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Tony and I went out delivering late one spring morning. As we reached Oak Street, Janis Joplin drove by in a convertible, hair all over and waving to people she’d pick out. “I’ve never seen her in that car. What is it?” I asked.

Tony knew cars. “A Nash Metropolitan. Don’t think they make them anymore.”

“We should see her again.”

“Absolutely man, ‘Ball and Chain.’” He walked down Oak, on his route. My first two stops were uneventful, and I continued around Buena Vista Park for the last of the day.

Jerry let me into the two-story Victorian he shared with his old lady, Connie. His parents had died and left him the house and not much else. After finishing college in Maine, he started his mail-order business with a clientele of friends back East, buying small lots of acid.

They had a workroom in the basement stocked with different sized boxes, wrapping materials, and all sorts of stuff from thrift shops—hats, photos, books, kitchen things, etc.—to add to the boxes. Some they’d wrap as presents; the rest just had brown paper. They’d address them from legitimate addresses in the city and drop them off at post offices near that address or somewhere downtown.

Months ago, I’d told Connie I was paranoid that she’d send one from the home address of one of the mail handlers, and they’d catch it. They switched to only using expensive addresses.

I liked both of them but never figured out how they were an item. Jerry always looked close to straight—brown hair barely over his ears and a clean-shaven, serious face, not too unlike me in that regard. But he was close to homely with bushy eyebrows and a chin that never quite separated from his neck. Connie was one foxy lady, green eyes always sizing up whether you were enough for her. Last I saw her, she was wearing a black and red plaid skirt, purplish tights, and black boots. But she wasn’t here today.

Jerry had news for me. “Mark, we’re quitting all this at the end of summer. Connie and I are going to law school. We were accepted last week.”

It was a shock to me. But we made arrangements for next time, and I left, wondering how I’d replace them. They were a reliable quarter of the business.

Tony was at the Here and Now, this macrobiotic place he liked on Haight at Scott. There was never much choice for lunch, so I ordered brown rice with squash and an apple juice.

I asked, “Do we come here because they don’t have the food you don’t like or because they have the food you do like?”

He grinned before turning serious. “I never see straight people here, loud people, or smelly people. Just people devoted to macrobiotics. And us.”

It wasn’t bad today; they hadn’t turned the squash to mush.

“Connie and Jerry are quitting in July or August.”

Tony wasn’t concerned. “Don’t worry. We’ve replaced people before.”

“But this is different. They’re our most reliable people.”

“I know a couple who want in. You can meet them, and we’ll talk. We have time.”

He was right. We had time, plenty of time. What neither of us mentioned was what we had even more of now—risk. Having to replace someone added an extra layer on top of all the other everyday risks we had to keep our eyes and ears open for.

After we finished lunch, we stashed our cash at our flats and headed back to the street. All sorts of people visited the Haight, most with no intention of staying long. Today, one group interested us—college chicks on break. Some had boys with them, but many were unchaperoned. They came in twos, threes, or fours. They drove from Oregon, Colorado, Washington, Michigan, Ohio, and once (most delightfully) Kansas. They came curious about the Haight, about hippies, about a world away from white bread, and most of them, even if they wouldn’t say it, came looking for drugs and sex.

Most visitors in cars drove either up Haight or up Masonic and turned onto Haight. We’d hang out in a strategic spot, catch the gossip, and observe the cars with out-of-state plates. If they turned us on, we’d follow, hoping they were looking for a parking spot. Today, a Jeep from Montana drove by and parked near the Straight Theater, but they gave us an odd look, and it wasn’t worth the effort to change their minds. Then a Volvo with Wisconsin plates and two chicks of definite interest went by and turned right on Stanyan. We lost sight of them when they turned again, but we hustled and saw them parallel parking on the Panhandle side of Oak. As we reached them, they were stowing things in the trunk. They had sense enough to lock things out of sight but didn’t have street antennae to catch us approaching.

Tony asked, “Did you drive all the way from Madison, or you going to Berkeley?”

