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HOUR ONE

Choosing a seat at the beginning of your journey is one of the most important decisions you can make in life. It should not be done lightly nor with haste. There are many things to consider once you enter the great motorized machine that will be your home for the next chunk of your life. The first is positioning in relativity not only to the driver, but equally, if not more crucially, to the toilet. There is nothing worse than spending an evening being intermittently walloped with a flimsy, plastic door and having to deal with the odours of your fellow passengers as they expel whatever awful fast food delights they have consumed over the previous day. Too close to the front and you will have to deal with the mothers of small children, desperate at each rest stop to thrust themselves outside of the cabin into the fresh air to get away briefly from their drooling off-spring. Too close to the back and you will be sharing your time with the recently incarcerated and those wishing to use their free time to consume the very things that your driver will incessantly and specifically repeat they are not to do be absorbing into their bloodstreams at this particular moment in time. So, in the middle then. One final thing on seating: if you are so unfortunate to have been at the back of the line, or are perhaps entering a vehicle whose schedule has begun before it came to you, you will have to make another momentous traveling decision: who shall you sit next to.

Now, Bukowski would have you believe that there was a mythic time in the past on these buses when the smoke was thick, the company was friendly and inebriated, and the blow jobs were five dollars a pop. I have no idea if this past truly did exist, but I can tell one thing in this regard: the people on the bus are the same, only the rules and perhaps the lighting have changed. Be wary, my friend, or you might ending up sitting next to someone who not only is going to offer you every drug known to man, but if you are especially unlucky that day, will also want to tell you his or her life story from


2 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul beginning to end, sparing no detail whatsoever. Whom to look for then? A pretty girl can be a safe bet, although as soon as you suggest with the swinging of your satchel that you intend to sit next to her, prepare for a look that only a sex offender could possibly understand. I can understand her predicament, however. She is alone, probably with some muscular boyfriend somewhere who is supposed to be protecting her from rabble like yourself (and would be if he weren't sleeping with her friend). Every man or boy entering this realm is looking for someone like her and she knows it. I suppose it is somewhat like a night club or dating website, where the beautiful have all the power, but also must accept as their fate that they will be inundated with vile requests to be in close proximity to those they otherwise would want nothing to do with. If the look this young lady gives you is not too cutting, take  the seat as soon as you can, even if it isn't a window seat. What to do if you haven't shaven that day? What if you aren't the sort to just walk up to someone and so brazenly sit next to her as if you didn't have a care in the world? Well then, you are probably in trouble.

Some further tips for choosing your seat-mate:

-sleepy is always better than wakeful

-young is generally better than old, although be careful not to find yourself in a pocket of travellers where you will be talked over, under and through for the duration of your journey -do a smell test before you sit down, and while we're at it, check for mysterious fluids upon the seat where you plan to spend the rest of your day

-bring good headphones and good batteries, something that will not let you down at four A.M. when the person you sat next to all day, let's say a 95-pound Latin American beauty, turns out to snore like a bear whose nostrils are full of other bears

Okay, okay, okay. I know, I seem like an asshole here. Who am I to say that I am god's gift to


3 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul the cabin? You're going on a trip, perhaps somewhere exciting as I was on the journey I am about to detail, and yet my advice is not about embracing those who sit around you, but rather to greet them with fear and doubt. Give them a chance you say! Well, that is a good suggestion and I shall take it, but keep in the back of your mind some of the things I have recommended for your next ride, just in case you find yourself next to a knife-wielding, baby-weaning, methamphetamine addict, you won't be able to blame me.

So, to set the parameters for the story which I will be describing to you herein, the quest that I will be outlining for you was from Toronto, Ontario, Canada to Oakland, California, United States. I had a friend near Berkeley who would be putting me up for a few days when I got there, I just had to call her from Reno to confirm everything. I left at noon on Monday afternoon and arrived at my destination roughly eighty-four and a half hours later on Thursday night, some worse for wear, but alive. The words which you will hear recited most often when encountering others on your trip who are covering long distances will surely be, “Next time I am going to take a plane.” Well, I beg to differ. I would never miss the chance to share my time with a true cross-section of North American society when I have the chance. The next time a politician from either Canada or the United States trumpets themselves as being a man (or occasionally a woman in these progressive times of ours) of the people because they criss-crossed the country in a bus, make sure to ask them if it was one of those chartered transports, with forty seats for ten people. Because, if they answer in the affirmative, they are lying not only to you but also to themselves: the only way to really see the country is to do it the old fashioned way: on a Greyhound bus.

