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 This is a story like one you‘ve never heard before.  Guaranteed.  Now I know I‘m not 

famous and I‘m very rich yet I have no money.  I realize I don‘t have the ambition that it takes 

to plaster my face out there among the masses, dressing up my story for hungry wolves.  I‘m a 

nobody, nobody‘s heard of me.  But listen, this is something you‘re never going to encounter 

elsewhere, ever, and will likely not fully believe; yet it‘s all the truth, every last word, no 

embellishment or novel design cover-up here.  A love story?  Yes.  Have the names been 

changed to protect the guilty?  I‘m not saying yes and I‘m not saying no…let‘s just ride the 

fence on that one for now.  But it‘s more than a love story.  This life has been one rather bizarre 

series of otherworldly connections after another; relationships which appear to be out of my 

hands and indeed suspended from the earth plane, yes, but this particular bond is the great-

granddaddy of them all—suspending astronomical odds and the mechanics of time... 

 I met him when I was fifteen years old.  I was a couple of months into my sophomore 

year in high school, if that‘s what you could call it; attending a continuation school after 

rejecting the entire authorative and social set of the local public academic scene.  My agenda 

was a different one, which included (but not limited to) hitchhiking around, hanging out in the 

park, meeting and talking with as many ―heavies‖ as possible (the weirder the better, it seemed), 

getting high and drinking whiskey with the big boys.  Let it be known from the beginning here 

that I was fifteen going on thirty five.  By that time the really troubled years, however brief, had 

passed and I had somewhat mellowed out.  I was born an old soul and always related to older 

folks, always, and, by then, having sex with older guys too. 

 So I was fifteen when we first met, and that was over thirty five years ago in my Bay 

Area hometown.  I was standing on the porch of a friend‘s house, a guy in his twenties, with 

him and his girlfriend.  This guy was waiting for an old buddy from fire camp.  They had been 

conscientious objectors during the Vietnam War and wound up in Northern California working 

for the Department of Forestry; a program of fighting fires in lieu of prison for those who 
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refused to learn to kill and then go and fight what they felt was a senseless war.  The friend 

there in my hometown seemed to be a ―central headquarters‖ of sorts for a bunch of the old fire 

camp gang, and he got in touch with them from all over the country, got them to come, hang out 

in the ―outside world‖, party, reminisce, etcetera, etcetera.  I had already met quite a few of 

them and had partied hardy myself.  Well this one particular fellow he was waiting for that late 

afternoon was about five years older than the rest of them.  He was arriving only locally from 

Sonoma County, but had more life experience than these guys in their early twenties, and at the 

ripe old age of twenty eight was quite the worldly old dude.  And, according to my friend there, 

he had hung not only the moon, but the stars and several other planets as well.  To say that he 

described him as a unique, self-propelled character would be an understatement of gross 

proportions.  It was ―Eddie King this‖ and ―Eddie King that‖…Eddie King was like no one 

you‘ve ever met, Eddie King was an off-the-wall crazy guy, Eddie King played by his own rules 

and took no shit from anyone.  He could apparently do no wrong, and this guy was so excited 

and happy that he was coming, amped up and excited, he was so sure that I was going to love 

him love him love him…  

 Well I was wide open to everything and easily picked up on that wave of fiery 

enthusiasm to the point of you‘d think I was getting ready to meet a rock star.  We were the 

three of us standing on the porch (the friend, his girl and I) waiting for the grand arrival, and by 

the time he pulled up it was already like a party.  And I‘ll never forget that moment he did pull 

up:  he was driving a funky old white 1960 Chevy wagon (the year I was born) and he swooped 

up to the curb from the wrong side of the lane in a haul-ass manner like a man on a mission.  

His radio was blasting country music.  He had on a black cowboy hat and a cigarette was 

dangling from his lips.  ―Yay Eddie King!‖ I hollered in an outburst of pure, unreserved, 

unadulterated joy, like a one-girl cheering squad.  For a split second he looked over my way 

with a surprised, guarded ―who goes there and how do they know my name‖ look on his face, 

which instantly turned to a softened and totally pleased glance, not unsatisfied at all with what 

he saw. 

 And by the time he got out of the car and started up the walkway his eyes were 

completely fixed on me, while saying, ―Well hi there, who do we have here?!?‖  He was short—

just a few inches taller than me—and slender, with cowboy boots, dark brown almost black hair 

combed back a little over the neck.  Brown eyes behind those thick-framed ―Buddy Holly‖ or 
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―Roy Orbison‖ type of glasses.  He had a moustache and ―chops‖ which came down to meet 

that moustache in a classical seventies image of hipster—and which came to be his own classic 

look throughout the years and many changing styles. 

 By the time we were formally introduced it was like we had already been acquainted.  I 

had on a leotard and a long wrap-around skirt of striped pinks and oranges, ―cost-plus‖ type of 

brushed cotton material.  I was fully developed, can proudly and without shame say I had the 

finest tits ever (my ass wasn‘t so bad either, as I came to find out that he was definitely always 

an ass man—I‘ve later been told by another that I have an ass that makes and breaks empires) 

and I‘d been passing for over twenty for quite some time.  My hair was very long and straight, 

down my back and all over the place (dark like his), parted down the middle and ―blowing in 

the wind‖ freestyle.  Our personalities simply clicked from the very first moment, just clicked 

into place from day one like tongue ‗n‘ groove.  After all the introductions were made, we 

worked our way up to the attic room, which was Jimmy‘s room—Jimmy his name was, the 

friend, that is—where we proceeded to have a great old time, good old- fashioned fun. 

 Jimmy‘s girl was never too happy with my presence (which I of course, looking back on, 

understand) and was exceptionally not so much that night since I was stealing—though not 

really purposely—near all the attention from this new Eddie dude.  So she went home early and 

then it was just the three of us and we were drinking peach brandy, smoking ciggies, playing 

and singing and laughing, and it is one of the most joyful, light-hearted memories I have.  Eddie 

had his old Gibson guitar and Jimmy had his pedal steel set up and we were listening to songs 

on the record player by people like the Eagles, Emmylou Harris, Graham Parsons and the Flying 

Burrito Brothers.  The guys were playing songs on their strings and I was singing along, trying 

to harmonize and find the keys.  I had not yet discovered that deep spot below the diaphragm, 

the cauldron of emotion and agony and life-breath that you are supposed to push up from when 

singing a song.  Although I loved to sing, it kept getting stuck in my throat, and the guys kept 

saying, ―from down here‖, thumping down on the gut, and I was squeaking along, happy to be 

included anyway, and practicing while they were fooling around with their instruments.  I think 

it was a Janis Joplin tune which I had chosen a riff from (as she was always my all time 

favorite) when I finally got it right, and I belted out a note that I swear to this day felt like Janis 

pouring out of me.  It made both of them look over in astonishment and totally put down what 
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they were doing at that moment, with wide eyes and mouths open, saying, ―whoooa‖.  By God, 

I think she‘s got it. 

 Eddie had a deep voice, especially when singing; a good, smooth unique voice, but if I 

were to describe it in terms of comparison, I‘d have to say it was close to a cross between Merle 

Haggard and David Allen Coe.  And his personality was everything Jimmy had built it up to be, 

everything and more.  He was fun-loving, uninhibited and crazy.  A high strung persona with a 

semi-sharp tongue, but pouring out with affection and positive, live-and-let-live energy.  We 

continued having a good old time, he put his hat on me and it looked so natural that I wound up 

strutting around in his boots too (having the same sized foot) and I‘m going on all silly, ―Well 

look at me, I‘m a cowboy!‖  They decided that I needed a pair of jeans because my long skirt 

didn‘t fit the motif, so Jimmy gave me a pair (while later reminiscing of this night, when I tried 

to get him to recall the little ―fashion show‖, Eddie said, ―well I think I remember the hat and 

boots, but if you had my pants on, then what was I wearing?!?‖) 

 We were sitting side by side on Jimmy‘s single bed, which was set long-side against the 

wall.  We were all getting buzzed on the bottle, but the more loaded Eddie became, the smaller 

the whites of his eyes; the shades on his ―windows‖ were gradually closing.  I‘m not sure if it 

came up that night just how old I was, but by the time age was a conscious fact it didn‘t matter 

in the least:  we were our minds already melded, so very fond of one another to say the least 

(although sex didn‘t come ‗til much later—the best sex I‘ve ever had, before or since, I might 

add) and we were becoming fast friends.  He was a wild one, that Eddie King, and the heavier 

his lids, the more he would try to cop a feel; to steal a little kiss or put his hand in the fold of my 

wrap-around (before I transformed to blue jean totin‘ cowboy, presumably).  It was all playful 

and light and each time, I pushed his hand away, giggling, both of us grinning wide.  By the 

time his eyes were practically closed, he was leaning way back against the wall and saying, 

―Lay back with me baby‖, which I wouldn‘t, even though I liked him a lot, a liking which was 

fast turning to love—the unconditional, undying kind—but that night I wasn‘t going to be 

laying back with nobody.  And certainly not with this horny, little crazy manly man.  I was a 

wild one too, especially for my age, having already experienced at that point what many adults 

never ever do.  But the streak of my old ―good girl‖ modesty would occasionally work its way 

to the surface, and it seemed to be doing so that night with him.  We, sometime later, figured out 
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I must have been his little sister in one of our past lives together.  Maybe that had something to 

do with it. 

 Anyhow, I think I forgot to mention his sense of humor:  he was funny and fun-loving 

and always had the ability to let shit roll right on over his shoulder (the weight he carried there 

was already long before maxed to capacity) and, most importantly, to laugh at himself.  He was 

always really good at that.  And that smile…with what I coined long ago as ―Eddie King teeth‖, 

a certain toothy feature which I have recognized throughout the years in other people; bigger-

than-life images on TV as well as people I‘ve known.  It was as distinguished to his look—that 

smile—as his sideburn chops or Buddy Holly specs.  With teeth slightly slanted inward, a slight 

gap between the two front (one of them chipped a little on the inside corner) and ―widow‘s 

peak‖ gums.  When he smiled and those lips curled up toward his gums, it was a picture as 

much his own as his very heart and soul:  that feisty spirit and shit-eatin‘ grin… 

 So the later it got that night, the more of a blur it came to be.  But I remember Jimmy 

giving me a ride home in his old Chevy pick-up (it‘s no wonder I became a ―Chevy girl‖—all 

these cool old Chevrolets).  And by the time I left my new best friend he was no eyeballs and all 

Eddie King teeth! 

 Getting into trouble at home in those days was as common to me as going to the store or 

getting out of bed.  I don‘t know how I slipped by my parents that night with alcohol and 

tobacco on my breath, but I don‘t remember any heavy repercussions for that one, so I must 

have slid through without much incident.  I did, however, still have on the blue jeans, and when 

I went back a day or two later to return them and to get my skirt, the story I got from Jimmy was 

that his Grandma (I forgot to mention that it was his Grandma‘s house—this grand old rambling 

three-story place—where Jimmy lived in the attic) had found the skirt first, and purposely saved 

it so that she could personally give it to him and he would know that she was savvy to whatever 

horrible shenanigans was going on there.  The story was that when she handed it to him, she 

held it out at arm‘s length with the very tips of two fingers, like it were a leper‘s rag or 

something.  He was cracking up with laughter when he told me this, and never in a zillion light 

years could she be convinced that there was nothing ―dirty‖ going on that night, really, we were 

just playing like kids….There was no special place in Grandma‘s heart for Eddie and me, and 

when we both landed in her world, we were equally, in her Victorian eyes, atrocious and 

disgraceful; one big thorn in her side.  It would have been a somewhat difficult pill for anyone 
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to swallow, actually (and probably was):  this untamed older guy and free-wheelin‘ young chick 

running around together; running wild, pushing limits and breaking molds.  But from then on 

we were already something of an item, two down and real, sort of clumsy hipster souls, outcasts 

in our own way, joining in arms, so to speak.  There was a unique likeness, a comfortable 

element which was simply undeniable.  We could somehow see eye to eye, it was an easy, 

natural thing.  And timeless. 

