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Chapter 7 

"You're gonna help us write some songs today, Pete," 

I said, sitting down inside my horseshoe. Today it was going 

to be a copy desk, though. 

"I'll try, but I don't know how much help I'll be. I've 

never tired to write anything before, just play." 

"Well, you're going to today," said Derik. "You'll give 

us the songs. Tom and I will just pick out which lyrics to 

use and then set them to music." 

"I don't think I understand." 

I started to explain, "Songs with meaning, like we need 

to come up with for the Festival, work a lot better if they're 

grounded in experience.s. That's what we want from you. Exper

iences. Yours have been more diverse than our." 

He started to smile a little knowing for the first time 

that he was going to add something to the group. But he 

looked a little dumbfounded too, not knowing where to start. 

vWould a joint help open the vault?" Derik asked, .miling. 

He said he though it would. Derik rolled him one, while 

we bided the' time by tuning our guitars and trying to act as 

informal as possible. When he was almost finished and the 

THe was starting to have its effect on Pete's perceptions, 

Derik started the questioning. 

·What was it like being in Viet Nam?" 

"It was pretty dull, mostly. We walked a lot, moving 

our camp every rew days so they couldn't pin us down. Usually 

we just sat around, smoked dope, drank warm beer, and played cards." 
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"What about be~ore you got dra~ted?" asked Derik. 

"That was a little more exciting, except I didn't actually 

get dra~ted. I enlisted." 

"You enlisted?!" I asked. "What the hell did you do that 

~or? Didn't you realize what a pointless political game it 

was"l" 

"Sure.. I went to some peace rallys and protests. I 

carried my sh~e o~ Signs, but I needed a job too. I wasn't 

smart enough to get into college and I ~igured I'd get dra~ted 

sooner or later anyway. So I Signed up on a little better 

terms. There really wasn't much to it ... 

"Cantt; you romanticize it a little bit?" pleaded Derik. 

"Can~t; you make it a. little more graphic?" I asked. 

"Give us some details. It I was getting ~aid that he wouldn't 

open up to the two o~ us. "What about combat~" 

.. I didn't do much of it. Tile ~ew times our company really 

~ought. I was too scared to do much, ya know? I remember one 

time, though .. we were dug in ~ront" o~ a road,. trying to hold 

open a supply route. The Viet Cong moved in on us at dusk. 

They were about hal~ a mile away, and we were mostly just 

spittin t at each other. A ~ew aortar shells here and there, 

but mostly just ri~le ~ire. They just wanted us to stay put 

until they could move up in the dark. Our C.O. got a little 

worr~ed and called the colonel at the air~ield at the end o~ 
L 

the supply ro*e. He talked him into sending a plane through 

to discourage them." 

"What happened?" 



He looked at the floor. "The bomber fucked up. He went 

through ~l dropped a little round at the first light he saw. 

It was our entrenchment. The damn thing landed in a foxhole 

five down f'rom mine. The guys in each of the holes beside it 

got torn up pretty bad, but I think they all made it. At least, 

that's what we were told a few days later." 

ttBut the guy in the one that was hit didn't?" .... 
"TherE! were two guys in there. But there was.n· t enough 

left of them to pick up and send home. It was pretty sickening. 

Those were the first deaths I, uhf experienced in the army. 

Our guys. One of" our planes .. " 

"And the Viet Cong?" 

"They got the hell out of there. I dnn't blame 'em 

either, ya know~ One lousy supply route to anairfield wasn~t 

that important to them. They didn't wanna chaDee getting 

kelled." 

We paused as Clint came upstairs, dropping off sandwiches 

and co~es and sliding back out. 

"What abat the people, the ones that weren't fighting?" 

"Most of them were pretty good folks, I figured. We 

kept our distance from each other all the same. Of course we 

stayed out in the countryside, and the people out there weren't 

educated at all. TheV were scared, sure, but they didn;t under

stand what was happening or who was doing what. I'm not sure 

I did either. 

"There was this one little girl that followed us around 

for a couple weeks. She couldn't have been more tu.n eitht 

years old. We passed through her village on an offensive. 
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It had been napalmed a couple hours before when the Air Corp 

was helping us drive the enemy back. It was pretty ugly. 

'.rhere were a lot of villagers and a few soldiers, lying around 

and vomiting, finishing up. But this little girl had evidently 

been far enough away from the village to not get burned. She 

followed us hoping for food I guess. A couple of the guys 

felt sorry for her and set out some rations that night. It 

was probably the worst thing we could've done though, ya know? 

She was iike a stray dog after that. We couldn't tell her to 

go home, 'cause home wasn't there anymore. But we couldn't 

let her stay with us either." 

"What happened?" 

"I don't' know. She just disappeared after a couple of 

weeks. She always stayed wi thin sight of the company. But 

one day she was gone. We all hoped nothing had happened to 

her, but we never found out. We even named her, ya know~ We 

called her Bommerang." 

"This stuff really happened, didn't it?" I said, more 

awed than skeptical. 

"Yeah. Like I said, most of it was pretty dull, con

sidering I was there for eighteen months. But there were a 

few things like those that I'll never forget." 
• "What about after you got back?" asked Derik, ready to 

move on to another subject. 

Pete's eyes lit up. "That was a lot more fun. My infamous 

life as a drifter. I met Ian in a bar. We got married and 

took off after a few months. We saw a lot of the country 

tGo. I guess I wanted to know there really was a country that 
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I had fought for. Maybe not. Maybe I just didn't want to 

settle down to face a lot of responsibilities. We had an 

old van and a tent. Me-and-you-and-a-dog-named-Boo kind of 

stuff. There were a lot of camping communities in the South 

then, and there was always plenty of manual labor type jobs 

to be found. I must have worked on ten different road crews 

in as many states. 

"The our van kinda died, ya know. We were really in 

the middle of nowhere, out in Kansas. A farmer picked us up 

and took us to his home. His name was Jake something. Jake 

and Emily. I don't remember their kids. We stayed there 

about a month. I baled straw for him and helped him with 

the chores and all. Then he drove us eighty miles into 

Salina one day. Ian took a job as a waitress and I found 

work mixing mortar for a bricklayer. We stayed there all 

through that fa~l. We even started to set up a house. Bought 

a bed and a used refrigerator. But I got laid off when the 

weather got colder and we had to sell everything to buy another 

van. We headed down to Texas for the winter, but we didn't 

have too much luck there. 

"After that, we went to Tempe, Arizona. We stayed there 

almost two years. She worked check out in a grocery store 

and I worked on a cement crew for a hOUSing contractor. Ian 

liked it there, but I didn't like being in one place. It meant 

you had to pay your bills and stuff like that. We kinda drifted 

apart and I kinda drifted off, ya know?-

"What were most of the people like that you met during 

your travels?" asked Derik. 
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"I don't know. They were just normal folks, ya know? 

We always m.anaged ,to run across somebody nice when we needed 

some help. though." 

"What do you remember most about prison?" I asked. 