My name is not important, but I shall tell you it anyway: it is Aaron. Mundane, non- denominational and certainly will conjure up no images in your head because, after all, everyone knows twenty Aarons. I am a university graduate who has jumped from job to job since school. I have


4 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul never been passionate what I do for money, but instead find fulfillment in doing various activist projects. My own travels, unlike those of many of the characters I intersected paths with on the bus, was purely for pleasure. To get away way from the bullshit of everyday life and do something . . .  but on a budget tight enough that taking the bus was the only way to do so. I wanted to get away from a lot of things when I left: disingenuous friends, a boring relationship, middle-class drudgery, but I don't want to bullshit you too much here because the main reason I left is that I wanted to get as far the fuck away from the Northeastern winter as I possibly could, and if that meant quitting my union-job, ruining a perfectly reasonable coupling with a girl and, more importantly, separating myself from a truly wonderful cat and dog, well then so be it: I was cold and I hate winter.

Why California? Do you really have to ask? For me it was not nearly so much about the girls in swimwear (although . . .) as to be in a warm place with an ocean, far away from anyone I knew, except for some friends I was going to be staying with, but that's another story altogether. Warmth and Mexican food is why I left and by golly, I got plenty of both. But who cares about that shit? Personal growth, exploration of the soul? Meeting new people and experiencing new things? What I want to tell you about is the bus ride itself and because it is my book you may be the only other person to read it, that is what I shall do.

There is a clear distinction to be made between travelling on the bus in Canada and in the United States. Canadians apparently use the Greyhound similarly to how they use public transit: pretty much universally. Boarding in Toronto, you will see students, quiet families, the elderly, business people crossing the border to utilize the skills they learned in school to exploit not only those of their own nation, but their southerly neighbours, and a host of others. Once you make the fateful crossing at the Peace Bridge though, my confidant, it is a whole other story. You notice class in Canada, but not as starkly as when you cross the border and see entire neighbourhoods of people separated from one


5 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul another—and on the bus it is clear that only some kinds of people are the “right” kind to be travelling this way, while others avoid Greyhound like the plague.

The other distinction you will be certain to come across is the proliferation of religiosity south of the border. I'm not sure if people believe in a god more or less in one country or the other, but in the States, there is something that makes people feel the need to display their religion on almost a constant basis. Bible factory outlets are everywhere and with each one I pass, I wonder to myself: exactly how many bibles does each household in the US have? Does each family feel compelled to have one bible per person? One per room? Do they buy one every time they pass by one of these outlets just so the drivers next to them do not have occasion to mistake them for a godless agnostic? One of the great mysteries of the world, to be sure.

The day I left was just after New Year's Day, a cold affair but not without its pleasantries, mostly because I would be leaving the climate behind soon. For some reason, the lineup for the bus in Toronto is outside rather than inside, perhaps to prepare you for the lack of comfort and respect that the company plans to afford you over the next several hours. I stood outside with my parents and girlfriend under the canopy as the snow gently settled upon the slush that had built up over a morning of traffic.  My girlfriend was upset for some reason, holding back tears as if this journey was somehow the end of our time together. She hadn't yet realized that it had been over for some time and we had simply been pretending to care about each other for months. My parents, on the other hand, seemed only like they were cold, happy to have me doing something interesting to tell their friends about over coffee, and knowing that I had been miserable enough lately to make our relationship mutually antagonistic whenever I saw them. Nevertheless, I couldn't wait for the hefty driver to shift his weight away from the pole on which he leaned and towards the shivering masses awaiting his approval. Finally, his contemplative thoughts completed, he looked towards us with reproachful eyes, took the tickets and began punching holes in them, signifying apparently that we had not been duped by the ticket seller just
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Boarding in a major Canadian city is an entirely different experience from anywhere in the States, and thus I quickly took a seat next to a man wearing a purple flannel jacket, a book nestled under his arm, and the face of someone who was pretending to sleep so that whomever sat next to him would not be so rude as to wake him to ask where he was going . . . and he had even taken the aisle seat. Perfect.

Perhaps beginning a journey always has its excitement, but leaving this way as opposed to on the aeroplanes of the modern age has a number of benefits. Primarily among them is the solace taken in knowing that the travel itself will be a story to tell. Surely, a plane ride can be eventful as well, but most often that is when you crash in a flaming heap into some unsuspecting farmer's barn, and who wants to tell that old yarn again? I can recall looking out the muddied window on this January day and thinking that my whole life was ahead of me—a trite thought to be sure, but one that felt profound to me at the time.