 I don‘t remember exactly how it was we got together again after that first night, but it 

was only a few days later at most.   And the story I got about that was, when some of Jimmy‘s 

buddies (local, as well as the fire camp alumni) found out that Eddie really liked me and 

considered me an actual human being to actually take seriously, and when they found out the 

extent of his affections, they were all, like, ―You don‘t want to get mixed up with that, man, 

she‘s only fifteen, man, she‘s going to be trouble‖ (ahhh…envy mixed with hypocrisy, an 

interesting cocktail).  To which the tone of Eddie‘s response was always the same:  

―Yeah?....where is she?!?‖, or, ―Yeah, okay….how do I find her?!?‖ 

 And so get back in touch we somehow did, and I likely went around looking for him, 

and even likelier it was at the park where we met again, as that was a central gathering spot for 

everyone at the time, and was right across the street from Jimmy‘s Grandma‘s house. 

 I vaguely remember seeing him at the house again, but my next vivid memory of just the 

two of us was sitting on a bench in Central Park, really digging each other‘s company, talking, 

sharing quick little kisses, him copping a feel here and there.  He was smiling that famously 

Eddie King smile, putting his arm around my shoulder while telling me what a cool chick I was, 

so ahead of my time, and that he really dug me, was glad that we met…a pleasant albeit unusual 

surprise.  There was a square-looking older man some distance away glancing over at us with 

wary, disapproving eyes.  Eddie, in the midst of a passionate verbal outpouring, a genuine 

expression of admiration, saying how much he thought of me, how glad he was to know me, 

what a doll I was, etcetera, etcetera, broke into, ―Look  at that old guy over there, I know what 

he‘s thinking, ‗he‘s probably old enough to be her father‘, but let him look, let him look, look 

all you want, I don‘t care, I don‘t care one bit what anyone thinks.‖  I of course felt the same 

way, and we both fully understood the stigma and the risks of such an unlikely bond which was 

growing stronger by the heartbeat, yet it didn‘t matter.  He had been involved with young chicks 

before, yeah, sure, but when he was younger, and probably never one as youthful as me. 
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(Although, as I have come to learn, all heterosexual men look at and maybe fantasize about 

fresh, young teen-aged women—they are probably lying if they say they don‘t).  And though I 

had been fleetingly involved with guys close to his age and even older, no one ever made me 

feel so special and at ease:  this was something new and different from just some naughty fling 

or some horny man trying to take advantage of a young girl‘s impressionability or insecurities 

(and, believe me, even at that age, I knew the difference). 

 He kept trying to get me to kiss him, there on the bench, I mean give him a real good 

kiss, and for some reason I kept shunning it, even though I cared for him a lot and was playing a 

lot of grab-ass too.  I felt so familiar with him, and in a way self-conscious.  And he was a 

departure from what I had been used to, in every fashion.  I wanted to be his friend first, it felt 

like it should bloom out that way; like I sensed the inevitable on some precognitive level, and 

wanted to prolong it.  And he wasn‘t in a great big hurry either, but he wanted that kiss!  Well I 

got up to go pee, and when I came back from the bathroom, the previously buttoned up collar of 

his shirt was undone a couple of notches, revealing a perfectly hairy chest and unleashing all 

that masculinity, all that animal energy which laid behind his short, whippy and kinda funny 

style.  I kissed him with abandon right then and there, to his delighted surprise and, though there 

was no sex between us for a long time after, that day in the park on that particular bench was 

when the erotically passionate level of our relationship began, at least for me. 

 He hung around my hometown for a month or two—on the San Francisco Peninsula—

catching up with the old fire camp buddies, hanging out with new acquaintances and, of course, 

me.  Some of the best times I remember are during that period:  clear, sober and calm, really 

getting to know one another, not always drinking and carrying on in a rowdy way, but quietly 

spending time, driving around, going out for coffee or whatever.  He took me to eat at one of 

my favorite old places, the Farmer‘s Market Cafeteria at Hillsdale, the original ―food court‖ in 

the very first outdoor shopping mall.  We hung out in the park or in Jimmy‘s attic room, playing 

guitar and singing (it seems wherever he went, that Gibson went).  We talked and joked and he 

made me feel like no one ever had:  that it was so completely okay to be myself.  Even more so, 

he made me feel worthy, which was a rare and beautiful thing for someone with such low self-

esteem and experiencing a perpetual identity crisis (and, with all of my past-life karmic build-

up, secretly horrified at what I did see through self-reflection).    
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 There we were, two renegades in our own right, running around like reckless children, 

yet like two aged souls perfectly aware of being one kindred spirit, personalities of a kind.  We 

both, by our own lots in life, had been humbled early on, both not of any specific set or click, 

but pretty damn cool in our awkward uniqueness. 

 One time I scraped my leg bad on a busted spring in his old beat up Chevy seat.  We had 

some cold cans of beer there and I impulsively put one against the scrape, then pulled it away as 

though, on second thought, I figured I might be doing it harm—doing the wrong thing.  He said, 

―No, no, you were right, put the cold on it, that‘s good for it. 

 ―Trust your original instinct‖….He was always reinforcing me like that, making me feel 

like I was smarter and more hip than I ever gave myself credit for. 

 I think that was the same night I talked him into letting me try to drive his car (I say 

―try‖, as I never did get it into drive mode).  He kept telling me what a hard shifter it was and I 

convinced him I could do it.  I had, after all, driven my very first vehicle the summer before up 

in Idaho:  an ancient Dodge truck with four on the floor.  What I failed to mention was that this 

was on a wildlife refuge with endless miles of abandoned dirt roads and infinite room for 

mistakes (of which I made many).  So against his better judgment, he let me give it a try, on a 

side street near the old Hillsdale Mall.  As it turns out, I never even got it in first gear:  

VVRRMMM CLUNK, VVRRMMM CLUNK, VVRRMMM CLUNK…after about five or six 

times of dropping the clutch and killing the engine, he was, like, ―AAWWRIGHT, move over, 

outta the driver‘s seat!!!‖...I gave him the first taste of nervous wreck from this source, which 

probably contributes to the reason why, a few years later, when I decided to go for my driver‘s 

test—fully intending him to teach me to drive once I got my permit—he insisted on (and went 

out and found me) an automatic!       

 Well he eventually went back to what he considered to be his hometown—Santa Rosa—

where he moved to as barely a teenager himself, attended high school, came of age, etcetera, 

and we drifted apart, though he was in and out of my town for the rest of that year and on into 

the following spring.  He had been just a couple of months fresh out of fire camp when he first 

showed up on that old front porch, and so wanted to go back up to his old haunts and run around 

with his hometown friends and acquaintances.  I was off doing this and that with whomever, 

and picking up odd jobs from my parents and other people anywhere I could:  babysitting, 

housecleaning, painting, gardening, anything to make a buck, as I was trying to save some 
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money.  And by May of that year I had about seven hundred and fifty dollars put away.  It was 

the ―Bicentennial‖ year, as well as my own personal year of  freedom; it was the season that I 

officially (by my own design) spring-boarded out of there, secretly planning a ―new life‖ all 

along, while telling my mom and dad that I wanted to go camping for the summer.  I instead 

hitchhiked as far as a town in Wyoming called Green River (that part wasn‘t planned, though a 

very fitting name), and then in the middle of the most incredible early summer storm, bought a 

train ticket further east, to Canton, Ohio.  Don‘t ask, I had my reasons…I stayed for the summer 

on an old abandoned farm outside of a township called New Franklin, a truly beautiful area and 

an awesome place:  old world, haunted and magical amidst a vibrant green countryside.  But the 

situation itself proved disastrous, and by September I was hitchhiking, after a jaunt to New York 

and Maine, back out west and spent the rest of the year running around the country, riding 

mostly with truckers, in and out of the Bay Area, with an occasional Amtrak ticket adventure in 

between.  I‘d had my first taste of emancipation, so to speak, from the confines of parental 

authority (although I eventually went back to them, if only temporarily).  And so I was seeing 

and experiencing as much as I could and putting as many miles underneath; I‘d get to one place 

only to want to depart for another.  I was running around aimlessly, likely from myself.   

 My folks were good parents, and instilled morals and ethics into me somewhere, but still 

could not deny the unusual character I always was and the freakishly matured person I was 

turning out to be.  I‘m sure my mother would have liked to be able to control me longer, as 

moms do, and my father, I‘m sure, would have liked it if he had a child norm to the ways of 

society; but by that time they were well aware I was dead–set determined to do what I wanted 

and to come and go as I pleased, and that I was at least somewhat capable of taking care of 

myself.  So they could either condemn me from their world (which they never would ‗cause 

they‘re not that kind of people), or accept me, the way I was, as family. 

 During that period is when I got back in touch with Eddie; in fact, I believe he was the 

first one I looked for on arriving back in California.  He had sometime previously—probably 

the last time I saw him—given me a phone number, a message number where he could always 

be reached.  It was a friend of his named Angelina…‖and she is a little angel‖, he had said.  It 

just took him a long time to figure out what kind. 

 Well she lived in what was then a small town between Santa Rosa and Petaluma, called 

Cotati.  I called her up and left a number where I could be reached.  She apparently had no 
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writing apparatus handy near the phone, because when Eddie received the message, my name 

and number was written in pink crayon.  He was so happy to hear from me after all that time, 

thinking that he maybe wouldn‘t ever, and was just tickled crazy that my info was given to him 

in pink Crayola markings, no less!...He mused over that for quite some time, like it was 

definitely a good sign for a guy who had a sparkle in his eye for the subject at hand! 

 When we did get together that fall season, about a year after our first having met, it was 

the premier time we did so on his home turf, in Santa Rosa.  He picked me up in his wagon, 

downtown at the Old Courthouse Square.  I would have taken a bus line out of San Francisco, if 

it wasn‘t one of the days that I dropped in hitchhiking from another direction:  the old 

courthouse connection pick-up came to be somewhat of a tradition for us.  And it also has 

grown to be some of my fondest memories, of which I am indescribably sentimental.  

Downtown Santa Rosa back then, though a burgeoning place, was still time-honored and 

original.  Good parts of it, however, were empty lots, as they were in the beginning plans of 

razing the heart of town and building huge, characterless malls; anesticizing it and killing its 

old-fashioned roots.  But at that time it was still a few years away from the tasteless 

developments, and vintage businesses still lined the streets in rustic corridors.  One of those was 

a Chinese food place in a bar, called the Cinnabar.  The dining room was in the back, through 

saloon-style swinging doors, and you could go in, order your food, then shoot pool in the bar 

area while waiting for it.  It was one of the places that served me liquor (always pretty much a 

fifty-fifty chance anywhere) and we would drink cheap red wine out of water glasses and shoot 

pool and eat good, inexpensive hot plates of chow mein, eggrolls and fried rice.  Good 

memories…but I‘m getting ahead of myself… 

 It was my first taste of Eddie‘s hometown, and probably also my first time in Santa Rosa 

besides just passing through, or stopovers on childhood trips to the Russian River.  He was 

renting a room from the aunt of one of his friends; an older lady who built her own house 

single-handedly from the ground up yet was still behind-the-times when it came to extra-marital 

relations.  She never would have sanctioned me hanging out there with him, and we flat out 

wanted to get it on.  We were more than ready, it was simply the unspoken spoken.  We were 

both so high to see one another again—he said he never waited a year for anyone—and we both 

knew it was time for some serious fun; perhaps unaware of the passions which would be 

released from that day on, although there were already some very strong affections involved. 
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 So he took me over to meet Angelina, and we had been partying there for awhile when 

he asked her if we could spend the night, if we could use her bed, be a pal, we really wanted 

each other and needed a place, etcetera, etcetera.  Well she said sure, no problem:  we were all 

three of us pretty drunk and Eddie and I got naked and proceeded to go at it, only to realize that 

Angelina had stripped down naked too and was sitting on the bed watching us.  She didn‘t say a 

word and made no advances, but just sat there, like she was waiting her turn or something.  Well 

neither Eddie nor I knew exactly how to take that, like, was it supposed to be a 

threesome?..Nothing was spoken about that—wasn‘t in the ―fine print‖ of the agreement—so 

we just kept on going at it.  But between being loaded and having one eye over our shoulder at 

the bare-assed spectator, our first time at making love was not a hugely memorable one and 

rather a blur. (It was the second time, ahh…the second time which I‘ll never forget, but we‘ll 

get to that).  We reflected quite a bit on that night through the years, and came to the conclusion 

that she wanted it too (duh!) and for it to possibly be a threesome, but expected Eddie to make 

the move.  Well he always thought that she was real sweet (a hot little green-eyed blond), but he 

had waited a long time to get me ―alone‖ like that and, even though a ménage-a-troi with two 

hot chicks is just about every guy‘s fantasy, what message would that be sending me if he just 

turned around and did her right after?..He cared for me and wanted me to realize that, and so of 

course he made no advances on her.  It was as though she expected us to read her mind (her 

body language said nothing, other than the fact that she was totally nude) because she was 

maybe too reserved or hung up to express her desires; perhaps thinking that she would, if not be 

the main attraction, then at least get her share.  The two of them had been friends for a long 

time, and had flirted around in the past with the idea of making it. But not getting hers that night 

must have been the source of a deep-seated rejection which surely explains why, though we had 

our moments, she, in years to come, made a second and third career out of attempting to ruin my 

life. 