"Well, I was only there for six months, so it was really 

like just an~ther stop on my list. One that I would have 

rather done without, I guess, but I really don't regret the 

experience. Maybe I learned something there. Mostly it was 

boring. Most 1'0 the long terms and the lifers coped with it 

pretty well. The kinda went crazy. Time moved along a little 

f"aster when. you're nu:.ts, I guess. You can entertain yours elf 

better. But I wasn't there long enough to really get used to 

be ing there. So. I waS . bored , ya know-Z They ;have a pretty 

regimented schedula f"or you, but it's so routine that even 

the exercise periods and the eating got boring. I can still 

remember how many mortar stripes there were between the blocks 

in my cella 358. A full eighty-five of them hadn't been 

struck when they were wet. It was ex~ctly fifty-eight steps 

to the shower, and I could get about seventy shits to a roll 

of toilet paper. Except when I had a cold. Then I had to 

use the stuff for Kleenex. See what I mean about boring? It 

was just time stopped f"or six months. 

"And I guess it wasn';~xactlY a happy place. Every~ody 

there was a loser. It's pretty depressing when you think about 

itr I mean. you had to admit to yourself that you were a loser, 

that you were just one in a great big lousy group of losers. 

P~ople on the outside don't have to admit they're losers, even 

if they are. But in prison, man, it hits you in the face every 
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day, and you've got plenty of time to dwell on it. You're nothing 

in there. You have to stand in line to eat. You have to stand 

in line to sllower. You even have to stand in line to work in 

some glorified high school shop class. It's pretty depressing, 

ya know? Everybody has to go to bed when it's time for lights 

out, everybody has to get up when the buzzer goes off in the 

morning. 

"And then some of the people, the ones who had been there 

a l~~ng time, actually seemed to like it there. They'd form 

their own little cliques, and one of them would be a big boss 

man, and they'd all hang around together, and your group had 

to be meaner and tough~r than the group from block C, and, I 

don t t know, it was just bulls hi t • It was just like life on 

the outside sometimes. Still, I was pretty damn happy to get 

out of the:t"e." 

I told Pete that he had given us plenty to work with if 

he didn't want to talk anymore. He didn' t, but we let him 

hang around to watch us work. Both Derik and I were thinking 

along the same lines for a song. We set to work writing our 

little saga, and within two and a half more hours we had cume 

up with a tune, chords, and lyrics for our new songp' "Buck Creek 

Sea," which we decided to copyright with all three of us being 

the authors. 

Buck Creek Sea 

Growi:ng up with LBJ and all the boy soldiers on my block, 

guns meant G.I. Joe and Johnny West. 

Fidgeting in church to start the Sunday afternoon war, 

Capta.ins picked pughs while the preacher blessed 
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(us), we ran home for Sunday dinner rations and to wait 
for Captain's call, 

before we killed the Maple Street pests. 

On our two-wheeled jeeps we chased them all the way to 
the Buck Creek Sea, 

We finger fired eight, captured the rest. 

Chorus But the kids don't play anymore at Buck Creek Sea. 

--- And growin' up ain't like it used to be. 

Well the war games helped prepare us for real enemies 
in the East, 

Except the ones we shot were really dead. 

Sometimes the fire was friendly sometimes it rained 
from mountain and sky. 

Sometimes the fire at night was in my head. 

A little orphan scavenger followed my unit eating scraps, 

but now she only follows me to bed. 

She was running in her mine field playground--I heard 
the booming noise. 

Next day my Captain laughed as I said 

____ y'know the kids don't play anymore at Buck Creek Sea. 

_______ And growing up ain't like it used to be. 

When I got home nobody else seemed to understand how 
to play 

the games I learned and lived so faithfully. 

Nobody respected my uniform, my haircut, or my guns. 

A hip:pie' said the whole joke was on me. 

I finger fired that hairy bastard like I did as a kid. 

I asked his corpse if it was still funny. 

Now I'm killin' time a prisoner in my own country because 

they found me hidin' out at Buck Creek Sea. 



______ And the kid don't play anymore at Buck Creek Sea. 

And growin' up ain't like it used to be. 

And the kid don't play anymore at Buck Creek Sea. 

______ And growin' up ain't like it used to be. 
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Pete 'was damn near beaming with pride by the time we were 

done with it, and he set to work on his bass lines right away. 

Derik wrote the part out ~or him in a matter o~ minutes. 

Derik's aptitude ~or music never ceased to amaze me, and as 

soon as he got Pete started, we wrote Clint's rhythm chords 

and got him started, ~reeing ourselves to work on another 

song. 

For the next one, we used a tune that Derik and I 

had played ~or two years, but never written lyrics to. It 

almost sounded like a hymn, only with the guitar. Derik 

would start out quietly with his twelve string, building 

a crescendo with some very tough licks and then dropping 

back to the beginning's intensity. Picking through chords 

in key o~ E, only the way Derik could make his 12 string 

cry, it had a beauti~ul, sad sound. Derik really loved 

playing the 12 string all by himsel~, and I loved to listen 

to him. From there, I came in with a ~olk guitar, tuned 

slightly lower than Derik. His guitar was to dominate all 

through the piece, eventually adding an electric rhythm 

guitar part after the second round. Those three parts we 

had written a long time ago, so all we needed to do now was 
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rock it up a bit by adding a bass part in the fourth round, 

and finally building tempo until having the drums burst in 

for several bars. We planned on having Clint start 

whatever vocals we could devise when he started playing 

rhythm. After that, it would merely be a matter of digressing 

by dropping out each part in backward order, slowing the 

tempo again until it was just me, Derik, Clint, and his 

vocals. From there, we would end rhythm and the lyrics at 

the same time, followed by my guitar part, followed by Derik. 

It would really be pretty easy for a six or seven 

minute so~~, since Clint, Derik, and I already knew our 

parts, and the other two wouldn't have to play very long. 

The lyrics were another matter, taking us until suppertime 

to completE~. Less structured verse, Which is 'what this 

song would require with the changing tempos and tenuous 

melody, was always harder for us to write. But when it 

was done, we liked its obscurity, and titled it: 

Missing in Action 

aching 

urge to find you 

waking 

in the night 

needing to remind you 

of the Sight 

dying 

while we haggled 
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vying 

for more time 

playing games we straggled 

far behind 

mourning 

loss, omission 

. forming 

rationale 

needing no permission 

to rebel 

seeming 

sin forsaken 

screaming 

at the earth 

hoping I'm mistaken 

at their worth 

praying 

to be pardoned 

paying 

if I must 

to leave this world hardened 

with mistrust 

leaving 

without finding 

weaving 

paths anew 

narrow, steep and winding 

84 
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seeking you 

living 

between cities 

giving 

what I can 

hoping someone pities 

you again 

ending 

without knowing 

sending 

prophets back 

checking figures showing 

what you lack 

None of the guys seemed to understand it, but they 

all liked the tune pretty well. But now the real chore 

was ahead of us--Iearning them well enough to record in 

one night. We had Buddy's song to learn too, but it was 
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a basic three chords and la-Ia-Ia song. What he came up 

with, though, had a catchy tune, even if the lyrics were a 

little mundane. He titled it: 

"Ridtn' On Alone

Riding down the interstate, 

the wind is in my hair. 

Two-wheeled freedom can't be late, 

ain't going anywhere. 
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(Because the) Life I lead is following 

whatever comes my way. 

My bike and I are going, 

across the USA. 

Got no one to tie me down, 

no job, no tax, no bills. 

I just ride from town to town 

just mainly seeking thrills. 

(You know) while everybody's cryin' 

'bout nothin' gettin' done, 

I just keep on trying 

to have a little fun. 