They looked us up and down and smiled with none of that uptight East Coast stuff. The blond answered with wide lips and an almost goofy grin. “Madison. Stayed in Reno last night.”

I asked the obvious and unthreatening, “Came to see the Haight?”

“We’d heard it had gone downhill, but we wanted to see it anyway. And there’s a Quicksilver concert tonight.” She looked at her brown-haired friend and then back at us. “I’m Emma, and this is Irene.”

“I’m Mark, and this ugly guy is Tony.”

Emma defended him. “He’s not ugly.”

One issue was out of the way; we knew who’d go with Tony. I pulled out a joint. “Bet you didn’t get a chance to smoke on the trip.”

Dark-haired Irene replied with the suggestion of a smile, “No, and Madison’s been dry.” I could like her: her confidence, her angular face, and her serene eyes.

We found a grassy spot in the Panhandle and lit up. We’d been getting our weed lately from two North Beach chicks, who must have taken lessons from Cubans because they rolled these sweet, evenly burning joints. There were different kinds of weed, almost all made you hungry. Most worked on your head and made you think you were the brightest cat in the universe, which just made things more exciting or worse, made you paranoid. Some weed worked on your body and mellowed you out. The chicks separated theirs as best they could into their mind-blowing joints and their mellow joints. The mellow ones put a governor on my normally racing mind, letting me notice small treasures. This was definitely mellow.

We sat cross-legged, sharing the joint, while the fog and the sun randomly shared the sky. A little breeze kept flitting through Irene’s hair. The little tufts around her ears had a curl that gave me shivers. She took off her jacket, and the tiny hairs on her arms moved just ever so. When the joint was gone, I settled back on my side toward her. She stretched out her long legs and leaned back, resting her upper body on her forearms without moving any further from me—maybe even an inch closer.

Tony said, “Mark’s favorite band is Quicksilver. Think we could go with you tonight?”

The girls glanced at each other and smiled at us. Emma asked, “We could, but where do you guys live? In the Haight?”

Tony pointed out our building on Fell and told them about Lagunitas, building it up with the solitude of the forest, the fresh air, and Big Brother and the Holding Company having lived there before us.

The girls took in Tony’s answer and smiled, relaxing into the calm of the pot. Then Emma stood up and shook her hair all around. Her blue eyes sparkled as she said, “I feel like running.” And she did, down the Panhandle and toward Masonic with Tony chasing and Irene and I following. At Masonic, we grouped up and went on a tour of the Haight. Recent arrivals asked for spare change. Street dealers eyed us. Local cats and chicks hustled along to get off the street. Unwelcome overnight smells mixed with oversweet incense. A tour bus rolled along, bulging with camera-snapping voyeurs.

When Emma and Irene had had enough of the street, we went to our building. They wanted to know what to wear, and Tony said, “Something colorful.” Emma put on leather boots, a red and black exploding African dress, and a big coat with a furry collar. Sort of the hip African tundra look. Irene had slipped into tight jeans and a purple turtleneck. A knit sweater balanced on one shoulder.

I said, “We can take two cars or go all together in one if you want.” I didn’t want to take two, but it was better to let them decide.

Irene didn’t look at Emma, just at me, with a new and stimulating smirk. “Let’s take one.” We ate dinner at a seafood place on Polk Street and then walked to the Avalon on Van Ness for the concert. Some dealers hung out with the bands, giving the stuff away for a chance to bang the groupies and bask in the fame. Too high profile for us. We paid our way in.

Used to see lots of psychedelic princes and princesses on Haight Street. Not many these days. They stayed away from the street as much as possible. But here were hundreds of the turned on and tuned in, dressed like birds and peacocks in heat. Tony and I did our part. He wore black-and-white striped pants and a big-collared purple shirt. I was sedate with dark blue plush pants, a collarless striped shirt, and a red plaid cap.