 But back then, in those early days of Santa Rosa, things were still light, still pretty easy 

going and all about having a good time.  I had been on my own for about six months, and had 

come off the road of my first taste of the ―real world‖ ready to rock n roll, yet somewhat 

disillusioned and a little sad about the way things had turned out during my first attempt of adult 

living in a personal environment which was way too conventional and limiting for a free spirit 

like me.  I couldn‘t wait to see my empathetic, beloved, like-minded friend, and was ready to 
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show him all I had learned, so far, about life.  He was wide open and comforting in his down-to-

earth, savagely kind way.  He taught me quite a bit and, as it turned out, I taught him a few 

things myself.  We joined in arms again as our relationship sprang to a new level. 

 Angelina was the first of his Sonoma County friends that I met as he took me around and 

introduced me to people, showing me the area and showing me off.  She had the hots for this 

guy named Erin, a tall, slender strawberry blond-headed guy with a big red moustache and an 

unconcerned, ―let‘s keep it light‖ type of attitude.  He was an old school friend of Eddie‘s; the 

little brother of a guy named Tommy who was in his class and was basically the first friend he 

made when moving to the area as a thirteen year old kid.  Erin lived at a place that Eddie had 

been hanging around for quite some time.  This was a spot on North Wright Road on the 

southwestern edge of Santa Rosa; a semi-rural neighborhood, surrounded by what was then 

horse ranches, small farms and early remnants of the Santa Rosa plain, the very outskirts of the 

old Roseland District. The place was actually five residences situated around a dirt horseshoe-

shaped driveway:  a house on each of four corners and one in the middle of the horseshoe.  The 

houses were small, old and funky, run down:  cute and old-fashioned but heavily neglected.  

And when Eddie brought me over there to meet Erin and whatever other friends were hanging 

around, it was my very first taste of the dreaded, infamous Malfunktion Junktion.  I swear, 

that‘s what it was called, spelling and all.  Erin, being a sign painter by trade, had concocted up 

a cute little street sign with those two home-made words in fancy, curly-cue gothic style letters 

and hung it on a post on the edge of the driveway outside of his house, which was the second 

one on the right-hand bend. 

 The little sub-community supposedly got its name by playing host to every broken down 

vehicle to roll down that road.  If one didn‘t know better, one would think that the actual 

grounds possessed some sort of heavily inverted magnetic energy or something…because at 

certain points in time any contraption which entered that driveway indeed broke down there.  

And so the common front yard area was constantly decorated with an ever-changing variety of 

heaps.  But of course it wasn‘t all about mechanical shenanigans.  Transients, drug fiends, 

bikers, truck drivers, musicians, artists, burned out old hippies, beatniks, ex-cons, drunks, 

runaways, hookers, certified crazies and self-made gurus:  they all, at one time or another, 

through some means, some avenue or another found their way into that little specimen of a 

neighborhood if they found themselves passing through Santa Rosa at all. 
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 So besides a couple of steadies there, life and movement and residents always fluxed and 

changed at what always became referred to as ―the Junktion‖.  On my first introduction to the 

place, there was Erin in his house, and a hillbilly musician with his girlfriend and a horny 

bachelor in the duplexes on the other side.  There was also a little old lady named Cecelia, who 

everybody called ―Cec‖.  She was a real down-to-earth lady, a good old girl and a kind soul; an 

old cowgirl from the East Bay—the Hayward, San Leandro areas about a hundred years ago 

when it was still wide open.  She lived in her little house with no foundation, setting right on the 

ground, with about a zillion dogs.  She kept dog pens in the back room and the dogs did 

whatever they pleased in and out of the rest of the house as well; pissing and crapping all over 

the floor and she, many times apparently, just throwing down newspaper to cover it up.  

Looking back it seems odd (even there) that no one really lifted a hand to help her clean the 

messes, but I guess it didn‘t matter because she really didn‘t seem to care, and had obviously 

been living like that for a long time.  She was a country girl from way back, and had probably 

existed up to her knees in horse dung and other varieties.  At any rate, she was a tough, hip and 

beloved elder soul.  It was from her that Eddie had bought the old Chevy wagon he was driving 

around, and said that he had to leave the windows down for about six months before he could 

bear the stinky dog smell! 

 In the other two houses were some of the meanest, most barbed-soul bikers I‘ve ever 

encountered, even throughout the many years later in my life, the many intervals that I‘ve had 

business and other associations with scooter people, including long-term friendships and live-in 

relations.  I rode a ‘69 Sportster myself when in my late twenties and early thirties, and screwed 

around for awhile with various bike club members, mostly Hell‘s Angels.  I‘ve ridden with all 

sorts of characters; on the ―bitch‖ seat as well as side by side, and never in my life was I forced 

to deal with anyone as heavily skagged and flat out scary as those ones at the Junktion.  They 

weren‘t friends of Eddie‘s or anybody he knew, they were just there.  Of these, there was a 

couple with a little girl in the house across the top from Erin‘s; and in the center house, a single 

chick, the couple‘s friend, one of the creepiest, fly-by-night, hard-assed broads you‘d ever want 

to meet.  This one was in her mid twenties and was a dancer at a cheap strip joint on the south 

edge of town, off of Santa Rosa Ave.  But that was a redeeming quality compared to her general 

character, the energy she exuded:  it was poisonous, toxic.  She was a low class, cut-rate voodoo 
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queen.  She truly, as I later discovered, thought of herself as some sort of dark shamanistic 

force.  She was rude, nasty and unpredictable.  And she scared the shit out of me. 

 So you get the picture, basically, of the scene there on my very first enter-stage-left to 

the place.  We went over and visited Cec, and then went to Erin‘s where I met all sorts of 

Eddie‘s old buddies and Santa Rosa party animal acquaintances; there were always people in 

and out, all kinds of going-ons in various parts of the driveway as well.  The details, other than 

the people, of that first day at the Junktion are understandably blurry, but do I ever remember 

my first night there.  Erin had a big waterbed mattress on the ground in his back yard, which 

was actually a side yard.  You had to go out the front door and through the garage area to get to 

it, and the yard was a strip of open space which stretched down alongside the driveway to Cec‘s 

place.  But the part of it where the waterbed laid was sort of enclosed by Erin‘s house and the 

foliage that bordered the opposite fence.  So Eddie asked him if we could crash there that night:  

we were drunk, and also wanted to have sex again, wanted it in the ―worst‖ way.  We had only 

done it once, at that point, on Angelina‘s bed, which was quite distracting, to say the least.  So 

after getting the ―okay‖, there on that unheated, unpadded waterbed in the late autumn season, 

well, how can I put this eloquently, well, I can‘t, so…I was fucked better and more passionately 

than I ever had been, before or since.  We fucked like desperate bandits in the night, like savage 

bunnies.  It was the first time that we were truly alone together, and it was good.  I‘ll never 

forget the look on Eddie‘s face while he had my legs slung up over his shoulders, hovering over 

me and giving it to me hard, hot and without reserve while saying over and over, ―sweet pussy, 

that‘s sweet pussy‖…this was after going  down on me like I was the last ice cream cone on 

earth.  He flat wore my young self out, and when I fell asleep, turning over and laying on my 

side, I was soon to be awoken while in the process of being fucked from behind.  This happened 

again and again, literally all night:  we‘d have universe-shattering sex, pass out, wake up 

fucking…I must have become conscious with his rock hard cock between my thighs five or six 

times that night, only to be flipped over and done doggy style yet again.  That guy was a fucking 

machine…but it was more than that…it was all so good because of such an intense caring, a 

growing fondness there along with the perfectly righteous sex.  And I swear I could barely walk 

for two days after.  Never before or since. 

 Well by the time this took place we both, in our own way, knew that ours was more than 

a passing friendly fling; it was definitely going someplace, but who knew where?  We were two 
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independent souls, both with so many wild grains to sow:  he fresh out of fire camp, a fresh 

young buck full of piss and vinegar, always with a rock-hard-on (as I came to find out) and a 

hell-won‘t-have-it attitude, and me…restless, even younger, wild-spirited and unsettled in my 

heart.  Neither one of us ever put conventional shackles on the other.  But there was an 

undeniable, mutual affection, and it was growing stronger by the day. 

 Still, he went on with his life, and I with mine.  He was running around Sonoma County, 

working about four or five different trades—he had an impressively wide range of know-how 

talent which included mechanic and electrical work, carpentry and painting—and I was running 

around the countryside still, hitchhiking here and there, looking for subcultures within the most 

unlikely places; whatever it took to quell a stinging, leering self-awareness.  I was not really 

settled in any one spot, was in and out of my parent‘s house as well as the places of family 

friends and friends I had known from the park (that hometown citadel of karmic connections), 

and so it was on Eddie‘s turf, during that initial period of reconnecting, where we got together, 

hooked up and plugged in…I would drop in, either by bus or by thumbing it off of one highway 

ramp or another, and he would pick me up at our meeting spot downtown, to carry me off over 

the old Santa Rosa tundra to yet another erotic adventure. 

 There were a couple of times that his ―landlady‖ was out of town, and I was able to stay 

with him where he resided.  The first of these is what I remember as our third time together 

sexually; this time not only alone, but within the four enclosed walls of his bedroom, and it was 

so ―grown up‖ and exotic, being in the man‘s private, masculine quarters, it was sexy and 

magical.  He had this bottle of rose scented lotion which, mixed with the cigar and cigarette 

smoke and the presence of his extremely male aura and physique, turned me on something 

fierce.  I thought, from then on, that rose lotion was something used by really hip people—men 

assured and confident enough of their man-ness to have such a sweet smelling lotion, a truly 

aphrodisiacal potion.  It just did something to me.  I‘ve since come to realize it was no mistake, 

and not surprising either that the little bottle of rose-fragranced mojo sat there on his dresser top, 

because symbols, energies and substances have a way of manifesting their way into everyday 

life; the rose has always been an indicator—or reminder—of our sacred connection and many 

incarnations together.  This of course ties in with our very special time shared—then, and to 

come—in Santa Rosa (his ―home‖) or Saint Rose, which, unbeknownst to me back then, was 



19 
 

the site and grounds for some primal, raging life forces shared in ancient times, in the form of 

our native Indian selves. 

 But in those early modern days, the days of this life, I had only clues, faint glimpses of 

pieces of the puzzle of our souls‘ odyssey; interpreted as some extremely sanctified, deep and 

raw phantom emotions radiating from the territory and from the wellspring of my heart—

making it yearn and glow at once.  I knew there to be something special going on, something 

mystical and familiar, but my perceptions of just what it was were fragmented at best. 

 So, back to the four private walls:  we stayed naked and in bed together for two whole 

days and nights.  We took our sexual bond further, did all sorts of sweet things to each other, 

and what an exciting treat it was.  I believe during that beautiful encounter was when I gave him 

the first taste of the best blow job he ever knew; took it all the way and finished him off deep in 

my throat, which shocked and pleasantly surprised him.  No one had ever done it like that for 

Eddie (although they all wanted him to go down on them—a horrible injustice indeed!) and it 

was something which would only naturally strengthen the love and affection of any red-blooded 

male!  During those heavenly days, we had unbridled sex, rubbed each other all over with the 

rose body lotion, talked, laughed, joked, drank, smoked, listened to the radio and stopped 

occasionally to eat.  No TV, no distractions, only one another.  The only time we got up was to 

get more beer or food or to, of course, use the bathroom.  I remember on first arriving there and 

being briefly shown around, both of us heading for his room and anxious to strip down naked.  

