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                          Boston 
                                                   May  / 1976 

 
 
 
 It took only a few days to find a room to stay on Beacon Hill.  Sleeping on the floor of Steven and 

Mary Ann’s tiny apartment worked out fine and they were certainly polite and accommodating but 

it was easy to tell that it was just temporary.  They had stayed at my place, the Chateau in 

Bolinas, for over 2 months after they were evicted from the Brighton St. house while looking for 

another.  At the time they had no money except for an occasional job Mary Ann would get.  Steve 

would never work, his excuse being that “they would find him.”  He never talked about it but I 

knew he had evaded military service in 1968 when the return home in a box rate was at its 

highest.  Mary Ann, always being resourceful, hooked up with some women in Bolinas who did 

housecleaning mostly for the wealthier residents at Seadrift in Stinson Beach or even hopping 

over the hill to Mill Valley.  On these housecleaning days she would come home with supplies; 

food, wine and cigarettes by the carton for Steve’s incessant chain smoking. 

  Steve was writing a “novel” then on 3-hole binder paper.  Sometimes he would leave it open and 

I would sneak a look to read what he was writing.  The problem was you couldn’t read his writing, 

not one word.  I think he wrote so fast he forgot to form any letters.  There were long lines and 

short lines without much up and down deviation except for what could be deciphered as a b, d, h, 

k, l, or maybe it was a t that wasn’t crossed.  You could kind of make out letters resembling g, p, 

q, and y.  So there was something going on but who knows what.  On a cold afternoon a few days 

before he and Mary Ann moved out I came home to find Steve feeding the fire page by page with 

his “novel.” 

  “It wasn’t any good,” he said 

  I wanted to tell him I knew that because no one could read it but said something like better luck 

next time.  He should have titled it Twenty Hundred Thousand Cigarettes.  Mary Ann believed in 

Steve and took care of him. 

  In Boston she still carried the torch getting a pretty good job at Little Brown as a proofreader that 

paid the rent and then some.  They rented a small apartment on Myrtle St., on Beacon Hill, a one 

bedroom, bath, living room and a kitchen that looked like it used to be a closet on the fourth floor 

in one of the many brick apartment houses there.  Despite landlord fumigations, the carpets were 

dirty and cockroaches were rampant if not mutinous..  Aside from this it was comforting to sleep 

where my friends were.  We went out to dinners the nights I was there and I paid for everything 

seeing how well off monetarily and must point out momentarily, I was, compared to their 

enhanced poverty.  Each night I would meet more of their friends ---- poets, musicians, artists ----- 

all barely getting by, employed in menial jobs never worthy of their aspirations.  They were 
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cynical, idealistic, disgruntled and delusional with a love for life on a very anxious level.  The 

comradery or colony of artists that I had anticipated interwoven into a creative progressive 

community turned out to be a group of addictive personalities, frustrated and begrudged by their 

inabilities to produce anything beyond artistic fodder, myself included. 

  All of us lamented on the current state of political affairs in the United States agreeing that 

Gerald Ford was a joke incapable of correctly keeping his own golf score.  Most of us were burnt 

out politically.  We traded protest stories over beers and weed along with those of Viet Nam, 

people who died and people who returned not much better off physically or mentally.  It was all for 

nothing and then Watergate just confirmed our suspicions that the government was indeed 

deceitful and corrupt.  Now here we were in this limbo, in an ether of detachment, in a post fusion 

of sensation and escape, floating and grabbing at things in the aftermath.  Up and down on the 

merry-go-round trying to grab that prize, the golden ring that with each revolution continues to 

evade us.  And what the hell is the prize we so dearly seek?  It damn sure should be a magic key 

that unlocks a big box of happiness because traveling across this country, looking around; I found 

no one with even residual traces of nirvana we had all thought we had invested in.  There were 

many hip enlightened people treading the waters and there were some that thrived but the quest 

had taken its toll.  There are ashes in the eyes once ablaze with the fires of change, of sexual 

liberation, of revolution.  The finger had been lifted from the trigger. 

  I had decided on a new objective --- to run out of money for the experience that I have never 

before let myself fall into.  To facilitate my monetary collapse, a couple of nights a week I’d meet 

everyone at Harvard Gardens to buy pizza, snacks, sandwiches, beer, wine, drinks, whatever 

anyone wanted, I didn’t care.  Some must have thought I was very well off but most didn’t really 

give my generosity much attention.  It was just a free ticket on the Merry Go Round.  I wanted to 

financially have nothing and then start over.  I had already rid myself of all my worldly 

possessions having walked out of Bolinas with just a backpack and the entire small sum of my 

savings.  Everything seemed temporary.  The fleeting past fades fast into memories and the 

future is but a dream that to obsess on ponders the present.  I want to live in the now and be able 

to forget --- to preserve some sanity.  As for the money, it could have been a long process but my 

new Boston friends were helping me make short time of it.  Funny how many offered to pay, 

pulling out the wallets or feigning with hand in purse and I wondered if roles were reversed if they 

would be buying me food and drink.  Why do people flock to join and help the strong yet abandon 

the weak, the very ones who need help the most?  Inspiration and leadership are heady 

intoxicants.  We align ourselves in the disguise and illusions of who we are and forsake the 

reality, the tourism of our real being.  It’s as if we live in two worlds, the world in which we actually 

live in and the world in which we wish we lived in.  Sometimes for just a fleeting moment the 

worlds collide and merge as we grow and evolve and suddenly we’re on the other side looking 

back at where we were just making wishes. 
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  By months end I had run down my money supply to less than two hundred dollars all along 

trying to keep Mario’s offer to transport cocaine from Montreal to Boston out of my head.  But the 

idea was like an electromagnetic force silently exerting its power inside my head.  At first I had 

thought of it as a parachute in case I ran out of money but slowly the lure of adventure and 

intrigue masqueraded the danger and potential risk involved. 

