one bit. The hitches rattle powerfully back and forth like they
could snap at any moment and let the heavy trailer squash me like a bug. Rattling death
traps, I call them. Don't want to ride them.

I waited unanxiously as the train rolled by, hoping for an empty boxcar but not
really expecting one. I sat down again next to the fire before the train had even
completely passed. Irolled out my sleeping bag, to try and catch a few z's before the
next train, on some cardboard boxes I threw on the rusty coils of a disintegrated mattress.
I followed my backpack into the sleeping back, climbed in gingerly, careful not to snag
nice nylon sleeping bag on any errant strand of wire.

I have an instinct against repose in yards as crowded as Portland but little in the
demeanor of those people roaming around aggravated such an impulse. I soon fell into
the compromise of a troubled sleep, waking when I grew too hot or stifled, drifting back
off into sleep again.

I felt a weight against my leg, shifted and woke up to find a bearded greasy
jacketed bum, brain-addled by years of drinking Lysol, the right age to be one of the
many lost Vietnam veterans roaming the roads and rails, squatting over my sleeping bag
with my wallet (full of $60, my only money!) in his outstretched hand. He swayed

slightly but made no attempt to run. How long he had been sitting there like that? Still



half asleep, I snatched my wallet back from him quickly and restored it to a blue jean

pocket. We began a disjointed, stop-and-go, simultaneous exchange.

Him Me
Please.. Get outta here
I need money... no...No!...
Give me... Go...Go!
Some money please... Now!...(I pointed away)

He finally stumbled off. Now I knew who'd been drinking the cans of sterno that
I had seen all over the place. Some of these hard core guys heat it to get at the alcohol
and stave off the D.T.'s for a few more days.

Well, I'm up now. I might as well use my time productively. I rolled up my
sleeping bag, strapped it to my pack, pulled out a can of permanent spray adhesive and
stood it up on the ground. I used to use a glue stick but poems posted that way to pillars
and walls grimy with dirt and locomotive soot never stayed up too long. I reached deep
into my bag, grabbed a stack of paper tightly and pulled it out past $3 thrift shop
sweaters. I sat on the edge of the mattress coils. By the glowing embers of my railroad
fire, I flipped through rumpled folder papers, quickly scribbled notes on receipts and
paper bags and photocopies of my favorite stuff from Gary Snyder.

The stack was a few months backlog. Some made me cringe. These I dropped
onto the embers. Some I kept coming back to until I finally put the stack down, save four
pieces. These I would submit to the Fatalist Monthly, my favorite young uncle's literary
magazine in Austin Texas. [ walked to a pillar with the papers and my spray can.
Sometimes when I have come back through railroad yards a second time, I have seen my
poetry glued with spray adhesive still standing, only a little bit worse for the wear.
Sometimes there are responses and even responses to the responses, a bebop exchange

honked with ballpoint pens instead of saxophones.



Loveless Lake Visit
Summer 1987, Tacoma Washington

I drifted up Highway 1 to Tacoma to meet a quasi-flame from Leysin American
School. We had kissed and held hands walking in the snow during the last week of
school and established correspondence proffering various cynical attitudes towards love.

It was late July by the time I got there. Her family wasn't there. Their house was
on a small lake. I slept in their motorboat for two nights and spent my days roaming
around the lifeless streets of Tacoma like a ghost, skateboarding with my big pack on my
back.

When they finally showed up on the third afternoon, I knocked on their front door
as though I had just arrived and never made any references to sleeping on their boat.
They deposited me for the length of my short stay on a couch in the spare living room
downstairs. I stayed up late during each of those full and near full moon nights that
soaked the room was a bright silvery glow, watching the staircase that descended from
her bedroom like a hawk, hoping against hope that she would come down in a T-shirt and
boxers to kiss me. She never did. I didn't have the guts to walk up.

As we drove the dark wet streets of Tacoma in her little compact car looking for
what fun we could find, I tried to detect by the music she put into the tape deck whether
or not she was trying to use the music to communicate with me.

Was she awake when I was during our nights so close to each other in separate
bedrooms? Does the sweet music of the Woodentops she is playing mean she dreamt of
my kisses too? I turned to look at her long peroxide blonde hair and small boned profile
and felt almost sure that she did. She was just scared of having conjugal relations in her
parent's house? Right? Right?

But the relationship, which never really began at school, clearly would not
blossom here either and I took it on the lam. She drove me up to Seattle to see an old

friend and spiritual mentor from Hawaii.



My First Pad
Summer 1987, Seattle Washington

He was moving to a different part of town and sublet me his dorm room for the
rest of the summer. He even lent me his hot pot and cube fridge, establishing me in my
first solo domesticity. By days, I landscaped and mowed lawns, catching assignments by
trotting down to the student work office with my friend's University [.D. card and taking
phone numbers for temporary work off of the bulletin boards.

As perfect a set up as it was, something kept me restless. I was happy not to try to
find a new place at the end of the summer and drifted away. It's almost like I was
looking for something and I knew immediately that Seattle didn't have it - even though I
had no idea what I was actually looking for. But I would recognize it as soon as I saw it!
I didn't have any real reason to go on traveling. I had been happy there for a month and

was leaving a good friend and a pleasant city, drifting towards nothing in particular.

Drifting
Summer 1987, Western United States

I hitched the interstates across Eastern Washington, Idaho, down to Utah, way
stations en route to Nowhere. In Salt Lake City, stopped to the night with a Mormon
friend from the Kalani cross country team and with a foreign exchange student friend
from Yugoslavia. In three days, I was on my way to Denver with the 26 year old sister
of my Belgrade comrade on her way to start a job teaching at a prep school in Princeton.
Her fully loaded little compact car whizzed along a 100 m.p.h. on the long downhill
straightaways and then labored severely to crest the top of the ridge at 40 m.p.h.

From Denver, I drifted south to Pueblo and another quasi-flame from my Leysin
American School but she was too strange, even for me. I was on my way again in short

order, drifting south randomly towards Santa Fe.



An Unexpected Destination
Fall Semester 1987, Santa Fe New Mexico

I had not planned on following up on my St. Johns acceptance because the
curriculum was so esoteric and the tuition so expensive but since I was in the
neighborhood I figured I'd give it a try and at least scam them out of a week or two of
free lodging. I arrived a few days in advance of orientation week.

I spent my first night in Santa Fe under a concrete stairwell in some State
Government building and my second night on a park bench closer to campus. On the
third day orientation week finally began. I woke with the light, as one usually does
sleeping in the open, and whiled the morning away with a hike to the top of the great
Pinon dotted sand shale hills behind the St. Johns campus.

Rabbits dashed to and fro between the short runty trees. I threw rocks at them
occasionally, thinking vaguely of roasting them on a stick over an open fire, just like in
the movies. I made no special effort to actually hit any of them. I figured they might be
carrying tuberculosis, the Plague or god knows what other kinds of nasty bugs. I knew
there was Plague somewhere in the Rockies. I wasn't that hungry yet. I might be able to
scam some cafeteria meals at the college soon.

The top of the mountain offered an expansive view of Santa Fe, a tiny central
village of brown adobe surrounded by sprawling suburban ranch homes, lost in a
beautiful, vast and desolate desert bowl. When the sun was high enough in the sky to
assure me that all of the university offices would be open, I walked back down the
mountain.

The administrators were very friendly and actually seemed to know who I was. |
guess with so few incoming students annually, they do know just about everyone,
especially someone from as "exotic" a locale as Hawaii. Polite as they were, I still

couldn't talk them into letting me stay in a dorm room.



"It appears that your account hasn't been paid yet."

"Oooopps! Fancy that!" I thought. "How could that have happened? Perhaps
because I didn't know I was going to come here until a few days ago? Maybe because I
told my father that [ wasn't interested months ago? What if I told them the check is in the
mail? No, they would want to call my dad to confirm it.

I went to a laundry room in a dorm to clean my clothes and plot my next move. A
mousy coed was already in there doing her wash. I tried to engage her in conversation to
pump her for information and general impressions of St. Johns. She was guarded and
spacey, with skittish eyes. Unfairly, I took her as representative and decided on the spot
not to spend four years there.

I did however want to stay in Santa Fe for awhile and dig the city. I rented half of
a duplex for a month from some old Hispanic with deep alcoholic creases on his face and
thick fingered rough hands and got a job busing tables at an old transient hotel that had
just been extensively remodeled and given a new lease on life as a luxury hotel with high
tea on the sidewalk in the afternoon and the whole bit.

The superabundance of muffin joints and espresso bars on every corner and the
artificiality of the extremely quaint adobe-style building code began to depress me. I also
soon learned that I didn't have the hustle bustle small motor skills needed to be an
effective bus boy and fled as soon as my month at the house was up. That damn hotel

never did give me my last paycheck.

Garbage Man
January - February 1988, Calgary Alberta

I spent a few days looking for work unsuccessfully in Vancouver. It was too cold
and I heard that there was work for the 1988 Olympics in Calgary so I headed across the

blue Canadian Rockies by bus. Lord knows it would have been too cold to hitch! To



more extreme horror, it just kept getting progressively colder the further east we drove,
the streams and ponds along the freeway more and more caked with snow and ice.

What have I done?! Out of the frying pan and into the fire! I knew the reassuring
warmth of the bus would come to an end soon.

I got into Calgary by late afternoon, stepped out of the front door of the bus
station and stepped quickly back in. It was about 30 degrees below zero and windy as
hell. T had no idea where to go and didn't even know where to start looking. I felt all
alone, like I didn't have a friend in the world.

I milled around the Greyhound Station in a dull panic until I found a city map.
The university was nearby. I was sure to find a warm nook or cranny there. I set off in
search of it through the bitter cold. It was already dark.

I prowled the university halls looking for something discreet and out of the way,
before finally tucking myself in a corner under some study carrels. Please just let me
sleep until dawn. I swear I'll skadaddle then. Around 3:00 a.m. one of two security
guards gave me a few light kicks to wake me up. They were sympathetic and agreed in
conference amongst themselves that I might die if thrown out into the elements at night.
They let me stay on the couches in the lobby if I promised to be out in the morning before
the students came in.