Our bodies always fit together so well, like lock and key.  I was taking off all of my clothes, and 

I left on only a long beaded necklace I had strung, no two beads alike.  I thought it looked real 

hip and cool against my naked skin, but he made me take it off…‖No, no, that‘s got to go‖, he 

said, ―it‘s a real nice necklace, but I want nothing between your sweet, naked body and mine!‖ 

 So, as I said, that was the third time I remember making love to him, or having a love-

making session, to better describe it, and during that period was when our bond was really 

cemented, at least on a certain level.  And from then on, realizing how good we were together 

with this fantastic, over-the-top chemistry and mutual concern for one another, it was just one 

enchanted blur of wild, passionate, loving sex anywhere and everywhere we could:  outside, 

indoors, on the floor, in backyards, on friend‘s couches or beds, in campers, in the car…we just 

couldn‘t get enough of each other in the weeks and months—and years—to come. 
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 One night, not long after that third time together, something rather bizarre happened, at 

least to me, in my sleeping state.  We were crashing out on Erin‘s couch, had just finished 

―ravaging‖ one another, and lay dozing.  I was gazing out the window at this wide open field 

that bordered the back of the Junktion there, just staring off into the distance.  I was ―half in and 

half out‖, my attention fixed upon faraway red radio tower lights, which were blinking off and 

on and appeared to be floating.  There has always been something mesmerizing and mystical 

about those kinds of radio transmission emanations, like they harbor some sort of etheric 

energy; invisible remnants of times which are no more.  Well I was totally pulled into their 

trance-inducing element that night, and the only way I can describe what occurred is that I 

pulled Eddie into it too; while he lay sleeping I took his essence with me and drifted in a 

magical condition across that alluring nocturnal sky.  When I fell all the way into sleep, I had 

the most horrifying vision that Eddie was someone—or something—else:  his eyes were blazing 

red, I‘ll never forget those eyes, red like the distant lights, but glaring, on fire, alive.  He was 

after me, out to get me and do unspoken harm to my entire being.  I was terrified.  We were in 

the setting of my parent‘s house, and he was chasing me.  He chased me down the hallway in a 

tumbling, gliding motion, and I escaped into the bathroom and slammed the door shut.  He 

proceeded to try and come in after me, and I went to lock the door, by pushing a little button 

below the old brass doorknob.  I put my finger on it, pushing it in like my life and soul 

depended on it, and right at that moment I awoke, laying with my back to him and my finger 

(against an invisible button) in the air.  Well I must have woken up with a start, because Eddie 

was awake too, wanting to know what was wrong.  I told him about the dream and he comforted 

me, assuring me that he was not some evil force out to hurt me; half-chuckling in a light-

hearted, soothing way.  Still, from then on, I couldn‘t help but feel somehow that pulling him 

into my private psychic world that night was ultimately doing him—and us—harm.    

 Another time, at the house where he rented his room, another disturbing occurrence 

transpired, but this one on the physical plane, in the waking state; a flip-side to all the wonderful 

sensations we had been experiencing.  Again, his landlady was out of town.  Eddie somehow 

got in touch with me and let me know that she was gone, telling me to come and be with him.  I 

was visiting my grandparents in Vacaville on the day I planned to make my way over.  My 

sister and her beau were there at Grams and Gramps too.  Her boyfriend was twenty one and, 

wanting to surprise Eddie with a special treat, I persuaded the guy to take my money and 
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purchase for me a fifth of Black Velvet, Eddie‘s whiskey of choice (I, personally, was partial to 

Jack Daniels and Jim Beam—the ―sour mash boys‖).  From the liquor store, I‘m pretty sure they 

dropped me off at the interstate, because I hitchhiked to Santa Rosa from there, on a memorable 

little run across the prehistoric mudflats of the San Pablo Bay, on Highway 37 connecting 

Vallejo with San Rafael.  It was memorable because I was so excited to see my Eddie, to get 

laid real good again and, looking back, because of the route I took; at the time the territory 

seemed awesome for reasons I didn‘t understand, but now, being aware of old choices made, of 

old native migratory patterns, I realize it was turf that we had tread upon—laid heavy drama 

upon—before and before…and it was locked somewhere deep in my soul memory. 

 But on that day, I was just plain exuberant to get over there to the object of my 

affections, and this was a brand new route for me.  When I showed up at his door with a burning 

heart and a big old jug in my bag, he was all smiles, hands all over me, and very impressed with 

my gift.  He made some comment to the effect of, ―She shows up looking all fine and with a 

huge bottle too, now I know I‘m in love!‖ 

 Well that night proved to be more than we had bargained for—disastrous, in fact.  For, 

that night was our very first taste of just how dark and cold the ordinarily glowing passion 

could, and would, run.  It‘s not like we hadn‘t ever been stinking drunk together before, but 

something about that bottle poured a gloomy elixir all over the place; something was different, 

strung tight and stressed, negative, to say the least.  I believe that there were a couple of other 

people there at the time partying with us as well, and that doesn‘t surprise me at all, as it may 

have had something to do with the twisted mood:  many personalities of a type, the tampering, 

vampirish, instigating kind, were a definite source to come of personal catastrophe, eventually 

helping to shatter our own unique Shambala.  But this is simply an observed fact, not an excuse 

or scapegoat for our own devilish actions. 

 And on that particular night, as the contents of the bottle disappeared, our individual 

demons did indeed begin to fly, like they never had before.  I don‘t even remember what 

triggered it all, that dismally inverted ecstasy.  Our first fight and, mind you, this was not just a 

bickering argument, rather, an intense outpouring of angry, violent, even ―hateful‖ energy, from 

both of our ends.  I was crazy, sick, out of control and insanely upset, and I don‘t even 

remember why.  I do remember puking my guts out in the backyard; a feeling, or sensation that 

I experienced again and again in my dreams for years to come.  That one stuck with me.  I don‘t 
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believe I had ever been so drunk and ill at that point in my life.  I slept—or more like passed 

out—in the backyard, beneath a fruit tree of some sort.  It was an unusually warm and balmy 

night for the fall/winter season (the year that the weather nationwide went noticeably wacko) 

and I awoke out of a drunken haze in the wee dark hours of the morning.  I‘ll never forget that 

feeling, either:  one of floating…feeling trapped in my own personal hung-over hell, yet floating 

in paradise.  The air was like the softest, most comforting blanket, the perfect temperature (I had 

no covers at all) and there were night birds above my head, like mockingbirds calling out some 

incredible songs through the otherwise silent twilight.  This was a yard on the very northern 

edge of Santa Rosa, and back when it was still mostly wide open; remnants of the untouched 

plain.  And the magic lingering in the sky and on that old-fashioned little clearing in the dead of 

night, mixed with the agony of a horrible uprising with someone I cared so deeply for and the 

over-the-edge sickly drunkenness, well, it was something that took me a long time to shake off.  

Once again, looking back through the earth years, I realize that the primeval state, in all its 

unexplained diversity, was reflective of vibrations from other incarnations which were destined 

to repeat themselves through the indispensable laws of karma; poking their way through my 

then still quite virgin senses as the half-baked notion that something out of my control—and 

bordering on the supernatural—was happening.  

 Well we sobered up the next day of course, and talked and made up, coming to some 

sort of lucid, reasonable understanding, reassuring each other that the love was still very much 

alive.  And from that day on we continued to have some great times together and to carry an 

enormous respect for one another, but I don‘t think that either of us ever really recovered from 

or quite fully understood the incident.  Nor were we aware of the fact that it was an early taste 

of the wayward course our passionate exchange would take—or that it was a taste of what 

would eventually, in years to come, be the downfall of our relationship in its prime. 

 But for the rest of that year and into yet another spring, as we continued to live our own 

separate lives, we grew to be more and more of an item, became one another‘s main squeeze.  I 

would make trips to Sonoma County to see him, and he began coming to my hometown again 

when I was around.  The old friend, Jimmy, by then had gotten his own apartment in the historic 

part of town—the part I much later dubbed as ―mojo territory‖— (he was about a block and a 

half from where I rented my own vintage place on returning twenty years later; my very first 

solo Bay Area nest, having resided elsewhere all that time, it was sort of a personal 
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―homecoming‖) and when Eddie was in the area to see me, we just about took over the joint; 

planting ourselves in his hide-a-bed and, as usual, going at it like crazy.  Poor Jimmy, he created 

a couple of ―monsters‖ when he introduced us! 

 We also hung out together at other, neutral locations, made a lot of treasured memories.  

One of those was a weekend trip to Clearlake with Angelina and a guy named Larry, an old 

flame of Angelina‘s who never really got over her and constantly hung around at her beck-and-

call just so that he could be near.  Eddie and Larry had a job painting an empty new house right 

on the lake, and the four of us went up to make a little get-away of it, stopping on the way at a 

small, old-time winery in Cloverdale to pick up some cheap gallons of red wine.  The old Italian 

guy that they had purchased the local wine from before loved to have people to drink with, and 

he would give you free glass after glass just to have the conversation.  I was ―warned‖ about this 

from the beginning, and the word was that we were to accept one glassful only, so as to get on 

our way to the lake in a reasonably sober state! 

 So the guys painted the place in a day, and for the rest of the time we hung out and 

partied.  Eddie and I slept in the back of his old Chevy.  It was on a part of the lake north of the 

actual town of Clearlake, was just beginning to be developed and so was still fairly remote, and 

we had plenty of privacy.  It was very peaceful, with beautiful sunsets.  One late afternoon as 

the four of us were sitting on the back porch deck (which was really a dock on pilings) drinking 

wine and dangling our legs over the edge above the water, I got it in me that I was going to 

swim across the lake.  Now Clearlake is the biggest natural lake in California, has a series of 

inlets and islands, and so ―across the lake‖ from that point was really across and over to an 

island called Rattlesnake Island.  Well, given the size of that body of water, this was still quite a 

jaunt, and I was doing real well, about halfway there, when a speed boat started coming directly 

at me, and fast.  I thought that the person driving must be some sort of maniac, and I was 

waving my arms around and screaming at the top of my lungs alternately while trying to swim 

away as quickly as I could out of his path.  It was happening in a flash, and meanwhile the 

distant three figures at the house which had been previously sitting on the dock in a kicked-back 

manner watching me, were at that point standing in apprehensive poses, obviously freaking out.  

The boat missed me by about two or three feet, I‘m not exaggerating.  And as I was bobbing up 

and down, spitting and choking on the waves it left in its wake, flipping it off, yelling and 

cussing, it proceeds to turn around, coming back toward me.  Oh, I‘m dealing with a murderous 
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nutcase, I thought, and I started cussing louder and more vulgarly, trying to swim away in 

frantic, sloppy strokes.  Well the boat catches up to me, this time slowly, pulls up and the guy 

driving was so apologetic and scared shitless, saying, ―Are you okay?..I‘m sorry, I‘m sorry, I 

didn‘t see you, you were right in the glare of the sun, are you sure you‘re okay??‖  I had my 

words with him, adrenalin still going pretty strong, but realizing that he wasn‘t out to get me.  I 

have no idea why I did not get a ride back, but when the inhabitants of the boat were certain that 

I was alright, it took off and I swam back to the shore, abandoning my ―Olympic‖ swimming 

goal, back to the house with knees knocking.  Eddie and Larry were like, geez, we were fucking 

worried that you got it out there, and Angelina‘s exact comment was, ―Oh, I thought my 

weekend was ruined‖. 

 Another place where Eddie and I hung out and shared some rich time together was at a 

beautiful little spot near the Marin County coastline, on Tomales Bay.  It was near a small town 

called Marshall, in a campground surrounded by narrow bay flats, green grass and low, rolling 

hills.  Someone he knew kept a camper there for awhile, a cab-over style job belonging on the 

back of a truck, which was sitting right on the ground.  He let us use it and we took him up on 

that several times, in the ongoing search for places to be alone together.   

 The area was calm and desolate, windy, foggy and quiet, and we spent countless hours 

in the cab-over bunk making incomparable love, drinking and smoking, eating ramen noodles, 

talking about music, telling stories and simply enjoying one another‘s company to the fullest.  