  “Hello.” 

  “Hello, is this Mario?” 

  “Yes it is.  May I ask who is this?” 

  “This is Trace.”  There was a pause while searching his memory bank. 

  “Oh yes, yes Trace how are you?  Did you get situated in Boston?” 

  “Yes I did and I’m doing fine.  I thought maybe of coming up for a visit.”  I was keeping things 

vague for telephone purposes. 

  “Well yes that will work out fine.  It would nice to see you soon.”  Mario emphasized the word 

and I picked up on it. 

  “I’d love to.  What days are good for you?” 

  “I’m working the weekends so I have this whole week free.  Why don’t you come up tomorrow?” 

  This was going faster than I had thought it would.  I felt as if I had jumped off the high rock at 

Lake Berryessa.  There wasn’t too much time to think on the way down and because you had 

already jumped the results were inconsequential.  You were going to hit the water very soon. 

  “That sounds good Mario.  I’ll give you a call when I arrive.” 

  “Good.  Hey, travel light, I have everything you’ll need here.” 

  “Well good.  Hey --- how are you doing Mario?” 

  “It’s a crying shame how well I’m doing.  Things are great.  Chasing three women at once, 

couldn’t ask for more, eh?” 

  “Man, how do you keep their names straight?” 

  “No problem --- their names are Baby, Lover and Sweetheart.” 

  I laughed.  “I guess you can’t lose there?” 

  “Not unless they’re all in the same room and of course that would be another problem.  They’d 

probably string me up by my testicles.” 

  “Oh that’s gonna hurt.” 

  “Yes indeed.  Well OK Trace, see you tomorrow.” 

  “Yeah OK.  Goodbye.” 

  “Adios.” 

  Well now I was committed and dread swept over me like realizing you have a term paper report 

due the next day that you haven’t even started except for the vague outline you lost at the 

beginning of class.  He had said to travel light and I took that to mean he had everything handled 

i.e. the packaging and transport of unspoken contraband. 
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  “Hey are you gunna make a phone call or are you gunna hang cuhtains and call it ya’ home?” 

  I had just been standing in the phone booth contemplating my fate.  This old crusty guy with 

greasy gray hair in a very nice suit was yelling through the glass of the phone booth. 

  I laughed.  “Sorry” and stepped out. 

  “You can have it back in a couple of minutes.  There’s a phone in here I gotta use.” 

  I really love the wiseass cracks and sarcasm of these Bostonians.  It keeps you on your toes.  

It’s always a verbal ping-pong where if you can return a clever quip it can escalate the rally. 

  “Yeah you can have it.  Hey if my stockbroker calls tell him to sell.” 

  “Sure thing kid, I’ll send you a statement,” he said slamming the folding door of the booth 

abruptly.  Short rally, no points scored on that tired quip. 

  The Summer Olympics were not that far off, two months at the most and security at the border 

going into Canada was still lax but selective.  If there was any suspicious travelers the customs 

man might have them pulled off the bus and into the terminal for a hopefully quick once over 

while the bus waited.  I dressed in tan corduroys and a blue button down sports shirt.  My hair 

was very short and I was clean-shaven.  On the contrary there were two young guys about my 

age with long stringy hair who both hadn’t shaved as it looked like in at least a week.  I saw them 

from my seat on the bus looking out the window shoving their large backpacks into the cargo bins 

of the belly of the bus.  They looked stoned and I hoped for their sake that they weren’t carrying. 

  Predictably, at the Canadian border, they were yanked off the bus, backpacks unloaded and into 

the terminal.  The driver announced that they allowed twenty minutes at the border and at that 

point those ashore stayed ashore.  Aye matey.  Anchors aweigh.  The twenty minutes passed, 

the bus started and left.  I never saw those guys again.  I guess they weren’t thinking and that 

made me think that there was a chance that neither was I. 

  Arriving in Montreal I took another bus up St. Denis to Sherebrooke, the neighborhood where 

Mario lived before calling him.  Upon calling, Mario was cheerful and said to meet him in about an 

hour at an address around the corner from him.  This gave me time to get a cup of coffee and 

become totally jittery and anxious.  Apprehension began to fight the task at hand.  My mind began 

to flood with doubts and “what ifs” until I found myself through escalations of mind and blunder 

handcuffed and shackled in a courtroom wearing an orange jumpsuit rising for the verdict. 

  “Has the jury reached a verdict?” 

  “Yes your Honor we have.” 

  “Proceed.” 

  “We find this what in the hell were you thinking and now you’ve thrown your life away defendant 

guilty of all charges and then some that we won’t even mention.  Furthermore, your Honor, what 

will his friends and parents think about this foolish and selfish crime against society disguised as 

intrigue, adventure and get rich scheme?” 

  “Thank you Mr. Foreman.  Does the defendant have anything to say?” 
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  “Yes.  I’d like to say that I don’t think the jury knows me very well.  You know, I always make 

terrible first impressions.  Girl’s parents always distrust and hate me at first but I think that given a 

chance you might warm up to me as well.  What dya say?  Why don’t you go back in that jury 

room of yours and retalk it a bit, try on some empathy.  Maybe try to see it from my side OK?” 

  “Bailiff!  You may take this selfish unfortunate scum of the earth away.  Incarceration is the least 

service this court can serve to disassociate him from an honest and productive society.  I pray, 

young man, that on your day of reckoning you depart from the devil’s deeds, gaze deep into your 

soul and face the maker man for salvation in eternity!” 

  There wasn’t a doorbell button I could find so I used the brass knocker right below the peephole.  

It was a strange gargoyle type knocker that looked evil and foreboding.  I heard footsteps on the 

hardwood floor and then quiet at the door while whoever it was looked out to check me out.  The 

door opened.  It was Mario. 

  “Hello Trace my old friend,” he said putting his arm around my shoulders escorting me in. 

