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Prologue
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We all hope for grace whether we admit it or not. We all quietly wish there were some angels to watch over us with kindness and nudge us in better directions. Even a down and out loser like the one in this story needs and may even want the care of some angels. Here are some of Grace’s Angels before you meet the woman herself. Keep in mind that not all angels are Angels of Grace, however. We all this find out at some point.

***
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Angels of Grace

––––––––
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Gabriella knew Diego was a good boy but once her daughter got the job and went off to the States, she also knew the niño was going to need a lot of help. There was only so much she could do but the good Lord in Heaven would know she was trying. Father Alvarado’s suggestions were meant to help but Gabriella knew her grandson and going to early Mass every day wasn’t the answer. She shook down the rest of the family, getting enough money for one of those gaming console things the kids liked so much. That seemed to work at least at first. Diego was a fiend for that thing and took to inviting kids from school over to play video games until dinner every night. 

This was nice. Gabriella liked having the house filled with the laughing and shouting of young people again. She was back in the kitchen, making big meals and showing the occasional girl who wandered in how to stir in the cooked coconut milk so that the tembleque set properly in its little molds. When Maria called from New York City Gabriella loved holding the phone up so her daughter could hear that all was well here. 

Then the day came when Maria said she was ready to have Diego join her in the States. Gabriella had known that this day was inevitable, but managed to talk Maria into waiting until summer was over. Let the boy enjoy one last carefree summer in his home with his abuela and all his friends. Maria agreed reluctantly and Gabriella decided not to tell Diego anything until it was time to get him ready to go. The appeal of the gaming thingie had worn off and all Gabriella could do was to pray when Diego and the other boys disappeared into the night after dinner. Maybe it would be good for him to go and live with his mother up there in Nueva York. 

Diego’s reaction when Gabriella told him about Marie’s call took her by surprise. She was sure a boy his age would be dying to escape from this little village to go to New York City, but Diego didn’t want to go. It seemed he had fallen in love with one of those shy girls who haunted Gabriella’s kitchen that summer. All the more reason for him to be packed off to another place. Gabriella had been married at seventeen and pregnant with her third bebé before her twentieth birthday. Maria was pregnant with Diego – and not married – when she turned sixteen. If Diego was going to follow the family tradition of starting a family in his teens, let him do it far away from this tiny place that was getting tinier with every passing year. 

Yes, it was good that the niño was gone, but oh the house was so silent that Gabriella couldn’t sleep and was easily up before first light to go to early Mass. There, she lit candles to the Virgin and hoped for the best.

All it took was one more fight with his mother for Diego to call it quits on the family. He didn’t need the grief and besides there was always a place for him to crash. Until there wasn’t. Who knew people could be like this? That first night when no one answered a call or came to the door he realized he was on his own out here. And if he was on his own, so was every other motherfucker who crossed his path. 

One of the first things he dropped was his name. Yeah, so what if he was clearly a spic from the Dominican Republic, he didn’t need to advertise it with that name. For a while he was Benny and then after a one-week bender he found people were calling him Stick. Something to do with what he did with a length of two by four to another street asshole who called him something he didn’t like. He answered to that for a couple of months and then started decking anyone who didn’t call him Fidel. Eventually he settled on Israel for no particular reason. He liked the sound of it and he liked that no one knew what it meant. Keep the fuckers guessing at all times.

Like anyone out on the street, Israel developed a keen sense of who could be touched successfully for a buck or two and who to avoid. Even so, he boldly approached just about anyone with his lopsided song and dance grin. After that bastard, Hammer, knocked a couple of teeth out Israel grinned even more widely. And generally could always get at least some coins.

Everyone knew white girls were usually the most reliable marks. Israel thought of the dozen or so young women he cultivated as his stable. He had to be careful, though, some of those girls thought they were owed something for that buck. Worse, there were a couple who tried to “save” him. He stayed slick, though, and just out of reach. Dumpster diving one night he found a broken tambourine that still worked well enough to get people’s attention. He developed a couple of rhyming bits asking for money and used that for a while. One of his favorite stable girls never said a word to him, seldom even looked at him although he’d catch her watching him as he made his way through the subway car shaking his tambourine. Finally around the fourth time she dropped a five spot into the tambourine he asked her name.