Ridin· on alone, 

ride another day, 

just finding myself, finding my country, 

finding my way. 

Someday I might settle down, 

and be like all the rest, 

with someone that I have found 

to make a little nest. 

But for now I'm being 

alone, alive and tree. 

~ bike and I are seeing 

this country's liberty. 

Ridin' on alone, 

ride another day, 

just finding myse It", finding my country, 

finding my way. 
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Chapter 8 

It was, as Stinson predicted, a rather sleepless period. 

It was a little worse for me too, since I had an extra day's 

head start on the rest of the guys, the night before Stinson 

legislated mandatory insomnia being an all-nighter because 

I stayed up writing "A Song for the Evening.- Maybe I 

should have ti tIed it "A Song for all Evening, Night, and 

Morning." Too long, though. It would never get A.M. air 

time. In spite of the 'baggy eyes and general punchiness 

that comes with exhaustion, we managed to complete the 

taping in one week, right on schedule. and good old Ronnie 

Stinson, though I never would have admitted it two weeks 

prior, proved to be a pretty sensible agent as well as a 

handy engineer on the mixing board. We never sounded better 

than on that tape. 

But for now, it was mainly a matter of rediscovering 

sleep and biding the time until Friday when the panel announced 

their choice of a band. 

That meant Stella. 

I figured it was high time I gave her a little attention, 

so I gave her a call the day after we finished the taping. 

As it turned out, she was anxious to see me again, so I 

packed enough clothes to last me three days and had Buddy 

drive me over there. 

In a way, I felt like I had been a real cad to her lately. 

But I really didn't know how else to treat her. Not intentionally 
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did I treat her badly, but I just didn't know what she ex

pected of me. I could be a comrade. I could be a lover. 

Maybe I could even be a devoted, committed lover. But I 

couldn't stand bouncing back and forth like this, and I 

just didn't have the time to do anything else. Maybe it 

was time to have a serious talk with her. 
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r fell asleep on her the first night, though. r really 

hate doing that to her, but the past week had just been 

too much. I suppose she had every right to be annoyed 

with me, falling asleep on her again. 

And annoyed she was. 

She went out ot her way the tollowing morning to let 

me know she was -ted up with me and mad at me, without ever 

saying It. You know,. stomp-arotmd-the-apartment, break-the

egg-yolks, and slam-down-the-orange-juice mad. She also lett 

a list ot chores tor me to do while she was at work~that 

day. r didn't get most ot them done,. though. I slept too 

much during the day. I doubt it I would have done them 

anyway. 

That's the problem with relationships. Not that I want 

to sound like a narcissist or anything, but you always have 

to be watching out tor the other person's feelings. It's 

like trying to build a house without bending any nails. 

You might be able to do it, but it's hardly worth the extra 

time. The problem was. I didn't know if I wanted to build 

a relationship. Or assume an existing mortgage. But I 

didn't want to hurt Stella either. It's all such a folly. 
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When you look out for your own interests, you feel like 

you-re selfish, at least if you-ve got any kind of a conscience. 

But if you don't, you know it's stupid. Either you do the 

humane thing, and avoid peop~e, living in some kind of 

ascetic isolation, or you do the socially acceptable thing, and 

get married and raise a whole new set of fools to go through 

the same stupid circle again. It's enforced ignorance. I 

think the existentionalists call it pursuing the absurd, Which 

really is absurd. And as much as I cared for Stella, I 

realized the Whole damn aberration had never even occurred 

to her. Or to' a few billion other nice, stupid people. 

Anyway, I was wide awake and ready for her when she 

got home from work. 

"How was your day?" I asked, as nurturing as I could 

muster. 

"Pine. thank you,· she said, as politely cold as she 

could muster.. I could tell we were in for an evening ot 

rewarding interpersonal growth. She didn't even notice 

that I had managed to do the dishes for her. 

"You wouldn't happen to be mad at me, would you? Care 

to talk about it?" 

"Sure." She went into the living room and plopped down 

on the couch .. with me dutif'ully follow!ngbehind. "I'm just 

getting tired of it, Tom," she said, after I sat down. "I-m 

not saying I feel like you use me or anything, but I don-t 

think you appreciate me. If you do, you sure have an odd 

. way of showing it." 
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She waited a moment for me to respond, but I didn't 

know what to say just yet, so she went on. 

-You only call me when you have free time.

"When am I supposed to call you, when I'm busy?" 

-Yes 1 Call me when you need some help, or somebody to 

talk to. Let me do something for you. Don't make me be 
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just a spare time obligation. Anything's better than that. 

Even if you would just call me when you feel like getting 

laid, that would be something. At least you'd need me for 

something. At least I'd be something. Now I'm nothing. 

Nothing but a cheap boarding house. I'm not even a musician's 

regular piece. Can't you see that?" 

-Yeah, I guess so. I mean, I think I can. I guess I 

never real~ thought about it before." 

-Then it's not very important to you, is it?" 

"No, that's not it. It.!!. important to me. I just 

never thought about calling you just for sex. I don't think 

about that very often." 

"Yeah. I know .. " 

-You aren't that kind of girl., Stella. Not the kind 

that a guy would think of calling up just whenever he got 

homey. I couldn't do that to you.-

-Go to hell:" She got up and ran into her bedroom. 

slamming the door behind her. I almost started giggling, because 

a thought popped into my head and almost made me say, -Was it 

something I said?" But fortunately I held back. I heard her 

crying, and felt like a cad again. I can't figure her out. 
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I wanted to go in and comfort her, but I figured the door 

was probably locked. She probably needed to be alone for 

a while anyway. It was raining, so I couldn't go outside. 
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Instead, I sat back down on the couch and watched a 

"Brady Bunch- rerun. Those old T.V. shows kill me. They're 

so damn sugary. The Brady kids have problems with dog allergies, 

or cheerleader tryouts, or spelling bees. What a great way 

to remember adolescence. Somehow, I just didn't remember 

my high school problems that way, though. I worried about 

whether or n.ot the canine corp would stop at my locker 

during drug raids. Or about my dad discovering the lawn 

mower he thought had been stolen was really sold by me 

to buy a new guitar. Or about losing Stella. There was 

this one time I really was afraid I was going to lose her. 

A jock. Henry Addleson. started talking to Stella 

whenever I wasn't with her~ and once in a while when I was. 

He wasn' t captain of the football team or any other glory 

hotmd like that, but he was still a jock. He wrestled at 

178 pounds, and he was the number one shot putter on the 

track team. He was big too. Real big. And ugly. I couldn't 

figure out why Stella, who already had me. didn't avoid 

talking to him. If anything, she seemed to be leading 

him on. 

One day at lunchtime I decided to do something about it. 

"Hey Addleson. I wanna talk to you," I said, walking t.H» 

to him and a few of his friends in the gym. I was clinging 

desperately ·to my fleeing composure. 
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"What about?" 

"I want you to quit trying to move in on my girl." 

"Who's your girl?" This guy was a real cauliflower hea~ 

"Stella Thompson. And she's off limits to you." 

"Stella? She never told me anything about you, Tim. 

Maybe you'd better ask her if she knew she was your girl." 

