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I rubbered hard out of the McDonald's stand in San Berdoo and 

got onto the Interstate Highway, geezing this Pontiac all the way, 

and she responded in a way you might describe as sweet. 

I used to be a Chevy man and some people know I once was a 

Ford man but right now I was just a man looking East as fast as he 

could. 

This Pontiac Bonneville is about atomic and me and she are 

jetting down the highway and onto Route 66. Weaving about skoshi 

degrees when we got to, weaving back solid when we got to. Me and 

my Pontiac. A '61 full-size, wide-track. 

It's not really mine. 

Nothing but hot dry desert ahead, thick warm gravy wind, and 

the only light in the sky eats our exhaust. We love it. 

I'm still sweating over events back in L.A., but I can still 

enjoy a Winston. 

We're flying through Banning after Riverside, East-bound. 

It tastes good. The cigarette. 

Like a cigarette should. 

I check my mirrors-- nothing close behind, not much ahead 

moving. That spells good for me. G - 0 - 0 - D. 

We agree we're free. Behind us, I see the sun going down in 

the West on the double, which means over L.A., and down in the 

Pacific Ocean, a place I've seen enough of, 

Radio is fading some. But I still pick up the yeah-yeah-yeah 



song from the Beatles combo that gets played only about eight 

times per hour. I need to think about that. 

Ginny, chick back in Oceanside, said it's the best song ever 

made. I danced with her a couple times at the Kitty-Kat on 

Saturday. She was good-looking but I think there was something 

wrong. She was married or an overseas whore. Maybe she wasn't. who 

cares. Roll down the windows and let the wind in big. 

Then I pick up a Palm Springs station and hear the big hit 

songs like The Days of Wine and Roses, and then they feed some 

rock'n roll stuff from the Beach Boys, and I remembered that band 

on a film they showed us in the USO hootch at Da Nang. Then the 

played this guy trying to do The Race is On and it wasn't George 

Jones but somebody named Jack Jones. 

Then the radio faded out somewhere in the empty desert and it 

was just me and the Pontiac, hell for leather, like a cowboy would 

tell you. 

I figured I could make Wickenburg, Ariz., in three hours, and 

gas up there. Then head north and then head west to New Mexico and 

then head north through Colorado and then head east through 

Nebraska and then through old Iowa and then head North. 

That was my plan. 

So I'm finally driving clean and free out in the desert, no 

one behind me, the air tastes real good and dry (capital G-0-0-D) 

and no humidity and I mean it, and the sky looks so crystal-clean 

and dry that I wish I lived up there. I look up and see the 

heavens and wonder about people who do other things for fun. 

I think my feet were finally starting to dry out. 

No criminal, me, true. I only lammed once before, and was 

caught in the Big Net, in my own backyard. Back at home, when I 



was still a kid. 

When I got caught, I ended up in San Diego in what Senior 

Drill Instructor SSgt. Martin termed a world of shit. And I 

discovered there that, that the world is actually round. You know 

what I mean. 

So I'm cruising fast and lean in the Pontiac, me and my 

atomic V-8 machine and we're looking at the Arizona border. We 

slide right through and no one even bothers to look back. 

We gas up in the town about twelve miles in, at a Whiting 

Bros. station. 

Then I went to the cafe next to the station. 

There was open space at the counter. A couple of people had 

just left. So I sat down. 

Nobody had cleared the dirty dishes away and the ashtray was 

still smoking, from a butt. I shoved it away. 

Where I shoved it was toward a guy eating a sandwich and 

reading what looked like a local rag. He shoved the ashtray back. 

It hit the napkin holder on the counter and spilled out. 

A waitress got lousy-mad. 

"I'm not smoking," I said, fast. 

"Whether you are or aren't, it's still some kind of a mess 

for me!" she claimed out loud, so everyone hears. Like I did it. 

Somebody looked at me wrong. So I get out of there, 

reluctantly, checking my watch. I felt funny. Look, I'm sweating a 

little then. 

I drive straight through Arizona on 66 the next day, into New 

Mexico. There, I stop in Las Vegas just to see that it's not true 

what I guy told me at Camp Hansen on Oki the Rock that it's just 

like Vegas in Nevada. I see he was wrong quick enough and head 



North. 

Colorado was a breeze and then I was in Nebraska. 

I stopped at one of the good hotels in downtown Omaha, with a 

parking garage underneath. Had color TV. Watched Combat, part of 

McHale's Navy, Man from UNCLE. Went out for smokes, then watched 

the end of the Tonight Show to see the comic, a negro named Richie 

Pryor who did something good about a guy stepping in some gum and 

getting caught in it. Then I went out again a got a half-pint of 

Reynold's Gin and went down to the car and got my seabag and the 

registration of the steering column. 

Okay? 

Look-- back in Viet-Nam I am only thinking about getting 

myself back to U.S.A, where I'm supposed to supposed to be. I told 

that to the Staff Judge Advocate, and I told that to that staff 

sergeant helping him. I only did what I thought I had to. 