Turning onto the highway, putting on some music to make the moment even more momentous, and watching the giant inflatable gorillas atop the car dealerships that lined the road whip by two at a time, I felt like I was leaving middle class mundanity behind and entering into an entirely new agreement with myself: that I would embrace the individual moments in life, appreciate each thing as it came and try to greet new people not with doubt but with love. In the back of my mind, perhaps I would say my true mind, I knew this was all bullshit on some level, but you might as well have goals in life, right?

The ride to the border was simple enough, traversing streets I had passed along dozens of times as a child when my parents made the very Torontonian trek to Buffalo to purchase cheaper and more diverse varieties of cereal and mustard. In my childhood, when the dollar was stronger than it had been for much of my adult life, this was practically a religious pilgrimage, a Canadian haj to save a few


7 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul dollars and buy products that, while identical in virtually every way to what you could procure down the block, nevertheless had slightly different packaging and perhaps one added ingredient. (NOW WITH MARSHMALLOWS!) I can remember with great pride showing off these treasures of America to my friends in public school and having them shrug it off, their jealousy making the flakes all the more delicious.

This time at the border I had been lucky. The gatekeepers had been kind to my bus-mates and me, letting us pass in a paltry half an hour, practically whisked through the bureaucracy, making us feel as if they actually wanted us in their country. I was one of the first to go through, having only a single carry-on bag and thus not having to wait for the driver to open the side-carriage to remove any additional items. After being processed like the piece of meat that I am,  I had a chance to exit on the other side and stand for a moment while those who had not yet finished worried about their immediate fates. I noted the apprehension of those with darker skin than mine or wearing some sort of religious garment that might be misconstrued by a guard as being a potential housing for terrorist bombs or worse an item purchased and not claimed at the duty free shop.

The interim in movement gave me pause to remember my worst ever border experience, a time when I had been traveling similarly with my brother. You see, there had been an unclaimed bag, something the equivalent of DEFCON 2 for border defence, and thus we spent three hours waiting by the curb, wondering what the hell exactly was taking so long. Finally, from out of the mists came a Civic with a frazzled-looking guard accompanied by our long-lost saviour: Buddy, the bomb-sniffing dog, who had been dozing beneath a porch somewhere and thus rendered the entire homeland security system null and void until he could be located. He hopped out of the car, quite pleased with himself, sniffed the bag briefly before licking his groin, and we were off, to discover at the next terminal what damage had been done to our connecting ships, which no doubt had left without us hours ago without a


8 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul thought. And what, pray tell, had held us up? A handbag full of ladies undergarments, forgotten at some earlier stop. At least we could take solace in thinking of the fun some man or woman would be having in the coming week as they shared in her little 'mistake.'

HOUR THREE

So, back to the present day, and leaving the trivialities of my thoughts at this time aside, we proceeded along to the station in Buffalo, where I met a man who would become the first of what I shall call my “bus family,” and the feeling that this ride would be different from those that came before it would begin to take shape. However, there were two things about him that would separate this character from the rest of those I encountered: one, I met him at a bus station rather than on the bus itself, and two, just as we were about to board the bus together, he sprinted in the other direction, opened the door into the wintery Buffalo evening and ran off, as if trying to escape from some unknown evil. I have no idea what his name was, but I can remember his appearance quite vividly.

He was a stocky guy, with a long Buffalo Bills scarf draped around his neck and dragging on his back behind him. He wore a toque, one of the sort that you get for free at a supermarket or gas station. He had thick glasses and curly hair bursting out from under his hat. Before I'd even spoken to him, he seemed like the sort of person who knew things. When I saw him carrying a small plastic bag filled with assorted pieces of paper, I thought to myself, “I bet this guy has the answers to all the questions of the universe in there.”

My original plan had been to listen to an extended session of A Tribe Called Quest, but I figured music could wait until later and I shouldn't miss the chance to converse with this guy. I walked over to him, having just discovered that my layover at this place would be more than four hours and thus looking for entertainment of any kind. I asked him what he had in the bag. It turned out to be a compendium of murder. Photocopied newspaper articles of killing upon killing from all over the United


9 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul States. He slid a few sheets out and let me have a look. (“Mother kills family of four.” “Evergreen rapist strikes again.” “Suspect missing in gang-style slaying.”) At this point he said nothing, and when I noted a detail of one of the cases, he only stared blankly back towards me, indicating perhaps disgust that I had not already memorized the grizzly bits of each one of the clippings as he had no doubt done.