  “Hello Mario.”  The inside of the flat was empty except for a small table and a couple of chairs in 

a dimly lit dining room.  He led me over to the table where there were blank tenant applications 

and a pen. 

  “Sit down Trace, you look really nervous.” 

  “Honestly Mario I am nervous.  I’ve never done anything like this before.” 

  “”Well that’s obvious but all of us are doing things we’ve never done before.  Trace --- that’s the 

supreme novelty of this grand life.  You can choose to wile away your life in routine and relative 

complacency or you can go out and grab life by the testicles, harness it like a bucking bronco and 

hang on for the ride.” 

  “Yippie Yi O!”  I responded trying to go with his enthusiasm.  “But this is illegal.” 

  “Of course it is.  Highly illegal --- good observation Trace. Your obvious intuition is worth 

marveling at. I’m not twisting your arm here.  You can walk out of here right now and we’ll still be 

friends; but that’s why I’m paying you 2 thousand dollars if you transport what I give you to 

Boston.” 

  2 thousand bucks.  We had never discussed the delivery fee before.  This was much more than I 

figured for a bus ride to Boston. 

  “Mario, for 2 thousand bucks wouldn’t it just be easier for you to drive it over yourself?” 

  “OK Trace --- let’s just say that that’s not possible.  I keep my ass covered and spend as little 

time as I can with the product and still maintain business.  As you know and you do know a lot, I 

managed to get it here from South America and that was my risk.  My testes were out there on 

the chopping block.  There’s enough money in this to pass around. I make every effort to hold my 

greed in check.” 

  “But why trust me with it?  Don’t you have your usual people to transport stuff?” 
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  “When I picked you up hitchhiking I could tell you were OK.  You’re a nice guy from California 

and I could read you like a book.  The guys I’d choose to do this around here are too shaky, 

deceitful.  I can’t really trust them anymore.” 

  This did make me somehow feel more at ease.  Mario treated the whole affair as a business and 

it seemed a well thought out one. 

  “OK Mario then let’s give it a go” trying to give it my best 3 Musketeer French English 

  He smiled, shook my hand and left the room going down some stairs I assumed went to the 

basement.  I looked around and wondered whose house this was.  It was old but kept up well with 

rounded plaster ceilings and dark stained molding. Wainscot paneling with ivory uppers 

disappearing into the high ceilings. There were no appliances in the kitchen I could see through 

the propped open door. 

  Mario reappeared carrying a small dark green backpack.  He set it down on the table in front of 

me unzipping it, showing me an empty backpack. 

  “You can transfer your belongings into here” he said smiling proudly for some odd reason. 

  “Where’s the stuff?” I asked wondering where the contraband was. 

  “It’s there!  Take a look!”  He picked it up and unzipped it more fully.  “It’s in the lining of the back 

of the rucksack and in the faux foam shoulder pads.” 

  I focused in closely and examined. I couldn’t detect anything out of the ordinary. The stitching 

looked the same everywhere.  I poked and felt the part of the pack that rested on your back.  It 

felt firm but not rigid. 

  “Pressed between foam rubber,” Mario answered the unasked question.  I picked it up by the 

shoulder pads that were also filled.  You could feel the weight for any empty backpack. 

  “When you put your things in there Trace the weight should be undetectable.” Mario answered 

my questioning face. 

  “That’s amazing.  This makes me feel a little better.  Whoever did this did a nice job.” 

  “Thank you.”  Mario sat back in the chair smiling proudly. 

  “What --- you did this?” 

  “Well of course I did.  I work in an upholstery shop.  That’s something I can do.”  He was 

laughing. 

  “I guess I never did ask you what you do for a living.” 

  “Since I was young I’ve loved to sew.  My mother taught me.  As I got older my friends would 

harangue me about it.  I felt embarrassed by the whole affair so I redirected my skills to 

reupholstering furniture.  You know --- heavier material, larger sewing machines, and bigger 

needles.  Machismo eh!” 

  “Right on Mario!” 

  “Yes just between you and me, I’d love to be a tailor, maybe even design clothing.  I love men’s 

and women’s business suits, the material, the lining, piping and even the buttons.” 
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  “Sounds cool,” I said not really knowing what to say.  Mario certainly was candid about his 

ambitions.  I just found it strange for him to even be messing around in the drug world.  This was 

not your stereotype drug dealer or maybe it was.  He was the drug dealer you on no account 

would ever hear about, the one that never gets caught. 

  “Transfer your things from your pack to this one.  I’ll be back.”  Mario left the room going 

downstairs again.  I had a bathroom mess kit, a change of socks and shorts, a writing tablet and a 

book, Henry Miller’s Air Conditioned Nightmare.  I picked it up again with the new load in it.  Much 

better but still not enough weight. 

  “Here Trace, try this” Mario said handing me a textbook, The Elements of Design. 

  “Yours?” I asked 

  “Yes, from a box of books in my basement.” 

  I like this.  Mario always seemed to be on top of things, one step ahead.  I placed the book with 

the tablets and other book and lifted it once again. 

  “That’s perfect,” I said.  I was feeling so much better.  My paranoia and anxiousness had 

subsided.  “This is going to be a cakewalk.  Is this your house Mario?” I asked because he said 

“box of books in my basement”. 

  “Well maybe Trace you might be asking too many questions.  It’s information you really don’t 

need to know in case anything happens.” 

  Anything happens --- the dread started to creep back in like the receding tide stranding starfish. 

  “Uh --- sorry I …” 

  “I mean you know so much about me already.  I really ran my mouth off on our trip back here but 

even after a couple of hours with you I knew I could trust you.  Sure you’re naïve and innocent but 

that is a blessing my friend, free from the evils and hang-ups we all have.” 

  “Well I’m not so sure about that.” 

  “I never should have revealed so much to you.” 

  “Hey it’s OK.  You can trust me and now I’ll be at risk too.” 