She blushed and hurried away. She seemed like a nice enough lady but very forgettable. Then he saw her again on the bus after another week in lockup for boosting something stupid from a drugstore. He put away the street and brought out the respectable young man his abuela raised. That got him his fiver and he held off on anything else for the time being. If Israel knew anything it was how to get information. In less than a month he found out her name. Grace.
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Rosie Arnold didn’t know what to make of her youngest boy but it wasn’t as if there was anyone she could talk to about this. Certainly no one in her family and definitely none of the other ladies who lived up and down this bland new suburban street Phil had moved them to last year. Not a one of them would do anything more helpful than to blame her and then it would be behind her back. Not that she could have said anything to Gina or anyone else in the building in Brooklyn she’s still homesick for. And she’s not ready to trust that priest at their new church out here. She may never be after that last mass where he went on and on about the sanctity of life and the urgent need to pray for the souls of all those poor misguided abortion doctors. This is what they thought mattered out here?

Anyway, again this week she came home early from her job cleaning houses further out island to find Larry dressed in one of the latest cast-off dresses that nice Mrs. Lassiter gave her last week. Truth told, Rosie had left work early just to see if this was still going on. Poor Larry’s face when he saw her in the doorway. Then he vanished. She found the dress on the floor by his bed and he didn’t show up until dinnertime. He acted like nothing had happened and Rosie had no choice but to go along. The last thing she needed was for Phil to find out about this. There was a lot going on in his family that Phil had not one clue about. Instead she poured another glass of wine and started dinner.

It took about another month but she finally found her chance to sit Larry down and try to figure this thing out. Phil had taken the girls to Mass and Rosie could feel a migraine coming on. Larry had stopped going to Mass when they moved out here to Hicksville and after weeks of fighting about it, Phil had given up. If he knew his only son was dressing up in women’s clothes these days he’d be sure the boy’s immortal soul was doomed to eternity burning in Hell. Then he’d have a stroke. Well, Phil wasn’t going to be finding out about this because Rosie was putting an end to it right now. 

Two hours later, suffering in a dim room with the cool washcloth Larry had carefully placed on her exploding head, Rosie wasn’t sure she’d made any headway. The kid was too much like his Dad. Stubborn and silent. He wouldn’t explain himself. He refused to promise anything. Rosie tried everything she could think of to get through to her son. He wouldn’t budge. The kid wouldn’t even admit to what Rosie had seen with her own eyes. Eventually the pills knocked her out and she stopped trying to bargain with God to save her son from himself.

She never did catch Larry dressing like that again. However, Rosie wouldn’t admit that she’d always leave the latest bags of clothes from Mrs. Lassiter out in the breezeway for a day or two before bringing them in to sort. Most of these things were nothing Rosie could ever wear and she wound up sending most off to Goodwill. And this is how she never had to admit to herself that she was holding up her part of an unspoken agreement she and Larry had entered into during that talk. When Larry turned seventeen they quietly began knocking down a bottle of wine before bed most nights. And she never ever came home early or unexpectedly again.

As the cancer ground through Rosie Arnold, Phil retreated. He couldn’t bear watching what had been the one constant and true thing in his life being scraped from the inside out. While Phil walled himself off in work, leaving the girls to deal with the house, Larry took over caring for Rosie. What had been Rosie’s sewing room was now where she lay dying in the hospital bed that Phil ordered and had had delivered after the surgeons and oncologists had given up. Larry moved down to sleep in the living room so he could hear when his mother needed him.

Larry no longer wore women’s clothes on the sly. He always wore satiny Hanes Her Way underpants every day, however. Other than that, he was a model son. The neighbors commented on his devotion to Rosie and brought casseroles so the girls could keep up with the house and not miss school. Phil said nothing. Ever. He was home for dinner every night and in bed by eight. 

After declining rapidly upon leaving the hospital so that relatives came from far and wide to sit and say their goodbyes Rosie plateaued. In fact, Larry held a fierce certainty that he could love the cancer out of his mother’s body. For weeks, they sat together watching television and sipping the good Scotch that Larry smuggled in. If this had been a movie or a novel, Larry often thought as he surreptitiously popped another of Rosie’s painkillers, they would now be sharing long withheld family secrets. Larry considered that maybe this was the time to thank his mother for leaving those bags of clothes for him to plunder before shipping them off to Goodwill. But the words were never there and on her part, Rosie seemed content to sit in her Oxycontin haze and occasionally smile at her son. 