The next day, in gratitude to the nice security guards, I was up before the first
footfall broke the silence of the stone tiled hall. I went back to the bus station to leave
my backpack (skateboard long since mailed back to Hawaii) in a locker. I cleaned up in
the bathroom at the station, washing my face and hair, drying my hair crouched under the
hand drier, combing it and brushing my teeth. It civilized me. I returned to the
University to lose myself among people I looked like. Even those two security guards
wouldn't have been able to recognize me amongst the teeming masses having a quick

bowl of soup in the midst of pursuing their degrees in the busy food court.



I got a coffee and a big chocolate chip muffin and sat down to a formica table. It
is amazing how much better you feel after cleaning up and putting something in your
stomach! A grave, life-threatening catastrophe of exposure to the elements had been
avoided and a game plan for survival was coming together in my head.

I looked through the classifieds of the student newspaper with a pen. Walked
around with it rolled up and a second cup of coffee looking for the job boards. I finally
found it in the student union. I wasn't looking for it with any haste. I felt fine just at that
moment and wasn't in a hurry to feel any different. The typewritten listings on pastel 3"
x 5" note cards had listing numbers on the bottom right hand corner but no telephone
numbers. A card at the top of the bulletin board with directions written with a big El
Marko felt pen told job hunters to take the listing number and their student I.D.s to
another office and the phone numbers would be given them. Without an student I.D. card
it looked like I was up the creek without a paddle.

I left campus to track down other job leads from the school paper as best I could
by bus and foot. I quickly discovered how hard it was to fill out a job application with no
address, no phone number and no work experience more than five weeks long.

That night and for as long as my money lasted, I stayed at the Salvation Army
men's dormitory for $3 a night, in one of thirty beds crammed into two medium sized
rooms. To guaranty myself at least one meal a day, I usually took their frightening and
bizarre 75 cent breakfast too, even though it broke the budget. I was advised at one of
these breakfasts of a place to go where, if I went there early enough (no later than 5:00
a.m.), they would ship me out to different kinds of day labor and pay me cash weekly.

I found the place and took the stray jobs they gave me, stacking potato chips on
palettes in warehouses, unloading assorted boxcars, and (the only one I ever walked away
from) pitching pieces of coal clump by tiny clump onto the ground from a dusty top-

loaded bulk item car outdoors in sub zero temperatures.



I moved to the Alberta Provincial Government's Single Men's Hostel when I
finally ran out of money before my first day labor pay check. It was a place for indigent
men. [ was finally given a day labor assignment that lasted more than a day or two, as a
"swamper," the assistant to the garbage truck driver who hops out at every stop to roll the
dumpsters in line with the tines of the truck and then throws them back into their cages
after they are emptied. I had a place to stay, free food every evening at the soup line and
a steady job. Calgary was beginning to be not so bad. At least I was sure I wouldn't die.

Soon I even had enough money to go see shows at a blues bar called King Eddy's.
The drinking age was 18. The 1947 boxing champion of Nova Scotia accused me of
stealing his fried chicken and french fries. He was right. I thought he had gone so after a
respectful period of mourning, I started eating.

I got my college applications general delivery in Vancouver and filled them out
papers strewn everywhere on the floor of the bright and busy food court of the University
of Calgary. I drafted an account of my adventures at the Portland rail road yard as my
essay.

Before long, in spite the cherished and delightful Chinook winds that came down
from the Rockies every now and then to raise the temperature from freezing to 80 degrees
in one hour, I had to boogie to beat the cold. I hated constantly battling sub-freezing
temperatures.

I made friends with a 24 year old baker at the local Albertson's grocery store at
King Eddy's. He offered to let me spend my last night in Calgary with him and he would
give me a ride to the outskirts of town early in the morning because he went to work at
4:00 a.m. Itook him up on it.

After he drove me out in the darkness, I sat against the new unpainted pine fence
of a suburban residential development, huddled in my sleeping bag to wait for the day's

traffic to start and watched the Northern Lights dance. Veils unruffled, ribbons capered,



and colors shifted delicately in and out. The fact that I was not at all expecting it made it

all the more entrancing.

Beating the Cold
February - March 1988, Canada to New Orleans

In my efforts to escape the cold weather I wound up in the only place on that
latitude that was any colder, Winnipeg.

I ended my evening's unsuccessful efforts looking for the Winnipeg Single Men's
Hostel sitting in a heated glass rectangle bus stop with no idea of what to do next when an
old man came in to the shelter to beat the cold too. We started talking. Eventually he
invited me home to his floor for the night.

He seemed pretty skanky but he was old and small enough for me to beat up, so
unless he was armed he wasn't a physical challenge. He was actually very polite and
even served me tea before we crashed. As he scurried about the kitchen preparing it, I
flipped idly through a stack of magazines on a table. Under the Field and Stream decoys
were numerous hardcore pornos. I smirked at seeing my suspicions confirmed and felt
disinclined to peruse the literature any further.

I slept with my feeble Swiss Army knife open in my bag and forgot it was there
when I woke up in the morning. I shook my sleeping bag out in the morning to pack it up
and it bounced down onto the floor while he was in the room. He wasn't offended and
even seemed to understand the need for caution and preparedness.

Back on the streets of Winnipeg early in the morning, I said to hell be with being
cold one day longer. I bought a bus ticket to Minneapolis to get a good chunk south. In
the Minneapolis bus station I saw a sign that said "$39 Anywhere We Travel - Stage
Coach Lines."

I marched straight to their ticket counter and asked "What's the furthest south you

go?"



"Texarkana, Arkansas."

I conferred with myself briefly before making such a large purchase although I
knew I was already sold. That's nearly the whole length on America from north to south
for $40. Before too long, I returned to slam my money on counter and buy a ticket. The
bastards lost my sleeping bag in Texarkana and didn't compensate me! I felt so violated,
helpless fighting against the bureaucracy and so defenseless without my sleeping bag (my
very home!).

I arrived in New Orleans the day after Mardi Gras. The leafless trees were still
covered with an incredible amount of colorful plastic beads. I saw Abbie Hoffman,
Hunter Thompson and some right wing guy speak at the Tulane auditorium. I tried to

kiss her on a campus lawn that night, was rebuffed without rancor and soon fled.

Life in Austin
April 1988, Austin Texas

There are better people to call to get you out of jail than your ex-flame but for
some reason they are always the only ones you know making $7/hour, cash, when you
have the misfortune of pocketing a bottle of Bufferin in front of the store Dick.

The arresting officer who came to the chain supermarket was young, his cheeks
and neck still thick with baby fat. He led me out of the storage room and took on a noble
air as we walked through the deli section. He was proud to be parading someone in cuffs
through public. This was what he quit night school for at the junior college. He searched
the crowd for acclamation as best he could without injury to his dignity but no one looked
up from their work comparing price per ounces.

A lady in a white leather jumpsuit with thinning hair bent over, engrossed in the
potato powders. The cop expected her to right herself so we could pass in our full width.
He skipped out of her way at the last minute when she didn't and bumped me into the

ramen, knocking some over, five for a dollar.



In the squad car, it became obvious he got his ideas about how to be a cop from
the some place as the rest of us, television.

"You stole Aspirin? What's the matter? You got a headache? You'll have more
than a headache soon."

At the station, he told me to follow the paunchy red faced man who was getting
up from his desk. Ilooked over at my ride after the frisk job. He was still hanging
around, standing by the door with his hands out of his pockets and his mouth open,
looking vacant. He left for indeterminate adventures when my new connection sat me
down for processing.

This guy was a bureaucrat and saw dozens of putzes like me every day. He knew
we were harmless. Unthreatened, he didn't put on quite as big a show and was pleasant
enough, even veering towards jovial. I was relieved that my parking tickets from Seattle
didn't seem to be appearing on the computer. Yet for all the first timer ribbing he
remained unduly attached to the idea of fifty dollars bail. He pushed the phone across the
desk towards me.

"Lisa?"

"Boyce? Are you drunk?"

"What if I am? So what? Don't you trust me?"

"Easy pardner," the cop said.

There was silence at her end. No time for jokes. "I'm in jail."

I could almost see her face brighten, forehead rise, thin lips part slightly.

"Jail? For what?"

Good ol' Lisa. She always knew I had it in me. But this was going to disappoint
her, I could tell. I took the plunge and spoke with as much pride as an inane crime could
justify.

"Shoplifting."

"Shoplifting? What did you steal?"



"Cheese."

"Cheese?"

"No, only kidding. Aspirin."

"Aspirin."

"No, only kidding." I held my hand over the receiver and did a Hunter Thompson
accent. I spoke so quietly and indistinctly so I wouldn't be overheard by the bureaucrat
across the table, so quietly in fact that I didn't think I used anything even remotely
resembling articulate speech. "Well actually I was under the influence of Mexican
Brown you know potent strange shit and so what I did was I was mistook a bottle of
aspirin for the...for the, you know...Hope Diamond."

I was about to mumble something incoherent about the Smithsonian Institute and
glass cases when she spoke, as though trying to get the attention of a day dreamer.

"Boyce!"

"Yes?"

"Are you really in jail?"

"Really."

"Where?"

"Downtown."

"I presume I'm making bail?"

"Fifty bucks."

"You couldn't think of anyone else to call, could you?"

"More or less." She laughed.

"I'll be by," she said and hung up.

"O.K. Dinner at six? All right. All right. Bye now. Bye bye."

I out the phone on the cradle and pushed it back across the gray linoleum desk.

"She coming?" he asked. I nodded and rose as he did and followed him to lock-

up.



"Sorry pal. No free lunch," he said and pushed the grill closed. "By the way, the
chick in there is a guy." I pictured the blown kiss I would receive if I looked so soon
after hearing something like that, so I refrained from looking and sat down on a cement
bench built into the cell wall. A far gone Mexican wino lumbered over slowly and
hovered unsteadily above me with an outstretched palm. He mumbled indecipherably.
The peeling brown paint and graffiti revealed green underneath. The plaster on the
ceiling was chalky and rotten around the many brown water stains. I tried to ignore the
soft taps my head received from the wino's palm whenever the circle of his wobbling
careened too widely. After a long enough wait to present my sympathy with his lostness,
I stood up and walked away. I leaned against the wall and read the scratched names and
mulled over living with Lisa, my first cohabitation with a female. We fucked up when
we moved in together. This is where most people go wrong.