  “Exactly.” 

  The way he said exactly didn’t feel quite right.  As if now I was on the same playing field in his 

game.  He felt more protected.  And how did I know he wasn’t setting me up for some reason or 

another.  I never did see the actual cocaine that was purportedly sewn in the pack.  What if I 

deliver it to the contact in Boston, he opens it up and finds sand, accuses me of stealing it and 

understandably becomes irrational and retaliatory. What if, if it wasn’t sand but plutonium or 

kryptonite waiting to slay a superman.  A new paranoia was feeding into my cauldron of bad 

potential.  I was that starfish floundering on the sand waiting for the high tide to take me back 

home. 

  “Hey Trace … you OK eh?” 

  “Oh yeah, fine, I was just trippin.” 
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  “OK --- well write this number down and stick it in your wallet.  I usually write down 3 digits in 

one place, 2 in another and then 2 in still another.  No one can put it together.  The guys name is 

Soriano.  You’ll just have to remember that.  You’ll arrange to meet him and after you give him the 

rucksack he’ll give you 2 thousand dollars.” 

  “And I can trust Soriano?” 

  “Yes you can.  He’s my brother.” 

  “Your brother?  Mario, why doesn’t he just come up here and get it?” 

  “Too many questions Trace.  It’s just that way eh?” 

  “I guess I just can’t figure out why you need me.  It seems too easy on my part for that much 

money.” 

  Mario looked sternly at me.  His mood had changed. 

  “Look Trace, I’m not going to discuss every detail about this business venture for your sake and 

mine.  There are no more explanations.  There is just this rucksack that needs to be taken to 

Boston.”  Mario’s impatience with me while before was just simmering now was on the verge of 

boiling over.  I needed to shit or get off the pot. 

  “OK Mario, I get it.  I’ll be on my way.”  I picked up the backpack and put it on.  Mario’s tense 

face relaxed.  A smile reappeared. 

  “Very good then.  What did you say --- “a cake walk” eh?” 

  We walked over to the door and before opening it we shook hands.  He looked in my eyes and 

said, “Good luck my friend” and I was on my way. 

  Getting on board the bus went as smoothly as it should.  Once again the passenger load was 

light so I had a seat to myself or so I thought.  Right before the bus was about to leave a long hair 

kid about my age came running across the terminal to get on.  The baggage bins were already 

closed so he bound up the bus stairs with his bulky and well soiled tan backpack, the full size 

variety for expeditions half way up Everest if needed.  I thought to myself --- there he is, the guy 

they’ll pull off the bus.  It was too perfect.  I could sit back easy with my hidden contraband 

reading National Geographic while they yank him off for scrutinization.  Hell, he was probably 

carrying drugs --- the fool. 

  Then it happened.  He looked down the aisle and somehow for one brief millisecond we made 

eye contact and seeing no more places where two seats were open he chose the one next to me 

and used the vacant seat across to set his backpack causing much annoyance to a middle aged 

woman in a frumpy moo moo. 

  “Hey dude what’s happenin’?  Wow, I just made this bus.”  He had one of those hippie in awe of 

the universe sounding voices drawing out the word dude into dooooood.  The bus pulled out of 

the terminal on St. Denis towards the bridge that crossed the St. Lawrence River. 
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  “Yes, just in time” I offered, too busy thinking about the ramifications of this freak who under 

normal circumstances I would welcome a conversation with but now with 2 kilos of cocaine in the 

pack any affiliation with described counter culture could be hazardous to my future freedom. 

  “Where you from man?” he asked. 

  “California.” 

  “No shit me too!”  His voice filled the entire bus.  “Where at?” 

  “North of San Francisco, Marin County.” 

  “”Oh not me” he sounded disappointed as if maybe we lived in the same town, on the same 

street, maybe even in the same house, hell, maybe he thought I was his missing brother.  He sat 

there quiet and I should have left it at that. 

  “How ‘bout you?” 

  “”Anaheim --- you know where Disneyland is.”  He sat there for a moment.  “Yeah --- I guess I 

pretty much grew up in Disneyland and you know, sometimes it feels like I’ve never left.”  He 

started laughing, just a few laughs and then as if he suddenly found himself so profoundly cosmic 

he laughed even more, a little louder and a little harder.  I began to have that ‘I’m fucked’ 

premonition.  This guy occupied too much space in this bus and on top of that he smelled like a 

locker room after the game with no exhaust fan.  I thought of moving to another seat but the 

border wasn’t that far and once past that I didn’t care how loud or animated he was so I stayed 

put. 

  “Hey man, you into Tarot?” he said as he reached across the aisle, unzipped a side pocket and 

pulled out a deck of cards.  The backpack started to fall into the aisle but he caught it in time and 

pushed it too hard the other way right into the lady in the moo moo.  She was visibly annoyed. 

  “Do you mind?”  She asked or was it a statement?  It’s one of those ambiguous expressions that 

when repeated over and over can start to make no sense except for the tone of contempt. 

  “Uh … sorry lady” he said and then got close to me as if he was lowering his voice but he really 

wasn’t.  “Man … you’d woulda thought I gave her a titty twister huh?” then he laughed but tried to 

muffle it but it was no use.  The roar of the Greyhound Bus was no contest to his haunting cosmic 

laughter. 