One afternoon we were fucking away hot and heavy, crawling all over each other, and suddenly 

there was an over-powering odor.  I instinctively asked, ―Did you fart?!‖ at which we both 

cracked up uncontrollably, and then realized that in our blind passion we had inadvertently 

kicked the blanket‘s edge down to the table below, where it caught on fire by a candle we had 

burning there.  Oh shit!...We jumped out of there like a couple of cartoon characters, dragging 

the flaming blanket outside and stomping on it, bare assed naked and laughing our heads off. 

 Eddie was still renting the room from the aunt of his friend, and we eventually got 

caught red-handed having ―illicit‖ sex there, when she came home early from one of her out of 

town trips.  She absolutely forbade my presence from then on—it wasn‘t the age difference that 

grinded on her, not at all, rather, the fact that we weren‘t married:  that was a huge sin in her 

eyes.  He didn‘t get kicked out or anything, we just couldn‘t have fun or spend any time at all 

there anymore, and by then had made an art out of finding places to do so together anyway. 
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 Eddie didn‘t really meet many of my friends until later, as I never had a whole lot of real 

close friends anyway—he was always more of the social one; me, the loner—and most of the 

people important to me then were out somewhere, much older, and out in other parts of the 

country.  But he did meet my family during that time; came into my parent‘s home.  Naturally 

he had some trepidation that my mom and dad would not like the idea of this older guy 

spending time with their young (albeit aged in mind and soul) daughter.  But I repeatedly 

assured him that it would be alright, that they knew I liked to hang around people not of my 

generation, that they were very cool and knew I did things differently from my peers.  They 

were beyond trying to put shackles or labels of any kind on me, knew how unsettled I was and 

just wanted me to be reasonably happy.  The night I brought him over, they knew that I had 

been seeing him for awhile, and accepted him into their home with open, loving arms.  Of 

course my mother must have held some sort of deeply hidden reservation, as she had silent issue 

with just about everyone I chose to let into my world, like moms do; and my father, well, he 

never expressed his feelings too much, but I had learned to know when he was straining under 

his desire to play it cool.  And I could tell that he truly liked Eddie (Eddie was simply a likeable 

guy, as was my dad).  In future times there were even a couple of occasions, when they came to 

see us in Santa Rosa, that he pulled him aside and said, ―C‘mon Eddie, let‘s you and me go 

down the road there and shoot a game of pool, I‘ll buy ya a beer‖, or, when the four of us were 

at the fair, ―C‘mon, let‘s you and me go play the horses‖. 

 But imagine Eddie‘s surprise that first night on meeting them in their house, when, after 

all the introductions were made in our impromptu, spur-of-the-moment visit, Dad said directly 

to him, ―It‘s real good to meet you, sorry we have prior dinner engagements and have to go out 

now, but please make yourself at home, and the liquor cabinet is in the garage‖…!  The ice was 

(literally) broken right then and there; Eddie was no longer a bit uncomfortable.  And from then 

on he became an accepted, integral part of my extended family, participating in gatherings at 

Thanksgiving, Christmas and even Fourth of July bar-b-ques.  My other grandma and her sister 

(my great-aunt) absolutely loved him, thought he was a real good ol‘ boy, and Aunty Tippy 

always affectionately called him ―Black Bart‖ because of his hat.  Those family occasions 

which he was a part of included my eighteenth birthday:  a small, private celebration with Mom, 

Dad, Eddie and me, which began at their house and wound up by them taking us out to an 

elegant dinner.  That night my daddy was in an exceptionally light and jovial mood, and kept 
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holding his glass high in the air, over and over toasting himself, saying, ―I did it!.. My job is 

over, I got through it, I did it, I got it done!!‖  To which all of us would giggle, hold up our 

glasses and say, ―Hallelujah!!!‖     

 So by that spring Eddie and I had known each other for about a year and a half, had been 

seeing each other—I mean having sex every chance we got—for six months or so, and were 

becoming real fond, the love there growing stronger, long recognized as more than just an 

intense fling.  We began talking about moving in together, ―setting up a household‖ together, as 

I remember referring to it…Our relationship was by far not a traditional one, and neither of us 

wanted to dictate to the other what was considered socially acceptable, but we knew by then that 

we definitely wanted to be together pretty much all the time.  The way Eddie put it, he knew 

after our second intimate night, that unforgettable night on the outdoor waterbed, he wanted to 

―make me his girl‖.   

 We were still playing with the idea when I took off for another highway adventure, this 

time to see somebody in Louisiana.  But when I returned a couple of months later, hitching up 

the coast on Highway 1, by-passing the Bay altogether, hitting the Golden Gate Bridge and 

high-tailing it straight to Eddie, we decided that it was definitely in the stars we make a home 

together somewhere in the Santa Rosa area.  The plan was that Eddie would look for a place, 

and in the meantime we would both do what we could to save as much moolah as possible.  I 

stayed back at Mom and Dad‘s for a few more months, working as a house cleaner/infant sitter 

for an old Haight-Ashbury-hippie-couple-turned-upper-middle-class-yuppie, putting away the 

cash and excitedly planning what would be my first bonafide move-in.  Eddie was working here 

and there at his many trades, and ―house-hunting‖. 

One day as summer was near he called me up and jubilantly said, ―I found us a house!‖   

 ―Yeah?‖ I answered all happy, ―What, where is it?!?‖ 

―Cec passed away, we‘re taking her house at the Junktion‖.  You could have heard my 

response several counties over:  ―NOOOOOOOOO!!!!!‖ 

                                                               

 

Now you‘ve heard the saying, ―It‘s a nice place to visit but I wouldn‘t want to live 

there‖.  Well, whoever coined that phrase must have been where I‘ve been.  And the 
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Malfunktion Junktion wasn‘t even always a nice place to visit, but when you did, you at least 

had the comfort of knowing that you were going to leave, provided your vehicle would start.  I 

let it be known right then and there, during that phone conversation, I really, really, REALLY 

did not want to live at that place, and I‘m not sure what bothered me more about his choice:  the 

fact that the floors were impacted with dog shit, or the neighboring scene…It was a very shaky 

combination.  I tried demanding, begging, crying, saying, ―there‘s got to be another place, in 

another neighborhood‖; I tried everything to change his mind.  But he already had umpteen 

reasons why we should take the house, assuring me that we could clean it up alright.  It was like 

he had sealed the deal before even bringing it to my attention, the final chore being to convince 

me, with issues like:  ―It‘s cheap, only eighty dollars a month—forty dollars each‖ (as it turns 

out, for some strange reason, no one paid rent there, and after the first few months we wound up 

only paying eighty bucks every few months after, just to make a showing; to this day I have no 

idea why the landlord didn‘t care, but I do know that he once told a prospective tenant, ―Keep 

your money, the less I know about the place, the better‖).  Another argument Eddie had in favor 

of moving in was, ―Erin needs me there, those bikers are trying to bring in some of their 

buddies, and he needs us to take the house quick so the place isn‘t overrun by those people, he 

was desperate when I last talked to him‖. 

 This was my first taste of how faithful Eddie could be to his old friends, at the cost of 

everything.  You see, he wasn‘t raised in a regular family scenario like many of us are familiar 

with. Born in Colorado, his father left when he was very young; his mother—a dear, gentle 

soul—went ―crazy‖ and was eventually institutionalized.  The few memories of his mom in a 

home setting included living with her in some projects in East LA, where she received little to 

no help from anyone, and where he remembers people tearing off shingles from the roof of the 

place and violently throwing them at each other, and cockroaches in big dead piles following a 

seldom visit from pest control.  After his mom was put in an asylum, Eddie and his older 

brothers were bounced around between grandparents.  His mother‘s father, who was apparently 

a real prick, lived in Texas, and when he stayed with him for awhile, one of the folks had to go 

in for surgery or something.  And so, instead of making decent temporary arrangements for the 

boys, for his own convenience he simply had them put in a juvenile detention center:  ―It‘s like 

a little hotel‖, he told them.  This was the same individual who made the decision to commit 

Eddie‘s mom and to later bring him, a seven year old or so boy, to the asylum to visit her.  I 
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can‘t even begin to imagine how that must have affected the little guy, how scary it must have 

been, and heart-wrenching.  So this type of situation was the ―norm‖ of his early childhood, 

until one of his grandmothers died when he was about twelve or thirteen.  At that time, his 

mother‘s older sister, Aunt Dorothy (Dottie) and her husband Harvey swooped in out of 

somewhere and rescued Eddie, taking him and a brother with them on their move to Santa Rosa 

(this was right around the year that I was born).  Both of his two older bros were almost out on 

their own at that point, and, being the saints that they are, his aunt and uncle raised Eddie from 

then on as their own; taking the little brother under their wings and providing the only stable, 

loving family environment he had ever known. 

 Aunt Dottie died earlier in the year that Eddie and I met—one of his guardian angels to 

be sure—but Uncle Harvey has been around forever, a truly good man:  solid, fair and generous, 

yet nobody‘s pushover.  He was the one single positive male figure in Eddie‘s life; a successful 

man, in real estate among other things, I guess.  He kept him in work much throughout the 

years, but fully expected an honest day‘s labor.  He even gave me occasional work, cleaning and 

painting between renters.  He was always so open and kind to me.  I remember attending his 

wedding of his second wife, at a little church in Marin County where they had moved to.  Eddie 

showed up with me on his arm, his teenaged ―old lady‖, and I was wearing a 1920‘s, fully 

beaded antique dress—and hiking boots!  Harvey‘s wife-to-be spotted us, came over with her 

arms out wide open and, looking at me, said, ‖Oh we‘re so glad you came, you look simply 

beautiful…‖ 

 But I have to mention the first time I ever met Harvey in order to portray the full picture 

of what kind of man he was.  It was during the time I was hanging out with Eddie in Santa Rosa 

when he lived with the friend‘s aunt.  We found ourselves with no place to stay one night, and 

we were over in Harvey‘s neighborhood, when he was still living in Santa Rosa.  He lived in 

these duplexes that Eddie had helped to build when he was fresh out of high school, and there 

was a camper in the driveway.  Anyhow, Harvey was a real gentleman when we were 

introduced, and he told Eddie that we could stay in the camper.  Sometime in the middle of the 

night a ―friend‖ of mine, one of those vampire souls who I thought cared about me but who 

instead followed me around and sucked off of each and every life I made for myself (and who I 

will never again mention from here on, as her presence stains my memories) well she showed 

up, found us somehow, and stayed that night in the camper too.  In the morning when we got up 



29 
 

and Harvey came out in the driveway to offer us coffee or something, he looked at me, looked 

at Eddie, looked back at me and then at the other girl and yet again at Eddie, grinned—this 

older, conservative, rather straight-laced man—and said, ―Well you people are just like amoeba, 

multiplying in the night!‖   

 So when Eddie first moved to Santa Rosa with Aunt Dot and Uncle Harvey, he was in 

junior high school.  And Tommy (Erin‘s older brother) was the first person he met, the very first 

friend he made.  Everyone else he became acquainted with just sort of occurred in a snowball 

effect from there.  He had never known the camaraderie of souls, had never made lasting 

connections, as he was moved around so much and existed in such unsavory environments.  So 

once he settled in and began to develop friendships, they became like family to him.  At the 

time when the Junktion was going strong, Eddie‘s friends, most of them anyway, went all the 

way back to school days, or were introduced to him by his old school buddies.  And he was 

extremely faithful to them; would have done anything for any of them.  Even though he loved 

me, cared about ―his girl‖, these people had been in his life for more than fifteen years, which 

was over half of his existence at that point.  So Erin‘s urgent request (did I mention that 

Angelina had moved in with him by then?) to take over the house next door trumped my 

protests by far. 

 But don‘t think I didn‘t try, oh how I tried to change his mind.  When it got to the point 

where I realized if I still wanted to live with my Eddie (which I did want very badly) that was 

the only way it was going to happen, I consented, surrendered.  I could have turned and ran, but 

then there would be no story, would there?  In other words, everything really does unfold as it is 

meant to, even when it doesn‘t feel that way; even when we think we have found our way to 

hell.  Everything has its grand reason, fits into a bigger plan. 