“Do you know what?” he asked, “I have figured it all out.” (Aha! Here it was: the mysteries of the world about to be revealed to me on this trip just as I had hoped, and only a few hours into it!)

“The best way to do it is quickly. With a blade or an axe. Simple, as little blood as you can. Bleed 'em out, wash up. You know, the killing' ain't even the hard part, that's what I figured out from reading all these here papers. The key is getting rid of the body. Gotta chop 'em up. Use a regular old saw. It'll be some work, but it's better than using a chainsaw and attracting the attention of neighbours. Then all you gotta do, is spread 'em out.”

“You mean like put them in the freezer or something?” I liked this guy, and wanted to hear more.

“No, too much evidence and too close to home. Plus, where would I put my meat? I need that freezer and my apartment ain't that big. What I mean is to take one little piece of 'em, you know like a leg or the head or what not, throw it in a garbage bag and dump it somewhere. Then, the next day, right in broad daylight you see no one thinks someone has an arm in their bag, you take out another piece. It might take all week, but then no one is suspicious.”

“What if the police are onto you quicker than that? I mean, what if on day four, you still have some slabs of body hiding somewhere in the cupboard and the cops come knocking on your door, won't they have you dead to rights?”

“Nah, you've been watching too many movies, them cops are dumber than you think. It takes them weeks if not months to figure anything out. And the best way to do it, is to kill random, you see?
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“Wow, you seem to have thought a lot about this.” I wasn't exactly scared of him or anything, but after this brief exchange I was thinking that perhaps there might just be someone out there that should be worried.

“Ha! You think I'd do something like this? You think I would tell some stranger my secrets! Hell, no. Unless of course, I'm saving my real secrets for myself.” He gave a knowing smile. Maybe this was a shtick. Maybe this was how he greeted all new people, you know, as a way to make friends.

“I'm into the alien stuff too, you know.” He opened his coat and began to withdraw another stack of papers, this time seemingly pages ripped from magazines.

“Here's one . . .” He stopped himself, looked around the glaringly bright terminal, where perhaps twenty other people milled around slowly not knowing what to do or where to go. And then he ran. No notice, no goodbye. With his bag of clippings in one hand and some scrap magazine articles now crumpled in his other, he took off.

I could only hope that everyone I met was going to be as enlightening. It seemed like it was going to be a good trip.

So, with murder now first and foremost in my thoughts, I realized that I was hungry and had lots of time to kill. This brings up two key lessons about long-distance bus travel: what to eat and how to spend your interminably long layovers productively.

For the first, I will have to make mention of something about myself that will likely not pertain to many others who choose this mode of travel: I refuse to eat fast food of any kind. It is not a health thing, but a political thing, but I certainly will not bore you to tears with that old song and dance. The key point is that the food you're going to have access to on a bus is, well, shit. Your best bet, believe it or not, is going to be in the station itself, where you may be lucky enough to bump into a chef of true


11 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul skill who just hasn't realized it yet, or maybe just someone whose boyfriend is an asshole who won't let her pursue her dreams because he's controlling and evil. Bottom line: tasty food can be had when you find yourself one of these grilled cheese wizards. Also, on the above average menu can be a burger, some french fries cooked beyond frozen and, if you're really lucky, a burrito with some honest to goodness vegetables in it.

The other place you're going to be able to get food is along the trail and baby, this trail serves up nothing but chain fast food. I'm not exactly sure what kinds of corporate agreements Greyhound has with these various places, but suffice it to say you're going to hit up your fair share of McDonald's, Arby’s and those goddamn truck stop convenience store places that have the shiniest (and reddest) apples you've ever seen in your entire life. Even though these are offered up as “fruit,” they taste like wax and surely have almost no nutritional value.

As an aside, next to each one of these trucker convenience stores, have you ever noticed the always empty “CAT Truck Inspection” stations? What the hell is this? I am convinced this is some kind of  US government surveillance operation, masquerading as a business that makes no sense to confuse the public and track their movements. I could be wrong on this of course; perhaps there is a perfectly reasonable use for these multitudinous inspections.