  He started laying out the cards on his legs.  I’ve never bothered to learn enough about Tarot but 

have always been fascinated by the cards themselves, a collection of sorcerers, magicians, 

priests and jugglers.  It reminded me of the Old Maid Card Deck in that you had all the different 

types of persons and trades portrayed --- Husky Hank, Wacky Witch, Petunia Pill, Dippy Dabb, 

Tippy Tubbs, Kuku Klown, Hiram Hay, Tillie Tumbles, John Law, Grannie Smiles, Salty Junk, 

Fanny Flint, Betty Bumps, Hugo Hunt, Art Smart, Gusto Graft, Molly Moo, Greasy Grimes, Lotta 

Noise, Hedda Howell and of course the Old Maid who I thought looked like my Aunt Adell.  I 

imagine that Tarot is much more defined and intense of a card display and that Old Maid is just a 

while away the time no strategy game but really what’s the difference if the Tarot says you’re 
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going to die or if you’re left with the Old Maid.  It’s in the cards and you lose either way.  The 

cards do provide a good medium for interaction in much the same way an Ouija Board gets 

people to ask revealing questions they might not normally ask.  It allows others to peer through a 

window into your life.  I can only imagine that women in knitting circles operate in a similar 

manner.  The process of knitting requires eye-hand coordination allowing everyone involved 

talking and asking questions, divulging secrets, never having to look at each other in the eye.  

Money, sex, divorce, health, school, kids, longevity, inequality, morals, ethics, politics and God 

are brought to the forum without the blink of an eye. 

  “Ever since my first daughter, Josie, ran off with the Fredrick’s kid, the boy who dropped out of 

school, Henry hasn’t paid much attention to me,” Nora said busily working on the muffler she was 

knitting. 

  “You’re lucky Nora.  I wish I could say that about my Ernie.  He’s like a damn hound after a bitch 

in heat.  Damn if he doesn’t always seem to catch me getting out of the shower.  Pokes me like a 

rooster in the hen house, that quick, just like that.” 

  “Oh Edith please.  There has got to be more romance involved than just that?” Ellen asked. 

  “Well if you call ambush romantic Edie ----- well that there is my romance.” 

  “At least you get it over with Edith.  Tom thinks he’s some stud siring the whole herd.  He 

doesn’t believe in just once,” Sara said not even looking up from the baby blanket she was 

working on.  “Don’t know what joy he can get out of it when I’m laying there like a damn cadaver.” 

  “Well I wouldn’t mind that a bit if Bob threw his hay in the same barn but I tell you ladies I think 

Bob’s sowing his seed elsewhere!” 

  “No!” 

  “No!” 

  “No!” 

  “No!” 

  Nobody looks up. 

  “Hey Man, you there?” 

  “Huh --- yeah.” 

  “”Wow Man, you were trippin’ man.  Do you do drugs man?  You look straight but it’s hard to fool 

another head Man.” 

  “No I don’t.” 

  “Huh --- don’t what?” 

  “I don’t do drugs.”  My poker face has never won me too many hands. 

  “Yeah sure man --- Hey!  The tarots not lookin’ too good for you.  Looks like you’re immediate 

path of danger.” 

  Hell you didn’t have to tell me that.  I was probably sitting next to my future cellmate.  I was 

beginning to feel that somehow he was going to blow this whole thing. 
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  The bus began to decelerate and moved over to the lane for busses.  We were at the Champlain 

– St. Benard de Lacolle Border Crossing connecting Canada’s Autoroute 15 with US Interstate 

87.  Cars were lined up in two rows waiting to be inspected by the Customs Agents.  The bus 

rolled to a stop a short distance from the station building with the driver setting the air brakes.  As 

an agent came out of the building the driver opened the door of the bus letting him on.  It was the 

same agent I saw on my first trip down.  He said something to the driver that I couldn’t hear who 

said “Of course” and then they both laughed.  He climbed the three or four stairs standing firm 

looking down the aisle scrutinizing the passengers one by one. 

  “Take a look at that dude man.  It’s the fuckin’ Gestapo man” he said which I did not respond to 

but kept looking down at natives with beaded ears and lip plugs in National Geographic.  The 

agent must have spotted the ragged backpack and Tarot Boy because when I looked up he was 

walking down the aisle. 

  “Young man, is this yours?” he asked pointing at the pack. 

  “Yeah --- why?” 

  A simple yes would have sufficed but Yeah --- why?  It sounded like who the hell are you? 

  “Could you bring yourself and your luggage into the station for a brief inspection please.  It won’t 

take but a minute.” 

  I knew it.  I knew it was going to happen and Tarot Boy didn’t look too happy about it.  He 

probably was carrying something.  Oh well, casualties of war I thought.  A damn good sacrifice on 

his part, a perfect decoy for my situation at hand.  I should send him brownies in prison. 

  “And you too as well young man.  Bring your things and come with me.” 

  A whole wave of nausea swept over me from my throat down.  I thought for a moment that I 

might have an instant bowel evacuation.  I wanted to ask why but I didn’t and besides, Agent Man 

and Tarot Boy were down the aisle almost off the bus.  I wanted to just sit there.  Maybe I just 

would.  That’s right.  No I’m not going in there for your stupid search.  You think I’m a criminal.  I 

don’t look like a criminal.  I have a college education, arguably for what good I have made from it 

but nonetheless I don’t think I want to partake in this frivolous exercise of unwarranted scrutiny.  

My time is valuable.  I have places to go, people to see.  I think I’ll probably just stay put. 

  But I didn’t.  By some strange gravitational pull I found myself rising out of my seat and walking 

down the aisle like a lamb channeled down the chute for slaughter.  Agent man was already 

inside and Tarot Boy was holding the door for me.  I wanted to say --- GO ON!  I’M NOT WITH 

YOU.  I’LL GET MY OWN DAMN DOOR!  But words weren’t coming easy, just rushing rivers of 

thoughts more like rapids flew through and by my head glancing off me not able to hold on to any 

one thought.  I knew must stay calm; appear to be calm and say as little as possible.  I felt like I 

had to shit. 

  “Set your packs here men.  This should just take a few minutes.  Can I see some sort of 

identification please?” 
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  I set my backpack on the large square platform and unzipped the smaller outer pocket in the 

front producing my passport, which I handed to him.  Tarot Boy had his driver’s license from 

California. 