 Well Cecelia—bless her soul—had no family, and by the time we got to the house it had 

been picked over by walking vultures who seemed to come out of the woodwork.  Never before 

had I seen such a real-life scene like the one in ―Zorba the Greek‖:  when the old widow died 

and the villagers were all over her room like ravenous bottom-feeders.  We cleared out what 

was left, took out the dog pens and proceeded to clean for over three weeks straight.  We 

scrubbed everything, painted and scrubbed some more.  With screwdrivers and ―church keys‖, 

we repeatedly scraped matted dog hair, crap and piss out from between the slats of hardwood 

floors in the front room and kitchen. We poured bleach everywhere, and must have cleaned the 
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floor fifteen times before finally sealing it with two or three coats of polyurethane.  (It still stunk 

sometimes on hot days). 

 The house was actually at one time, I‘m sure, a cute little place, and I did my best to try 

and make it back into a home—my first home.  It was the first house on the right of the 

horseshoe.  It had a fair-sized front yard (which faced Erin and Angelina‘s house) with a low 

wooden fence all around.  There were tomato and squash plants, and some sort of flowers on 

part of the fence—they were roses, I think (and why wouldn‘t they be?)  The back door opened 

up from the bedroom through a funky little back porch out to the side of the house, where there 

was lots of green foliage and bamboo patches.  I batiked curtains for the windows, hung herbs in 

the kitchen, put out candles and doilies, threw braided rugs down. 

 When we officially moved in it was the beginning of the summer of 1977, and when 

most people my age and peer level were planning school proms, dating and getting credit for 

extra-curricular activities, I was taking up residence with my first true love and every druggie, 

tramp and old beatnik to stumble across the driveway and into the yard at 884 North Wright 

Road. 

 The people there, by then myself included, most being real broke and, in a modern 

sense, living ―off the land‖ or the ―overflow‖, used to partake in an activity we called ―garbage 

hopping‖ or ―dumpster diving‖.  This was before grocery markets began locking up their throw-

aways, and since they all wasted perfectly fine food in order to maintain a profitable level of 

supply and demand, one could score all sorts of good stuff.  Well right after we moved in, a 

bunch of us found the mother lode of frozen mincemeat and pumpkin pies, more than you could 

ever imagine, and we all packed our freezers real good.  So our first summer there we 

practically lived on those pies, that and cheap white port wine.  It was like, ―What do you feel 

like for dinner, babe?‖ stumbling towards the fridge.  ―Oh, let‘s have the mincemeat tonight…‖ 

 Now don‘t get me wrong, there were some good times, truly memorable times which I 

feel should be mentioned before going into all the bloody details.  My favorite of these is the 

few that we were actually alone, in the back-side yard, amidst the bamboo patches.  I thought 

that having a waterbed in the back yard was a real cool idea (plus, I had quite a memory on that 

other one!) and I wanted my own.  So I brought over mine, which had been my fifteenth 

birthday present and was still at my parent‘s house.  We set it up out by that beautiful bamboo 
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in a fairly secluded little spot, and slept many a summer night out there.   Gorgeous, balmy old-

world Santa Rosa nights. 

 One evening we were going at it like crazy out there on the waterbed, really fucking 

good; Eddie was on top of me and he suddenly stopped, froze and said, ―Don‘t move‖.  Well I 

was used to that because he was the most considerate lover and always wanted to make sure that 

I was well taken care of before he came (not that it ever took him that long to get hard again—

sometimes he just stayed hard).  But then he said, ―I‘m going to get you pregnant right now if I 

come, I know it, I can feel it‖.  So with both of us holding as still as possible, and Eddie holding 

me in his arms with his cock deep inside of me, we had a discussion right then and there on the 

pros and cons of having a child at that time.  We decided it wouldn‘t be the best thing to do, so 

he pulled out and came all over my belly instead, and to this day I swear I still think of  that 

incident as the baby I almost but never had. 

 One day shortly after we moved in, I dragged a little old coal stove home from one of 

my treasure hunting excursions, which we used as a wood burner and which Eddie eventually 

replaced with a big,  beautifully enameled antique woodstove proper.  That made for many cozy 

nights and toasty rainy days, and from then on, in countless years to come, I could never smell 

the aroma of wood smoke mixed with burning cigarettes without flashing heavily on that old 

homey feeling. 

 Oh, and there were feasts, plenty of shared home-cooked meals.  People at the Junktion 

may have been drunk half the time, and who-knows-what the other half, but they knew how to 

eat.  And eat well, they usually did.  That‘s probably what ultimately kept the ones existing 

today alive.  Eddie knew how to cook from being one at fire camp, among other sources.  Erin 

and Tommy knew from their father, who was supposedly an A-1 chef.  And everyone else had 

their own culinary know-how and style from somewhere in their lives.  Meals were often a 

communal affair there, pooling together during hard times; everyone pitching in with money, 

food, beer or wine, using whoever‘s cooking expertise was handy in whatever kitchen was 

cleanest at the moment, in better shape or just plain convenient.  Although I‘ve learned to cook 

through the years from a variety of sources, job as well as personal, it was Eddie who first 

taught me how, showed me the basics around a kitchen. 

 There were several other ―firsts‖ for me during that time as well:  landmarks, for better 

or worse, in my life.  My first tattoo or, rather, my first one with a regular tattoo gun.  I had my 
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first official tat at the age of fourteen in my hometown, jailhouse style; a guy used a needle with 

thread wrapped around it and dipped into India ink.  It was on my arm, a simple sideways ―8‖, 

the sign for infinity.  Three years later, there at the Junktion, I decided I wanted to add to it and 

so this other guy—the primo pot grower of the time who slept in the driveway in a white jeep—

had a tattoo gun and put a snake swallowing its tail (also a sign of infinity) around it, something 

I came up with and designed.  Throughout the years I‘ve had people ask me if it was everything 

from an ―8 ball‖ to ―CIA‖ to, ―Why do you have a pair of tits on your arm?‖  When in my early 

forties, I had it covered with a big, lovely red and purple rose, attached to a green thorny vine 

wrapped around my arm and woven into figure eight patterns, like Jesus‘ thorny crown; the very 

last of my skin art.  The faded green outline of the snake vaguely comes through, blending in a 

beautiful way with the metamorphosis of the rose.  My second tattoo was also done there at the 

Junktion, about a year later.  It was by this dude with a truly jailhouse attitude, who moved into 

the middle house after the voodoo bitch disappeared.  Eddie and I were engaged one day with 

he and his wife in a little game of strip poker.  The rule was:  loser got tattooed.  Yep, it was me 

who lost; and received a plain, black symbol for Capricorn on my stomach, which is still there 

and actually looks more like a bat. 

 My first official, over-the-table job was as the pot scrubber-dishwasher-prep cook at a 

little ―ma & pa‖ place a few miles up the road north of us, called the Farmhand, to which I rode 

my bicycle every day.  ( I previously had a temporary gig tearing down old chicken coops at a 

place on Mountain View, just south of town).  At that point I was getting around everywhere on 

my bike, with Eddie sometimes picking me up and throwing my wheels in the back of his 

wagon, giving me a break from what he referred to as me ―peddling my ass all over town!‖ 

 I also got my driver‘s license and acquired my very first car there at the Junktion, per 

Eddie‘s connections and mechanical expertise.  He had trepidation about being the one to teach 

me how to drive (I guess from remembering my failed attempt at maneuvering his old Chevy), 

but I relentlessly kept telling him that he was the one for the job, that I knew he could do it; I 

wanted him to be the one to show me the ropes.  I originally wanted a stick-shift, like a VW 

Bug or something, but he stuck to his guns about an automatic, especially if he had to be in the 

car with me!  He had come across a ‘65 Dodge Dart through the hillbilly musician who played 

around at local bars and clubs.  There was this old Dart abandoned in the parking lot of a bar 

called the Horseshoe up on the Old Redwood Highway, near the town of Windsor.  Apparently 
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there was an oil leak and someone had continued running the car while running it dry and had 

thrown a pushrod, as there was a rod sticking right through the side of the engine casing:  

WHAM!!!  Well the owner of the car gave the owner of the bar the pink slip to be able to leave 

it there, and the proprietor wanted only forty dollars for someone to take it off his hands, as the 

guy never did come back.  Well I became the lucky new owner, signing the dude‘s name when 

it came time to transfer and register…Juan Ramirez, I think it was… 

 Eddie had somehow come across a ‘66 Coronet, whose engine would fit into the Dart, 

for sixty dollars.  He only had to replace a few seals and such, and he, myself and another guy 

named Paul (who lived on the property where I tore down the chicken coops) at Paul‘s garage 

swapped engines and made the thing run, hence my very first set of four wheels:  a hundred 

dollar special.  I think Eddie did some favor for Paul in lieu of his payment for the work 

involved and for using his place, and it cost about another hundred in parts.  As it turns out one 

of the seals didn‘t line up correctly and it spit oil like a dragon, but other than that it was a great 

little beater, and got me around everywhere. 

 So I went and got my driver‘s permit, Eddie still saying, ―I‘m not a teacher!‖ over and 

over, but I persuaded him that he was.  And on my very first day of practice driving, we got up 

and he said, ―Okay, where do you want to go for your ‗maiden voyage‘ lesson?‖ 

 ―San Francisco‖, I answered without hesitation. 

 ―WHAT??!?‖…He was thinking, like, just up the road somewhere! 

 I loved the City and went there, with or without him, every chance I got.  Plus, I wanted 

to learn to drive where traffic was heaviest and anything could happen.  Well he wound up 

being a pretty damn good sport about it.  So I‘m driving along (made it through the Waldo 

Tunnel and over the bridge to the city limits, etc.) somewhere above the Marina in the Upper 

Fillmore or Pacific Heights area.  I‘m chugging along up this almost perfectly vertical hill, like 

an urban cliff or something, steady, steady, pointing straight up, almost there…fully expecting it 

to level out once at the top.  Well I tipped the nose of my car over the peak only to realize, to 

my mildly horrified chagrin, that the hill now went straight down, equally as steep and even 

steeper; the bottom of it appearing to be miles away.  I took one look, my heart beating fast, and 

hollered,‖I AIN‘T going down there!!‖…and I meant it.  Eddie just laughed and said, ―Well, 

besides backing down backwards the whole way, you have no choice darlin‘!‖  I tried to get him 

to take the wheel, but he wouldn‘t, reminding me that this was my idea and reassuring me that I 
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had good brakes (and, I‘m sure, thanking God right about then that he had talked me into the 

automatic transmission). 

 We, of course, made it down, with me still driving and my legs shaking like crazy.  And 

while only recently, a year or two ago, living and working in the City, I had occasion to pass 

through that same neighborhood practically every day, chuckling to myself with the memory 

while trying to figure out just which hill it was; none of them, naturally, looking near as steep as 

I remember!  Eddie and I also laughed about that day a lot, to the point of our eyes watering, in 

years to come. 

 Oh yeah, shortly after I got my license, Eddie just so happened to decide to grow his 

beard.  And with it, his first patch of grey!  It was just on one side, the right side I think, and I 

used to tell him that it made him look ―suave and debonair‖ (it did), to which he‘d just shake his 

head and say, ―yeah yeah‖.  Of course his friends all laughed and said, ―That young girl is 

giving you grey hair!‖ 

 And so although there were quite a few hard times living at the Junktion and it could be 

very depressing, to say the least, there was still a good share of light-hearted, unduplicated 

moments:  like the time when we had his mother over for dinner, and she told baby Eddie 

stories and showed pictures! (She was by then living in a group home for people of similar mind 

on Mountain View, south of town—an adorable little older, female Eddie with red hair!)  Or the 

times that I would pin him down on the floor while rubbing his back and ―force-feeding‖ him 

poetry, tricking him into listening to my latest ones when he thought that all he was getting was 

a nice massage.  There were times when I couldn‘t get his attention, he‘d be in the middle of 

something and paying me no mind, so I‘d go in the back room, pull off my pants or skirt 

(panties and all) and get on all fours on the bed while sticking my ―stuff‖ up in the air.  I‘d then 

yell, ―Eddie, come here, I need to show you something!‖…sounding all urgent, at which time he 

would drop whatever he was doing, unaware of my plight.  Well no matter how often I used that 

one, it worked every single time; I always got his attention, all right, and he‘d always be rock-

hard by the time he got his pants off!  There was one afternoon when he ran all over the 

Junktion frantically looking for a piece of bread, after deciding to go down on me with remnants 

of jalapeno pepper on his tongue, and with me screaming, ―GET ME SOME 

ICE…QUICK….NOWWW!!!‖  These are things I just couldn‘t fabricate… and have never 

experienced with anyone but him. 
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 But I believe the thing fondest to my heart about living there was that we slept together 

every single night, and without a stitch of clothing, the feeling of belonging that way.  Holding 

each other and waking up together felt so right, regardless of all the other influences and issues.  