All the guySI hanging around with him were getting a big kick 

out of the whole thing, especially the Tim part. It probably 

did look a little ftmny-some scrawny kid that nobody really 

knew laying down the law to King Kong of the junior class. 

Like all jocks, he loved being the center of attention with 

his friends. 

"Just cool it with her man." I was really nervous. and 

my voice was starting to crack. 

"Oh I wil1. Tim. That is. if you're gonna make me I 

will." 

"Dammi t.. my name's not Tim and you know it." 

The noon gym supervisor had just walked in J out of the 

corner of my eye I could see he was watching us. I was 

probably as safe now as I'd ever be. 

Grabbing old Henry by the collar. I said, "And I'm 

tellin' you, man. Stay away from my girl." If' Henry hadn't 

been such a gentle guy. I could 've gotten hurt. But he didn't 

want to hurt me, just embarrass me a little. To that end. 

he just picked me up (holding me at arm's length since I was 

still hanging on to his collar), carried me the few steps over 

to the stage, and sat me down. Hard. 
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"Now get lost," he said. I did, since the gym supervisor, 

who I now remembered was also the wrestling coach, had 

vanished. So much for sticking up for Stella's honor. 

I shouldn't have even bothered with i~, though, because she 

got bored with him and quit talking to him a couple weeks 

later. 

Stella stayed in there crying for a long time. Finally, 

I went in to cheer her up. I fixed us a big bowl of ice 

cream with Nestle's Quick sprinkled on top. She always used 

to love it in high school, like a blues and scraped knees 

panacea. She didn·t answer when I knocked and announced 

myself as the Dimples Delivery Dragon, though. The Dimples 

Delivery Dragon was a high school creation of mine. I used 

to breathe down her neck, making her laugh and causing her 

dimples to show up. .I hadn't done that to her in a long 

time. 

Finally I just walked in. The door, surprisingly, wasn't 

locked. "I've got something to help cheer you up, Stella," 

I said, as she looked up from the pillow she had her face 

buried in. 

"I don't want anything," she said, sniffling. "I just 

want to be alone." 

"But you live alone, honey. You're alone all the time." 

"I know." She started crying again. "I get so lonely 

sometimes that I talk to every damn thing in this apartment. 

Do you have any idea how stupid a person feels when she 

catches herself talking to her toilet? Do you know how many 
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another humanbeing1 I've read every issue of Redbook for 

the last six months three times. I haven't missed the six 

o'clock news since the last time you came over, and I hate 

news. But you act like you don't even care. How often 

do you think about giving me a quick phone call before you 

go to bed? You can't always be to busy to think about me. 

Not if I matter at all to you anyway." 

"But I don't go to bed until late. I don't want to 

wake you when you have to get up early." The ice cream was 

starting to melt. 

"Hell, wake me up. I'd teel honored." 

"I'm sorry." 

"It's just that, well Tom, it it's like this now, what's 

going to happen it you do get to play the Festival. You'll 

be leaving Indy for one thing. Do you think if you don't 

bother to call me now when we're in the same city that 

you'll bother to call me when you're off in other cities, 

when you'll be playing tor big crowds and running around 

with the big people? I think you're going to have to do some 

thinking about us, Tom. I know I've always been here tor you, 

and maybe that was a mistake. But I can' t just stay here 

waiting tor the call that never comes. It you want me, 

show me. It not, tell me. But don't just let me fade 

away into your past without giving it a thought." 

-You're right, Stella. And I S2 want you." 

"Then show me." 
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"O.k. p how 'bout some ice cream?" 

She reached out for the bowl I offered, but grabbed my 

arm along with the bowl and pulled me onto her bed. I don't 

know what ha.ppened to the ice cream, but I sure didn't 

think about it after a moment or so. By that time p she 

had most of my clothes ripped oft. I didn' t resist. I 

think I even. helped her some. 

When it was over and I was holding Stella while she 

napped on my' shoulder, I felt for the first time in a long 

time that I was in love.-- and that Stella was more than an 

ex-girlfriend that I had managed to stay friendly with. I 

even told her that I loved her while we were making love p and 

she started crying again. I remember thinking p thoughp "I 

just hope this feeling lasts or I'm gonna feel like a 

hemorrhoid allover again.- I just hoped that whatever 

happened p I wouldn't end up hurting her. She deserved better. 

On Friday, I had a lmot in my stomach all day long. 

Today was the day. I went back to the Manor, and the guys 

and I sat around all morning in my roomp watching the clock 

slowly trolling its way toward the two o'clock launching 

(or capsiztng)'of our new career. We sat up there in my 

tunnel, with all the windows open and the cool, early summer 

wind racing through, chilling and tensing our already wired 

bodies. We didn't have any screens in eitherp so it was 

like being in a room outdoors p but up in the air. 

Clint was talking a mile a minute about everything from 

how Stinson had been lobbying for that last needed vote, to 
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how badly we needed some money to buy new stage clothes and a 

bus. It was good to see him excited again, just like his 

old self. Ever since the Jacob's Ladder incident, and even 

before to a degree, Clint had been rather subdued and privat~ 

Derik was pretty keyed up too, pacing back and forth in the 

jet stream, muttering about how ironic it was that our future 

was being decided by a group of Chamber of Commerce simpletons 

who knew as much about music as we did about tax shelters. 

Buddy was trying hard not to show his nervousness by cracking 

jokes and questioning the ancestry of the panel members. 

But the tenacity with which he worked his chaw of tobacco 

gave him away. Only Pete seemed genuine 11' free of the 

pre-annoWlcement jitters. Maybe he just didn' t comprehend 

the magnitude of the situation, being the newest member of 

the group. Maybe he really wasn't all that concerned about 

the outcome. Now that I thought about it though, I couldn't 

remember ever seeing him excited about something before. 

Maybe he was too old for that kind of stuff. After all, 

he spent six months waiting to. become a free man once. What 

did a four hour wait for a concert booking mean to him? He 

just sat there in his stuffed chair which he had brought 

upstairs for the occasion, gazing out at the bright, high 

SWl through 'the east window. looking calm and serene, almost 

as if he was in another world. I noticed his thinning hair 

again. 

It was really weird, but while I was watching him look 

out the windOW, a sparrow came flying through the East window. 



-

-

97 

It flew right over Pete's head and crashed into the wall 

where the dormar offshoot began, falling down to the floor 

and flopping about until Derik stooped and picked it up. 

Buddy, Clint, and I walked over with him to the window to 

watch him release it, but it just sort of half flew, half 

fell to the ground. All of us laughed, but it wasn't :f\mny. 

We just needed to blow off a little nervous energy. The 

poor thing flopped around on the ground some more, and 

finally made its way over to the side of the house, where 

it could recuperate in privacy in the shrubbery. 

The time passed slowly while we sat around the room 

listening to the radio, hoping for once for news instead of 

music. At noon, Clint called stinson at the studio, but 

he didn ~t know anything yet, saying he should be the first 

one to mow and he would call us back the moment he heard 

something. 

At two-thirty he called. We got itt 

We ran all about the house and into the yard, yipping 

and whooping the whole way like a bunch of kids that just 

won a Little League tournament. We slapped hands and yelled, 

and even hugged, but there was no way of describing the 

feeling. Buddy jumped on his cycle and rode around the. 

yard singing -Ridin' On Alone- at the top of his lungs. 