As the summer lengthened and back to school sales began showing up, Rosie held her own. Larry simply ignored the emails about the start of the fall semester at the local community college. The few kids he’d run with in high school had gone off to colleges as far away from Hicksville as possible. Any plans or dreams Larry might have held got shelved. For now it was enough to sneak Rosie’s Demerol every once in a while and keep them both supplied with booze.

Just after Halloween, Rosie began to slip again. She couldn’t sleep well even with the heaviest pain medications and Larry despaired as her breathing became more labored and uneven through the night. He brought a cot down from the attic and moved right into the old sewing room so that his mother wouldn’t need to call for him when she awoke in agonizing shudders of pain. The end came with shocking suddenness in early November. Larry would never shake that nightmare image of his mother writhing in torment before vomiting a thin black stream of stink and then falling back dead. He didn’t come back to the house in Hicksville after the funeral and was looking for a share in the East Village the next day. In a flared skirt and espadrilles.

Leaving Hicksville as Larry and arriving in the city as someone else had been his dream since the seventh grade. Maybe earlier. Now, here he was the mildly astonished lease holder on a third floor walkup with a shared bathroom on Avenue C. For whatever reason he thought it would be harder to get an apartment here. Even though he’d arrived to sign the lease in one of Mrs. Lassiter’s nicer Chanel numbers and even though he immediately began making the rounds of the numerous second-hand stores to build a wardrobe for the other person he was inventing, Larry found it tough to dress as a woman every day. It required way too much decision making too early in the day.

It was also incredibly lonely here. He discovered the hard way that going out to the bars dressed as a woman was just asking for trouble. Turns out the stuff his sisters had been complaining about since hitting puberty was true. Who knew? He could drink in peace dressed in jeans and a t-shirt but forget about it if he tried doing that in the darling belted Ukrainian tunic with the gorgeous needlework around the sleeves and neckline. He began living a double life. Counterintuitively, he was more easily able to live as Lorraine during the workday but had to revert to Larry at night if he wanted to sit there all night and never exchange words with anyone other than the barmaid. It was only later that he discovered the power of a well-placed put down. Once he’d mastered that, she was finally ready to live her real true life.

Finding work was tougher than finding the apartment. The first thing to sort out was who he was going to be out there in the world of work. As Larry, sure, he could drive a bus or stock shelves in a grocery store at night or, hell, deliver the mail. But he hadn’t left Hicksville to just stay stuck as Larry Scalfaro during the day and only doing dress up on the side. At least, that’s not what he thought he was doing here. He wondered if he should check out the counseling options at that health clinic he signed up at in Chelsea.

One job opportunity would work no matter what he decided and just in time to cover his first month’s rent was tending bar. He had lain awake for hours wrestling with this whole identity thing and finally narrowed it down to just picking a new name. His favorite teacher in the ninth grade was Lorraine Hitchens. She’d always encouraged his writing and gently edited the poetry he submitted to the school paper. 

When Lorraine showed up for her first shift on the job the next evening, she thought the question had been settled. It would take her another ten years to fully settle that question and to truly begin to feel comfortable in her skin. In the meantime, she discovered that sipping brandy during her shift and going out to an afterhours joint with the other girls worked just fine. Unlike some of the others she ran with, Lorraine made a point of never letting the booze get the better of her. While it was clear her co-workers knew her plumbing didn’t match her name, it was also clear they didn’t care. Still, Lorraine kept things under control and behaved herself until she didn’t. 

***
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Caroline Baxter met Arthur Jameson in the eighth grade. She immediately wrote him off as a loser. He ran with all those dumb white boys with their skateboards and spray paint graffiti tags. Caroline’s parents had big ideas for their girl and hers were even bigger. With her grades and her advantages she saw no reason that she couldn’t be the first Black woman to be a Supreme Court Justice. There was no place in her clear path to that future for some guitar-strumming, Beatles-loving son of a single mother from the projects. 

Things that had seemed so clear in middle school got more complicated by the time Caroline was entering her senior year in high school. True, she had scholarships and acceptance letters from three Ivy League universities and she was maintaining that 4.0 grade point average without breaking a sweat. But that boy crazy period that had taken out so many of her friends in the ninth and tenth grades morphed unexplainably into an obsession with Angela Harrison, dark-skinned and West Indian and completely unattainable. Not only did the community and Caroline’s own family denigrate anything remotely associated with homosexuality, from where Caroline sat in the pews every Sunday thrilling to Angela’s soaring solos with the choir, it was clear the object of her devotion was straight.

