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    To Lauren and Megan, who taught me how to have a good time be it at movies or the bars in Cow Hollow.
THANK YOU!

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1: The Night is Young!


















[image: ]


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, Ms. Richardson, whose uncle did not need the jacket. 

“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.

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.

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. 

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 buy a new car stereo so I can hear music.

I met Angela through a college buddy, Carla. Throughout the years Angela Roberts 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. But I’d never tell l her that.
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CHAPTER 2
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I park my car on 34th Ave, between Lawton and Kirkham Streets; Angela’s grandmother house. 

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. 

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

The next thing I notice is two women dressed for a night on the town on 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. 

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

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

They both agree with me.

I start the engine and head north to the Marina District.

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

“What’s wrong, Frank?” she asks me.

“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.

“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.

A block away we notice that the karaoke bar is closed. 

Oh, no.

We walk back to my Toyota Corolla.

“It must be closed on Sundays,” Malia says.
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CHAPTER 3: A Long Night
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“Let’s go to North Beach,’ Malia blurts in the car.

“Yeah, Francisco,” Angela agrees. “Let’s go to the Steps of Rome.” 

Angela says she has been there before.

Will I be walking up some steps?

With that we all put on our seat belts and I turn on the engine. In the next second, I reverse out of there and drive north onto Lombard Street then turn east onto Van Ness Avenue.

“Make a right on Broadway, and a U-turn,” Malia says.

There’s a first time for everything. And tonight’s my first time going to North Beach via the Broadway Tunnel. I feel free going through the tunnel since this way to North Beach is a straight line. 

The first/last time I had been to North Beach was the night after my 18th birthday where two friends from high school had taken me to a bar where people over 18 were allowed. That was on May 11, 2001.

We even spent about an hour at a porno movie rental store looking at previews in a booth, thanks to my inserting a $20 bill into the machine. One of the weird things I noticed was dominance, one woman whipping another, treating her as slave. The woman being whipped was practically naked. Once we got bored with that one of us changed the channel. The next thing that piqued my interest was Asian pornography where a man had inserted his entire forearm into a woman’s vagina to which she was getting turned on to.

My friends dropped me off at my house past midnight. My mother and a family friend had been waiting for me to cut the ice cream birthday cake.

I lost track of time.

We all get out of my car. Malia is the last person to get out, making sure that all the doors are locked. I notice the blonde streaks on her dark brown hair

We walk north, across the street to a section of restaurants and bars. 

We enter an Italian restaurant called The Steps of Rome Caffe. We are the only customers there at this hour of night. What a great place to socialize!

The slim waiter comes to our table. The three of us look through the menu for a minute.

“Just bring us all waters,” Angela orders.

The next few minutes feel like an eternity where we forget our troubles, have AB and ABC conversations, drink and eat appetizers.

I choose to drink an Italian grape soda that quenches my thirst and relaxes me. The sweet taste makes me grimace after one gulp. I consume it slowly. The t

At one point I hold up my right arm as if raising a weapon skyward and crack my fingers- My pointer, middle, ring finger, and my pinky. I also crack my elbow. I have been double-jointed since age 6 when I was seeing the doctor repeatedly; recovering from a car accident I was in while on vacation Peru. I was 4 ½ at the time.
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