  He looked at my passport, looked at me and handed it back to me.  I put it back in the pack 

holding 2 kilos of high-grade Peruvian cocaine via South America via Montreal via me in one big 

dilemma all right, right now. 

  After checking out the California Drivers License Agent Man motioned to Agent Man 2 to come 

over and they both started going trough Tarot Boys pack unzipping and pulling things out just as 

they had done to me when I entered Canada near Winnipeg.  They were pulling things out left 

and right with a minimal amount of contact as if it was contaminated.  Agent Man 2 pulled out a 

pair of rolled up socks and squeezed it in his hand.  You could hear the sound of plastic like a 

baggie was inside there.  He undid the socks and there it was, less than an ounce of weed all 

squashed up in a sandwich bag.  He opened it up and smelled it but backed off quickly as if he 

was smelling nerve gas.  Agent 2 looked at Agent 1. 

  Agent 2 then said to Tarot Boy “We will have to detain you.  You will not be continuing on the 

bus.  Could you take a seat over there.” He said pointing to a chair next to Agent 3 filling out 

papers at his desk 8 feet away. 

  “Oh shit” was all Tarot Boy said and went and sat down. 

  Now Agent 1 and 2 looked at me sternly. 

  “Are you traveling with this man?” 

  “No he just sat down next to him on the bus. That’s the truth man!” Tarot Boy blurted out from 

his chair next to Agent 3.  “He’s not with me!” 

  “That’s enough from you please.” Agent 1 said. 

  “Man, he’s a nice guy.  He didn’t do nothin’.” 

  “I said that’s enough.” 

  Agent 2 unzipped my pack still lying down on the aluminum platform without picking it up and 

filed through Elements of Design, the Henry Miller book, a college ruled notebook, a change of 

shorts and socks not rolled up but folded carefully.  He unzipped my mess kit and examined the 

contents.  He zipped it back up and put it back in the pack and even zipped that up as well. 

  “OK --- thank you for your time.  I’m sorry for this delay.  Have a nice day sir.” 

  Those were the greatest words I ever heard --- Have a nice day sir.  I was elated but tried to be 

nonchalant and matter of fact, sure, no big deal, what did you think, that I had drugs stashed in 

there, come on, look at me? 

  “Thank you” I said and swung the pack over my shoulder hoping after all this nothing would 

burst and off I would go leaving a trail of Peruvian flake from here to Sing Sing.  I began walking 

towards the door of the station. 
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  “One moment Sir!”  Agent Man 1 said.  Another anxious wave rolled over my body and filled my 

bowels --- I turned around. 

  “Do you travel to Montreal often?” 

  “Yes, I have friends there, close friends, almost like family.” 

  “I thought so” he smiled.  “You know I never forget a face.  I knew I’d seen you before.  OK --- 

thank you.” 

  I waved and said nothing as I turned and walked.  Outside the station door I felt as if I had just 

cut a hole in the prison fence and crawled out avoiding the search spotlight.  There was the bus 

driver standing at the door.  As I was getting on the bus I saw Agent 1 motioning to the bus driver 

to go on.  No one said anything to me as I got back on but the woman in the frumpy moo moo 

looked relieved that Tarot Boy was not reboarding. 

  With the bus still idling, the driver released the air brakes with a big whoosh.  It felt so much as if 

I was exhaling.  The dread, the fear, the anxiety, all came out.  Luckily I retained intestinal 

integrity.  I felt my eyes well up and then some tears started to roll down my cheeks.  No one was 

looking --- I just let them roll.  The adrenalin rush had turned into a stream of tears.  I realized 

then and there that I’m not cut out for this kind of thing.  With the landscape of Interstate 87 

rushing past me I began to rationalize that Tarot Boy was a blessing in disguise and the fact that I 

didn’t alienate him did prompt him to come to my defense back at the station.  If he hadn’t had the 

bag of weed on him they might have more time to search my pack, even pick it up and feel the 

weight.  God Bless you Tarot Boy --- I am eternally indebted to you though right now you must be 

going through hell. 

  The rest of the bus ride was more relaxing in the sense that it could be and uneventful.  I think I 

even nodded off once or twice.  When I arrived I called Soriano and said simply that I had just 

arrived and was anxious to see him in the next day or so having not seen him for so long, trying 

to make the conversation sound like we were old friends.  He didn’t seem to care.  He just said to 

come over now to an address in south Boston. 

  I took the Orange Line to South Station and found the address very quickly.  When I got to the 

door, again, as in Montreal there was the identical doorknocker, a strange and ugly gargoyle, evil 

looking and foreboding.  The door opened before I had a chance to knock and a guy that had to 

be Mario’s brother due to the unmistakable resemblance stood motioning me in. 

  “Soriano?” 

  “”Yes, come in quickly please.” 

  He might have looked like Mario but he didn’t act like him.  He seemed very nervous and 

cautious, as maybe he should have been.  He led me into the sparsely furnished house and we 

came to a dining room with a table and six chairs.  I took off the pack and set it down on the table 

relieved that I had actually accomplished such a risky endeavor. 
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  Still not saying anything, Soriano unzipped the pack and took everything out even unzipping the 

front pocket where my passport was. 

  With everything on the table he said, “Excuse me” and walked out of the room with the pack. 

  This is more what I envisioned as how a drug deal went down.  Everyone very cautious, slightly 

tense with pleasantries kept to a minimum.  The mind starts to reel in these situations.  He could 

have just taken the goods and left me sitting here but no I have too much on them for them not to 

come through but these are the thoughts that rush in.  Or he could come back in with a gun and 

some thugs and a pile of sand, wanting to know where the cocaine was because it certainly 

wasn’t in the pack.  But I’m sure Mario had given Soriano specific instructions on how to cut the 

stiches on the pack so as to be able to use it again.  It seemed like a long time that he was gone 

but in all actuality it was probably not even 5 minutes.  Finally he came back in, still 

expressionless, with a thick envelope and handed it to me. 