Inside, we breathed in the music of the first band. Irene didn’t want to dance, so she and I went up on the balcony to watch the bands and the pride of the counterculture. I had long since dropped the teenage reluctance to put a protective arm around a girl, but you had to pick your moments. Twice, I held back with Irene. Wasn’t sure why until I realized she reminded me more of a girl I’d rather forget than anyone else I’d ever met. Had to break through that barrier. I draped an arm around her shoulders, hand and fingers spread along her upper arm. I got a smile and forgot all about Clare.

Quicksilver grabbed our attention with ‘Who do you Love.’ The first few notes kick-started your bass inner drive and then the rhythm jumped in. Below us, some danced wildly, but mostly everyone on the floor was in long, ragged lines, facing the stage, swaying, and stomping to the music. Bo Diddly popularized it, but Quicksilver made it into a thrilling sensual swirl that left you needing someone to hold when it was over.

Irene edged closer. “God, I love that song.”

“Sure you don’t want to go down on the floor?”

Downstairs, we found a place in a line and swayed and swirled until the last chord of the last song. Emma was raring to go to Lagunitas, so we fetched their car to caravan north—Tony and Emma in the Volvo, Irene and me in the Starfire.

On the Golden Gate, Irene wanted to look at the ocean, so I hugged the row of orange cones separating traffic. Still, I don’t think she could have seen much of it with the bridge all lit up. We headed up Highway 101 and west out on Sir Francis Drake. In America, you got roads named after you if you were an English knight, even a bloodthirsty slaver and pirate. The road made a big left in front of the Orange Julius, with its concoctions of mystery orange flavoring, dairy residue, and ice—the stoners’ cure for macrobiotic ills and smokers’ throats. If the local narcs had any cultural understanding, they’d stake out the Orange Julius and grab the entire stoner population of Marin in a week.

“What do you two do?” Irene asked as we headed up the hills outside of Fairfax.

“Sociological fieldwork on the revolutionary aspects of psychedelia and sex.”

“What do you really do?”

“How about revolutionary entrepreneurs specializing in psychedelia?”

“Emma and I let ourselves be picked up by two dealers?”

I couldn’t see her face very well in this light, but she didn’t sound indignant. “Two thoroughly groovy and charming ones.”

“I can see that.” She ran her hands through her hair, releasing a bouquet of sweet flowers and vanilla. “Could we stop before we get to your place?”

“Sure, but there isn’t much open but McAuliffe’s Pub.”

“I don’t need anything. I just want to talk.”

She’s got cold feet. Damn! I passed the pub and pulled into the post office lot.

Her face turned to me. She asked, “Do you pick up a lot of girls?”

“Only when I see one I’m really attracted to...”

“How often is that?”

“Well, not every day...”

I saw her face in the headlights of a passing car. She was praying in the young women’s church of controlled sensuality.

“Tell me why you like me.”

“I like the way you are quiet and speak confidently. You’re assured about yourself and just controlled enough to go about wisely in this world.” Did she move slightly closer? “I like your serene dark eyes, the way the little hairs move around your ears, and the way you tilt your head slightly when you’re thinking. And Irene sounds so sweet. Eye...reen, eye...reen. The vanilla in your hair is pulling me toward you.”

A most welcome smile. “Let’s see the lodge.”

The Starfire responded to my foot, and I caressed the steering wheel around the curves and hills until we parked behind the Wisconsin Volvo. “I have the cabin out back.”

“Let’s see it.”

Thankfully, I’d left the place neat and had made the bed. Hell, I’d even shaken out my rugs. “There’s no heat, but it’s warm under the covers.”

“Don’t worry. I’m from Wisconsin.”

She wasn’t cold, but she stood by the door, looking around at my chair and my writing desk. More second thoughts? I sure didn’t want to say good night. I had to jump into the breach. Took off my jacket and undid the buttons on my shirt one at a time until her eyes said keep going.

***
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The next day, the Wisconsinites, Tony, and I dropped a full tab each with our lodge mates, Rachel and Danny, watching over us. Tony and Emma took blankets into the woods, and we didn’t see them until the next day. Irene wanted to stay out on our big deck under the canopy of pine trees, so I brought out a quilt and pillows.