Derik and I choked up and almost started crying as the news 

really began to sink in. Even Pete beamed with pride. 

Clint broke open a bottle of Scotch he was saving for the 

occasion, and we all went back inside to toast ourselves and 

wait o.n the inevitable phone calls trom the press. 



While we numbed our senses with Scotch and beer, one 

of the cats that hung around the place found a little, 

paralyzed sparrow lying unden some bushes, and ate it. 
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CHAPrER 9 

The chilly wind howled outside my window, and I could 

see spurts of leaves blowing up from the ground. I walked 

closer to my window, leaving a song unfinished on the desk, 

and peered out, pressing my nose against the glass. It was 

almost dark outside, the kind of dusk that makes you feel 

chilly in any kind of weather. I couldn't see any real 

Trick or Treaters, but the smoke I exhaled from my cigarette 

fogged the pane, making it look like goblins dancing around 

in my yard, fading in and out of existence with the temperature 

of the window pane. It got pretty scary, being alone at 

night here, but playing my piano at night helped me forget 

about downstairs. MY nose was getting cold, so I put the 

end of my cigarette next to it to warm it up. Have you ever 

seen the little demons dancing in the cigarette coals? One 

by one, they burn up and falloff. Or disintegrate into 

smoke. But they keep dancing until the fire passes them. 

Winston. That's my brand. That's my man. I walked back 

to my desk, but the wind was still howling. Darrm wind. how 

does it expect me to get any writing done when it's making 

all that noise? Sounds like a pack of wolves. I walked back 

over to the window, and sat down on the floor in the little 

dormer area.. I checked the window lock as a car down the 

road a half mile slowly worked its way toward the house. 

Idiots. How do they expect to sneak up on me with their 

lights on? I crawled back over to the desk, jumped up and 
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turned off the light. Then I went back over to the window, 

but the car went right on by. stupid of me, it probably saw 

me turn out the light, and knew I had seen it. Now it would 

probably drive down the road a ways and come back, this time 

with its lights off. I ran downstairs, stumbling over the 

boxes of canned food in the living room. I closed my eyes 

as I ran th~ough the kitchen and out the door, running across 

the dri vewa.y to my hiding place in the barn. It was chilly 

out, but there was no time to go back for a coat. The cats 

scampered a.way as I flung open the barn door and ran on to 

my hiding place inside an old feed box. Pate was the one 

who always fed the cats. Now they eat the rats, which sometimes 

stay in the empty feed box. Once I had closed its lid safely 

over me, the only thing I could hear from inside there was 

the wind. It sounded really eerie inside the barn, whistling 

through the gaps in the siding boards. It's a wolf whistle, 

I thought, and almost started giggling. But it really wasn't 

funny. The wind was so loud out there I wouldn't be able to 

hear the car pull in the driveway. Then the wind started 

banging thEI door shut, and pulling it open, and banging it 

shut. I opened the lid of the feed box just enough so I 

could peer out, and there it was, banging like an audible 

neon sign saying, "He's in here: He's in heret" But I 

couldn't ri.sk running back and securing it shut. They'd be 

be here any minute now. Besides, I remember from an old 

kid's detective story I used to read how the inspector caught 

his· man once because he noticed a barn door was shut tightly, 
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but none ot' the outside latches were secured, so he knew 

the culprit: must have shut it from the inside and was therefore 

still in there hiding. I could really use a cigarette, but 

the smell. might give me away. You never know about these 

things, barn doors and cigarettes. I ••• I ••• I. They're coming 

back. They think I know. It wasn't so cold in the box, but 

I could feel a dampness from the wood creeping into my bones. 

I wonder i~ this is what it's like to be buried. It's cold 

and it's damp, but you probably can't lift up the lid to look 

at the barn door. But at least there's no reason to be afraid 

when you're dead. Nobody could want anything from a maggot

ridden corpse, and even if someone did, you couldn't feel 

anything. You just lay there and rot. Maybe the rats can 

get inside a coffin. Maybe someone lets them out of their 

cage and they rtm in to eat your flesh. Maybe that's where 

rats pick up the diseases they carry. From people. And we 

used to think it was the other way arotmd. The rats get all 

their filth from the remains of humanity. I can just see 

some teenage rat lying to his mother after a night in the 

graveyard with his friends and saying, "Don't worry Mom, 

I'm eating right." And she says, "Well, I hope you're 

not skimping on your meals and picking up a quick bite at 

the graveyard. It's not good for your teeth. You can't eat 

junk food a.ll. the time." And then there's the worms, sliding 

and procreating and defecating worm dung allover you. It'd 

be enough to gross you out if you weren't dead. I was getting 

a little stiff, from the cold and not being able to stretch out 
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my legs. I wondered if they'd bury me in a feed box when 

I die. They didn't with Pete. They didn't even use wood. 

They used a. cement casket, but I guess that's only fitting 

for a guy that was a bricklayer and worked on road crews. 

But I'm glad they used cement. I told them to. I hope they 

really did. It just wouldn't be right for worms and rats to 

get Pete. The worms feed the birds and the birds feed the 

cats and the rats feed the cats too and Pete was the one 

who fed the cats around here. When. the cats would hear old 

pete's voice, they'd come running out of their hiding places 

in the barn like Lazarus from the tomb. Maybe this empty 

feed box isn't a coffin. Maybe it's a little boat bobbing 

and bOlmcing in the bubbling brine. The wood really was 

damp and I felt like I was moving. I felt a little queasy 

too. I could really use a cigarette, but you can't risk 

setting the boat on fire. No sense letting all the demons 

out either. There was no place for them to go but on me, 

and on this small craft, there was no room for extra hands. 

Besides, all I had left were those damn Victory cigarettes, 

and they make my throat hurt. And my throat hurt bad enough 

as it was, in the cold sulphury sea air. I couldn't put my 

coat back on, though, not since the sail ripped last week 

anyway. So I just sat there, and bobbed, and bobbed. 

When I woke up in the morning, I had a really bad sore 

throat. I didn't really know how I had gotten inside that 

feed box, but judging from the stiffness of my body, I could 

tell I had spent the whole night there. I pushed open the lid, 
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and got out slowly, carrying the sour aroma of ten year old 

cattle feed. with me. There were lots of small limbs and 

sticks in the yard, making it look like a burial ground for 

trees. There were rows of leaves piled up against the 

house, like debris left from a high tide. It must have been 

some storm last night. Walking made the ulcer on my ankle 

hurt. 

The ki.tchen door was wide open and it was cold in the 

house. I still hesitated closing the kitchen door behind me, 

though, and. closing myself in the kitchen. That was where I 

had found Pete's body two and a half months ago. He was lying 

on his back, stretched out over the spool table, looking like 

a balding c:rucitix. And his eyes, those eyes, we re wide 

open, almost bulging out of their sockets. And I threw up. 

Did you ever eat in a restaurant and get sick afterwards? 

And you'll never go back to eat at that restaurant again? 

That's how I telt about my kitchen. I couldn't eat in there 

after I threw up. I couldn't even stand to be in there anymore. 

Retching can really ruin a place for you. 

The phone rang. I ran into the living room. 

"Hello?" 

"Tom, it's me Stella. How are you?" 

" I'm :r.ine. How are YOu?" 

"I tried to caLl you all last night. Where were yoU?" 

"I was here. Are you sure you had the right number?" 