Back in the hotel room I emptied the seabag out on the bed 

and grabbed the pilot's bag I had my photo gear in. I only had 

three bulbs for the Poloroid-Land, which I knew already but didn't 

want it confirmed. Just three. 

I would have to work smart. 

I studied the registration photostat from my Pontiac.E-Z 

Acres. I fooled people there and now I could fool John Law 

likewise. For four more weeks. 

It was a bad break that registration expired in a month. But 

it was plenty enough time-wise. 

I needed a typewriter and went down to the lobby. I asked the 

guy at the desk. 

"Yeah, that's fine. It's an electric typewriter— do you know 

how to use it?" 



"Buck?" I slid him a dollar. 

He let me use an IBM in the room behind the desk. I needed 

about sixty seconds to hit the keys and do my work. 

Up in the room, I taped my typed page to the bathroom wall 

and shot it at point-6:1 with the big Polaroid. 

Then I shot the photostat of the reg. 

When the shots developed, I peeled them clean and let them 

dry, and had a drink and watched part of the late movie on TV. 

When they were dry I took my razor knife and sliced the 

strips of typing, then touched the strips in a little puddle of 

gin and affixed them over other info. Gin melted the backing and 

made glue. 

Then I shot it all, and bit the last flashbulb. When that 

shot developed I rubbed it against the hot water pipe some, then 

slipped it in the leatherette holder and went back down and 

strapped it back to the Pontiac's steering column. It looked 

perfect. No surprise. 

The next morning I was back on the road thinking. 

Then I did something stupid but I couldn't help it. 

I ran into Louis Nesby on the highway, like we'd planned. 

"I think I got it figured," he told me. I asked how. We'd 

pulled off in a little park by a river and talked it over and 

slept in our cars. 

The next day we drove into Northfield, a two-car caravan. 

There was a new motel that looked good and I leased out a room for 

the night. 

"This is where Jesse James bought a world of shit about 90 

years ago—" Nesby said. 

I said I knew, and that I was the one who had told him. 



Nesby broke out a cardboard bucket of ice and I bought a 

couple bottles of Squirt from the machine for mixer. 

"What it is is like this," he started. H was wrestling the 

cork from a fifth of Old Overholt. 

"Speak--" I said, unwrapping a couple glasses from the 

bathroom. 

"Why weren't you at the rendezvous in Cal?" 

"Hadda go. Toot-sweet--" 

"Why?" 

"I didn't hear that question. Period." 

"What?" 

"You know I was gone already-- Was I gonna stick around?" 

"Don't guess you would." 

"Right-- you need another drink?" I got up. 

"Don't want, but I need— maybe Landyn wants us like to say--" 

"I know. Civil rights crap?" 

"What do you think about all that crap?" 

"I don't think it matters what I think. It's your world--" 

"Maybe do matter what you think--" 

"An' maybe if I could toss a vote--" 

"Hell, I'm talking about people like you-- What'd that 

councilman end up saying?" 

"Nezz- people like me don't account. That simple--" 

"Then we are partners--" 

"You need another drink?" I reached behind the drapes to open 

a window and lit a cigarette. I checked the parking lot. 

"More or less," What have you got now in regards to what is 

going on right now in this here financial expedition?" 

"Right now?" 



"Yeah." 

"Not enough." 

I I 

I tried calling Landyn direct on the desk phone at the hotel 

but an operator interrupted the line and asked for the area code I 

wanted. I said I wanted Los Angeles, she said "very good," like 

they do, then I hung up. 

The guy at the desk said I would have to pay a dime for the 

call, so I paid it, and then went into the coffee shop. I still 

had to get hold of Landyn, and needed to figure out a way how. 

I got some coffee and an order of toast. There was a little 

aluminum container of strawberry jam I was opening when an idea 

lit up. 

"Where's the Western Union agent here?" I asked the waitress. 

"Over to the post office-" 

I spent too long eating the toast, then followed the 

waitress's directions to the post office. Western Union was in the 

same place, a new cinder-block building next to the John 

Deere/Ford dealer. I walked through their lot, casually appraising 

a few used cars. 

"You'd look pretty good behind the wheel of that red 

Ranchero," I heard over my shoulder. 

"Just glancing," I said, waving a hand without looking back. 

"Comfort of a car and the utility-value of a truck." 

I kept walking— I didn't like this. 

"You looked at it close--" I heard. 
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I turned around and there was Landyn. 

III 

"I don't know where Nesby is," I said. "He was here last 

night, over in that bed--" I pointed to the single bed by the 

wall. 

I'd bought another night at the hotel and Landyn had dropped 

in. 

"Well?" asked Landyn. 

"Well. What have you found out?" 

"Everything is still sound." 

I nodded. When he said 'sound' he meant okay. 

"Plan is still there?" 