She stretched out those long legs and propped herself on an elbow, her head toward me, blinking as the sun moved through the clouds. She’d put on the olive work shirt an old girlfriend had given me. Months ago, I wouldn’t have let anybody wear it, but it looked fine on Irene, especially with the rolled-up sleeves exposing the little hairs on her forearms.

I asked, “Can I see your foot?”

“My foot?” She laughed. “Which one?”

“The left.”

Her sock and boot off, I caressed her strong lean ankle and massaged her arch. Kissed her toes until she laughed. Released her foot and stretched out next to her. “Were you a ballerina?”

“A mouse.”

“A mouse?”

“In the Nutcracker.”

“Dance for me, little mouse?”

She absorbed my request pore by pore, the acid opening up all the geography of her brain. Her words rolled out as she stood. “Limber up with me!”

Mimicked her stretches. Sunlight rippled off our bodies. Acid pumping, pulsating through flexing limbs. She danced. Enthralled and trying to follow, I tripped, clattering to the deck. She radiated smiles and danced around me.

Irene. I. R.E.N.E. Letters bursting in the air as she sat. I saw her heart pumping. Red, red, deep red. Pumping, pumping, outside her body. I stopped breathing, almost panicking, but she touched me. Touched me, and I breathed again. Slow and deep, breathing again.

Rachel appeared on the deck by the window. Then she was next to us, freckles dropping all over.“Muffins...and...lemonade...for...you.” She sat down a tray. “Muffins...are...warm. Warm.”

Irene watched Rachel leave, turned, and looked through me to the other side. My hands wrapped around a cool, moist mug and put it to her lips. She sipped. Her eyes opened so wide, her face disappeared. Lemon trees danced all around. Rippling sunlight flashing off yellow fruit.

A muffin wouldn’t let me take it. I got down, eyeball to muffin, staring at it while it glared back at me. Irene’s hand flashed and took it. “Wow!”

She put some in my mouth. Warm and crumbly. My tongue moved it all around, and I breathed again.

I spread out, flat on the deck. Soft guitar notes tickled me. Irene’s head on my chest.

She moved away, and my heart revved like an engine. Held it in my chest and a big red and white sign said stop. Oh, Irene. Irene.

Lost in swirls. Fading...dozing...

Felt my shoulder under blankets. Words appeared at my ear. Hair tickling. Body moving.

“It’s...getting...cold.” Rachel’s face spilling sounds. “Let’s get up...and go inside.”

Rachel and Irene way, way up there.

Feet strong, attaching and holding onto the deck. Grabbed the light every step to the lodge. Every small step. The door, still the tree it was, looked at me and yielded to my muscle.

Inside, angry old trees threw out sparks from the big stones, and the light flashed off Irene. She was warm. Oh, so warm. I shook and released. Released some more.

Rachel appeared, carrying bowls with magic steam. Happy seeds ran around green and yellow chunks on top of hundreds of brown, pulsing bits. We ate with teeth avoiding tongues. Chests warming. Bellies calming.

Fat glass with juicy red on the table. “I brought you wine. Small sips. Small.”

Irene’s hand rippled to the wine. She drank, and her body jiggled all the way back to the sofa.

I let my hand go to hers and wrapped it around the glass. She smiled at me, and I took it, lips puckering and raspberry jammy wine sluicing through me.

Rachel, Mother Rachel. “Let’s go to your cabin.” She walked us over, gave us water, and closed the door. We dissolved into each other under all the blankets.

***
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Awoke into Irene’s dreamy gaze. Smiled from inside and felt her leg astride me. I wouldn’t need much in this world if she’d just keep looking at me like that.

Her lips moved. “Hungry?” She broke her own spell.

I found cereal and milk in the kitchen and brought it to the cabin. Refreshed, we took a walk through the cool, chattering forest.

“So, what can you do other than deal?”