So, what else can you find at these places? Well, the ubiquitous nachos and cheese station, complete with oozing yellow matter and a kind of half-salsa half-chili that would make any self- respecting Mexican (or Canadian for that matter) scream in terror. Hot dogs and taquitos roasting on an open spit, there for days, years, months, eons, nobody daring enough to open the clear-plastic trap door to find out whether they are still edible. So there they wait, rotating blissfully for your pleasure. You can also get overpriced snack foods of every kind. Soft-drink stands have cup sizes that range from: the biggest thing I have ever seen” to, “this will be enough liquid to keep me running to the bathroom at the back of the bus for the next ten hours!” If glucose-fructose or modified corn syrup can be injected


12 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul into it, it is safe to say that you will find it at this truly American market. I don't know what used to exist before these roadside artery cloggers, maybe people just showed up at the doorstep of the farmers who used to dot the countryside and ask them for a meal, or at least an apple pie, but that world is long gone.

Fortunately, I was not on the road at this point. I was in the mighty metropolis of Buffalo and thus my food options were plentiful. I looked around for the most well-fed looking of the bus terminal workers, asked him where to go and he directed me to a perfectly pleasant pizza place where I could sit quietly and enjoy how I had infiltrated this foreign culture without them even knowing it.

My fine meal was elevated above the ones I described earlier by having been made by actual humans rather than robots, and which had things on top of the dough and cheese that looked and tasted suspiciously like food.

It was roughly five P.M. as I re-entered the station to find quite the commotion. Where I had left with but a few people meandering around in absent-mindedness, now there were dozens of people, lined up in various states of panic, patiently waiting their turn in line to yell at the dull-eyed worker who had suggested the place for me to eat. It seems that the weather to the west was worsening, with word of a massive snowstorm sweeping across the Midwest and heading directly for where we stood. Another storm, this one starting in the south and moving it's way up the coast, was also moving methodically in our direction. All buses going to Cincinnati or farther south were canceled. I was lucky in that my schedule had me going to Cleveland and then Chicago which, for whatever reason, was outside the purview of these various cancellations, and thus I was informed that I would be able to move along as I pleased.

I want to make mention of something I hadn't considered at the time, but which became clear to me afterwards. Many people that day were angry that the  buses to Cincinnati were being re-scheduled even if their destination was somewhere nearby that city. The Fast-Running Dog people are not as


13 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul dumb as they seem, you see. If they were to take all the people from all over America who were going to Cincinnati and all points south, and dump them in that one city, how exactly would that one terminal deal with the literally thousands of them? Where would they sleep? Where would they acquire enough white bread and cheese slices to feed them all while they waited for the squall to subside? So, the only solution was to keep people exactly where they were, even if it meant they had to go back home and wait for word of a change.

Smugly, I lined up with my thirty or so compatriots who were going west rather than south and waited behind gate number eleven . . . for two more hours. Finally, at seven twenty-one P.M., some thirty-one minutes after we were supposed to leave, our bus driver (like an apparition appearing from the bowels of the station) presented himself, opened up the door, yelled, “Going west?” and began to take people's tickets. I was about fifteenth in line, and thus had the pick of the litter as it pertained to seats, found a good one not too far forward and not too far back, sat down, stuck my leg on an awkward angle on the seat next to me hoping to be able to sit alone on this overnight schedule and waited to leave. In a step of the delicate dance (and horrible customer service) that you must get used to on these vehicles, just as soon as we all were boarded, the driver once again disappeared, this time for fifteen endless minutes while he shot the shit with the baggage loaders or whatever he was doing. I had not yet entered the groove of patience that you need on trips like these.

But then, rising from the smoky wisps of the wintery evening, he was back and we were off . . . There is perhaps no better feeling after waiting to leave than hearing the honk of the bus to signal that we are finally ready to go and feeling the creaky old vessel backs slowly out of the docking lane, and begins to ramble through the city streets towards the veins and arteries of the highway system.

Ah, but just before the lights inside go off and you can begin to relax and contemplate your


14 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul future, there is one final thing that simply must be done: “the speech.” For some reason, perhaps a good one, you can never be sure, this particular bus company has decided that, in addition to all the other indignities to be suffered on a cross-country motor vehicle trip, you must also be treated like children by your driver. Upon departure, you will be instructed not to smoke, listen to music too loud, do drugs of any kind, have sex, use the washroom inappropriately and most crucial, do not under any circumstances walk to the front of the bus and ask the driver anything while the coach is moving, or else you will be dropped by the side of the road wherever you happen to be at the moment of your indiscretion. Different drivers present these rules with variants of levity, but overall they are a serious bunch, driving one route and back each day or two and presumably spending alternating evenings at some motel where the company puts them up. Not a glorious job to be sure, but perhaps if they realized they have more in common with the people behind them rather than above them, the in-bus experience might be a little more pleasurable for all those involved.