Angela was engaged to a promising young law student from St. Kitt and seemed happy about it. Caroline did some half-hearted dating of this or that young man, but decided they got in the way of her studies. That’s what she told her mother and it worked like a charm. Now over the holidays not one Auntie or family friend asked who she was seeing.

After Daddy had those first mild strokes, Caroline decided to stick with the university in the city so she could help her mother. It just made sense. Naturally, she and everyone else in the congregation were at Angela and Anthony’s wedding in August. No one could have been more shocked than Caroline when Angela broke down in tears before the ceremony. They were in the little bathroom off the Sacristy and somehow Caroline wound up being the one to arrange the baby’s breath in Angela’s intricately braided hair. Suddenly, the unattainable and ever so beautiful Angela was in Caroline’s arms.

Before either could say or do anything the bridesmaids burst in and Angela magically became a tearfully happy bride. Caroline sat in the back of the church, stunned and confused. Angela avoided her after that but suddenly Arthur Jameson did not. He had lost the dreads and was doing pre-medical studies at the same university as Caroline. They began dating and got engaged.
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Everyone who met Daniel liked the guy. Even the ones who he screwed over later would have to fight a feeling of being glad to see him when he’d show up places. He had this open, easy way about him that was irresistible. His mother used to warn him that his charm would be the death of him and then be charmed herself by the way he’d laugh. Evelyn would laugh in response, but behind the laughter was the sad realization that Daniel was exactly like his father. May he rest in peace.

For his part, Daniel never questioned why people flocked to him and wanted to do anything he suggested. Why would he? He’d been the center of attention wherever he went since preschool and probably before that. When he was fifteen he found the baby book his mother had started when she was pregnant with him. There were about a hundred Polaroids just crammed into that book without even captions after the first dozen pages or so. 

While Daniel was able to skate through school without exerting much effort, once he was predictably situated in his office at the brokerage house his father had established, he had to admit to being a little bored with the whole thing. The whole trading thing may have been exciting once – he’d seen videos of the frantic shouting men on a vast trading floor waving bits of paper – but not anymore. Now it was all done with computers and all Daniel was expected to do was keep an eye on the progress of the day and make this or that tweak so he had something to show in the daily reports. 

Dealing heroin fixed that boredom problem. Daniel had no more interest in trying this garbage than he’d ever had in trying the booze that had killed his father. But the sneaking around, meeting cold hard men who carried guns and besting them was a more reliable high than any chemical could offer. He couldn’t even remember how he got into this but once he’d started there was no stopping him. 

Daniel was no dummy about any aspect of the dealing game. He never kept the product anywhere that could connect him to it. Women were the ideal solution to this dilemma. One after another spread her legs and opened her home to his charms and his heroin. He rotated often and until that last one, the system had worked beautifully. Sure, he’d read about Grace (that was her name, wasn’t it?) taking the fall and getting sent to the penitentiary. Did he feel bad? Not really. He was spooked enough, though, that he decided that founding his own hedge fund would be a better high than dealing heroin. He was right. 

***
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Stefano Griggs met his Magdalena volunteering at a food pantry just before getting shipped off with the infantry to Vietnam. She wasn’t what his parents had in mind for him but then neither was Vietnam and with the imminent departure of their only son neither of them had the heart to make any noises about a girl who was obviously beneath Stefano. Besides, as Bethany Griggs told her Wednesday afternoon bridge club, if the Good Lord sent their Stefano home safe and in one piece he could marry whoever he wanted. God willing. 

Two years later, there they were at City Hall watching Stefano take Magdalena as his wedded wife and six months after that Allegra was born. Bethany and Martin Griggs may have been won over by the wide brown eyes and cupid bow lips of their first grandchild, but the arrival of four more bundles of joy in the following five years was a bit much. It was definitely a bit much for poor Magdalena who finally fled to the local Planned Parenthood clinic in defiance of her family priest and Stefano who still hadn’t gotten the son he felt entitled to. Allegra would always remember watching his face fall the day he got the call from the hospital that it was a girl. Again.

Allegra and Magdalena became a team, raising the other four girls and keeping Stefano calm and as sober as possible. In the midst of the usual mayhem in a house full of children, Magdalena became determined to get her eldest into school before she went and got herself knocked up. Stefano didn’t see what the big deal was but had become used to being told what to do in his own home. All he asked for was a cold beer when he got home from work every day and then all these females could do whatever they wanted.