Did we really think it would stop at roommates? That it would be so simple? Did
we really think that we would just have our little apartment and save our little money and
everything would be just fine. She would go back to school next year. This was a
business proposition. Romantic tension would not enter the picture.

I heard my name called from the open end of the cell and walked out of the gate
held open.

"Ready buddy?" His navy blue uniform last fit well during the Carter
administration.

As I followed him, I thought the bandanna Lisa usually wore might make the
Sergeant Dimwit clerk behind the counter nervous and inspire him to tack on another
fifty bucks of Shady Character Tax before he felt secure enough to release me into her
hands and onto the unsuspecting city. Lisa knew what the bail was. And I knew Lisa.

"I heard it was fifty, fuck you!" she would say and storm off furious leaving me

standing there slack jawed and gaping behind a ragged line of dirty masking tape.



I came to my position behind the tape and saw Lisa talking to Dimwit at the
counter. There was no commotion, no bureaucratic glee at a chance to be obstinate.
Lisa's face was distorted through the thick bulletproof glass. The angularity of her nose
and high cheekbones flew off in strange directions. She skipped the bandanna. From
what I could see of her, she was even decent enough to throw together a stable
conservative look. She almost looked matronly, in a young and with-it sort of way. My
liberation seemed to running unimpeded. I was home free.

She looked up as the clerk wrote out the receipt and saw me through the wobbling
glass and looked back down. She resisted a smirk but not with any great effort.

We walked in silence up the cool wet stairwell out into the dark orange-lit streets
and got into her car, a yellow Rabbit with rust on the bottom of the doors. The night was
still warm from the day. Inside the car without the task of walking to divert us, the
silence grew more oppressive. All of the windows were rolled up and the only sounds
were the soft taps of the clutch going in and out and the resultant pitch changes in engine
noise. She didn't turn on the radio and I didn't ask her to. For the moment the inferior
position suited me. In that was I could thank her for bailing me out. I watched the city
go by: locked up 9-5 retail store, still open laundromats and 7-11 convenience stores.
Neon beer signs glowing in bar windows. As the silence endured it became more and
more despotic and reminded me of the damage done in deeds over the last few weeks.

The wreckage first began to accumulate when I returned home one day from some
construction work to find half of April's rent laid out in twenties on the stove and an
apartment stripped of most of what had made it a home.

I called her a few times at her mother's but it was always in that sentimental
twilight that comes to us after the fourth or fifth beer alone in a decimated apartment.
Our phone talk never made much progress. It careened wildly between aching need and
diffident dismissal. We finally agreed to meet to see a mutual friend play open mike at

the Black Cat. We returned that night to our queen sized mattress on the floor and our



reunion was full of amnesty and wanting. I never fell asleep that night. I sat on
newspaper naked on the radiator and looked out of the window onto the gravel parking
lot, recently oiled and glowing gray in the moonlight, and at Lisa naked under sheet. The
sky bleached slowly into a pale purple. I put on my cloths silently, left her asleep in bed
and walked out into the tender streets of Sunday morning with a fresh round of the
heartbreaking bottles of Saturday night.

By the time we got off of the highway coming back from the station, the silence
of the drive had shown me ten times over for the emotional criminal that I was, my
constant breach of good faith. At the first red light that caught us I got out and closed the
door behind me without malice. She kept her eyes on the light and drove off when it
turned green. She hadn't looked at me since we left the station.

Walking these dark streets again, I cruised the sidewalks and saw myself from the
perspective of the inmates of the showcase houses. The civilized world stops where the
living room light fades onto the dark and delirious lawn and overturned shopping club
skateboard. When night falls on the North American city the great flood of life retreats
into separate accretions around the blue eyes of televisions. Beyond this network of
glowing knobs there is no reality. Life is stillborn beyond it, desolate only. No one
suspects the streets. No one ever pauses from their pot roast, considers that there might
be a figure flowing through the arteries coursing darkness between the islands of blue
eyes, that might be looking at their split level existence at that very moment, sharing it,
and gaining power from it in unseen fellowship.

It was far enough away that my heels would be cooled right about when I pulled
into their neighborhood, so I made my friend's house the destination of my journey. They
were a band from Lubbock. I met them at the Lazy Lunch one night when they were
opening for Agony Column and I was selling T-shirts. I lit them up and they let me drink
off of the case the bar gave them. One time we all tripped together and went to see the

most hysterical band we could think of, a petulant English trio that wore alot of black,



pursed their lips alot and closed their eyes constantly as they fell back to hit that extra
soulful note.

The audience was mostly young spud wannabes like we once were, cutting their
teeth on the club scene and doing their best to project a moody detachment. Although we
had already progressed to the next level above moody detachment, that of ironic
enthusiasm, we remained in strong sympathy with them nevertheless. They were our
roots. It was all in good fun but we couldn't help goofing off of them. One of us would
go stand next to them and ape their poses of moody detachment. It was never long before
their friends and the people around them would start turning their necks to see where all
the laughter was coming from.

They knew Lisa from when she was a bartender at the Lunch and respected me
for having hooked up with her. She was sultry, dark and tall, probably 5'8". I spent alot
of time at their house, especially after she bailed on me. The fact that I ever hooked up
with her in the first place could still set off ripples of disbelief among them. I couldn't
explain it either. Sometimes you just get lucky.

Their tiny two-story house was squalid in a way that is hard to find outside of the
single wall construction, torn window screens and humidity grease of the South. Dirt
from their grassless lawn was slowly coating their dingy white house brown from the
bottom up. I knocked on the screen door hanging off of its hinges.

Usually I was on my way in before they even answered but tonight Wilkie
answered the door quickly. He stood on two-foot high strap-on stilts, wearing tan shorts
that were too tight, no shirt, and beaming at me from behind a feather headdress-mask.
He loved his get up. He reveled in it, pacing around the upstairs room, singing his best
imitation of opera.

"When did he start developing these symptoms?" I asked looking from eye to eye
at those seated in the single room on the ground floor. Butini sat on the floor with a

smoking red glass bong on his legs, nodding at my question while he held a hit in. Lazlo



was sitting next to him, wrinkling a plastic bag of pot back and forth in his fingers,
waiting his turn. His name was actually Lauren but he was a Yankee who got tired of
hearing his name pronounced "Larn," so he just started going by "Lazlo." He looked up
from beneath a nest of rough black hair and opened his mouth but didn't say anything
when he heard Tyson answer the question.

"He found them in the garage with some of Butini's old drums and fixed them up.
They needed a strap."

Tyson looked back at the Reid Fleming comic he was reading, to give it one final
good-bye before committing himself to the stranger, to conversation, to the night. He
pushed it across the table and had a swig of Shiner bock.

Butini passed the bong to Lazlo and said, "He used a cat collar."

"Two collars, " Tyson said. The water percolated in the bong as Lazlo hit it.

"He found a neighborhood cat and called him over to pet him for awhile and took
his collar," Butini began again, talking up from the floor.

"It was too short so he got another cat and took his collar, too," Tyson added.

"Threaded them together?" I asked.

"I guess. Did he use tape?"

"I don't think he used tape."

"That's wild. You guys just need a gig now."

"We have one. Tonight. Four bands at the Campus Cafe, outside."

"Wilkie gonna do it up?"

"He's going to wear his stuff playing. He's totally psyched for it. Jason and Tina
and all them are coming over later. We're all going to walk over in costume."

When Jason and Tina's friends arrived, they came bearing news of a frat party

across the street.



"We already talked to some of them on the sidewalk," Tina said. She was dressed
in elegant non-camp gleanings from Salvation Army. "They seemed pretty cool. They
said to come over."

Lazlo got up and joined Tyson looking through the blinds.

"Of course they're going to seem cool," I said. "Testosterone demands it talking
to a chick."

Wilkie emerged from the adjoining room, said "Three cheers for the wonder
drug!" and took a swallow from the brown longneck he held aloft. Murmurs of approval
bubbled from the newcomers who hadn't seen his outfit yet.

"Hip hip hooray!" I said twice but no one took me up on it so I downed a fat gulp.
I think it passed for exuberance. Lazlo and Tyson raised the blinds. Now we could see
the party but it was still silent under our music. We were playing the corniest 1970s
stadium rock we could cull from the records. Tyson tried to put on Flipper but it got
shouted down by Lazlo and Bill. Too normal, not nearly ironic enough. AC DC was
voted somewhere in the middle. We left it to the side.

A bunch of us were drinking on the patio checking out the party scene across the
street. White convertible Sciroccos, Suzuki Jeeps and Saabs were parked along the street.
We knew what we had to do. In an everyday tone that sounded funny wafting down eight
feet Wilkie said, "So they said we could just come over then?" He had taken off his
headdress temporarily to preserve it for the show.

"We even said there was alot of guys," Tina mentioned.

"Well that's perfect because my beer is getting low," Wilkie said, pounding his
beer and heading out shirtless across the street, the screen door bouncing to a ragged
lopsided close behind him. Several of us followed.

I talked to a short girl with a pony tail in a tank top on a second floor patio.
Daddy sold one of his Rolexes to set her up in school and apartment for a year. She was

in the apartment at first but moved into a sorority the sisters were so fun and sometimes



they had parties at her old apartment now because it was just empty but she bet those
Delts made a copy of the key and they're just going to wreck the place she knew it did
you see their house where they lived it's a wreck there was even a mattresses on the road
right next to the house where they actually lived and what do you do.

"Do you go to school?" she asked.

It was good to take over the conversation for awhile. She left me dizzy with all of
her talking but my trips to the keg were starting to add up. In spite of the fact that she
was beginning to look attractive, I felt compelled to begin describing my imaginary piano
act in the lounge of the Holiday Inn off of I-35.

I was getting into the upholstery job I had planned for the piano, making
aggressively less and less sense just to startle her, when I looked up from leaning on the
patio railing and noticed their house across the street in hubbub.

"Excuse me," I said. "The crops are coming in. Meet you on the back forty." 1
walked back to the house.