“I’m good in bed.”

“I already know that, Romeo.”

“Used to write poetry and read at recitals, but I stopped and threw away what I’d written.”

“Why?”

“Lost my muse.” Almost said, “There’s an opening.” But then Clare came to my mind. Clare and her earnestness, her loose hairs by her ears. Clare and her betrayal.

Irene interrupted my mixed-up memory and asked, “So, who did you like?”

Glad for her question but couldn’t really focus. “Whitman, Rimbaud, Cummings. You?”

“I read Howl because of the controversy, and I’ve read some Sandburg. Physics majors don’t get to read a lot of poetry.”

“A physicist. Impressive!”

She found a flat, smooth tree stump and sat. Knees pulled up and hands pressed into the stump near her hips.

I stretched out on some leaves.

“I’m not a physicist yet, but I want to be one even more now. You work on these problems, and they are all so abstract and mathematical. Then yesterday happened. There was time, and then there was no time. Fast time and slow time. The light was expanding and shrinking and switching colors. Then space... I can’t even formulate what I felt and saw.”

I wish I knew something about physics. Anything to talk about with her. An idea almost formed in my mind when she slid off the stump and lay alongside me, face-to-face. “I’m so glad I could do it with you, in this place and with people to watch out for us.”

Now, I didn’t know what to say at all. Didn’t know what to say because I felt something for her. No mistake. It was there. Hadn’t happened in so long. I wanted to reach out and hold her, just hold her. Did I want to ask her how she felt about me? My heart accelerated, and I didn’t know what to do.

Tony and Emma interrupted my indecision. “Hey, we’re going to the beach. Come with us.”

The moment lost. Was I sad or relieved—or both?

We picnicked at Stinson Beach before Irene and Emma headed back to Wisconsin. Irene gave me a warm goodbye but never offered her address. I didn’t feel comfortable asking for it and knew I’d have to clean up my act before I could have a woman like her.
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Tucson, 1966
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My inner clock had beaten the alarm by almost four minutes. Not sure why I even set the thing. Safety, maybe. Dressed and opened the door of my sanctuary. Quiet in the rest of the trailer, and I kept it that way, eating a bowl of Rice Chex. Avoided Mother’s heels and a pair of boots in the living room, shut the door behind me, and strode out of the Oasis for Mobile Living.

Often, on the way to school, I’d glimpse at the mountains ringing the town and remember peaceful walks in their shelter. Sometimes, I’d picture what else surrounded Tucson—Titan intercontinental ballistic missiles. We could destroy eighteen Soviet cities with the nine-megaton nuclear warhead on each Titan. Our annihilation would occur with the initial Soviet strike or from the resulting fallout. I never worried which.

A modern architect designed Javelina High with bold shapes and real curves. They could hold geometry class while touring the buildings. The school board wouldn’t hire him again, though. All the curves offended their stiff minds. I should know. At a dance junior year, they suspended a girl and me for doing the two-step too close. I was positive our chests or hips never touched; I would have known. But those curves had to be kept from contact. The shape alone was enough to offend.

First class after lunch was chemistry with Mr. Boone. He had a puffy face and thin lips that he was reluctant to part. As I finished today’s experiment and cleaned my work area, a classmate came over and said, “Mark, the principal wants you.”

“What for?”

He shrugged and lowered his eyes. Delivering messages to the school’s rebel with or without a cause was probably not a task he’d volunteered for, so I nodded and got off my stool. Eyes around the benches rose. Mr. Boone sat motionless, face averted and hands out of sight.

I gave my lab book a gentle toss, plopping on his desk. “My book, Mr. Boone.” I sauntered out of the classroom and over to the lobby of the main building where big globes dangled from the ceiling. Disneyland was our nickname, but I liked plain old Javelina High and our prophylactic mascot, the Trojans.

Mrs. Apariencia stood behind the counter in Administration. A flip curl in her hair and a light blue sweater with only the top button closed.

“What’s this all about Mrs. A.?” I asked. She didn’t belong here. She actually cared about students.