We had sex every single day, no exaggeration, and some days two or three times.  And, no 

matter how bad things may have gotten, we never stopped caring for one another, and deeply. 

 About nine or ten months into Junktion life, I decided that I wanted to go to college.  

Having dropped out of high school two years before, I enrolled in this special program at 

Sonoma State University which enabled a person to study for and take the G.E.D. (high school 

diploma equivalency) tests while at the same time acquiring credits toward a college degree, to 

be continued upon after completing and passing the exams.  I also applied for a financial grant, 

which was to be the deciding factor in the carrying out of this plan.  Well the grant was turned 

down and the money—or the program—never came through.  So I went to ―Plan B‖, instead 

attending an adult school in Santa Rosa in order to study for the G.E.D., which I intended to 

take across the street from there at the junior college, a big, beautiful old brick campus.  The 

course for test preparation was designed to last about three or four months, and about half-way 

through it (to which I rode my bike, in between  shifts at the Farmhand) I got bored, and just 

decided to go for it, take the tests; passing all of them with above-average scores.  I then put the 

idea of college on the back-burner, realizing that classroom life just wasn‘t for me; a notion that 

I have always basically stood by, as I simply have never been the competitive or gradable type. 

 But the day I received the news that my college grant was rejected and my bubble 

busted, I was devastated; I so had my heart and mind set on that plan.  I remember getting the 

much-anticipated envelope from the mail; Eddie was there when I opened it and saw the word 

―DENIED‖.  I was so disappointed and upset, and he, after consoling me a bit, had some reason 

to go across the yard to Erin and Angelina‘s house (which was where he seemed to spend most 

of his time anyway).  Well he told them of my dilemma, stayed and drank for awhile, then said, 

―Well, I better get home ‗cause she‘s pretty bummed out‖, to which Angelina, in her caddy little 

style, replied, ―You can‘t go home yet, you‘re not drunk enough‖.   

 Eddie stopped, thought about it for a minute, scratched his head and said, ―You know, 

you‘re right‖.  Angelina then threw in:  ―But won‘t she be more upset?‖ 

 ―She‘ll get over it‖, he replied, a comment which he grew very fond of saying over the 

next few years.  He then sat right on down and proceeded to get shit-faced drunk, well into the 
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evening when he finally came back over, where I was by that time fuming, and probably drunk 

myself. 

 Eddie and I never ever desired to control one another in any way, to put any type of 

shackles down, and although that was a noble intention, it is probably what wound up ultimately 

destroying us.  I mean, it didn‘t help that we existed in the epicenter of dysfunction, it didn‘t 

help that we both drank way too much; it didn‘t help at all that most of his friends there 

constantly referred to him as ―cradle-robber‖ or that I was stomping around with a pissed-off 

attitude half of the time (already ―mad at the world‖, I was becoming deeply resentful of those 

people‘s strange hold on him):  all that factored in to our eventual demise, yes, but the most 

hurtful thing, I‘m sure, was our inability to commit to one another completely, emotionally, 

unable to take a stand and say, ―I want you, only you, for my own‖.  We were both apparently 

afraid to do that, for our own reasons.  And that fear helped to darken and kill what we did 

share, the unique couple that we were.  Because those caring, needful emotions began to surface 

in other ways; unhealthy, sporadic, explosive ways and our fights became more and more 

frequent, turning violent.  We simply began kicking the shit out of each other.  The passion was 

turning darker and darker, was turning over to that other side of the steady, invisible stream, and 

we became out of control.  We just kept on hurting one another‘s hearts, and lashed out in 

horrible ways because of it.  But all the while, when we were ―on‖, we were completely hot and 

heavy, and always so very much in love.  However,   our old mutual respect for one another 

was, if not dying, being brutally tortured. 

 We both went into the relationship jealousy-free, at least to start.  I‘ll never forget my 

surprise and dismay at the rude and conniving attitudes of many of the females that were close 

to Eddie‘s age, within his social circle:  a band of real caddy bitches, for the most part, with 

Angelina as the ringleader.  They weren‘t all like that, but I‘d have to say the majority were.  

There was one lady I remember who actually treated me decently and kindly, and she should be 

mentioned before going on to describe the meaner others.  She was an old-time part of that 

extended click, and was a not-completely-strung-out junkie, working as a hooker.  It might have 

been that she was straight up and friendly with me because I never judged her, only tried to talk 

her into doing something else for a living:  she could tell that I cared.  But she never backed 

down from her choice, always insisting that she needed money quick, like now.  She was also an 

excellent hairdresser, and Eddie said he got his best haircut ever from her.  But she had been out 
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of town and it just took too long to build up a hair clientele from scratch; she needed the fast 

money.  She had a one year old son who I babysat on occasion while she was out working the 

town. 

 Okay, back to the bitches:  now I certainly was not the most refined character myself, 

not by far, but, as I have with most things in my life, I went into that situation—living there at 

the Junktion—with an open heart and open arms, despite my many protests.  Once I was 

resigned to the reality of the situation, I tried to make the best of it, at least trying to be ―human‖ 

with the people, putting my best foot forward, so to speak.  In this light, I accepted Eddie‘s 

many female friends, feeling secure in our mutual affections (Eddie‘s and mine), naively 

expressing that we did not ―own‖ one another and showing that I wasn‘t threatened by their 

presence; I tried to be fair about this.  I tried to be friends with them too.  And the response I 

got, the return on this display of faith and good will was cold smiles and condescending looks, 

under-handed comments (of course, the ever-present ―cradle-robber‖), snickers, jeers, mean 

energy and outright remarks to the effect of Eddie needs to find himself a real woman (what is 

he doing with this little girl).  Little by little I began reacting to those rather shocking, blatant 

―slaps in the face‖, becoming more and more jealous by the day.  Eddie stayed on the fence for 

the most part, and his standard take on it all was that they must be envious of my youth. 

 After years and even decades of soul-searching and struggling with the green demon, 

telling myself, ―I wasn‘t jealous like this at some point in my young life, I know I wasn‘t‖, I‘ve 

come to the enlightening conclusion that, although jealousy is mainly a deep-seated insecurity, 

it was this episode which was a major factor to the emotional deficit I developed.  It was at least 

the major turning point in that direction:  where I began wanting to kick ass and take names 

later when it came to misunderstood romance, jilted love and trusting fellow females with a man 

(or visa-versa). 

 So instead of our ―open‖ relationship being a healthy, breezy thing, it was the 

ammunition we ended up using to hurt one another and to protect ourselves.  They say, ―All is 

fair in love and war‖, but I‘m just not sure that‘s true.  Eddie, being the red-hot-blooded male, 

was a terminal grab-ass flirt.  And women simply loved him anyway:  young or old; black, 

white or purple; gay or straight…he just had a special affinity for the other sex.  I was 

convinced that he fucked around every chance he got, as he openly chased chicks right in front 

of me, which they all loved and fed upon.  But, as it turned out, he never took it any further than 
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that, yet he damn well might as well have, because he constantly psychologically fucked 

countless of them; leaving the possibility open and taunting, dangling in front of my face and 

accentuated with such an array of comments as, ―She‘s so sweet, what a doll‖ or, ―I‘ll bet she‘s 

sweet, I always wanted to fuck her‖.  It got to where I would give him a blow job, to 

completion, every single morning that I had to get up and go to work; I didn‘t want him walking 

around there all day with a hard-on and all those horny, devious broads!  It took me quite a 

while to believe that he never literally fucked around on me.  But one thing:  we never lied to 

each other, we were always brutally honest, in fact. 

 There was, incredibly enough, only one time in our entire duration together as an item 

that he had outright sex with another woman, and I damn near insisted on it, might as well have 

made him a ―free pass‖.  This was after I had acquired my driver‘s license and car, and I would 

take month-long trips out to the high desert mountains of north central Nevada when I needed to 

get away from the scene.  There was an old man up there named Mack, short for ―Mcduffy‖, 

who I had become friends with when he gave me a ride years earlier somewhere in Oregon, 

during my hitchhiking days.  I‘d go and visit him now and again, spending some time in the 

Reno area as well.  Before leaving on one of those trips, I told Eddie that I wanted him to go all 

the way, to have sex with someone else, if he hadn‘t already.  I wanted him to bring someone 

home and make it with her right there in our house.  My reasons were that I wanted to know 

what it was like to be the ―main attraction‖, the woman of the house, so to speak, the one to 

trump a ―one night‖ fling; also, I wanted Eddie to decide and admit that he really needed me and 

wanted me, and thought that if he had free, guiltless sexual reign for awhile he would discover 

how much that really was so.  I‘m not sure if it worked out that way, but he was more than 

happy to oblige me, and seemed to already have someone in mind.  (I also asked that he tell the 

woman, whoever she was, about me; that it was my house she was being given permission to 

fuck my man in, to which his response was:  ―That‘s no way to get laid—chicks don‘t want to 

hear about other females.‖)  Well as it turns out it was another hooker, one who had been 

hanging around, and a friend of his brought her over for a freebie. 

 I believe it was this guy named Frank who brought her by.  Frank was just about the 

meanest son of a bitch of all of Eddie‘s buddies.  He was cold-hearted, hard-assed and flat-out 

bristly mean.  I can only remember him being nice to me a couple of times in the entire duration 

that we were acquainted.  One of those times was after I found myself ―pushed over the edge‖, 
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and hauled off and read him his rights.  Eddie and I were in bed one afternoon digging each 

other like we often did, and Frank and some other guys were out in the yard, trying to come in.  

Well I think that Eddie went and told them we were busy, or something to that effect, because 

Frank caught wind that we were being intimate and that‘s why we didn‘t want to answer the 

door.  And so he starts yelling at the top of his lungs, ―CRADLE-ROBBER EDDIE!!‖, and then 

goes to the bedroom window and yells in all these obscenities, all punctuated with ―cradle-

robber‖ (I believe he‘s the one who got that whole cradle-robber thing going in the first place).  

Well I just about had enough at that point and said, ―That‘s IT‖.  I jumped up stark-ass naked 

and yelled out the window, ―Frank, go to the front door, I want to tell you something!!‖  He 

actually listened to me, said, ―Okay‖ and went there.  So I opened the door with still not a stitch 

of clothing on, freshly fucked (yet interrupted!) and I‘ll never forget the look on his face.  He 

didn‘t know where to look, how to act, what to say.  He was mildly shocked, and actually 

reduced to bumbling.  I then started in on him:  ―I‘m just about sick of all this cradle-robber shit, 

it‘s all ‗cradle-robber‘ this and ‗cradle-robber‘ that‖, I put my arms out slightly and pushed 

everything forward, ―Does this look like a baby to you?!?...I‘m just trying to get it on with my 

guy here, and you‘re ruining our day!!!‖ 

 He was all of a sudden sheepish and apologetic—he actually repeatedly said ―I‘m 

sorry‖, shuffled his feet a little and added, ―I‘ll never say it again‖.  And I don‘t think he ever 

did.  But shortly after that he went out and got himself a girlfriend a year or two younger than 

me. 

 I guess this is as good a time as any to mention my side of the coin when it came to 

extra-curricular sex, and I‘m going to be completely honest:  I screwed around more than most 

people would ever admit.  I went into the relationship really wanting to be with Eddie only, as 

non-pressuring as we were with one another, I wanted him because it was my choice; he never 

made me make any promises, likely because he didn‘t want to have to keep any himself.  But 

very shortly into the game I realized everything else I was getting, a ―package deal‖, and I also 

realized how nonchalant he could be which, within weak moments, could easily be 

misinterpreted as someone flat-out not caring.  I used to think that Eddie was absolutely the 

most non-jealous person I ever knew.  But truth be told, he actually was capable of this emotion, 

and of being hurt more than he ever would let on.  And his true reaction would come out in one 
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of our drunken fights.  Sometimes we‘d have it out over the stupidest, most trivial things, which 

would have only been the trigger to so much more running so deep. 