The joint was a hive. Black garbage bags and black frizzy wigs were leaping into
the air. Big chunks of cardboard were being cut with exacto knives and spray painted
black and silver. Some of the women were outlining designs on the band member's faces
with eyeliner pencil and filling them in with black and white face paint.

I was witnessing the resurrection of Kiss.

The entourage finally moved towards the gig and we swarmed around our
spiritual leader, Wilkie. It was Saturday night. The whole city was out on the streets.
They honked at us uproariously, cheering us loudly our whole way up the Drag to the
show. Four crazy dudes in Kiss outfits created nothing but good feeling in all concerned.
Kiss transcended all boundaries. No one could see them and not laugh. They were
budget 70's glamour rock Bodhisattvas spreading good cheer and helping the masses over

the hump of boredom and good taste into salvation.



The show rocked. Lazlo made flame throwers out of Lysol bottles. Butini played
drums in a big plastic bubble filled by a fan going full blast. Wilkie sang and played,
eight feet tall. The mosh pit bounced and spun, everyone picking everyone else up,
skanking the slow songs.

We coalesced together in a sweaty mob after the show and took up a collection
for beer. Irode in a white commercial van with a friend of Jason's. He took all of the
equipment (and a few groupies) up to the show so the band could walk to the gig in
costume. Now we were designated buyers, going to get beer and meet at a house on the
tangent of our gang.

He popped a tape into to the tape deck and we lit up. It was cool to chill after the
hubbub of the dark show. We arrived at the house well before everyone. I had used the
show to outrun the corruption, corrosion and decay the evening began in and now just sat
in the dark of the van, listened to X, nursed a Shiner bock, catalogued the many
emotional exhaustions I had felt in my life and let it all run through me. Let the regrets
well up deep inside. With that music at that moment, I as though I could feel my turmoil
in all its fullness, learn my lessons and let the negative energy pass out of me and
dissipate into the night. Aggressive Chords. Melting tenderness. A ribbon of
saxophone. It was good music to come to exhausted.

Lisa had an instinctive goodness that made you clean up your act around her. She
pulled no punches. There was a sincerity rising from somewhere deep inside her that
made me want to rise to her level. It made my usual tendency towards fractiousness
painful and obscene, my cynicism gutless and tawdry, my motion across a room stiff

disjointed and lumbering.

Ghost Town
Summer 1988, Arizona

"I'm looking for work. You know of any?"



"I hear they still need people up in Jerome. Some company is making some type
of ghost town wild west convention center. I'm running alfalfa up there tomorrow."

"Alfalfa? They got a lotta horses up there?"

"Fair number. Not much space to walk around there. It's just perched on a cliff.
More for show than anything else. Add a little atmosphere, I guess. They were giving
such good money they got all the horses they needed pretty fast. They already had all
needed when I heard about it and it hadn't been news but for a few days."

"How'd the first people hear about it?"

"Word of mouth from the guy running it, I guess. Wasn't too publicized. Nobody
needs them to work nowadays anyway. Got motorcycles and trucks and tractors and
what not. Why not make a little money off them?"

"And they're renovating for a convention coming right up? That's the deal?"

"That's what I heard. They need people for a few weeks to meet their deadline."

My road had to get off of Interstate 10 to go south somewhere. The hay in the
hand welded trailer was for a friend of his 50 miles down the road. He couldn't get
enough alfalfa lately. He was throwing it all away. Whether this meant alfalfa or
something else I did not ask.

He pulled onto the off ramp, not slowing down too much from his highway speed
because he was so weighed down with hay. He was sorry he couldn't give me a ride all
the way especially seeing as how it was so close but it was late and he was probably just
gonna spend the night at his friend's. He slowed for the stop sign where the off ramp hit
the drag through town. He stopped and I got my pack from between the bales and the
wall of the truck bed. I slung it over my shoulder, waved him on. My hand hung there
after he passed. I looked away from the receding truck, let my hand fall and stood alone
at the bottom of the off ramp.

I woke up beneath the overpass troubled by dreams I could not remember. The

concrete and steel girders offered no clues. Awareness came to me slowly. Flat on my



back I kicked a concrete wall to my right to see if it was there. My heart was racing. I
lay flat and stretched out my arms and my legs on the newspaper I'd laid out so it could
catch up. My face and neck was residued with a thorough coating of grimy interstate
Vaseline distilled from the flying refuse of styrofoam coffee cups, greasy sausage
wrappers and smudgy newspaper ink. I felt like a grease puddle beneath a dumpster.

I set my palm mirror at eye level on the concrete suboverpass shelf between the
two highways to get more light to clean up by. With a rag and a plastic Coke bottle full
of water I washed my face and neck, combed back my hair, shaved and brushed my teeth.
Upon completion of my grooming activities, I repacked everything but the water bottle,
leaned my pack against the wall, sat down Indian style in front of it and stared at it like a
shrine.

"I heard they still needed people up there..."

I already tasted the capricious sandwiches and coffee of wealthy buffets but I also
felt something more. I felt accounted for. I felt that I could cross dangerous thresholds
unscathed, walk to my destination across sandy earth, weaving a path through short
sagebrush to the posse of hills on the horizon and arrive without food, the sheerest danger
of all. I stood up and scampered like a crab up the concrete slope to the median of the
highway. It was loud, streaming with the distance and discipline of early morning traffic.

The mountains were a good day's walk away. They stood in the distance like a
bundle of gray purple exclamations on the flat plain. I went back under, snatched up my
pack and bottle, dashed to one of three trailer homes in a park built for twenty and went
straight for the outside faucet without taking my eyes off of it. I filled my jug and headed
straight for the highway, tightening the cap as I walked.

I walked up the onramp and swung around to thumb, giving people space to slow
down onto the shoulder. A figure on the side of the road grows more cutting and

explanations less dense as his distance from a town center grows until finally he forfeit



his chance to any ride at all, barring a 49 Ford kindsoul. The moment of decision came
and went past "too far from town."

I kept on walking to keep walking. I swirling backwards make eye contact with
oncoming traffic, curious if any on the road were gracious. Later, weaving a path
through a sagebrush flats, a train whistle blew. I understood it with perfect clarity.

I wasn't precisely sure where in the mountains the town was so I just got as high
as I could before dark. I had to get above things so I could put my hands in my pockets
and look. Keep my back to the walls. Stay in the shadows. Check the scene out without
being interrogated. Get my information from the shadows, from reflections.

I woke early. The sun was already bright and hot by the time it broke free of the
horizon. My legs, the small of my back and my shoulders ached from yesterday's
walking. It was the most walking I had done in a long time. I was sunburnt on my face,
neck and hands. I unzipped my sleeping bag and pushed myself up out of it. The ghost
town was a pounded dirt main street with buildings and platform sidewalks being
renovated or built all new. Raw pine painted in fresh blues, browns, reds and yellows.

I figured to walk round above it to get things back in motion and check things out
in the town. I rolled my bag and left it with my pack behind a bush down off to the side
and walked the ridge above town to limber up, check things out and generally set the
morning in motion.

Before long, I worked up considerable heat. I had to stop and take off my red ski
jacket before I proceeded any further down the path. Thirty feet on, I saw a dead
campfire. I took a shot of adrenaline in my stomach. Sign of man in a lonesome place. I
pulled my jacket tight around my waist. My eyes narrowed.

The gray ash and charcoal didn't have any smoldering embers. I wasn't from last
night. Empty cans and bottles stood against a nearby rock. A cardboard box held empty

bread bags and plastic milk jugs.



I walked down the ridge slightly towards town. Nada. I walked in a different
direction as though I were going to the nearest highway. Twenty feet down that path on
the side was a bum lying against a bush. I walked down towards him. Five feet uphill
from him was the hip flask he had stolen from my gear the day before. I picked it up and
patted the dust off on my jeans. It was empty. It had been two inches full of good scotch
that had been going round the fire at the Tempe freight yard. The bum panted in his sleep
in a greasy wind breaker against the bush. The uphill part of his face was sandy. I saw
the severe lines of alcoholic age. For him there was no difference now.

I walked back up the ridge and looked out at town. Carpenters with work belts or
power tools emerged from scattered buildings. A group of five stood drinking coffee and
waving hands in at buildings in consideration and planning of their day's work. I
collected my shit and headed down to ask for work.

They had been saying that folks would arrive Monday. By Friday I was still
skillsawing the ends off of a new platform sidewalk. I started at one end of the road and
went down methodically to the end of the road.

"Excuse me!" a man yelled over my mechanical din, embarrassed, the first
conventioneer. With no accommodations apparently ready for him he just walked down
the street to grab the nearest workman that could point him to the martini reception. I
told him the people were coming Monday.

"You're kidding!"

He suddenly saw his entire Toyota dealership yanked out from underneath his
feet. His wife wouldn't be able to shop in Cincinnati on the weekends anymore. She
would leave him. His daughter would stick her tongue out at him more often. He
wandered off, not at all sure what to do, back to his Supra and slept it off for awhile. He
could always worry later.

I put my cap on as the sun rose higher and tied my bandanna around my mouth as

the pounded dirt of the street rose into a thick layer of afternoon dust. People kept



collaring me for directions because I worked in plain view and was an easy target. [ got
so many visitors I started to flesh out my role stand as a tour guide by standing wide,
heavy and loose in my Seattle work boots with a bandanna over my mouth to keep the
dust out, cap on the keep out the sun. I pointed directions with my still running skill saw.
I categorized people according to their reaction. The royal We tightened up their lips and
nose. The belligerents said That thing touches me you'll be plenty sorry. I won't be able
to buy any Toyotas in the entire greater Louisville area. Some wouldn't give me the
satisfaction and pretended not to notice.

I felt a presence behind me as I worked and jumped up and spun around landed
right in my stance. It was young Toyota brass from Japan. I cut the saw and let it hang
in my hand.

"Excuse me. Do you know where I may find some cement?" he said with
minimal accent.

"Come over here," I said and walked him to the room we keep shit like that in.
"Tell me what you need doing. We might already be planning to do it. Save you the
effort."

"I am not sure you would be able to help us."

"You're quite sure?"

"Yes, thank you."

"O.K." I started to carry a bag over for him but he insisted on taking it. He
walked off into an alley between two newly completed buildings. Some of the folks in
charge of the renovations gathered on main street to figure out how to speed things up. 1
walked over and listened.