  “Count it.” He said. 

  I open the envelope.  There was a stack of 20-dollar bills.  I counted them.  There were 100.  2 

thousand dollars, the most money I had ever made for a days work. 

   “Thanks “ I said. 

  “My pleasure” Soriano said but I couldn’t detect any sincerity there.  He lacked the sparkle and 

charisma of his brother Mario.  He handed me an identical backpack to put my things back in and 

I set The Elements of Design textbook in front of him. 

  “I’ve seen that before” Soriano said with the faintest trace of a smile.  “I’m surprised he could 

part with it.” 

  “Well he hasn’t.  Maybe it was good luck.  The Customs Agent at the border looked at it.” 

  Soriano looked surprised.  “They looked through your backpack?” 

  “Oh yeah --- they pulled me off the bus.  I thought I was busted but the backpack was foolproof.” 

   He looked at me sternly.  “Nothing is foolproof.  Don’t ever make that mistake.  I’ve been doing 

this for awhile and no matter how well you can plan and even try to anticipate what will happen or 

what can go wrong, there are always outside variables that you can never control, that pop up, 

that enter your path, cross your destiny.  You are continually dodging arrows and bullets, 

asteroids and meteors from unforeseen forces.  You can think you are traveling anonymously, 

almost invisibly but somehow, someone will recognize you, you might not smile the same way, 

you might not smile when you should, someone might stop you because they have seen you 

before that you look like someone they know.  Familiarity arouses suspicion and suspicion grants 

permission to try to unlock your secret, eh?” 

  He certainly had thought this out and I was ready to say something about Tarot Boy and the 

Agent who recognized me but he started in again. 

  “It became too much for me.  I became a complete paranoid basket case.  Everyone I saw 

began to look like an undercover cop and every cop I saw had, in my head, just been tipped off 
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and ready to bust my balls.  That’s why you’re doing it.  I tried bus, car and train from Montreal.  

They all had their pros and cons but they all left me the same miserable wreck.  I told him that.” 

  I knew he must have been talking about Mario. 

  “Finally he said forget it --- you just stay there and handle that end.  So yes my friend, we just 

gave you 2 thousand dollars but don’t think you didn’t earn it.  The risk is greater than you might 

believe.  You have to be the judge on whether it was worth it.”  Having said that, he folded his 

hands on the table, looked down for a second and then right back at me. 

  “Excuse me my friend for going on like that.  Mario would be quite angry for telling you this.” 

  I thought of how Mario had told me so very much that night in Sault Ste. Marie, how much he 

trusted me for a hitchhiker he had picked up the day before. 

  “Well Soriano --- you don’t know me but you can trust me.” 

  “That’s what my brother said and I do trust him.” 

  “Well good then.”  I smiled and he managed a somewhat genuine smile and we shook hands. 

  “Off I go.  Good luck to you.” 

  “And to you too.” 

  I left South Boston with two thousand bucks in my pocket.  I walked down the street feeling like I 

had gotten away with something, which was pretty accurate.  It felt good but so detached.  I 

thought of the Grateful Dead Song Goin' Down the Road Feeling Bad. 

 

 Goin’ down the road feeling bad 

 Goin’ down the road feeling bad 

 Goin’ down the road feeling bad 

 I don’t want to be treated this away 

 

  I walked the distance into Boston and Beacon Hill.  It was about 7:30 and was hoping that a 

crowd would be in Harvard Gardens because I felt that a celebration was in order. 

  I walked into the Gardens to find Mary Ann and Steven who were just finishing eating.  Nicky 

was still in the throes of a massive plate of meat loaf, potatoes and carrots.  Jack and John from 

Stone Soup Poetry at a table close to them and Rose, Jack and the baby were off at a side table.  

Will and Pam were standing at the bar getting a pitcher.  I walked up. 

  “I’ll get that,” I offered.  Will gracefully slid his wallet back into his pocket. 

  “Trace --- your timing is impeccable.” 

  “Oh wow Baby Warbucks is here.” Pam chided in.  She had come up with that a couple of 

weeks before and kept throwing it out there even though no one else took up the moniker.  I 

couldn’t care.  I had two more pitchers sent over, 1 light, 1 dark and a large carafe of house red 

for the winos, grabbed a jumbo slice of pizza and sat down next to Mary Ann. 
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  “Hey Stranger!” she said.  I hadn’t seen her for a few days.  Steven was in the middle of one of 

his endless monologues, which were often entertaining if you wanted to tag along and were able 

to keep up with the pace.  More often I found myself daydreaming while watching his mouth until 

finally his mouth was moving but no sound was coming out.  It became an ether dream world.  It 

was the way I like to watch TV, with the sound off and then I could play my own soundtrack, 

maybe some Philip Glass, Stravinsky or King Crimson.  It works quite well with the news and I still 

find I get the general message as long as there are some visuals.  There are wars, prejudice, 

people dying, there is man’s inhumanity to man, there is disregard and desecration of the earth, 

corporations making shrewd and selfish decisions and smarmy politicians unable to keep their 

noses clean. There is the lighthearted story to nourish your soul and of course we cheer on our 

modern day gladiators battling in their prospective sports. Cosmetically contrived women point at 

weather maps and the guilt of civilization tries to come to odds with the poor and huddled 

homeless masses.  Elements of the underworld undermine the prospects of the underdog feeding 

them hope in drugs, casinos and an ever new lotto.  Our spiritual leaders, bankrupt, hollow and 

self-effacing, try to sell us God’s Snake Oil in easy glide suppositories that mirror a sincerity 

compromised and deflated.  Wrecked beacons of divinity shipwreck spewing flotsam and jetsam 

of lost hope and forsaken conviction.   Cloisters and parishes of the once devoted wash ashore 

on the beaches of belief only to make you wonder.  Why? 