"Why don't you come over to my place for a couple days. 

It might do you good to get out of the house tor a while." 
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"No, I'm fine. Thanks for asking though. I've got a lot 

of work to do. The Festival's only a few days away, and I 

need to practice my songs." 

"Tom, listen to me. The Festival-" 

"It's gonna be great, isn't it. It's our big chance." 

"Tom, I, uh, I need you to come over." 

"What's the matte!"?" 

"I, uh, I lost my job yesterday. I ruined the, uh, 

X-ray machine. It was really awful. Tom please come over." 

She started crying. 

"All right Stella. Settle down. I'll come aver for just 

a little while. I can' t stay very long, though, ok? D 

DOk. Fine. Anything. I'll be right over to pick 

you up. Bye." She htmg up_ That girl was really strange 

sometinies. 

When she picked me up, I could tell she had been crying. 

She must have been really upset about the job, so I tried to 

console her. 

"Sit down,. honey," I said, motioning to one of the 

kitchen chairs I kept in the living room now. "Don't be 

upset about the stupid job, Dimples. You're too good to suck 

saliva out of people's mouths all day long." 

"Thanks for saying so. I feel a little better already." 

"Tell ya what, Dimples. As soon as this Festival is 

over with, you and me, just you and me, we'll take a little 

trip. We'll hop in the van and just drive allover the 

country for a couple weeks before I have to come back and 

start the big road trip. How's that sound?" 
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tfFine. That sounds nice. But what van?" 

"Well, Pete's of course. He won't care if we use it. 

Besides, we can leave your car here for everybody, so they 

can take care of all the details scheduling the road trip. 

It'll be great. Just what we need." 

"Sure. I'd love to." She looked like she was going 

to start crying again. She must have been pretty happy. 
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"But for now, I really need to get back to work." 

"Ithought you were going to come over to my place for 

a while." 

"Well we can have sex here real quick if you want. 

There's nobody here right now." 

"No, it's not that. I, uh, I've got a special dinner 

all ready for you over there. No matter how much work you 

have to do, you still need to eat right." 

"Ok. Go out in the car and wait for me. I need to go 

up to my room and get rrry guitar." 

I stopped on the second floor a minute to check things 

out before l~Oing on up for my guitar. Everything was bare, 

but I had, a feeling I was being watched. I knew there weren't 

any telescreens or anything, but you know how you feel sometimes 

in an empty house. I went up to my room and got my gut tar, 

went back downstairs, and ran through the kitchen and out to 

Stella waiting in the car. 

"Don't you want to lock the dOOr?" she asked. 

I ran back, shut it, and locked it. 

Stella took off pretty fast as soon as I got in the car. 
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I had to hang on to my guitar to keep it from bouncing around. 

"Stella, I mow I said I was in a hurry, but I can't 

afford to get this guitar messed up. I don't have time to 

get used to another one before the Festival." 

"Tom! There is no Festival! You missed it." 

"No." 

"Yes, Tom. The Festival is Dver." 

"N 0 • They postponed it for us lmtil Pete came back from 

his trip. He's seen the whole COlmtry, ya know." The car 

was going faster. 

"Pete's not coming back, Tom. He~s dead. You fOlmd 

him on the kitchen table. You~ve got to accept it Tom." 

"No." I don~t mow why she insisted on driving so 

fast. "It's all a hoax, Stella. Just like when the Beatles 

made everybody think Paul McCartney was dead. And he ~ s still 

alive, regardless of what his music sounds like. That's 

what we did with Pete. Actually, he's hiding in the barn." 

"He is not Tom. He's dead." 

"No." Stella was definitely driving too fast for this 

road. "No, I talked to him last night. He thinks it's a 

great idea. All he has to do is feed the cats. That· s why 

we put him in the barn. That t s why Buddy moved back home and 

went back tel the motorcycle shop. That· s why we made up 

the part about Clint dealing coke and buying from the two 

guys who came to deliver a quarter and wotmd up acting like 

they shot Pete. We can get them all out of prison in a 

minute, but we had to do it or else nobody would believe Pete 
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was dead. Stinson thought u~ that one for us. Could you 

slow down a little? That's why we had Derik's folks send him 

to stay wi 1;h some relatives in NO~8¥,. so he could recuperate 

and get over the shock and everything. We had to make every

body think we've broken up and everything. As soon as the 

media picks up on it, our record sales are gonna skyrocket. 

The McCartney thing did the same thing for the Beatles, but 

we took it one step further. We staged a breakup at the 

same time.-

"But Tom, Pete really is dead. Those two friends of 

Cobb and Stinson really did shoot Pete. And Clint really 

is in prison with them. It's no hoax, Tom. You don't even 

have any records to boost sales on." 

"No." She was speeding up even more as we got on the 

interstate that led to Stella's apartment. I had to do 

something, so ~ started singing, "Ridin' dawn the Interstate, 

the wind is in my hair. Two-whee led freedom can't be la te • 

ain't goin' anywhere. Because old Stella's drivin' way too _ 

fast, there's spinnin' in my head. She's gonna run us off a 

bridge and then we'll both be dead--" 

"stop itt" 

"Well, stop going so fast then. You're gonna get us 

killed." 

"I'm only going fifty, Tom. It just seems fast to you. 

You haven't been out of that house in three weeks." 

"Bullshit. You're going at least eighty." I could tell 

she was stepping on the gas even more, but I knew she would 
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never admi t: it. Somehow, though, we made it safe ly to her 

apartment. 

Three days later, the day of the Festival, I came walking 

back to the Manor, alone. MY only companion was my guitar. 

I was a little concerned because none of the guys had called 

me over at Stella's to make sure I was all right. Those 

guys weren't much for worrying, though. The cats came running 

up . to me as soon as I walked into the yard. They were hungry. 

Leeches. The older, more tame, mother cat rubbed against 

my leg and sprawled out on the grolmd. She was pregnant 

again, the slut. I kicked her. Hard • 
, , 

I felt a deja vu 

when her ribs cracked and she squealed. She limped away 

to the bushes by the side of the house and the rest of the 

cats scattered. 

~Real cute, Tom," said a voice. "You're getting pretty 

good at that." 

They finally came to get me. 

I looked up and saw some kid sitting on the step by 

the kitchen door. 

"What do you want?" I asked trembling. 

"I just came to check up on you. To see if you were 

ok. I guess you're as good as ever.~ 

"Who are you?" I looked around, but I couldn't see 

anybody hiding around the barn or anything. 

"I'm Richie, man. Remember? Buddy's brother." 

WIou mean Freida's brother?" 



-

109 

"No, Buddy's brother. I don't even know any Freidas." 

"Buddy doesn't have a brother. Who are yOU?" 

"Man, you're not firin' on all cylinders. Don't you 

remember mel. Richie Liston'l I used to run the mixing 

board. I was there the night you all got busted at Cobb's. 

Remember?" 

"No I don't. And anyway, we're gonna be hitting the 

road in a couple days, and our studio's gonna send a sound 

engineer wlth us. So I don't have any job openings now, see'?" 

"Man, what are you takin''?" 

"A bus. They're gonna supply us with that too. And 

we don't need a driver either, so why don't you just get 

lost. I've got a lot of work to do." 

"Ok, I'm gone. Just stopped by to see how you were doin'. 