"I guess we could staple them."

"I guess we'll probably have to."

"Kind of a let down for them spending all of this money."

"They can just get their shit together if they want this done right."



"No doubt, no doubt."

"I wonder what ol' Ted's gonna make of all this noise."

"Where's he been anyway? I haven't seen him around lately."

"Maybe he up and keeled over. Keeps saying he's got a bad heart. 'l gotta bum
ticker. Took too much speed touring in a country band. Got palpitations now.""

"Bad heart his big claim to fame."

"Bad heart and a bunch of stories. He sure can tell a story. Must have met all of
them old honkytonkers. I don't even care if he actually met them. It just sounds good to
listen to..

"He can pick a tune on that ol' guitar, too."

"One of us outta go check up on him."

I went back to work. I'd been taking little boxes of the food they served the
workers in the canteen on up to where I first saw any traces of him. Ever since I arrived
in town, I never saw Ted the bum. I wasn't even sure he was getting the little boxes of
food. They were always eaten but no telling whether a human ate them or a possum,
jackrabbit, coyote or what.

The crowd milled around on main street in the morning, somberly and
expectantly. Two men sat on motionless horses on opposite sides of the street. Small
groups of people hovered around each horse. As Toyota dealers from all across the
country, not too many people knew each other well enough to take sides one way or the
other, although some may have had the same whores in certain large cities like Memphis,
Las Vegas and New York.

I walked up to a comrade who worked banquet last night, sitting on the side of my
sidewalk. I sat down next to him and ran my hand up and down the edge of the newly cut
wood.

"Nice handiwork eh?" I asked.

"This you? It'll pass," he said.



"Pass, shit. This is practically the best thing we did. You don't know what kind
of corners we out to get this out on time."

"I've been picking it up on it here and there. You know Elmers glue just won't do
it!"

"Eh - Don't talk Elmers to me! We're strictly a Krazy Glue crew!

A man with his arms around his chest looked at the horseman nearest us and
nodded. He dropped his arms and walked to the other horsemen.

"What's the deal?" I asked.

"What do you know?"

"Different guys same woman."

"They were about to fight but everyone got tense about their franchises and made
them race horses instead."

"Who's going to win?" I said. "Let's get a pool going."

"What do you mean win? Look at those horses!"

"How did they chose which horses they would ride?"

"They jumped on without either saying anything. I think they don't care. It's
morning, they don't know the crowd and they just want to get it over with. I'm surprised
they can sit on a horse. They were both stuffing my pockets with money for beer last
night."

The starter had his arms around his chest again. He nodded up to the horsemen
and stepped into the middle of the road. The two on horseback followed. The crowd
moved quietly to the sidewalks. Some went behind the buildings to the steps of the
shacks further on up the hill. The starter pointed discreetly from his hip at each
horseman. They nodded. He raised a red bandanna in his hand overhead. They leaned
forward with the reins in their hands. The starter dropped his bandanna. They took off

galloping down the street and turned out of sight behind the buildings within a minute.



My comrade and I quickly scurried up the mountain above the shacks on the hill
behind main street. The first one into the narrow path between the main street buildings
and the shacks on the hill behind main street would probably win unless the second rider
stayed extremely close and could out drag the leader on the short stretch of street coming
back until the finish line. One went wide to make a play for it but couldn't get the
momentum up to pass him. He dropped back and they both disappeared again behind a
building. I watched the next gap for them to emerge.

I heard a pig squeal loudly, a man yell panicked, then a riot of Japanese Toyota
Brass. The crowd on the steps and slope poured in behind them. We all hurried towards
them. Four Japanese in gaudy western outfits helped a fifth Japanese similarly attired up
the steps to the sidewalk of the new red saloon, laid him down and began seeking medical
attention. One of the horses writhed on the dusty street amongst the tattered remnant of a
gray stone Shinto shrine. It's hoof thwacked the sidewalk of the saloon intermittently. A
horseman had a good scrape on his cheek bone and above his eye and his shirt was torn at
the shoulder. He was explaining the crash to someone, walking it through. When he
arrived at the end he looked at the horse for a moment and walked away. The crowd
followed. A Japanese Toyota Brass person dashed through the slow swarm in a magenta
and blue cowboy outfit. The horseman unbuttoned his shirt dunked his head in the new
working horse trough scrubbed his cuts underwater with his left hand and patted his face
dry with his shirt. The other rider came up. They talked to one another with half closed
eyes.

Everyone is reconciled and goes to the outdoor auditorium in the narrow valley
for an Authentic Hopi Snake Dance. The regular native American drummer took ill. Ted
the Bum filled in for him. The ancient ceremonial dance with infused with the rhythm of
a classic honkytonk beat. The strange cross cultural rhythms echoed wildly throughout

the narrow valley.



Jessica
Summer 1988, Honolulu Hawaii

I called Jesse from the road on the Mainland

"A girl's been calling for you," he said.

"Which one?" I asked hopefully, picking and choosing from among my favorites.

"Jessica."

"Who?"

"The one you were sitting with in the front seat when I was making out with that
tall blond the last time you were here."

"The fat dumb one?"

"Come on! She wasn't that bad!"

"Easy for you to say! You were sucking on some titty!"

"Just call her when you get back. She's really into you."

My interaction with her was primarily centered around trying to avoid seeing
Jesse and Jessica's girlfriend make out hardcore behind us in the back seat of a car parked
at the beach park at the bottom of Mariner's Ridge. I thought they were going to pork! I
was incredibly irritated with and jealous of Jesse and her as they went at it but I couldn't
very well drive off and deny my friend free milk, now could I? Instead of going for a
walk, I kept myself amused with a sarcastic running commentary. Somehow this was
enough to inspire the romantic interest of Jessica.

When I returned home, I blew her off until we happened to bump into each other
at a party in a Waikiki hotel room. We wound up dry humping on the patio. "What [ am
I doing?" I thought. "She's just too fat and dumb! But she's willing. I am torn..."

I called her a few days later. She convinced me to pick her up after school the
following Friday to hang out, before a bunch of mutual friends of ours planned to listen
to Cecillio and Kapono in the "welfare seats" of the Waikiki Shell Auditorium. The so-

called welfare seats are actually the grass lawn beyond the fences of the auditorium.



Hundreds of people gather outside for popular concerts, drinking beer and wine from well
stocked coolers and cooking kalbi ribs and teriyaki chicken on the hibachi to eat with rice
and potato salad. You could easily argue that the welfare seats were actually better than
the seats inside. In addition to being able to hear the music fine, you could also hibachi,
smoke dope, have large coolers and feel generally more relaxed.

On our one and only "date," I rolled up in my yellow 1969 G.T.O. at the Hawaii
School for Girls at La Pietra at the bottom of Diamond Head.

"WHAT am I getting myself into," I thought as I rounded the banana boat around
the paved entry circle. I'd intentionally come after the rush of end of school because she
was so fat, ugly and stupid that I didn't want to be seen with her. She was alone when I
arrived to pick her up. That was good.

"Can I say you're my boyfriend now?" she asked.

"Oh Jesus Christ," I thought. "Call me whatever the hell you like."

We drove to my Dad's stucco mansion on Waialae Nui ridge. I offered her a
cocktail. She declined.

"You won't be having one?" I thought. "I sure as hell will be. What the hell am I
doing here? This is one desperate penis I have here!"

We sat on the pool deck overlooking the deep blue sea, the coconut trees of
Kahala, and the golf course and expansive complex of the Kahala Hilton. Cloudless blue
sky.

I was so disgusted with her and myself that I put on some of the fastest most
aggressive music I had to forget what I was doing.

"Don't you have something else? Something mellow? Any Crosby, Stills and
Nash?"

"Naaah! Something fast!" I said.

Out of courtesy to a guest, however, I went to put some on for her. She followed

me into the house and kept trying to kiss and fondle me. I kept scooting away from her.



"Something's not right," I offered weakly. "The time isn't right."

"What do you mean 'the time isn't right?"" She was really horny.

That night we met all of our friends at the welfare seats behind the Waikiki Shell.
I wore a long sleeved white oxford shirt and colorful boxers of an ostrich sticking his
head in the sand. Marc said he liked my outfit. It put me in fine fettle because he was
not only a fellow aspiring writer but a clothes horse as well. I really respected his
opinion on fashion. Jessica and I sauntered off away from the group and lay down next
to one another on the patchy grass barely covering deep red dirt. She rolled on top of me
lying down on my back and started dry humping me.

The red dirt here stains cloths easily. I'll ruin my favorite oxford shirt!

Meeting Amber
Fall Semester 1988, Bronxville New York

After I finally started going to school, I had a friend who lived two floors exactly
above me in my dorm, a new boxy building that marred an otherwise attractive campus of
large elegant buildings. I would always go and visit her when I felt like talking to
someone. She was bright, humane and off-center. Talking with her was always
interesting and important. Before long I hadn't finishing experiencing anything until I
could finally share it with Amber.

Attractive as she was with long straight brown hair, dark eyebrows and nice small
breasts, it never occurred to me that I might actually want to sleep with her. Indeed, I
pitied her next lover. There was a mesmerizing black and white photograph above her
desk of her hugging her first love from behind. Her arms hung loosely over his chest. He
looked down and to the side with a bashful smile. She looked straight into the camera
with a smile of unadulterated, blissed-out rapture.

There was honest and unqualified love in that striking picture. But she was here

now and had long ago cashed those chips in for a new life. Her next lover would be a



picture on a wall someday too. It was that realization that made the picture compelling. I
used to stare at it for awhile every time I visited her.

There were two other women I was thinking of sexually. One was a thin pale girl
of medium height with fine thin shoulder length dusty brown hair. Her voice tended
towards the high and squeaky and reiterated the cuteness and mousiness of her general
mien. Her large breasts, however, did not. She was withdrawn, tenuous, intelligent and a
fabulous and delicate player of several reed instruments. I was drawn to her as a kindred
spirit and spent many evenings in her room. She always received me graciously but I
was never really sure how welcome I was. I never made any advances toward her,
attracted though [ was.