“I don’t know, but they’ve been in there a while.” She nodded toward the principal’s office. “Whatever is happening, remember, you have scholarships waiting.”

Dean Gall interrupted. “Mr. Stenrud, please come in.”

I entered the principals’ den—photos on the walls, trophies in a cabinet, and hardly a book. Four of them—Principal Piltz behind his desk, two deans on a divan, and my track coach in a chair. Someone from a different planet or continent would have a hard time telling them apart—Anglo, buzz cut, short-sleeved white shirts, and clip-on ties.

Dean Gall began the inquisition. “Mark, this is serious. We cannot allow students to disobey their teachers.”

“Okay. What’s this have to do with me?”

Gall had the pinkest face of the four. “Don’t play games with us.”

“I’m not. Please, tell me why I’m here.” Had someone blamed something on me?

Principal Piltz couldn’t wait to take over. “Mark, we know what happened. Mr. Boone asked you to remove your pin, and you refused.”

“He didn’t even speak to me today, and he sure didn’t ask me to take off my pin.” I usually wore two or three anti-war pins. Today, I just had on my USSR — Hungary 1956 / USA — Vietnam 1966 pin. I’d taken a liking to it after I’d read a paperback, Mother’s latest had left lying around. The cover featured a beautiful Hungarian named Ilona wearing black and Sandor, a kid my age, holding a smoking machine gun. During the Hungarian uprising, Sandor shot Soviets and threw Molotov cocktails, while Ilona taught him all about what women want. She certainly taught him more than any kid at Javelina High knew.

“Mark, are you with us? We’re talking about your pins.”

I snapped back. “I wasn’t asked to take this pin off, and I don’t see why I should.”

“Are you accusing Mr. Boone of lying to us?”

“Why isn’t he here?”

Piltz came around his desk and stopped in front of my chair, towering over me. “Mark, we are deeply concerned that your pins are creating an unsafe condition for our students.”

“They’re pins, not bombs.”

“They could lead to violence. You’ll have to stop wearing them if you are to remain at Javelina High.”

I was surprised by this ridiculous demand, but years of Mother’s training kicked in—breath slowing, senses on alert. “This is totally wrong. I wear pins to protest our inhumane assault on the Vietnamese people. We have freedom of speech. We have elections for class offices—young Republicans, young Democrats—and you want me to stop wearing my pins?”

“This is not a debate. You’ll stop wearing them, or you’ll be suspended.” Piltz caught himself and reduced his glare. “Mark, we think it best for you to go home for the rest of the day. You’ll have the weekend to think things over. There’ll be no penalty for missing your remaining classes.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I stood. They weren’t ready for that, so I left with my tiny victory of surprise.

Mrs. A. wasn’t behind the counter. I marched out of campus and down Dodge Boulevard for three-fifths of a mile. No sidewalk, just dirt and gravel. No trees, just telephone and utility poles. I didn’t stop until I crossed Grant Road and reached the Oasis.

Our little lot was in the first row I’d come to. Mother’s car was gone, and I went inside the trailer. Left my books in my room and went back outside to the cinder block temple of hygiene. The male side had four showers, toilets, sinks with mirrors, and electrical outlets. I guessed the female side was similar. Trailer parks had their pecking orders; those without plumbing were at the bottom and had some stigma attached for using the communal showers. I didn’t mind though. In fact, I preferred leaving our bathroom to Mother and enjoying the torrential water pressure in the communal blockhouse.

The shower faucets released their elixir from high up on the wall. I stood upright, imagining a glorious waterfall. Cool water cascading over smooth rocks, spray all around. The fast, smooth liquid worked for a time, keeping the shameful prospect of not wearing my pins out of my mind, but the administrators’ faces kept coming back. I couldn’t let them win.