  “Aren’t you even going to say Hi?” Mary Ann said punching me in the arm at the same time.  I 

loved her.  It really seemed as though she was the only one who had concern about me in the 

time I had been here.  I leaned over and hugged her getting Steven’s attention but not interrupting 

his diatribe.  She was taken by surprise. 

  “Hey what’s that for?” 

  “Uh --- I don’t know --- just because, I guess.  Nice to see all of you.” 

  She looked in my eyes without saying anything.  I felt like we were talking but we weren’t.  I was 

saying Why are you with this guy? He’s such a drain on you.  And she was saying You don’t 

know me --- don’t make me, make you, make us be together.  And I was just saying I want to be 

alone with you. 

  After the longest pause of us looking at each other she pulled a letter out of her bag.  “I’ve got a 

letter for you from one of your girlfriends.”  I had given Mary Ann’s address as where to contact 

me to my friends. 

  I looked at the envelope to see whom it was from.  “Swan Willow ------ postmarked Ashland, 

Oregon.  Shakespeare Festival?  That doesn’t sound like Swan.”  Who knows but she was 

always one to go along for the ride.  I slipped the letter into my replica backpack Soriano 

swapped out. 

  “Aren’t you going to read it?  I can never wait when I get mail.” 
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  “I’m talking to you right now.  I’m sure it will be good entertainment later tonight.”  She deflected 

my remark by asking Nicky to pass the pitcher of beer.  Perhaps the eye language I had imagined 

wasn’t real but there was something there. 

  Carafes of wine were two and a quarter each and the pitchers of beer three seventy-five.  

Lenny, who worked the register, brought meals out, bussed tables, well she did everything but 

cook and then that sometimes came up to the table.  I asked her for two carafes of white, two of 

red and a pitcher of Black label.  I was steering the consumption towards wine.  She was used to 

me spending money there and didn’t blink an eye but Pam decided to once again rejuvenate her 

earlier remark for the larger audience. 

  “Lookout!  Baby Warbucks is on the warpath.  Roll Baby!”  I didn’t let it embarrass me too much.  

It was just money and no one in the immediate vicinity seemed to have any or for that matter 

anywhere to go. 

  The poets were talking about other poets, Robert Creeley, Lew Welch, Charles Olsen and Will 

was talking about anarchy and The Ramones, his new fave from New York.  Pam said that she 

was going to write a song about just that --- anarchy.  Nicky and I talked about Jimmy Carter, the 

governor from Georgia, who was running for President.  The Democratic Convention was a few 

weeks away and he looked like he might get the nod.  Steven was talking at Rose about Steely 

Dan lyrics, specifically Kid Charlemagne and how strongly he related to it. 

  Errol, who just arrived, was generally pissed off because his job clearing bricks in South Boston 

was too slave like.  He wanted to organize the workers.  They were getting 2 cents a brick and 

wanted more, maybe not 3 but at least 2 ½ .  He described the work as a depiction of Dante’s 

Hell.  Amongst the piles of ruins, tenements built in the early 1900’s, trying to get your footing in 

the rubble and claim some territory to start cleaning bricks.  Whole sections of wall still mortared 

together among an endless veil of mortar dust hanging in the air like a blanket of fog.  Men are 

bumming dust masks like cigarettes from each other and you’re lucky if your jug of water lasts 

until 10 am.  It’s a good day when it’s overcast of even cold but not if there is any wind --- the dust 

will ruin your eyes.  If you have to piss, pick a spot and any more than that Good Luck and send 

modesty with the wind.  Errol said he saw a guy taking a shit in a disconnected toilet stood up in 

the rubble.  It sounded like prison.  If you got along with the brick counters your day could go 

pretty easy.  Alienating the brick counter could be detrimental to your fiscal outcome.  He could 

“low brick” you or that he counted that pallet already when he hadn’t.  As in in prison, with the 

guards, any injustice was without recourse.  Argue with the warden and you get solitary. 

  “I can clean 500 bricks an hour if I’m amped up on cross-tops.” Errol said referring to the popular 

but crudely made and highly suspect amphetamine made in home labs ever-present nationwide 

and cheap to buy as well.  “But I only last for about 4 hours then I crash hard unless I do more --- 

but that makes me ten bucks and hour and shit I can make that work.” 
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  “That’s good money.” I said thinking about the two thousand I just made.  I had a distorted 

perception of reality at the moment.  Nobody there would ever know about this latest job I had --- 

delivery boy for the drug store. 

  “Yeah you’re welcome to join in Trace.  There are enough bricks for everyone and when we 

finally go through them --- well it was a good run.  Steven keeps threatening to enlist.” 

  The word “enlist” caught Steven’s ear.  He stopped mid dialogue, a rare moment, to process and 

light another cigarette.  Even while lighting a cigarette he had great technique to just pause briefly 

and with ignition completed his Kool cigarette bouncing up and down as he talked.  He looked 

over, heard no more about “enlist” and resumed his discussion, something about the disparity 

between Robespierre, the French Revolution and the then existing ruling class. 

  Everyone seemed to get sufficiently drunk or in the general whereabouts pontificating about 

matters they had no business in doing so.  Irreverence and blasphemy were all the more 

applauded and idealism tempered in contempt and suspicion became the suit to play.  I believe at 

one point everyone was talking at once while not an ear listening.  It was a chorus of dissonance 

and the music was rife with an intangible kind of love --- for we were all deserters although some 

felt they were deserted.  The 60’s with all the hope one generation could muster up had 

disintegrated.  You couldn’t say that it never materialized but it barely reached a boiling point and 

then imploded.  No hard-boiled eggs.  The party was over.  You can keep the masks and the 

noisemakers but really everyone has to go home now.  The prolific new dawn so much 

anticipated was witnessing it’s very own generation of peace and love rapidly collapsing back into 

the mainstream, hanging on to particular individualities nonetheless with business as usual.   

  

  

 

 

   

 

 

   