The other woman I was attracted to was a year ahead of me but, because of my
year on the road, was my age. Her long straight brown hair was practically down to her
butt, accentuating her height and thinness and, dare I say, exquisitely balanced and fine
featured face with long thin eyebrows. She had a quick ironic wit [ was smitten with.

Although these two were the ones I was fondling in my daydreams, Amber wound
up being the one I kissed in the flesh. With no ulterior motive I took her to the sculpture
studio late one night to show her a piece I was carving in plaster-of-paris. No one was
there. We left the lights off to regard the forms on tables by the orange light of the street
light coming in through the wall of windows.

"Guess which one is mine," I said.

"I was afraid you might say that," she answered.

She saw the request as portentous and took her time, walking slowly from piece to
piece, contemplating each one carefully with a furrowed brow.

She came back to one in particular and studied it awhile longer. It wasn't mine
but it was the only one similar to mine, with dynamic, well rounded organic forms. She
had never seen any of my drawings and had no way of knowing my visual style. I put her

to this test, curious, but expecting nothing. How could I? She had no way of knowing.



"This one," she said hesitantly without looking at me.

"Nope."

"THAT ONE!" she said pivoting quickly on her feet pointing at her second choice
with firm decisiveness.

"That's the one," I conceded. "Amazing!"

Amber had already startled me on numerous occasions before with penetrating
offhand observations that revealed me to myself like revelations. I had spent my whole
life in Hawaii, in Europe and in America being at best only partially understood even by
those closest to me. She seemed to understand me intuitively before we even really got
to know each other. A sense of little girl fear somewhere deep within her also drew me
towards her strongly .

We kissed, tenderly, tentatively, holding each other in the dim light amidst small
white plaster sculptures.

Although she had kissed me back, the second guessing began almost immediately.
Had I been too forward? Had she merely humored me? Was she actually bemused and
indifferent? I couldn't tell. We remained friendly and still took meals together as often
as we had before. We didn't push it any further until the night of the Debutante Ball put
on by a consortium of campus gay and lesbian groups.

The ostensive purpose of the event was for "coming out," as in "of the closet."
The student body was 3:1 female to male and nearly half gay, lesbian or experimenting.
Guys did drag at the drop of a hat. Heterosexuals in "gender appropriate clothes" were
welcome to dance at the ball as well. On a campus of one thousand where you knew
everybody by sight within three weeks and most people didn't get off campus that much,
it was basically a chance to dress like grown ups. We all jumped at it.

I had already dodged one kissing scene in a secluded stairwell high up above the
melee with a drunk girl I had a semi-crush on. I had joined her up there to help her

through the worst of her drunkenness. When she tried to kiss me I pulled back, partially



because she was loaded and couldn't mean what she was doing but mostly because I
realized that my heart was previously occupied, that I was deeply attracted to Amber.
She was embarrassed at my rejection of her advances. I didn't want to hurt her and
stayed with her a little while longer.

"I didn't mean for this to happen. I didn't mean for this to happen," she said. I
soon left her to her solo agony to rejoin the dance.

After the ball, Amber and I ended up in my dorm room. My roommate wasn't
there. We started kissing passionately. For the first time in my life having sex seemed
more natural than not. We arrived at that point that had kept me from consummation so
many times before. Fear and then relief at the conscious decision not to go for
penetration and we could simply kiss and fondle and eat each other out. I felt none of the
hesitation I had always felt at that point before.

Natural instincts took over. It was nothing as dramatic as I had always worried
about. In our passion, I did tear the top of her black stockings. For a week I was unsure.
Was she mad at me for that? Did she think I had gone too far?

We eventually reconciled.

The last night before winter break I took a microdot of ecstasy of hers on a whim.
I had never tried it before but had heard great things about it and was curious. No one
could really put their finger on what it did to you. Something about kindness and
complete honesty. Explanations always trailed off with, "You've just got to try it."

It started kicking in after half an hour. I felt a tremendous thirst, like I could drink
beer like water on a July afternoon. Amber, an old ecstasy hand, knew this quandary and
switched me to water after my second beer.

I was seeing God. I was passionately and sincerely in love with all five people in
the room (especially with their happiness). I was in love with the Public Enemy and

Sarafina tapes playing on the ghetto blaster. The sounds inspired me to use the big



National Geographic world map on the wall to share my vision of the path of the blues
out of West Africa into North America as it created modern American music.

"You can still find tribes so isolated that their music sounds like the 18th century
when they started shipping over alot of slaves. It sounds amazingly like the country
blues. Through New Orleans, Memphis, St. Louis, Chicago where it switched after
W.W. II from acoustic to electric."

I drew the path in light pencil and added another line over from the British Isles.

"The folk music scene arrived with the Irish and Anglo-Saxon immigrants on the
east coast and drifted southward along the Appalachians. It evolved into bluegrass and
country and when it reached Memphis it joined the blues and became Rock and Roll.
Rock and Roll opened up into funk with James Brown and Sly Stone and Parliament and
the Ohio Players to form so much of that pool of material that hip hop samples from."

I was aglow with enthusiasm and revelation. The pupils of my eyes were going
Margaret Keane.

"The music of the world and its evolution is like a symphony. Every large region
has its own unique sound to contribute. I'll be right back. I'm going to get tapes," I said
and ran off to my room to get examples to illustrate my points, ran back, stuck my head
into the door and said "Who needs a beer?" Glanced from face to face to collect orders.

Amber shined eyes at me, smiling tenderly.

I was still x-ing a little the next morning. Amber sat in my room as I packed. We
said what young lovers say in the first glow of their love, promises to meet, in Hawaii
within a week. Her stepfather worked for United Airlines and she flew free. I zipped up
my black leather bag and threw it by the door. We hugged, souls who had found each
other, still painfully and sweetly unsure as to where we stood with each other. I walked
out of the dorm into a warm light rain towards the Metro North train station. The
overcast day and wet streets of the ride into Grand Central Station were as sweet as our

parting caresses. It was poignant to look out of the window of the moving train. Even



the wretched waste-filled streams of ratty industrial south Bronx were invested with the
melancholy headiness of new love.

Why can't we all live like I felt last night, so instinctively considerate and caring?
How long until the drug recuperation afterglow fades and I'm as callous, cynical, guarded
and hateful as I was before? Why can't the lessons of the mountain ever be brought back
down into the valley? What am I to Amber? She sounds like she had alot of lovers in

Berkeley before she came to Sarah Lawrence College. Am I just another fling?

First Holiday
Holidays 1988-1989, Honolulu Hawaii

I was still x-ing slightly when I arrived in Hawaii in the morning after my first
semester of college. My mom's bedroom smelled strongly of Ruffles perfume. I always
got a heavy whiff of it walking past it the bathroom. For years after, I got an ecstasy
flashback every time I smelled that scent.

When Amber joined me in Hawaii, we had to make our lovebed out of two foam
futons that folded into three sections on the floor in the front room. The indoor camping
aspect of it added alot of delightful and precious common tasks that were related to such
basic urges as sleeping and having sex with each other that bonded us even more closely
together.

My old bedroom was taken over by a new brother, a crib, hanging mobiles, toys,
bags of diapers, cans of infant formula and related paraphernalia . I would wake up early
to drive my mom to work in the legal ghettos of downtown Honolulu so we could have
the car for the day.

I returned home to wake up and coax the small naked body of my beloved out
from beneath the sheets with kisses and caresses. By 8:30 a.m. it would be bright, sunny
and warm. A cool breeze would come in through the nylon screens. The sun would

crackle the red metal roof shingles next door. I would turn the overhead fan on low, put



on some music and we would have sex to greet the day. A shower of cool water together.
Peets coffee imported straight from Berkeley, rocket fuel to aid in the planning our day's
adventures.

I had a million things I wanted to do with her. I had spent a lifetime being a
methodical athletic loner on O'ahu, racking up a huge treasury of nooks and crannies
meaningful to me but never shared with many others, fabulous vistas, secret beaches and
hidden waterfalls.

We took long drives with the ragtop down, Amber in daisy duke shorts and a
bikini top by my side, blasting Public Enemy ("I know you hate my 98! Suckers learn
when my wheels burn!") to secluded scorching beaches to sandslide, swim and sun by
ourselves, to hike Tantalus through Ko'olau Mountain rain forests and have surreptitious
sex with simultaneous orgasms on public hiking trails, and to Makapu'u to bodysurf
every time the waves were 2-3 or better, which was often (including a sweet silent
session of discovery of profound mutual love and reverent hopefulness sitting quietly
together before the Waimanalo Mountains as close as we could get to them in a car, a
wall of majestic tropical green ribbons of mountain cliff rising 2,500 feet.

We made a long moped journey to the Haunama Bay Marine Preserve on
Kalanianaiole Highway past Kalani High School. Our baskets were full of bouncing cans
of guava and mango juice, and greasy bags of half moon and pork hash dim sum,
manapuas and rice cakes.

Haunama Bay is famous for skin diving with vast schools of different gentle
colorful fish to feed and bulbous coral formations to swim quietly among. Legendary
local lava tube Toilet Bowl to play is a half mile walk away. It drains to inches of water
in a sand covered rock bottom with the egress of each wave and then explodes with ten
feet of surging surf (fifteen counting spray) as each wave comes in; don't get close to the

rock walls or you will get smacked around! Come before 10:00 a.m. or the water is too



cloudy from all of the zillions of tourists flapping sand and crap up; the snack concession
is expensive; bring food or eat at Koko Marina Shopping Center nearby.

We took languorous drives to the North Shore to do various combinations of
sandsliding and swimming at Kahana Bay, eating fresh prawns with melted butter at the
Laie aquaculture farm stand on the side of the road, having exciting and dangerous semi-
public sex at the end of the trail by the huge heiau (native Hawaiian religious site)
overlooking Waimea Bay at Pupukea, jumping off of the big black lava rock into the
water and swimming in the Bay and eating a Matsumoto shave ice with ice cream and
azuki beans because our love was a special occasion and worth the expense and departure

from conventional syrup-only frozen delights of the countless workaday surf weekends.

Back at School
Spring Semester 1989, Bronxville New York

Back at school things passed well. It was difficult for me to fall asleep with her
on the standardized thinness of the dorm beds after an evening's cuddling. I usually left
to crash alone in my own bed. She later told me this was always a painful parting for her.
[ understood. Love - gone - alone - darkness.