I changed in the trailer, used my fingers as a comb, slung my corduroy sport coat over my left shoulder, and ventured out for the night’s poetry reading. The university was about three miles away, less than forty minutes with my long legs and easy stride. I could take a bus, but there were better uses for my cash. Besides, there was a cool November breeze. I avoided main streets with cars screeching, squealing, and honking and tailpipes releasing. Avoided the signs selling, stores purveying, and eyes judging. Angled instead through quiet residential streets 

The reading was in a redbrick Unitarian church. I’d toured it a month before and was amazed there was no confessional. I realized then why nuns had taught us it was a sin to visit churches of other religions. They didn’t want you to learn that you didn’t need a priest in a box for forgiveness.

As I reached the church, I saw two people I’d met at the last reading across the street. The guy called to me, and I went over to them. “Remember us,” he said. “I’m Chas, and this is Terry.” He had an easy smile, and his brown hair fell over his ears and onto the collar of his army surplus jacket. Terry was far more interesting—hands hard in the pockets of her open navy pea coat, lean face untouched by makeup.

“You two going to the reading? I have some new poems.”

Terry shook her ponytail, blue eyes sparkling in the streetlights. “It’s canceled. They put up a sign yesterday.”

“What a drag!”

They whispered something, and Chas asked, “You smoke weed?”

I smiled.

Terry took a step forward. “My little sister, Lauren, is here from Scottsdale for the weekend. I’m not setting up a date or anything, but we’re going to a party tonight, and I don’t want the college boys hitting on her. Would you come along?”

“Sure, but will she want to?”

Terry laughed. “She’s a high school senior too, and you’re, well, you’re...” Her smile grew. “It’ll work out.”

Chas had a car I’d never seen before—a Citroën—plush inside and roomy enough for my lanky body in the backseat. We stopped at a two-story Spanish-style house, and Terry brought out her sister. Blond hair shorter than I’d ever seen on a girl, revealing a high forehead and giving me a start. Her flared nose was set at the barest angle, which made her all the more exciting. She sat a little stiffly. A jerk of the steering wheel or a big bump could send her right on top of me. At least, so I was hoping.

It must have been five minutes before she spoke. “So, what’s the surprise? Where we’re going? Or is it him?”

Terry looked back at her sister. “I told you at the house. We know Mark from the poetry readings. He has a great voice, and he makes the poems come alive.”

Lauren finished assessing me and asked, “Great voice? You looking at a career in local radio?”

I couldn’t tell if she was being sarcastic or just playful. “Maybe, if I can pick the music.”

“You into surfer music?” she asked.

“No, not really. I like the Stones a lot, the Byrds, and the Who.”

She relaxed and sank back into the seat. “Sing something with me.”

“I’m not very good at singing.”

“C’mon, ‘You Can’t Hurry Love.’ Sing it with me!”

“Really, I can’t sing.” Wasn’t sure I remembered the words either.

“Come on!”

I couldn’t resist her smile, and we sang a few verses.

Terry turned back to us. “Hey, you two, you’re ruining the song.”

Lauren landed an easy punch on my shoulder. “You’re right. You can’t sing at all.” She moved closer and then asked the front seat, “Where are you taking us?”

Terry said, “To Nogales. To a Tokeathon.”

Chas asked, “Have you been to one in Mexico?”

We each said no, and I didn’t volunteer the fact that I hadn’t even been to a domestic Tokeathon.

Terry studied us while Chas drove and talked. “We’ve got three cars. One’s getting the brick. One’s bringing drinks, and we’re buying food. We’re all meeting up on a hill outside of town. We have one important rule. Never put any weed in your pockets. They could search us going home. Got it?”

Lauren and I chorused, “Okay.”

Chas said, “We’re going to stop for munchies before we cross the border.”

Being fond of Mexican bakeries, I asked, “Why don’t we get pastries on the other side?”

“You speak Spanish?”

“Enough to buy pastries.”

Terry handed me a ten. “There could be fourteen of us. Is that enough?”

“More than.”

We had to wait at the




























































[image: ]













































































[image: ]




















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
T LPADL 2
s JISTISON

&éﬁ
> ¢
A





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