Buddy asked me to give you a message. He had to leave town 

for a couple days, to see about getting admitted to some 

college in Ohio, but he told me to tell you that he'd stop 

in to see you tomorrow when he got back." 

"Get lost kid. Buddy knows we Ire all leaving town today." 

He jumped on his cycle and left. It was probably stole~ 

Kids. They're always trying to find an angle. Or an angel. 

They'll say they're a messenger or somebody's brother. 

They're piranhas like everybody else, though. Only younger. 

I probably shouldn't have told him anything about when we were 

leaving, ei.ther. It's hard to tell who put him up to this, 

and I might; have given him just the information he wanted. 

But there wasn't much use in thinking about it now. I 

was cold. And hungry. Now it was starting to rain. I had 
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left Stella's place around eight in the morning, as soon as 

she left to go job hunting. I couldn't figure out why she 

was wearine~ her dentist's uniform on a job hunt, though. 

Maybe she just wanted to look white and chaste, an angel 

in the unemployment office. I caught five different buses 

to get to the west side of town, but I didn't find a jerk 

with a Panama hat and a trenchcoat on any of them. Maybe he 

was dead. I walked the last five miles back to the Manor. 

Walking up to the kitchen door now, I noticed the house was 

dark inside, and in the wind and rain, it looked haunted again. 

But I had to get some work done. Besides, I was getting wet 

out here. It's amazing how brave you can be when you're 

wet and cold. Bravery's just an attempt to find a warm, 

safe spot, a return to the womb. 

I brave~ ran through the kitchen and up the two flights 

of stairs to my room. I lit a cigarette to warm myself, but 

I couldn't stand to watch it burn, and put it out. To work .. 

Dom-derri-derri-dom-derri-dom. Brave kicked cats just 

return to t;he womb. Dom-derri-derri-dom-derri-dom, dom

derri-derri.-dom-derri-dom. Savior knocks on window nobody's 

home. Dom-derri-derri-dom-derri-dom. Gleeks harrie-harrie 

frop in the glom. Dom-derri-derri-dom-derri-dom. Sing a song 

from sixty, a pocketful of lies, four and twenty years were 

baked in a pie. T~e King was in the cOtmting house, counting 

all his money·: The Queen was in the par lor, drinking gin and 

rummy. When the pie was opened, the rats began to crawl. 

They charged up to the drunken Queen and pinned her to a wall. 
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The King was busy counting, he didn't hear her scream. She'd 

never had a worse fear in her darkest dream. She saw them 

in a tunnel, held behind a cage. The rats were busy cursing 

and gnashing teeth in rage. When the bars were opened, 

they all charged in real close. Along came a black one and 

nipped of~~her-fto$e. 

It was pointless, trying to work here anymore. I had 

to admit it. I was scared here. Scared of Pete. It was 

true. Pete was dead. He had been killed, right here in this 

house, only two weeks before the Festival. Poor Pete. How 

the hell could we do that to you? In Zane Grey, the hero 

always wins. And the ones who do die buy it in a shootout 

or something, not in a misunderstanding about a four ounce 

cocaine deal. Pete was the. only one at home when they came 

over with the coke, and he didn't know anything about it. 

None of us did, except Clint. And he got home ten minutes 

too late. Pete was dead by then, sprawled out on the spool 

table with the blood from his stomach oozing out on the table 

and dripping onto the floor. So Clint ran. He never was too 

thrilled about the sight of blood. 

And I was never too thrilled about the sight of ghosts. 

Or the sound of them. And there really was a ghost in the 

Manor now. I talked to it the other night. It was friendly, 

but it still scared me, ya mow? It said it had always been 

right here, and would always stay right here, but it sure seemed 

t'o mow a lot about the outside world. It told me about the 

weather in Arizona and Washington state, and about Kansas 
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summer wheat fields, and about the long crooked backbone of 

the Appalachian mountains. It certainly was a well-traveled 

spirit, bui; we didn't talk about anything important. I 

mean, if you believe in ghosts, and I'm still not saying 

for certain that I do, then you would at least expect a 

talking ghost to talk about something important. Just 

naturally, you'd think a dead person's spirit would know 

something about the meaning of life, but this one didn't 

seem to. Maybe it was just a dumb ghost. Dumb or not, 

though, it gave me the spooks in that house. 

It waf!r beginning to get dark again. Dusk was the time 

of day that scared me the most. I had spent the whole 

afternoon in bed, drifting back and forth between conscious

ness and something interesting. But now I had to get something 

to eat, and. that meant a trip downstairs. 

Dusk was the time of the day when all the living creatures 

were supposed to be on the move. I walked over to the picture 

window in the living room while I was eating cold Ravioli~"s 

right from the can. The mother cat was huddled in the bushes 

right under the window. She noticed me watching her, and 

scampered off in the direction of the barn. All the living 

creatures on the move. I remembered in the Spring I had 

seen a doe from this window at dusk one evening, walking 

along the ~ence row at the end of the field across the road. 

But there was nothing now. Even the birds were gone now. 

It was like: an old black and white photograph out there. 

No movement;. No color. Just shadows and grays and a little 
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bit of white in the sky to provide the contrast. Pretty 

soon the stars would start salting the sky, but it wasn't 

pretty, ju.'3t soon. Nothing was pretty anymore. Not even my 

music. Everything was black and white, like a movie from 

the forties, and the only moments of bright light were just 

the long, straight lines of a car's headlights in the distance 

that sent me running off to the barn. The animals were 

gone, and :in the city to the east, the proles were gone 

also. But at least I was still on the outside looking in. 

It reminded me of a song, one that was art, that said, 

"Wordlessly watching he waits by the window and wonders--

at the emptiness inside." There was no reason to go back 

into ~hat I~ity, not even for Stella. This morning, she 

told me I was crazy and needed help. I just laughed, and 

left. How can you find help in a city that's already beyond 

help itself? Right now it was early Saturday night and the 

bars were already starting to come to life. Some life. We 

used to rule that scene, but who remembered us noW? The 

jerks and the slime were sti~l there getting drunk at Jacob's 

Ladder and a hundred other places just like it. There were 

new rock groups to be sacrificed and consumed every week, 

until all the people who wanted to make a difference had 

made their short flicker of light, only to be extinguished 

by the people they were trying to help. I wasn't crazy. 

I was a survivor. That·s more than I can say for Pete. 

Or Stella. Stella didn't survive, she just died slower 

than some of the others. She didn't like to think about 



it either, and that's the only prerequisite for going down 

the tubes and into the dirty nighttime underworld of the 

rats and the bars. So long, Stella. I love you, but I 

can't come back to rescue you. I was out, and I didn't 

.have the courage to go back in and fight it again. I 

guess I wasn't cold and wet enough to risk it. 
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The phone rang, but I didn't answer it. It was probably 

just Stella anyway, in a waning moment of consciousness. 

I walked up the stairs to the second floor and went 

into Buddy' s room. The nice, new carpet was gone. The 

furniture was gone. The television and the stereo were gone 

too. The only thing left was the life-sized poster of the 

late John Bonham in concert. The rest of the room was empty. 

I walked d~ the hall to Derik's room, but it was bare too. 