"No. I changed it some." 

"What happened?" 

"Nothing you have to worry about. Where's Nesby?" 

"No idea. We stayed here last night. Where are you living?" 

"Find him. I took a basement apartment in Excelsior." 

"And you took a job selling cars?" 

"I like selling used cars," he explained, while he 

reached down under his trouser leg and came up with a small Colt 

automatic, cleared and checked it, then popped in a magazine of 

.45 bullets. 

"How do you like that holster down there?" 

"We need to find Nesby." 

"How did you get the gig selling cars?" 

Landyn took off then, and never answered the question. 



"Where will you be?" I said. 

"I don't know. Find Nesby, though. I want to keep him out of 

trouble for now. Why don't you come up tomorrow, it'll be open 

late at the park, and I'll show you what I've got logistically-

wise. Call me at GR7-1178 sometime after 5:30. I'm on Water 

Street, not far from the lake. The park is an easy walk." 

I wrote down the number on a hotel postcard. 

"Where do you think Nesby is?" 

"If I had to guess he's out talking his tomcat game." 

"We don't need that." 

"He'll say he's getting in shape. You're not against exercise 

are you?" 

"Just find him." 

That night I put on my black slacks and a sportshirt and 

skidded inside a couple of rhythm and blues nightclubs in the main 

negro area of Minneapolis to look for Nesby. I thought I saw him 

at Sal's Ace Club listening up close to the slinky singer, but 

when I got closer I saw I wasn't even close. He had a thin 

mustache. 

This cat asks who I am. 

"Looked like a friend," I said offhand. "From East Chicago. 

No sweat." 

"Yeah. No sweat." But he watched as I backed away and I left. 

Too much attention. 

I drove to another place nearby called Congo Room, but heard 

the music outside— sounded like Ink Spots, and knew Nesby wasn't 

there. The next place was the Astronaut Club, and had a flashing 

sign. 



A two-dollar-cover got me in and there he was, in a booth 

near the bar, sitting with a girl in a silver dress. 

I tried to order a drink at the bar, got the usual shoulder, 

then caught the eye of a waitress and said I wanted a round for 

the table I was pointing at and mine could be a scotch. I gave her 

a five-spot and smiled. 

I walked over to the booth when she brought the drinks. 

"Who's this now?" asked the woman with Nesby, nibbling on his 

ear but making a quick appraisal. She had shiny straightened hair 

in a hive-do with a blond blaze in front. 

"Hey Nezz," I said to Nesby. "We're old service pals," I told 

her. 

"We's Marines together over to Asia," Nesby told her, rubbing 

her legs. "He's all-right on the usual." 

She broke away from him in tiny moves and thanked me for the 

drink, and said, holding the drink up to the light: 

"Now what is this whole thing about-- I like to say, is do 

you think it will all work?" 

I looked at Nesby. 

He turned over his palms and grinned. "I guess." 

I had to laugh. 

"She's pretty cool on." 

"How much do you know?" I asked her. 

She just winked and took a swallow, and Nesby went at her 

again. They seemed very happy together. 

"I guess you're in," I said to her after watching them 

awhile. 

"Yeah..." she said. "That's a good drink." 



IV 

The next day was Thursday, and I drove back to Excelsior, on 

the big Lake Minnetonka. I thought I would look around the ville 

before I caught Landyn. I parked the Bonneville in a tight 

parallel spot so the black and yellow California buzzers wouldn't 

stand out. I was wearing bermudas and Tia Juana huaraches and a 

three-tone California Angels cap and put a civilian-style strap on 

a Nikkormat with a telephoto screwed in and hung it around my neck 

and then skidded around the little town like a hack on a scoop. It 

was humid and sticky. There was a glance of the lake at the end of 

the street. 

It was a couple small bars, a soda fountain corner drug 

store, a hardware store, a grocer, a couple barbers, Masons Hall, 

Oddfellows Hall, churches, shoe repair, a few clothes stores, a 

Buster Brown shoe store, and two dreary looking cafes on the main 

artery. One had flies dancing in the window so I went in. 

It was empty of customers. I sat down at the counter. A girl 

about 18 put down a glass of water before me and I said, "If you 

open the transom up there those flies will get the hell out of 

here." 

She looked up and studied the transom window like I had just 

installed it. "Yeah, that might work," she said. "Order?" 

"Grilled cheese and some cole slaw-" 

She wrote and set down a bill before I finished speaking. 

"Eighty-five." 

She turned to give the order to the kitchen so I could see. 

She was cute and I imagined her in my bed. 

"You going to that big concert tomorrow?" I called out. 

She turned back. "At the Amusement?" 
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I didn't understand. "Yeah, at the Amusing- uh-" 

"At the Amusement Park. You with the Tribune, newspaper?" 

"Maybe someday. I work on my own." 

"You a beatnik?" She laughed at me. 

I chuckled back. She went into the back for a moment. 