For her part, Allegra had no idea what she wanted to study in college. She liked to read and thought about being a writer but folded when Magdalena shot that idea down as pure silliness. She would never be able to support herself let alone a family doing that. When Allegra couldn’t make up her mind by her freshman year, Magdalena took matters in hand. The girl was a natural caretaker and social work was the obvious best fit for her daughter. Allegra, like Stefano, had come to understand it was always easier to go along with her mother’s program than to fight it.

Eight years of being a little assistant Mommy was enough for Allegra. Not only did she go on the Pill as soon as she was able, she also let every man she dated know that kids were not part of the deal. It took nearly a decade, but by the time she was employed by the city as a case worker for homeless women, she met Dov who shared her conviction that there were more than enough people in the world as it was. They didn’t marry or live together, but Dov had her back so that she could be there for her women just like she’d been there for Magdalena and her sisters.

***
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His father proclaimed it so and thus Jefferson Maxwell Henderson, the seventh son of the seventh son, took his place in the family and the community. Mrs. Henderson never took to that name and quietly referred to her youngest by name she had suggested, Michael St. Matthew Henderson. And very quietly indeed as young Jefferson never had an inkling of his other name. In fact, his entire other identity which Ida Louise Henderson concocted day by day throughout her son’s life was a complete mystery. He would never understand her last words about someone he never knew who had been a missionary in San Salvador.

While his father called him Jefferson, his next older brother Lincoln called him Maxie from the day he was brought home from the hospital. Maxie it was. With six older brothers and two younger sisters, Maxie’s role in the family was almost preordained. He shielded Victoria and Tanya from the roughness of all those brothers while deftly learning how to play those brothers against each other. To the end of their lives, William and Damon Henderson harbored the certainty that the other had paid courting attention to the sparkling Miss Viola Winston and her ultimate choice in marrying neither was clearly the fault of the other.

As Maxie protected his sisters from his brothers, so his family and his wider community safeguarded him from the brutality of the city. Even the police in this part of the city were Black and in those days put real effort in keeping their young brothers out of trouble. Maxie wasn’t naïve but he also had the luxury of growing up surrounded by love and strong examples of how a proper man behaved. 

The boy got good grades in school and was well on his way to the track scholarship that would secure his future when his darling mother died whispering those odd words about some Michael St. Matthew person. This apparently wasn’t enough to satisfy some unseen malevolent forces because no sooner was Ida Louise buried than Maxie started spiking fevers and was unable to get out of bed for days at a time. The doctor came and gave old Mr. Henderson a look. As they left the room, pulling the door closed behind them, Maxie heard one word. Polio.

Maxie stayed sick for a long time but the combination of good genes, good care, and cascades of prayers issuing forth from Second Canaan Baptist Church kept the boy out of the dreaded iron lung. Those prayers may have accomplished that much, but Maxie came out of his ordeal with one twisted leg that was never true again. The boy was smart enough that missing most of the tenth grade didn’t set him back much. Instead of becoming the family legend at the Olympics as his father had intended, however, Jefferson Maxwell Henderson wound up being a social worker. 
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Betty couldn’t wait to introduce this new tool to Hammer. Everyone loved grabbing the new faces as soon as they hit the street but it had been awhile since she and Hammer had gotten the jump on the rest of the crew out here. And, damn, if this one wasn’t about as dumb as they came. She actually believed the social worker and thought she was on some waiting list to get a room somewhere. Betty scooped Grace up after the dummy’s first – and only – night in the city shelter. And this was only after Betty herself had stolen Grace’s shoes and warm wool cap.

There had probably been a time when Betty may have felt a little bad about doing that. But that wouldn’t have been Betty feeling bad. That would have been Charlotte Marie and it would not have been long before Charlotte Marie had her own shoes stolen shortly after finding herself on the outs with no one to help and no place to go. In short order Charlotte Marie had vanished and in her place was Betty no-last-name. 

She was right. Hammer was so happy to take this new bird under his wing that he let Betty keep one of the bottles she’d boosted and treated the three of them to burgers. It was here he laid down the rules for little Gracie-pants while Betty wolfed down the food. It was nothing but fun to watch the kid’s face as she took in what was going down. Hammer liked to think of himself as a savvy street operator who pimped on the side. So far, Betty was his only whore and she was more than ready to get a break now and then. Not that any of the creeps out here were picky or anything, but Betty was sick of being Hammer’s only asset.