Even the books had left. I crossed the hall and went into 

Pete's room. The two sleeping bags were still unrolled on 

the floor. The overstuffed chair and the little end table 

were there also. The duffle bag was still there. His bass 

guitar lay up against it. I walked over to the chair and 

sat down. It was pretty comfortable. One of his Zane Grey 

books, The Drift Fence, was open on the table, near the end, 

face down. A half empty bottle of beer sat beside it. 

Apparently I' Pete was sitting here reading when the men with 

the coke irlterrupted him. I picked up the bottle of beer, 

and the sour, reeking smell almost made me gag. Inside the 

bottle, a growth of mold had covered the surface of the 

,beer and had started working its way up the neck of the bottle. 



-

There was 1if"e in this house af"ter all. "If" I could save 

scum in a bottle, the f"irst thing that I'd like to do, is 

to let it dee cay, till et-emi ty passes away, and make them 

drink sour brew." 

I went up to my room to work, f"or the last time. I 

knew I need.ed to leave this place tomorrow, never to come 

back. But I wanted one last night with my piano under the 

warm incuba.tor of" the light bulb. The Manor didn't need 
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me anymore. The ghost could take care of" the place. It 

could drink beer and read Zane Grey and f"eed the cats. What 

more would it have ever asked f"or? 

I lit a cigarette and started playing. I played every 

Deja Vu song that night. I played every song I had ever 

played in my lif"e, right from the beginner's scales in 

John Thompson's first grade song book to "A Song f"or the 

Evening." Tomorrow it would be just me and my guitar, 

heading who knows where. Pete was dead p and with him died 
, .' DeJa VUe After a beautiful and promising nine month gestation, 

it miscarried in the late summer heat with one short, loud 

crack. But the time for mourning was now over, if it was 

ever going to be over, and so I was leaving, to start all 

over again. But I wasn't going to form' another band. I 

wasn't up to it just yet. I just wanted to drift along 

f"or a little while. It worked for Pete, anyway. Maybe 

Dylan was right. Maybe the answers really were just blowin' 

in the wind. Or maybe Whitman was right, and the answers 
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were rolling in with the waves. All I knew was that the 

answers weren't here. 
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After I finished playing everything I knew, I spent the 

rest of the night writing one last song at my piano. I 

couldn't sleep. A good night's sleep had been nothing more 

than a dim memory for the last several months. Sleeping at 

night period was a thing of the past. The dreams were just too 

bad here. 

In the morning, I packed my clothes and my songs in 

Pete's old army duffle bag. It was spitting rain outside 

and the wind was still strong. Another black and white day. 

I put my guitar and my last two packs of strings in my 

beat-up old black guitar case. I checked my wallet and 

found a deprseeing amount of twenty-five dollars. Oh well, 

I always wanted to sing for my supper. I threw away the 

wallet pictures of Stella and the guys. And I made one last 

round through the house. I even opened the door to Clint's 

room, but there was nothing in there I wanted to look at. 

As I was walking through the kitchen on my way out, I 

heard a motrocycle pull into the driveway. 

It was Buddy. 

"Tom?" he said, as I came out the kitchen door, leaving 

it open to the wind and rain. 

"Buddy." 

He got off the cycle and walked toward me. His afro 

was soaked, making his hair hang down on his face. "Getting 

ready to go somewhere?" 



-

117 

"Yeah, I thought I might just take off for a couple days." 

"I talked to Derik last night. I called him in Oslo." 

"How is he?" 

"He' s better. He said he's re.ady to come back. He's 

flying home in two weeks." 

"Good. I'm glad he's better. What's he gonna do?" 

"He said he was gonna go back to school after Christmas." 

"And yoU?" 

"I might give it a try too. You can't be a motorcycle 

mechanic all your life." 

"I suppose not." 

"What about yOU?" 

"I don't know." 

"What about Stella?" 

"I don't know." 

"She still cares, Tom. She's concerned." 

"I don't know. Watch out for her, though, if you would. 

I'd appreciate it." 

·Sure. Where you headed, TOm?" 

"I don't know." 

"I, uhf went to see Clint last weekend. He's really 

sorry about what happened. It doesn't make it any better, 

I know, but he really is sorry." 

"He's always apologizingp but he never changes. I hope 

he rots in there." 

"He'd like to see you, if' you're up to it." 

"I don't think so. I just want to get out of' here." 
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"I understand. You don't have any idea where you're 

going'?" 

"No, not really~" 

"It's too cold to hitchhike, Tom. Take my bike." 

"No, I couldn't do that." 
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"Please. I don't need it. I don't even want it anymor~ 

Clint's never even ridden this one. Take it, and ride south. 

Otherwise you'll freeze. Take it. You can mail me a couple 

hundred for it when you get some money." 

"You sure?" 

"Posi tlve • Take it. I want you to have it." 

He helped me find some rope in the barn, and we tied the 

duffle bag and my guitar case onto the back of the bike. 

I got on it, and started it up. I still wasn't sure I 

should take Buddy t s bike !'rom him. 

"Don't worry about it man." he said. "I'll find a way 

back into town." 

"Sure?" 

"Sure. Listen, take care of yourself, Tom." he said, 

offering a handshake. His eyes were a little teary. "We're 

all thinking about you." 

"Thanks, Buddy. I'll try to. And I'll mail you some 

money for this as soon as I can." 

"Fine." 

I took off, riding west into the cold mist, and turned 

9nto the first road going south. I didn't even have Buddy's 
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address. ~J last sight of the Manor showed Buddy leaving the 

yard and walking away, down the road, and the kitchen door 

flapping in the wind. I started singing "Ridin' On Alone," 

but it soon faded into the song I wrote at my piano last 

night, "We Are The Dead", 

We can make it, we can nap 

we can read and we can rap 

in the antique room above 

the general store where we make love. 

Fat lady in the yard below 

while we watch her laundry blow 

in the Oceanic wind 

twenty diapers has she pinned. 

There is beauty in the proles. 

The .stove's gone out the water's cold. 

The chopper makes the missing rhyme_ 

in years when thinking is a crime. 

We are the dead. 

We are the dead. 

T~e pi(~ture said, 

You are the dead. 

So long ago, my memory still recalled the past. 

Back then we lived. Big Brother's mold had not been cas~ 

But now computers, radar ovens, satellites talking to the 

cosmos, dodging space shuttle shell tiles, while the 

sea is full of submarines 

and thoughts are obscene, 
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And we've got herpes, gonorrhea, STD's and diarrhea, in 

the name of Bacchanalia we've got dirty genitalia, 

Peeping Toms in every family tree 

But still we are free, 

Free tel shift our taxing bracket, screw your neighbor, 

join the racket, fight for peace in pawnish lands, 

hold their future in our hands, in the holy name 

of liberty. 

Hail democracy. 

So long ago, but noone remembers anymore. 

The pe.~lt is gone, what was the world like before, 

WE~ had robots, driveup windows, video games, computer 

bj~o, slogans ringing in our heads, somehow scream 

we are the dead, but noone questions what they do, 

perhaps it's true, 

True we've lost autonomy, had a mass lobotomy, hateful 

orgies in the street, captives croaking to the 

beat, of ignorance is strength. 

So long ago, my memory still recalled the past. 

But n~' it's gone, yesterday's child is fading :fast. 

So long ago, we used to write poems that could be read. 

Back then we lived, but now it's clear we are the dead. 