"Johnny, the owner, says I'm not to serve beatniks for 

because once two of them ordered all this food and then didn't 

have money enough." 

"This camera is worth $200 easy." I put the Nikkormat on the 

counter. It was worth half a grand easy, used. 

She looked at the camera. "When they found the body washed up 

last fall the newspaperman had a camera like that when he took 

photos." 

"Sure he wasn't a police photographer?" 

A bell rang and she went to get my order. 

She laid the sandwich in front of me and said "I'm not too 

sure about anything, just to be frankly talking." 

I picked up the sandwich and took a few bites. There was a 

pickle next to it. "What's this?" I asked, joking. 

"It's a pickle," she said. 

"What's it for?" 

"It's a condiment." 

I wasn't sure what that meant. 

I looked at my watch. It was a nice Jap copy of a Swiss 

Gruen. "What time's that say?" I said to the waitress. 

"Four- no four-fifty-two--" 

"Oh-no- I got to pick up my nephew at little league--" 

"I can box your food up--" 

I put down two ones. "No, thanks." 



"You going to that concert?" she was saying as I left. 

I walked into the nearest bar and bounced a whiskey. 

Landyn had a portable Japanese tv set on the dinette in his 

apartment. He was watching The Munsters. 

I walked past him to the kitchenette and looked for something 

to drink. 

"Sell any rides today?" I said, looking in the little 

cupboard. There wasn't anything to look at. 

Landyn laughed at something he was watching. "Eyeball the 

ice-box--" 

I opened the door and produced a bottle of VAT 69. "Scotch? 

Reading too much Playboy." 

"Taste some, it's sound. And I only buy Playboy for the 

pictures--" He started laughing again and I tried the whisky. 

"Where'd you find Nezz? 

"I found him with a new partner. Was downtown area, with a 

spice-number. He told her all about it. I knew it the second I 

found them." 

"Balls," said Landyn. He switched off the tube and pushed it 

away. "Who's she?" 

"It'll slide right in." 

"Feel sure?" 

I laughed. "Doesn't matter. She wants in and that's it." 

Landyn said, "How was Nesby?" 

"He's all-right. Quit asking." 

"I'll quit when it's done." 

"Fine." 

"Where is he?" 



"Said he'd go to my pad tomorrow. Around four." 

"Let me change clothes-- What are you doing with that 

camera?" 

"No one cares about a guy with camera around his neck." 

Landyn went to the head, I heard him brushing his teeth. I 

sat and smoked a cigarette and studied everything in the room. 

IV 

The Amusement Park was right in our faces as we rounded the 

corner. There was a lot of traffic on the boulevard from 

Minneapolis, and a cop who looked about 17 was trying to direct it 

at a four-corner stop sign. There was a tow-truck trying to put 

the hook under a Rambler that had been rear-ended by a panel 

truck. Traffic was snaggled; I was glad we were on foot. 

We paid admission and went in. Smelled popcorn and beer. 

Ancient rollercoaster cars were flying overhead on a million-piece 

track. There were boats hovering out on the lake with floating 

beer cans all around them. Usual amusements: games of chance to 

win bric-a-brac or stuffed animals, neon signs for the rides, beer 

gardens, lots of food like pink popcorn, cotton candy, sno-cones, 

cup of Coke with peanuts, et cetera. 

"Let's handle a cup of beer," said Landyn. 

We got paper cups of draught and started walking around. 

Landyn pointed out various buildings: the administration 

office was the key. We eye-balled a front door and a side door. 

The side door also had a screen door with a Seven-Up sign on the 

kick-plate. 

I finished my beer and folded up the cup and tossed it. 



"Looks good." 

"See all these teen-agers around?" 

I looked around and saw. 

He nodded his head while he said, "Think of about 5,000 of 

them, each with $3.50 in cash." 

"Seventeen grand," I whistled. 

"And five yards." 

I looked at some of the posters on the wall of the building. 

SATURDAY NITE 

TEEN-AGE DANCE 

The BOB-TONES 

AND FROM ENGLAND-- 

THE "ROLLING STONES" 

as seen on "THE ED SULLIVAN SHOW" 

8 P.M O'CLOCK - 11 P.M. O'CLOCK 

Tickets $3.00 

EXCELSIOR AMUSEMENT PARK 

Landyn always had things in order. 

"What do we stand before?" I asked. 

He spotted in a couple directions, a few degrees left and 

starboard, and said, "A decent living, Jack. Once we're out of 

here." 

We walked around for a half hour, then I said let's get out 

of here." 

"You go ahead--" 



"Okay--," I said quietly. 

I lapped off and headed toward an exit, smoking a cigarette. 

A kid came up and wanted to borrow a weed. I shook out a Winston 

and he grabbed it and backed away. 

And just like that there's a local Keystone Kop in my face: 

"Young boy a relative of yours?" the character said. Blond 

hair, tall, glasses, beer belly, holstered .38, badge, stupid- 

looking uniform. 