I held my first "48 Hours" art event, modeled on one I attended in Austin
previously. I got $300 from the school and went to town, literally, going to Yonkers to
buy mass amounts of art supplies and cheap toys. In the largest auditorium on campus,
probably a three hundred seater, I left these items and every conceivable tool of artistic
creation, not only art supplies but typewriters, musical instruments, amplifiers,
microphones, a video camera, an overhead projector, and assorted tools. I urged
everyone to take psychedelic drugs and stay inside the building as long as possible and let
that critical mass of hallucinating exhausted humans spark incredible acts of delirious and

brilliant creativity and tender human feelings of compassion and solidarity.



Little documentation of the event follows. There is a photo of me as the anxious
impresario-artist prior to the beginning of the festivities. There are photos of the
psychotic, terrifying and deadly words and images painted all over the walls where
performers enter at off-stage right. There is a photo of me exhausted, cleaning up, with a
giant wad of butcher paper, waving my hand like Queen Elizabeth. What follows are the

ragged pages left strewn about hither and yon at the conclusion of the event.

48 Hours Writings
Spring Semester 1989, Bronxville New York
dear rolling stones,
would you please perform at my keg party at sarah lawrence. we know you are into
kinky sex and we think you'd fit right in here.
please consider this offer

honeykins

dear rolling stones
the above letter is obviously a forgery and should be ignored by your estimable selves.
we would never presume to ask people of your advanced years to travel so far, just for the
possibility of some orgasms.

with apologies

your fond rememberers

dear rolling stones,
I am too unoriginal to think up something but I feel like using up paper.
wastrelly

ms. moist of knightsbridge



dear rolling stones,
why doncha bronze your fucking cocks, already?

really

dear rolling stones,

how the hell are you, I'm fucked up but I felt like it

gogogo read it and weep

hey there how's it going?

are you having a good time?

are you having a good rhyme?
what's giggin' jackie?

machine in use

rinse indicator

unbalanced signal

nuclear weapons

pretentious people

drink some beer

multitudinous excitation

this writing implement is quivering
let's all be different

JUST LIKE ME

I love you...

ice cubes in the eye and on the brain
wow what a hip idea to have a typewriter at an otherwise boring party

otherwise they longed to be young Shitheads cause they writing what they know



this is great this is where 1 start to send key

diplomatic messages

"do you have any cigarettes"

the question posed is the question waiting

If you cannot write, why touch the keys? Yet, all of you seem to insist on it, as if every
one of our words were a precious drop of blood. They aren't. You should become
secretaries or businessmen or producers of plays or something. Give up. Go away.
Don't you know paper costs money? Idiots.

Idiots he screamed congratulated himself and walked off.

THISISFUNNYBUTIFEELLIKEIMINAFISHBOWL

THE MUSIC WAS FUCKING LOUD AND THERE WERE THOUSANDS OF FIRE
CRACKERS

SAY IT LOUD

HERE THERE LOUD

IT MEANS WISHING

IF THE GRASS IS ALWAYS GREENER ON THE OTHER SIDE, IT'S FULL OF
FERTILIZER

The time is at hand the master race will triumph

stamp out and no more trees or else fucker

yeah what he said Jerry Lives

when the typewriter sways before you you know

you've reached

oblivion



it's all over because it never was

were is the point of this shitwad of a party?

I ask you YOU YOUYOUYOU

TONIGHT IS...THE NIGHT, FOR WHAT? song and dance

I think 1'll go there not here go there some other place, 1 imagined, comprehend,
comprehend, lost before the actual facts broke my schism insanity fish butter cups that's a

code to my friends but not you no skip pure knowledge

THE CRITICAL THING TO REMEMBER

COGITO ERGO ZOOM

SITTING HERE IN FRONT OF A TYPEWRITER TYPING THINGS TO FORGET IN
MY DRUNKEN STUPOR. THINGS TO FORGET BECAUSE THEY DON'T matter
things to forget because the world passes by before your eyes things to forget because the
world is changing things to forget because the world of people never will

what is perceived is real what is judged is not?

so you graduate with the world in front of you the behind supporting your every step yes
the world is in front of you and isn't that all it really is

And so, if the air every lifts over this sickening collection of used paper cups that sticky
spittle in the bottom

Mike sports the red pulse of music

Johnny in white, a spiritual DEFECT, SOON TO BE DISCOVERED.



There were these two girls who were spotted, there was this school, they went there. This
guy, this dude came over to them.
What's going on?
There were these two women, they were old. They spoke alot about the war...There was
this bomb, it was there, and none of the women knew it. There were these two girls, they
were students and didn't really care what happened in the world. There was this world.

- TWO GIRLS SPOTTED
It was a dark and stormy night...i was alone
so fuck me up the ass

so that was a little too real to leave near me

FLESH IS PROBLEMATIC
like poem dislike poem eventually we are all here and to save ourselves we must do it by
our bootstraps so we do it is the calling
to rise again
to survive
new idea waiting for the old to can you believe it what is it
I'll give you my
All wacky

I don't really understand this typewriter. It's fucked, big time. Oh well, I can't
really do anything about that. Fuck man. Where did Danny and Shelby go? I wonder...
Enough of this. Ireally don't understand this typewriter. Fuck. Okay I'll start

again...



It's really IMPOSSIBLE TO WRITE HERE. DEATH!!!DEATH!!'DEATH!!!
HO! HO! Oh well, I can't write a goddamn thing because this is hardly an environment
which is conducive to concentration.

PRESIDENT BUSH!!! I LOVE THAT MAN!!! IREALLY DO!!! HE'S
STRONG, HE'S LEAN, HE'S MEAN, FUCK THIS ISN'T RIGHT SOMEHOW FUCK

I'm in no state to write fuck I can't do this, never mind sorry I tried

This is my typewriter. It isn't fucked up you are...But [ am too. Everyone is fucked up
they just don't understand why they are fucked up. I have the answers.

That wasn't me but I'm back and better than ever. I'm Ramen noodles now. The
Towelmaster Rules!!! Do you have the psi? The madness has grown. There are more
and more mad slc students. Some aren't mad yet but give it time and it will happen.
Specifically, Jeremy broccoli is here and he's just staring. However, Ben is playing
baseball with a clay ball. This could be interesting. I hope no one steps in my water but
I'm afraid that it could happen. In fact, it is getting fucking crowded in here. It's 12:40
a.m. so it must be slc prime time. That explains it. I cannot cook. The Ramen noodles

will prove that because I don't think it will resemble anything edible.

HEAVEN WAS YESTERDAY NEWS
QUIET
IS
yesterdays too I need a typewriter as [ always need a typewriter i need to understand it on
a sheer poet gene level yesterday's news when all you cats left you did this like fucking
high school
THE MUSIC BITES



PRETTY PROUD OF YOURSELF BOYCE AIN'T YA
GOT THAT GODDAMN GRIN ON yer face again
ok whatever eric I know you will know what I mean
TALKING ABOUT LIGHT
ABOUT TOO MUCH PROFESSIONAL LIGHT
THAT'S what I see
that and goddamn cheap shit no where to stand music
all the porn stars sighed...And later, they took off their clothes and
fell to the floor
tonight
on the Brooklyn Bridge
the power lines broke
quietly
over
the sunrise
AND SOMEBODY SAID "FAIR WARNING, BLOOD SAUSAGE POSSE'S IN
EFFECT." So I hid behind my UHURU and quivered. It was a real UHURU, not just a
Sears UHURU, by the way. This guy came up and asked, "What ya writin'?" Who the
hell knows? If it's supposed to be such a commercial, no I meant a free world, then what

the hell business if it of yours? Then again, I just said, "LET'S PARTY!"

and we are all drunk, sitting around, playing with clay and paint. it's a sorry existence.
who the fuck cares anyway? it doesn't really matter in the end. HOUSE MUSIC ALL

NIGHT LING...OOPS...I MEAN HOUSE MUSIC ALL NIGHT LONG.



Hey beautiful what's happening

someone said to someone else

no Nno you are quite wrong

Life was strange. It was strange like the cooling sensation that you get right before the
nuclear blast. You know the nuclear blast is coming, but there isn't anything you can do
but wait, unless you take the National Lampoon version and bend over so your head
hangs between your legs and kiss your ass goodbye. I always thought the SLC was crazy
and tonight proves it. Ashley is playing with the overhead projector and Nathan is
singing as if he was a harpooned baby seal. There was nothing to do but join in with the
madmen and type everything as if it was all meaningful. And type very badly at that. No
wonder everyone I know is taking advantage of the fact that therapy at this school is free.
However for some people this is the only therapy they have. They'll be crazy in
Reisenger Auditorium and play with various electrical equipment. The bigger they are
the more complicated their toys become. My toy is only the typewriter. It seems that
some other people's toys are much more expensive. Nathan will make a toy of whatever
comes along abut now seems more content with the microphone. The constituency seems
to have grown here and there is a now a much greater variety of madness present. I think
that it probably has a lot to do with the fact at I left the door open so the whole campus
can hear all the noise that can be made by a microphone and electric guitar and an old
piano. Nathan however is still the centerpiece of the rage of insanity. It seems as if it's
going to stay that way for awhile. I believe the importance of typing right now is that I
keep going and don't stop so I can be a part of the insanity. Nathan is looking at me too
much because I am not doing anything. Perhaps this whole 48 Hours thing has some way
of portraying what Sarah Lawrence is about but I think not. Yes this is the 48 Hours
thing. We don't do this all the time. Oh no Nathan. Now Nathan is doing sections from
Greater Tuna. Actually I don't know that the tuna is so great, but I don't know if that

actually matter. I attempted to order pizza but failed. If I had the number to Dominos I



would order but I don't and I don't feel like looking for it and nobody else is doing
anything but being silly as if [ was being normal. Ben is standing over me and I don't
think that I like it. There must be something calling me and I can't hear it.
Scheizahuntswasse und cockespeil. I think I will take a break at least for a minute and
check out what the hell is happening in the pub. Nathan needs a box of tranquilizers and

I've been looking for no I've been listening to him for him for too long!!!

