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CHAPTER 1: The Night is Young!
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August, 2005. Sunday night. It’s past 9, and I’m on the phone with Angela. We are going out 

tonight to celebrate her 23rd birthday. We won’t be doing anything big. Just go to a restaurant, 

have drinks, and then we’ll see what happens.

“Let’s go to North Beach and I’ll buy you a glass of water,” Angela tells me over the phone.

“All right.”

Why would anyone drink a glass of water when celebrating a friend’s birthday?

Angela tells me that her friend is coming with us.

”Cool.”

I hang up my Verizon Wireless cellular camera-phone and put it on my dresser, facing up.  

Time to get ready.

I put on my green Tommy Hilfiger dress shirt I was given in 2001 as a graduation present. That shirt really brings out my hazel green eyes. I also put on black dress pants that match my shoes and hair. The last thing I get is my favorite jacket: A black suede dress jacket that I am putting on for the first time. I am now ready to party the night away.

The black suede jacket was a gift to me that had been given to my mom from her manager, Mrs. Richardson, whose uncle did not need the jacket. He became a billionaire via inheriting his great-grandfather’s wealth, which is shared among the family. The fabric feels soft against my hands. It makes me feel like the Man of the Hour!

“The jacket will bring you luck,” my mother once told me.

I didn’t think about luck when she first told me that. All that mattered was that now I had 

something good to wear when it came to clubbing. I’m a Latino born from parents that met in 

1982 in San Francisco. My mom came to America from El Salvador back in 1969; my dad in 

1981 from Peru. Hence making me Peruvian/Salvadoran. I’m also bilingual in Spanish and 

English.

With that I walk out of my bedroom, turn off the light, and tell my parents that I will be 

back later. I proceed down the stairs and out the door, which includes a metal gate.

My black 1999 Toyota Corolla may be a relic from the last decade, but it still tops a 

running tiger.

This car used to belong to my mother, until a year ago when she purchased another. Same 

make. Same model. New year. She thought she needed to get another car to be hip. That’s when 

she let me have this car.

I remember vividly that during my childhood in the mid-1980s, my dad used to drive a 

Ford Tempo. Being that the model is American-made my dad had problems with it and a 

mechanic would have to come over to fix the car whenever this happened. 

Who cares if it’s from years ago? All that matters to me is that it runs. I’ll take care of the 

rest—washing it once in a while, and buying a new car stereo so I can hear music. I like listening 

to CDs while driving.






I met Angela through a college buddy, Carla, back in Summer, 2003. I met Carla my very first semester when I was juggling classes for General Education at San Francisco State University, one of the best colleges in the state of California. My friendship with Angela Roberts is so-so, meaning she’ll come and go as she pleases. For example, she’ll only ask for favors, but if I call her to the club or a movie, she’ll tell me she’s busy.Throughout the years Angela and I have hung out from time to time for two years. Although we were good friends, for some reason I liked her more than a friend, butI’d never told her that. Talk about being in the friendzone! I only like you as a friend.
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I park my car on 34th Avenue between Lawton and Kirkham Streets; Angela’s grandmother's house. Interesting how I live on 35th Avenue. I can come here on a sunny day and say hello. 

I turn off the car and call her cell phone.

“We’ll be out there soon.”

I sit in the dead silence, waiting for Angela and her friend to come. It’s peaceful to listen to the night, not to mention the waves from Ocean Beach. 

Don’t move. Just listen. What do you hear?

The next thing I notice is two women dressed for a night on the town in my rearview mirror approaching my car. They both get in.

“This is Malia,” Angela tells me as she motions to her friend in the backseat.

We shake hands.

“Hey, I’m Francisco.”

“Malia.”

We talk about where to go, plans for the night.

“We didn’t get all dressed up for nothing,” Malia says.

“Let’s go to the karaoke bar on Lombard,” I say.

I’ve ridden on the bus by that Karaoke bar a few times. I started loving to Karaoke songs the last time I went to Peru. Cousins, their boyfriends/girlfriends, a friend and I would go sing late night after dinner at the Premium. The first song I ever Karaoked to 

They both agree with me. Let’s do something to get the party started. 

I start the engine and head north to the Marina District. My godmother used to live there 

when I was growing up in the mid-1980s. She worked as a live-in maid for a wealthy man who 

had a house by the Palace of Fine Arts, which dates back to 1915 when the Panama-Pacific ... 

Every Sunday morning, she’d take my brother and I to Mass at St. Charles Church in the Mission 

District. After mass, we’d go have lunch with Granda Mina, Then, we’d visit my Aunt Maria for 

another lunch. Sundays back then just flew by! 

Angela notices my serious expression as I’m exiting the freeway in the Marina.

“What’s wrong, Frank?” 

“Nothing.”

Keep your eyes on the road and your hands on the wheel.

“Oh, you just need a kiss,” she says as she kisses me on my cheek.

Suddenly, a smile appears on my face. Tonight will definitely be exciting.

“I saw that smile,” Angela says happily.

I park the car at the corner of Greenwich and Webster Street. We all get out of the car and head to Silver Cloud Restaurant on Lombard.

The street’s quieter than a funeral. Everyone is asleep tonight in the Marina, except for the three of us. Wealthy people live in the neighborhood who enjoy the view of the Golden Gate Bridge, which was built back in 1937 during the Great Depression.

A block away we notice that the karaoke bar is closed, yet we keep moving forward...

Oh, no.

We walk back to my car.

“It must be closed on Sundays,” Malia says.
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