"I gave the kid a smoke. That wrong?" 

"Where are you from original?" 

"Northfield." Where the hotel was. 

Another cop showed up. I took some breaths of air, as my 

Asian friend once recommended to me. 

"Over there--" said the new cop. He pointed a finger at a 

blank wall on the back side of the dance hall. Below the wall it 

was dark, shadowed, with weeds growing tall. 

They pushed me over. I stayed silent. 

One of them snatched my wallet. 

"Not shit here," said the first one after a moment. 

"Let me see--" The second cop finger-fucked my wallet like a 

bum, snorting and sniffing and blinking. holding some items up to 

the light, looking for a drop or two at the bottom of the bottle. 

The wallet was filled with pro-made ersatz crap and forgeries so 

good there was nothing he could do about it. 

That's what I thought. 

"Say ahh-blah?" one of them said. 

"What?" I looked down to see where my feet were but kept 

looking at the wall. 

"Said say ah-blah. Speakin' the spanish, son?" One of them 



pushed my back again. 

"I can talk some in Viet-Nam-ese." 

"How so?" said one of them. 

"In here in his little wallet," said the other. "Discharge 

from the Navy. Big deal." 

"Oh," said the other. "When they start letting Mexicans in 

the Navy?" 

"I'm not Mexican," I said, still leaning on the wall. 

A couple with their kids scrambled by, looking. 

The cops noted it. And they backed off and acted ignorant, 

babbling. 

They saw something-- 

And just left. I didn't know it until I turned around, and no 

one was there. Just me and the weeds. I looked around and saw a 

lit cigarette one of them dropped, then the rollercoaster rolled 

overhead. It sounded like the Great Northern Empire Builder 

rolling over on its back. It spit some grease on me. Just a spray. 

I took a few breaths, looked around to where the fewest 

lights were. A chain-link fence wasn't far away. A boundary. I 

loped over and rolled underneath. I lay there in the dark for a 

few minutes, then scrambled away to my car. The Bonneville was 

still there. I got in and geezed it out, then jetted carefully out 

of town. 

V 

I didn't drive by Landyn's pad for obvious reasons. When I 

was back at the motel I wished I had. I called the office and 

asked if there were any messages. They said they didn't take 

messages. I said let me know if any come in. They said sure. 
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Nice joke. I turned on the television and looked at some of 

the Joey Bishop Show. I reached down into my seabag, found the 

camera bag, and made a drink from the half-pint bottle in the 

empty lens case. 

Then the phone rang. 

It was Nesby. 

"Where the hell are you?" he asked. 

"I'm here. Where are you?" 

"Standing here at a Bell Telephone--" 

"Where?" 

"Somewhere on-- where's this baby?" 

He was talking to someone-- 

"On Hennepin Avenue. Like downtown Minneapolis. I got 

shagged." 

"For what?" 

"Acting like a nigger, I would say, if I were a speculator." 

"What'd you do?" 

"Enjoyed a few cocktails. Got on an argument and rode it." 

"N.G. But you're on the free now?" 

"No. N.G., fat-wise. But you can come down and pick us up... 

At the Brig." 

"Shocked." 

We fought over the address and me going back out for a few 

lines, but I had to do it, get him out. His new girl was there, 

too. I tried to remember her name. "What's her name again?" 

"Anteah." 

"Like in poker?" 

"Precisely." 

"I'll hurry, double-time." 



When I got there, she didn't look like she'd leafed around 

the county jail much. She was fixing her hair in the mirror over 

the cigarette machine. 

At the desk it was the usual prompt courtesy. It was just 

like always. Complications and a sweaty struggle to peel any 

information from the fink working it. 

Finally I signed the papers and then we waited. 

Nesby was walked out an hour later by two cops. They unlocked 

the bracelets rough, crummy, and noisy, like cops do. 

He looked bad. 

Before he could talk I said, "Let's secure your personal 

property, and then go to my office," trying to sound like an 

attorney. 

The desk said, "He will need to sign this. Here." 

Nesby had to ask for a pen and signed the paper while his 

girl was rubbing his butt. I snapped my fingers and pointed at the 

wall clock and said to the desk, offhand, "That's the exact time. 

A lot of clocks are off a little. Some way off. Do you know what I 

mean?" 

The desk looked up after Nesby was done and said, "I don't 

really care a damn what you mean." 

Police. I could have said his drawers were afire. 

The three of us got out of there and back to Northfield to 

the motel, where they don't take messages. 

"Did you deliver my message?" asked Anteah. 

"You're the one?" asked the clerk. "I tried but no one was 

there." 

Nesby talked me out of the room. I guess he needed it. I got 



z 
back in the car and drove to a road-side rest on the Interstate 

and slept like a monkey in a zoo. But when I woke up, I felt like 

the zookeeper. The one who left his keys in his other pants. 