Well, Boyce, I hope your feeling pretty good about this.

Matt is here and has been the whole night just like you would like him to be.

There's someone else doing what I hope will not be a problem. She's painting the door.

I know you don't like me. I worry too much and don't mind my own business.

This typewriter is difficult, so you learn to work with it. I think that's been what I've been
doing wrong with my whole big life, insisting on certain things instead of learning to
work with them, at least that's what I would say if | had to pick something that was wrong
with my whole big life. Usually the only time I think about that kind of stuff is when I'm
feeling pretty good about it, unless, of course, I'm doing an experiment, trying to force
myself to feel bad when I know I should but really don't.

You know how it is, or maybe you don't, when people don't notice when you're really
screwing up and only have good things to say. It's a big problem, as are most other
things.

I don't think I'll make any new friends for awhile. It's not a process I particularly enjoy,
making new friends. I think that's because then you have them, new friends I mean.
Well, I think I've done this thing to the best of my ability and I will now go back to my

real life and try to write a psychology paper.



Thanks Boyce. It occurred to me that this is you and you are this, and I liked it for the
time I was here and was glad to eat breakfast alone this morning. Not that you care. Not
that I do.

Good morning. Maybe I'll come back, though it would probably be a pretty bad idea,
though maybe I will, because poor judgment at least will tell you what you don't want to

be when you grow up.

Spring Break
Spring Semester 1989, Bennington Vermont - Bronxville New York

We made a disastrous visit to a Berkeley girlfriend of Amber's named Sara up at
Bennington College in Vermont over Spring Break, four of us in a small dorm room.
Sara and her love interest were constantly snapping at each other. (The love interest, a
superlative jazz drummer, had spent a month's worth of grocery money on a big stack of
classic 1950s post-bebop jazz C.D.s. My sympathies were with him, prioritizing artistic
fuel over quotidian necessities.) If they did this while we were walking, I would drift ten
feet in front of them. If they did this in a room, I would drift to a window and stare out at
the snowy landscape. I was giving them the space to argue in peace. When the
emotional tumult was over I would drift back.

The few evenings we spent there, I wrote in my notebook in the wood paneled
study of Sara's dormitory. Writing there alone in that large elegant room with the snow
falling in the night slowly around me, I felt like Bennington College alumni Bret Easton
Hollis lionized so tremendously just a few years before.

Sara and Amber interpreted this behavior as a pissy aloofness and "a refusal to
make the situation work." They were right about the latter. The situation wouldn't work.
Why fight it? Why not just leave? Somehow the fighting of Sara and her lover in such

cramped quarters wasn't the source of tension. My avoidance of their fighting was. I felt



under fire and wrongly accused by people who would never see my side of it, kind of like
Yugoslavia.

Similarly, I began formulating my trip Back immediately. I visualized myself
camping down the Interstate alone back south to Bronxville (even though the landscape
was covered with snow and it was below freezing). The blow up finally came in the
sporting goods section of a department store in town as I poked around silently for the
portable pots and pans appropriate to my journey. Sara fled. Amber and I finally had it
out by ourselves in the middle of a deserted street after walking two miles back to
campus crunching snow on opposite sides of the road.

"Of course you have to do what you have to do," she said about my plans to
camp, with tears in her eyes. I didn't understand her perspective. If the situation wouldn't
work, why be there? But her anguish was sincere and touching. I couldn't bear to see her
in pain. I resolved not to go, but to stay and try to understand her.

We struck a compromise and returned to Sarah Lawrence. We moved her and her
roommate's beds together and played house for the last week and a half of Spring Break.
We bought so many groceries that we had to taxi them the mile back home from the A &
P grocery store. We had someone on the inside slipping us major discounts on our
expensive items like imported beer that mysteriously rang as Milwaukee's Best and fine
cuts of meat which always seemed to register as Hamburger, and flipping assorted
gourmet knick knacks over the check-out laser beams.

That week and a half, we had sex twice in the morning, caught the train into the
City by noon, spent the day at the Met, M.O.M.A., Greenwich Village or any number of
other exciting hotspots in one of the great cities of the world, usually wrapping up the
evening with cappuccinos and a poetry reading at some hip cafe, wine and cheese at a
gallery opening, or some strange band at an all ages club, preferably C.B.G.B.s (as we

were neophytes and [ was a big David Byrne fan).



She told me later that last summer before Paris during our journey through Big
Sur and the Sierra Nevadas that Sara had threatened to revoke her friendship, Amber's
strongest, if we left together for Sarah Lawrence. She said she told Sara in tears that she
had to go with me. We were beginning to make sacrifices to each other and what we had

found. The rest of second semester passed well. We grew closer and closer.

Generic Bridge #1
Summer 1989, Bronxville New York - Honolulu Hawaii

My father had said in no uncertain terms that he couldn't afford anymore time at
Sarah Lawrence. The first year was it - all there was going to be. Amber and I stayed on
campus as long as we could after the school year was over to stretch out our last tiny bit
of time together.

In the absence of any better plans, North America beckoned me to hitchhike
through it further. As with Belgrade a few years before, Honolulu felt like it had no more
lessons for me. It would be a living death to return there. Although I was burning to get
back on the trail of the Inexpressible Something I was tracking, practicality reared its
ugly head. Since I wasn't coming back next year I couldn't leave any of my crap at
school over the summer. Somehow two trunks and three duffel bags worth of shit had to
get back to Hawaii. It turned out to cost about as much to fly back with it as luggage as it
would have to ship it as freight. I submitted to the inevitable and returned home.

After less than a week in Hawaii I was on the road again bound for Alaska for no
other reason than the fact that I had never been there before and it was supposed to be
beautiful and sparsely populated. I spent two months hitching down through Alaska up
to the Yukon and south through British Columbia and the American West to meet Amber

for the first time at her home in Berkeley.

Looking for Work at the Fisheries



Summer 1989, Petersberg Alaska

The ferry Taku pulled into port and I walked off the ship with my world on my
back. I had packed my backpack well, compact and well balanced. I was gratified to feel
so mobile. I had it all with me. The polyester knit hordes I disembarked with would
hurry about, see nothing, and get back on feeling productive and virtuous for having
gotten off in the first place. Me, I could stay there if I wanted to, completely self
sufficient. My ticket allowed me to catch the next ferry if I liked.

I had imprinted the city map in my head from a wall of the ferry and walked
towards a cannery. There was barely any activity along the waterfront. A man walked
some garbage to a dumpster. Should I ask him, "Is there anyone here today I can talk to
about getting some work?" I paused on the side of the road and considered the question
as he disappeared back into the dimness of the building.

A thought came to mind, one I hadn't considered. I only want to work a week or
two. Maybe is the kind of work that takes awhile to get the hang of. Maybe they
wouldn't hire me if they don't think I'll stick around for awhile. I walked along the
waterfront road towards town and the other three fisheries.

Petersberg was a tightly grouped little town with well mowed lawns and new
fences. In many respects, it wasn't a typical Alaskan town. It seemed like a playground.
I got the feeling it was the summer residence of the affluent and in-the-know of
Anchorage.

I found a little park with benches off to the side of the road and followed a trail
down to the ocean and finished a pack of M & M's I bought on the ferry, to cheer me up
in case job hunting hadn't gone well. It hadn't. The fisheries weren't busy, entrances
weren't distinct enough for me to find and the one community bulletin board in town had
a few index cards tacked up looking for work but none offering any.

The rocky shore of the park near the dock was littered with cardboard from cheap

beer suitcases from town kid's late night parties drinking and making out away from the



watchful eyes of families. I sat down on the bench and had a sacred peanut butter,
banana and honey sandwich with some water. Bald headed eagles came and went from a
huge nest on the top of the tree above me. I was in the middle of town.

After lunch, I stowed my stuff in some bushes nearby, took off to see the city and
look for work unburdened. Maybe mobility would give me more confidence and bring
me better luck. Kids played everywhere throughout town. The wilderness behind the
new houses and apartments was a boggy swamp. I tromped around on muddy trails
looking for somewhere dry to sit and found none. Isaw a boardwalk across the bog,
climbed onto it and followed it to a tent city where two young dudes were playing horse
shoes. One of them hit a ringer and said "Oh sweet!" I travel thousands and thousands of
miles and I still can't avoid surfer dudes saying 'sweet'?!

I talked to a guy at the camp. He said they didn't have any work there. I kept on
walking, taking a new road to town. The houses all looked so snazzy and new. I kept an
eye out for places to sack out in and found a few but as the road kept on and on I figured
it would be a long trek back out of town with my heavy pack. I realized I hadn't been
worrying enough about the welfare of my backpack, lying lonely and vulnerable far away
from me. I thought it would be safe at least for a little while because a family came to the
park to picnic when I started on my journey around the island. I figured the family's boy,
inquisitive, would find my wallet but duty bound by the wealth of his find would report it
to his folks. They, setting a good example, would tell him not to touch it. I even
dreamed of finding a twenty dollar bill stuffed in it somewhere.

When I got back, it was unmolested. I ate a banana and watched the eagles some
more. A harbor seal bobbed backwards in the current offshore and disappeared. A few
moments later he resurfaced where he started to ride the conveyor belt again.

I walked back toward the ferry terminal to find out when the next ferry south was,
meandering through town to get one last feel for it. I hit a dead end street. It was that

kind of town, that kind of day.



After I got the departure time straight, 7:00 p.m., I hung out on the bench on shore
near the landing, reading John Cheever. I had been reading his collected stories this
whole Alaska trip and was finally getting a little impatient with it. Perhaps the
submerged violence and faded gentility of his suburban cocktail hours were not the most
relevant trains of thought for a teenager looking for work in the middle of the Alaskan
Panhandle by himself. I looked at my surroundings. They were beautiful. Water, steep
giant mountains, trees and snow. Interesting contours, dark profiles and placid waters. I
looked at my watch, something I had been doing alot for someone who had no constraints

on his time. It said 6:00 p.m. I was alone with nowhere to go.

Coffee in the Garden
Summer 1989, Berkeley California

I got into Salt Lake City in the early afternoon. At 1:00 a.m. I was still thumbing
in the desert at the edge of town, delirious at fina