HOUR 18

In any case, I arrived in Chicago the next morning at around five A.M., ready for six more hours of laying over and perhaps getting to meet some friendly folks. What I didn't count on was that, whereas the Buffalo station which is centrally located and thus within walking distance of some actual human beings who lived in the city, Chicago's terminal is located in the absolute middle of fucking nowhere, in an industrial plaza. Just looking through the glass into the world beyond the buses caused me to shudder and look inwards once again. It would be greasy grilled cheese and slimy burritos for breakfast for me.

Before I got totally settled, I decided a short washroom visit was in order. Unfortunately, the washroom itself was not. An older man with a mop, which looked like it was made by hand by sewing individual horse-hairs together, leaned against a wall next to the doorway that led to the urinals. It didn't seem like he was really doing anything, but some yellow police caution tape blocked the


15 Fast-Running Dog Aaron Paul entrance, so I dared not to challenge his desire to work. Next to the washroom stood a small ATM, not more than four feet off the ground. It was covered in dust and had a hand-written “Out of Order” notice covering the now blank screen. A sticker down the side of the machine, running from floor to ceiling in shining silver announced the name of the company that had created this modern marvel of banking technology. It said “God Bless Americon.” I shit you not, that's what it actually said. Sometimes Americans are either too clever for their own good, or are so brain dead that they don't even recognize how absurd their society has become. As I stood there laughing out loud to the great confusion of the man leaning on the mop, I realized that I no longer had to pee. I figured I would go back to the line and try to envision what kind of advertising executive would have come up with that slogan.

Instead, I lay down on the floor, using my blue satchel as my headrest and surveyed my surroundings all while listening to Joanna Newsom sing over my headphones in her wonderful baby- grandmotherly voice. I'm not sure what I looked like down there on the dusty linoleum, but everything around me, including the people, looked like they had been frozen in time from some bygone era, like 1974. Old, stained clothes, suitcases that looked like they had been hand-crafted in the nineteenth century and terrified/screaming children littered the landscape. It felt like these six hours might just last forever, and that these poor people had been stuck in a time warp, waiting for something, anything, to happen to snap them out of it and let them move along to their chosen destination.

I wrote at the time to mark the occasion that, “this trip seems stranger as I move along, as if bus stations are clouds above reality that I am hopping between—where are the 'normal' folk? Perhaps this is them: sad, old, down-trodden and waiting . . . to go home to shitty jobs, wretched houses and obnoxious families.” It felt like everything I had wanted to see of the mythical “America” was actually right here, in all its glory cast under the pall of a snowstorm on a Chicago morning.

As I sat considering the future of not only myself, not only these people, but the very future of our common civilization which, whether we had chosen it for ourselves or not, we were stuck with, a
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“Hey brother, can you give me a dollar?”

“Sorry dude, I really don't have any cash, I'm just waiting for my bus.” I actually had about twelve-hundred dollars in cash in my bag, money that had to last me for about four months, so while I didn't exactly have a lot to spare, I certainly lied to him initially.

“That's cool. You a Padres fan?” I was wearing the baseball cap of my favourite team. “Yeah, Tony Gwynn, he got me hooked. I'm actually going out to California right now, maybe I'll get a chance to stop by San Diego while I'm out there.”

“Hmm, I don't really like baseball, but that's a nice lid ya have there. I wish I was going out to Cali, but I'm just trying to get out to my brother in Missouri. I just got here and these punk-ass bitches told me the ticket I had for yesterday was no good and I gotta give 'em thirty more bucks just to get moving.”

“That's bullshit. Are you sure if you explain it to them, they won't give you a break?” I was used to being a relatively clean white male and thus expectant of a certain level of respect when talking to people who worked in bus stations.

“Nah, man, I been talking to them all morning and they aren't going to do shit . . . listen, if you can even give me five bucks that could help me out a bunch. A few more people give me that money and maybe I can make it out to my brother's place sometime before dinner time.”

And then, I made a mistake. I guess after having the conversation in my head about the future of the globe for the last hour (or month) that I had been lying here, I had allowed my judgement to become impaired. I am from a big city and thus used to been pan-handled to, so I should have thought what I usually think in these situations: it's so sad that nothing structural can be done for all these nice homeless folks, but what is my change gonna do for them?1

1 I may work for anti-poverty organizations, but when confronted with the old dilemma of whether or not to give money

to someone when I don't know where it's going to go, I curl into the same self-protective shell as a lot of my more
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