VI 

We're all in another hotel room, the four of us. 

Landyn's drawing on a 7-minute topo map of the area 

indicating sites and routes with colored pencils. We each had a 

color. 

"You fit," he told Anteah. She smiled the the Queen of Siam. 

Nezz smiled. I grinned. 

Landyn explained the whole it. 

The plan clicked. 

"Questions?" asked Landyn. I wondered about what he was 

thinking. 

I said: "My question is Who wants a blast?" 

Landyn was wearing a golf cap on his head. He took it off and 

flung it into a window. 

It bounced off. Nesby chuckled. Anteah turned the map upside 

down and then righted it. 

I got up and made drinks, first one for myself. 

We all went over it again, looser. It wasn't tough. 

Situation-wise, execution-wise. 

The knockover smelled clean. The smell filled the room, more 

and more. Twice as kleen- as the maestro says. 

The four of us dried out a jug of Crown 7. On the last drink, 

Nesby toasts, "Dig this-- This to those Rolling Spoons, for making 

this all possible," then drains his glass and laughs maniacally. 
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"What a name for a band." 

"Hah!" I laughed. "Nezz, you are about a waste sometimes. 

It's stones, not spoons." 

He looks at me, stops laughing. Then suddenly barks laugh 

even louder. "Don't do that to me--" It was too much. Even Landyn 

split a side. 

The laughs died, Nezz says, "I like a name like the Little 

Anthony Imperials, or the Supremes, or the Famous Flames." 

"Or like Smokey Robinson and the Miracles?" says Anteah. 

"And-- It's the Imperials." 

We all laughed loud. 

"That's it," Landyn finally said. "Let's all get some sleep. 

We want to be sharp." 

And everyone laughed again. 

"What about this," says Nesby, "The Stoned Rollers." 

"Rollers won't approve," said Landyn. 

And we were all quiet. 

After Nesby and Anteah left, to go back to my hotel room, 

Landyn said, Anything happen last night?" 

"Yeah." 

"What?" He was short about it. 

"Shakedown. Two cops. Then they were poof-gone." 

"What'd they want?" 

"Thought I was a Mexican Frito Bandito. Rube-cats." 

"They're still cops. They want to subjugate people. On an 

individual basis." 

"What's that mean?" 

"I don't know," Landyn said, thinking. "Should I care?" 



"What time tomorrow?" 

"You remember." 

VII 

I parked the Pontiac under a tree on a side street. I walked 

down that street and then turned and walked Excelsior Boulevard to 

the Amusement Park. 

I bought some tickets, and a can of Kodachrome slide film at 

the booth right inside. 

"Where may I load my film?" I politely asked the girl at the 

booth. 

"If you can see the shadows over there?" she said, pointing, 

"It's in shade now." 

I walked over there and loaded the film. 

Then I walked around. The sun was going down. I heard sound-

checks in the auditorium from the bands. They were warming up. 

Then there was shouting from the main entrance. I walked over 

there. 

It looked like Nesby's play. But not yet. 

It wasn't him. It was another negro guy and two ticket-takers 

having some kind of argument. Great entertainment for about fifty 

people crowding in. Then they all spread and it was over. 

I kept my distance. I lit a cigarette. I wondered if Landyn 

had anything to do with it. I could hear the first band warming 

up. High-pitch screams from their speakers. Electrical feed-back. 

Landyn walked by without noticing me. 

Signal-- introduce gasoline. It was time to start-- 

I tried to hide. I ran into the girl from the cafe. 



I turned to hide again, then peaked back. She didn't 

recognize me. 

Over to the right was the "Axel's Laff House," whatever that 

was. I tossed the ticket twit a buck and stepped in and left the 

change. 

Inside was less than laffs. A lot of idiots screaming and 

making monster and Dracula voices. I leaned against a wall in some 

kind of a corner and smoked a cigarette. 

It was dark, with a few flashing lights, and scratchy sounds 

from speakers. There was a black-light glowing off everything 

white in range. My socks looked like flashlights. My cigarette 

looked like a really white cigarette. 

I went back outside and walked to a window at a snack-shack 

and bought a big mess of pink cotton candy on a long paper cone. 

That I would need later. I carried it down low, then found a 

double sheet of newspaper on a bench and made a cone to cover it. 

Landyn walked by. "The parking lots. There's no one in them-" 

he hissed, knelt down to tie his shoe. 

I wondered what he was talking about. 

"Starts in another 15 minutes. I think we're gonna get 

doped." 

"How, man?" 

"No mon, no fun. There's no one here." 

I looked around. The place was crowded. I said so. 

"You see many teen-sters?" 

"Not really. They're inside." 

"Maybe twenty dozen. Tops." 

It hit me. "Maybe they show up late here. Like in L.A." 

"No." 
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I gazed between the building to scan the nearest lots. Not 

real full. "Check there," I pointed. "Buses." Pulling into the 

lot. A couple anyway. 