The first order of business was for Grace to boost herself a new pair of shoes. Hammer and Betty took her to the Salvation Army, the little one without surveillance cameras, and put the kid to work. Her instructions were to get a pair for herself and some decent boots for Hammer. Naturally, she got nabbed but not before Betty grabbed those boots and tore on out of there like a track star. The manager knew the deal and wasn’t interested in dealing with the cops just to toss this dummy back into lockup. He let her stew for an hour or so in the back office, made some ugly threats and then turned her loose.

When she got out, her new friends were waiting around the corner with a shiny new pair of Keds they’d boosted from the nearest dollar store. Grace pretended to be all grateful but Betty could see the wheels already turning. The kid may be new out here, but she was quick and it didn’t surprise Betty at all when Grace thanked them for the shoes, put them on and split. The last thing either Betty or Hammer saw of Grace for the next six months was her flipping them off as she disappeared into the night. Hammer was pissed but Betty shrugged it off. 

Good luck, kid.
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Chapter One
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I have my strategies. I didn’t always have them and I suffered for it. Some are sensible and some are more, I guess you’d say, superstitious. Like how I still make the sign of the cross when I pass a church. And here’s something funny: my name is Grace. So, right after I make the sign of the cross passing whatever church, I giggle. 

Or spit. And, yeah, I do it with synagogues, too.

I’m not going into the whole thing. It would take too long and I have things to take care of or I’m not sleeping indoors tonight. Let’s just say that I’ve become the person I used to avoid. I’d avert my eyes. Or I’d look right at me and say, “I can’t help you.” Yeah—right. As if looking meant anything. 

Here’s the short version—I’m homeless. “Unsheltered” is the nice, sanitized version. What it means is I’m a bum. A beggar. A loser. Probably a thief, too, and almost certainly strung out on something. 

How long have I been out here?

Too fucking long. Ok, I guess a couple of years. This is my second winter out here. I think. Yeah, I’ve been through this twice. It’s May now, but I’m not out of the woods. May is only springtime to people who have apartments and nice warm beds. To us out here sleeping rough (isn’t that just too fucking poetic?), it’s winter until around the third week in June.

And last night was winter for real. You’d think that after making it through the worst, through January and February, that 45 degrees and a little drizzle would be a piece of cake to someone like me. But it wears on a person and I made the fatal error yesterday of thinking that I could indulge myself in a hot sandwich and a bottle, that of course I’d pick up the other $15 I’d need to cop a room uptown. Last night I disregarded my carved-in-stone strategy and paid the price.

So, I’m moving slow this morning. At least the sun’s out. I can’t remember how long it’s been since my last summons for fare-jumping but I’m not up for taking any chances. I think I’m at the point that one more is going to win me a head-spinning trip to the city lockup so I’m going to walk. Walking will warm me up, I reason. But my clothes are wet and chafe against my skin. I used to walk with my head up, but not anymore. So it’s good that Israel shouts me out, even if it’s only because he wants money.

“Grac-eeeeee, girl! I needa buck. Gotta buck?”

“I look like a gotta buck?”

Now, this kid’s name is not Israel. Every time I’ve seen him, he tells me a different name and that’s a great strategy, one I sometimes use now, too. But I stopped asking and now I always call him Israel. And he always answers. He falls into step next to me and we get an even wider berth on the sidewalk. I catch glimpses of faces and the old Fuck You rises but stays locked behind my tightened lips.

“You been ok?” I have to ask even though the only acceptable response is to lie.

“Me? Oh, yeah, sure.” He lies, but that black eye doesn’t.

We walk. Around us, the city roars along doing what it does. People like to say this is the city that never sleeps but those aren’t people like me and Israel. We know what it’s like when the city is asleep and believe me, this is better. 

Everyone is getting to work and I need to as well. But now here’s Israel and he’s got that thing going on, something’s around. Something good. Stop it. Right now I need to focus. Not get dragged off into the weeds with this whacked-out kid. The sun feels good, though, and man is it ever the perfect day to get wasted. See, here’s where I always get into trouble. Like yesterday with the sandwich and the bottle. And here it is again today. That certainty that I got this. I can have it both ways. Why not? Don’t I deserve something decent after all the shit I
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