"Cross your fingers," I said. "I'll cross my eyes and double 

the population." 

He looked at his watch. "No changes yet." And walked off. 

Music suddenly broke the air from the auditorium. The opening 

act had started with a rhythm and blues number, rearranged, minor 

notes from the organ, light pumping sax, basic guitar work. A few 

shrills and shrieks from the girls, but not much. I went toward it 

and showed a stamp on my hand to the guys at the door and walked 

in. 

Landyn might be right, I realized. The place wasn't a quarter 

full. Some of the kids were sitting around in circles. A few got 

up to frog, or do the dog, and some other dances we didn't have in 

California. I started laughing. One older duo in their twenties 

were doing the Watusi but the beat was off, and they might have 

eaten some spoiled chicken. Everybody was smoking it seemed, and a 

thin cloud was already hung under the ceiling. 

I sat down at a table near a wall and Zippoed a smoke and 

looked at the poster next to me. From two weeks back. Lawrence 

Welk and his Champagne Music Makers. 

Over near the bandstand I eyed a couple cats from the 

headliners. Wearing dark tight suits, like the Beatles, long hair 

like mopheads made of greasy hair. Smoking, screwing around, 

laughing. Demeanor of narc users. They were laughing at 

everything. Like anyone would do doping it up. 

"Could I borrow a flame for the cig?" says Anteah, suddenly 

standing next to me. Strong perfume. There were about no negroes 
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in the place and I suddenly felt eyes were on me. 

"Sure." 

I handed her mine to light hers and said, "What do you 

think?" 

"I wish I was back in Philly." 

"I wish I was too. What's it like?" 

"Never been there." 

"Likewise." 

"Ready to dance?" 

"I will be." The music was loud now. 

"Okay you white boy," she said, and slapped my shoulder 

walking away. 

I took a few pulls from my flask of whiskey for the 45 

minutes the first combo played, watching the door for more people 

to come in. It was a small stream. Landyn. 

A local DeeJay took the mike when the first band was done. He 

pumped and worked the crowd salivating, he slurped into the 'mike' 

giving away free albums, to whoever could answer his cute 

questions by a hand-raise. Cute chicks won everything. 

Then the Rolling Stones were set up and started playing. It 

was our cue. After the announcer announced them, they smiled and 

shoved him off. 

They were playing rhythm and blues, too. But not like a white 

combo would do. The singer was dancing around like like some weird 

slut. The music was gritty and loud and beat-wise and not pretty. 

And no one was dancing. 

I eyeballed and saw that beatnik couple. They weren't moving. 

Somebody get up and dance, I prayed. 

Then I got the tap on the shoulder I expected. 



Anteah stared down and said, "Let's sally out there--" 

It was planned and we hit the floor. She danced to the beat 

like an eel, wearing a shiny blue dress, and I stayed as cool as I 

could, just viewing her from the thighs down. We were the only 

couple out there. I caught an eye from a chick in a group of 

teenagers and jerked my head with an encouraging smile. 

Some kid near us hissed: "What the shit? How about this?" 

Then a few others finally got up to dance. The singer seemed 

happy, and improvised some lyrics in the next number. About 30 on 

the dance floor. 

Anteah kept me out for another, overcoming my moves to get 

off the floor. According to plan. The band crashed into another 

song. She started dancing wild-like and I played along. They had 

some big speakers, almost four feet high, and the electric guitars 

were like a big car crash tapping you on the shoulder. 

And just like that, Nezz was there with his nostrils 

snorting. He stood by us a moment, then tossed a big right at me 

and I reached out and caught it on my jaw. 

"Fuck-," I whispered, and went down flat on my glutes, 

sliding a few feet. 

"You can can git all the fuck kinda way out of this, 

kleenkut--" he spat out. 

I threw up my nose. Say it louder-- 

He saw it. "Your book closed, little man. Git up." 

I rolled over and saw Anteah making what's known as a quick 

exit. 

"What the hell is this," I yell, still down on the deck. A 

few hot cries of FIGHT went out. I scrambled up and got my 

balance, hands up and ready. 



And no one really cared. They were watching the band. 

"Who the fuck left the back door open for you, spade?" I 

hissed out as loud as I could. 

Nezz did a quick take-- "One minute you all kinds a fucked-up 

you pale snake head--" 

No one cares we're squared off. A couple jumps between us 

dancing. 

When they were by I rushed ahead and tackled Nezz. We crashed 

into a group of ten or twelve, mostly guys. There was sharp 

swearing: "What the hell!" We got shoved and pushed back. "Go 

fight up there," the biggest one said, spitting, not looking. 

He threw his hand at the stage. 

There, fifteen feet away, was some thought-out thunder. 

Pissed-off locals' booing sucked and blew out loud like a four-

engine jet. 

I saw a guy shake up then sidearm fling a bottle of Coke. It 

clunked and spun, skidding across the stage, spurting out foam and 

fizz. Another bottle hit a speaker and bounced back. More yahoo 

yelling. 

The drummer stopped and stood up. The music got shrill, kept 

going. 

Our civil rights exhibit failed, but this was a superior 

distraction. The boos went giant-- yelling. 

I glanced over at Nezz, a few feet away. He was laughing, but 

playing low. 

I grabbed the big guy who'd pointed at the stage: "What is 

this shit?" 

"Fuck I know. It ain't fucking rock 'n roll I know that much. 

He hurled his cigarette in a high arc, so it would make the stage. 
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"It's like faggot nigger music." 

"Eat shit!" he yelled at the band. 

The beatnik guy had scrambled up on the stage, on his hands 

and knees, and was trying to wave down the singer, like a guy with 

a flat tire. 

The singer ignored him, but stopped singing. Then started 

again a beat later. Someone hit him in the chest with a wad of wet 

toilet paper. He wiped it off and flung it down at his feet, then 

started singing the song "Route 66." The drummer started playing 

again, the was a lull for about four bars, then it was all back. 

Looked like a riot. It got louder. The Deejay emcee ran out on 

stage and put his arms up. 

Someone snatched my belt and yelled in my ear so I could 

hear. 

"Your friend-- he says you're supposed to be out there!" 

It was the girl from the cafe. 

Then a muffled sound like machine's fart. The cotton candy 

exploded and pumped out big bad volcano smoke. Choking and 

coughing started. And the yelling got louder. Screams started. 

Lots of running. 

"Can I get you number?" I asked her. "That was fun. Talking 

to you the other day." 

"I can't hear you!" she yelled, getting almost knocked over. 

The band went quiet. Their electricity was canked. I saw the 

lead guitar try to play with the amplifier. 

"Nezz, you talked to Nezz, the negro?" I yelled. I tried to 

steer us toward a wall; clutching her arm. The room stunk. Great 

bomb. There was fighting around the stage. The Deejay was still 

spouting something that wasn't heard. 



2 

"No! I talked to your friend!" 

I heard cops shouting by the doors for order. 

Landyn. 

"Outside?" I yelled in her ear. She smelled great. 

She looked around, then nodded. 

I grinned and took her hand. 

And saw a cop over her shoulder. 

"Gimme your number--" 

"GR-Oh-one-one-seven-eight." She pushed me away. 

I reached and squeezed her hair behind her neck and turned 

and got out. 

I got out the door in the mob. 

Outside, I looked around. I spotted Nezz's face under a 

light. He was up against a wall; someone yelling at him. 

I slid over fast. 

"Cops on the way!" I yelled. "Get out--" 

The guy yelling at Nezz was Landyn. He looked at me in the 

face and said, "Dry up." 

"Let's go?" 

The three of us banged through the frenzied crowd. We got to 

the dock and jumped aboard a boat. A slick twin-motor Chris-Craft 

24-footer. 

"Get the line!" said Landyn. 

I yanked the aft-line to get the boat nearer the dock, jumped 

up on the dock, threw the aft line, and jumped back aboard, as the 

big motors got the gasoline and the screws sliced the lake. We're 

away big at about 45 knots and I ask where's the car? 

"Another side of the lake," says Landyn. 

Nezz was driving now, Anteah was bothering his steering. 



Guess how. But the lake was broad and dark steel-grey and we were 

running without lights. I could see the lights from the amusement 

park roller coaster getting smaller. And no one was following. 

My pant leg was wet from the aft-line banging against it when 

I brought it in. I was squeezing water out of it and asked Landyn: 

"What'd we knockover?" 

"Nezz--?" I yelled. 

He turned and waved me off-- 

Landyn took a flask out and offered me a drink. I took a big 

one, then gave it back and asked, "How much?" 

I looked around us too, as we sped over the dark grey lake. 

There were little lights scattered along the shoreline. I hoped we 

didn't run into them. This boat put those light away fast. 

"How's the getaway look?" I said, looking back. 

"I scared hell out of some guy for, I am hoping, about $300, 

American. It should have been at least 8 G's." Landyn kicked an 

open bag at his feet. Some bills fluttered inside. He kicked it 

again. 

"Was a sound idea," I said. 

"How." 

"Cops?" 

"What happened?" 

"My father and three, three uncles are lawyers. Can't tell 

you." 

"I looked for a fight tonight," I said. 

"Can anyone make jack off rock'n roll?" Landyn said. 

"We got out of there," I said. The boat was cruising fast and 

smooth now. 

Landyn pulled the gun from his ankle-holster, shook his head, 



? 

and dropped it over the side to plunk into the the lake and find 

its way to the bottom. He watched it. 

The big wake from the boat's big motors slid into the 

welcoming lake. I laid back in the cushions and lit a smoke. 

"I got a sweet phone number," I said, turning away and 

looking up the sky. I felt great. 

Nezz hit the gas harder. 

-30- 
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