  I‘ve never, ever messed around on any other man in my life like that:  it was one of the 

many ―exceptions‖ in this relationship that long got swept under the rug of my heart and psyche.  

I was young, wild, on fire and using all the wrong methods to try and make Eddie want to share 

his life exclusively with me.  I used my body and sex like a weapon, really, like revenge.  I 

decided fairly early on into the sexual mind-game shenanigans that two could play the game; I 

just took it all the way.  There was no other excuse (no excuse at all, actually).  There certainly 

wasn‘t a physical need for it, as Eddie took care of me in that way better than anyone.  It was a 

psychological thing, I was somehow ―getting back‖ at him; it was also a way for me to deal with 

my insecurities, and the rejection and outright humiliation I experienced during many 

uncomfortable encounters within his social turf. 

 There were one night stands, but one guy I messed around with somewhat regularly, and 

it was because he was the only one of that entire crew who seemed to understand my 

predicament.  Sure, he may have had ulterior motives, but was always straight forward about it, 

and honestly did empathize with my situation there at the Junktion.  He was separated at the 

time from his wife and family, and played around with a lot more than me, but we had some sort 

of instant mutual reckoning.  I‘m not going to go on about it too much because this isn‘t his 

story, but it needs to be mentioned, as he was one of the two outlaw earth angels in my life, 

someone I‘ve always remembered.  He was my leverage to the odds which were stacked against 

me at that point in the curve.  So I at least want to tell about the day we met. 

 It was right before Eddie and I officially moved in, almost finished with the cleaning 

phase.  I was alone painting the bedroom (I still remember what color—a soft mint-green).  I 

still even remember what I was wearing:  a pink tank top and tight cut-off shorts.  Well this guy, 

I don‘t want to mention his name, but I have to say that his initials are the same as Eddie‘s, 

same amount of letters in first and last names, same syllables, word structure and all; oddly 

enough, they were also the same age—another Santa Rosa homeboy, this one born and bred.  A 

tall, thin, lanky sort, with brown hair and eyes.  Well he knew everybody at the Junktion , was 

over there at somebody else‘s house that day and had heard about Eddie getting ready to move 

in with this young chick.  He came over specifically to see me because he wanted to meet the 

teenager that everyone was talking about; he had witnessed them all going on with the ―cradle-
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robber‖ nonsense (they just never let up about that!), as Eddie was out there at the time with 

them and I was at the house by myself.   

 He came to the back room where I was working and introduced himself, and then 

straight-up told me,‖ Sweetheart, I don‘t know if you know what you‘re getting yourself into 

trying to make a home here with him and all his friends, I see what you‘re up against right off, 

and I don‘t envy you…I feel for you, I know how these people are, and I see what Angelina 

does to him…she‘s a fucking bitch…‖ 

 Needless to say, my friendship was won over at that moment.  He never did like 

Angelina, or anything about her style.  And from then on he publicly humiliated her on my 

behalf every chance he got.  He may not have been the most savory character himself, but who 

was?  He was rumored to be some sort of ex-hit man for a local motorcycle club.  He said one 

time that he just didn‘t know what to do about his estranged wife:  a hard-assed sixties and 

seventies biker mama turned Jehovah‘s Witness.  She was driving him crazy, and he said that he 

thought about snuffing her out himself, except for the fact that he just wouldn‘t be able to look 

his children in the eye, if knowing he was the one who took out their mother.  He also had 

removed the tattoo of his dead best friend, stretched the skin over a frame and put it behind 

glass on his wall.  He was that kinda guy. But the point is, he was always nice to me, even in his 

seedy, tough-guy way.  He liked my raw style and always treated me in an upright, decent 

manner. 

 Although we had a continuous friendship and instant mutual affection, the physical part 

of our association was purely animal.  Eddie was still the one who I truly loved and wanted, the 

one who knew me the most and fit me the best:  he was home to me.  And anytime I‘d do 

something with this other guy or anyone else and then tell him about it, I was trying so hard to 

make him jealous, to get a reaction; each time he‘d incredibly just damn near act like it didn‘t 

matter, seeming more and more casual, but I‘d sometimes see flashes of something in his eyes, a 

momentary stabbing reflection of hurt.  And the proof is in the pudding, as they say, for he‘d 

eventually blow about it in one of our insane fights, after he‘d go a-grab-assin‘, that is; acting 

like there were a hundred others he‘d like to do anyway.  Truth is, I was killing him inside, 

more than he‘d ever let on, and it was a vicious cycle but every time I‘d ―dishonor‖ him he‘d 

take me back with open arms, every time, in his humble, uncalculated way.  And no matter how 

bad I acted or how ugly it got, I always did go back to him with my ―tail between my legs‖. 
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 I guess whatever it was that incensed me to throw my body around so much was the 

same obsession which had Eddie acting like he was missing out on everything-–everybody—

else.  And all the while what we both needed was right there at home, if we would only step 

forward and take it.  We were simply caught up in something much bigger than us—

unbeknownst to us both at the time just how big—and though we had the very best physical and 

emotional chemistry, to surrender to one another completely would, in some weird way, imply 

some sort of defeat.  Still, we went on, ‗cause that‘s what we did, for as long as was humanly 

possible, even after I finally gave up on the idea of us ever leaving there together and went out 

and found my own place; we just couldn‘t let go—didn‘t want to.   

 I lived at the Junktion with Eddie for a little over a year and a half; that was just about as 

long as I could do.  And the entire time I tried, on some level, to get him interested in moving to 

somewhere—anywhere—else.  I never let up with that as long as I continued to exist there.  

And he would humor me with plans which never came through.  Sometimes those plans 

included looking for old fixer-uppers, and though it never came to full fruition, there were many 

beautiful drives through the area between Santa Rosa and the coast; the green, rolling western 

hills on the border of Sonoma and Marin Counties.  At the time it was still wide open and the 

roads were small and slow, dotted with ancient abandoned farmhouses and cottages nestled into 

wooded creek sides.  We‘d go exploring and find places like this from days gone by, simpler 

times, little touches of magical, romantic history; peaceful, ghostly oasis‘s in the midst of a fast-

changing society.   

 We‘d also go for drives to cheap little roadside motels in another part of Santa Rosa, or 

in Petaluma, San Rafael or wherever, just to get away for awhile.  It was Eddie‘s way of 

keeping me quiet about moving, by providing a temporary change of scenery, and it was 

actually fun.  We‘d throw the dogs in one of the cars, take off and go rent a room somewhere; 

kick back, drink and fool around like we were having an affair or something.  We‘d lie in bed 

all afternoon and night, watch television (something we never had at the house) and indulge in 

each other, free of the influence of the many other personalities, like the ―old days‖.  Sometimes 

our getaways would be just for an hour or two at one of the hot tub places which were so in 

vogue at the time.  For twenty dollars you could get your own private hot tub, sauna, massage 

table and shower—very therapeutic! 



43 
 

 So I‘ve pretty much painted the picture of life as we knew it at that time, our humble 

existence on the edge, our fated sojourn on Wright Road.  But I‘ve, so far, left out the details of 

one element crucial to that whole bizarre brew, and it must be included here to complete the 

image of how everything unfolded—and, eventually, came tumbling down. 

 The drugs. 

 Of course there was always plenty of refer around, which I loved but Eddie was never 

too fond of.  And there were lots of other drugs available, probably anything desired if one were 

to pursue it.  Besides smoking and drinking, I had dabbled in a bit of this and that prior to taking 

up residence at wayward central.  But it was during that time I was fully, face-to-face 

introduced to a little substance known as methamphetamine or, as we called it—crank...speed, 

bump, go-fast, meth. 

 I forget the first time it was brought around there, but it wasn‘t too long after we first 

moved in.  As it turns out, I liked it, liked it a lot, way too much, in fact.  The coming down part 

was hard, but with the right mix of alcohol and weed you could make that bearable and, with 

any luck, sleep it off.  Two days and two nights was always my limit; the third day was come-

down time.  Mind you, I‘m not talking about the demon drug they today call crack—something 

which later evolved from freebasing cocaine and then freebasing meth crystals, and then 

somewhere along the line that monster ―crack‖ took on a life and entity of its own.  No, all of 

that had not yet come to be (and I never did get caught up in it when it did—saw it take down 

too many souls).  What I‘m referring to was good old-fashioned speed which, of course, was 

horrible poison as well; psychotic-producing, sleep-depriving chemicals, and I cringe these days 

when I think of all that I ran through my poor little body and psyche.  But at the time I was 

young, stupid and strong, and I just loved the way a good batch made me feel:  invincible, 

indestructible, fearless, capable of anything (all of the qualities which are our natural birthright, 

and which we spend a lifetime trying to kill!).  I liked it because I always was somewhat 

inhibited, I mean non-social, and the crank made me come out of my shell and be less self-

conscious, more spontaneous.  I also liked it because, having always struggled to some degree 

with my weight and feeling bloated, it would of course quicken your metabolism and skinny 

you up real fast.  

 We would chop it up into lines and snort it through a straw or a rolled up dollar bill.  

This is the way it was brought into my realm, the way I learned to ingest it, and the first several 
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times Eddie did it that way too although, unbeknownst to me then, it was not his method of 

choice.  I suppose he controlled himself as long as he could, on my behalf perhaps, and then the 

needles came into the scene. 

 I‘ll never forget the day that came into our house.  I had not a clue that Eddie had been 

into shooting anything, no idea whatsoever.  He hadn‘t done that for quite a while, and kept it a 

well-hid secret from me the whole time we knew each other.  I guess it‘s just not the sort of 

thing one usually goes on talking about openly, and it of course never came up.  Until one day 

he and a buddy were out scoring and I was at home waiting for them.  When he came back, it 

was in a freakish whirlwind, an unusually rushed frenzy, an excited, ecstatic desperation; I‘ll 

never forget that look in his eyes.  He was all but ignoring me, and giving orders to the other 

guy:  ―Okay, get it now, that over here, bring it in here, we‘ll do it over there…‖  I was, like, 

―Whaaa?..what‘s going on?‖  He responded with something to the effect of just never you mind.  

I was puzzled for a minute, and then, when I spotted the rig, my heart sunk to my toes.  I 

instantly protested and he just as instantly nipped it in the bud, he was like:  back off, end of 

discussion, case closed, not up for debate…just take your share over there and go snort your 

line, and back off.  Which I did at that moment, but from then on I never stopped protesting, 

inquiring, wanting to know, to talk, to talk him out of it; I threw fits, yelled, begged, cried and 

demanded, but none of it worked.  And all the while I was snorting my little lines anyway, and 

so treading upon shaky moral grounds.  It was a murky situation, of many shades, not just black 

and white.  But I came to despise that little ritual of his, the whole activity which he almost 

always shared with certain friends.  And I came to resent those friends even more.  Little by 

little Eddie was slipping away from me, I felt, gauged into by the shadowy claws of so many 

vampirish souls.   

 A few months into that run he acquired a ―tricked out‖ glass rig of his own, nothing 

throwaway; complete, presumably, with extra parts, in its own little wooden box.  I loathed the 

thing, and even more so when he showed it off to his friends.  One day I was at the house alone 

and was having a real bad time of it, in a real deep funk.  We had fought, I‘m sure it was about 

the drugs, and I was feeling really down and pissed off.  Well there was a hole in the wall in the 

living room, from where I had thrown Eddie‘s brass Buddha (given to him by a deceased buddy 

named Jack) across the room on a previous day, in a previous rage.  We had been fighting then 

too and I just picked up that sucker and flung it past Eddie‘s face, and straight into the sheet 
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rock it went, down into the wall forever, leaving a Buddha-shaped hole, like a cartoon 

silhouette.  Well on the day that I was alone there, in another fit of anger I impulsively took the 

glass rig from its resting spot in the hall closet and just destroyed it; took a big rock or 

something and simply crushed it in a blast of rage until it was a mangled, twisted mess.  I then 

had to get rid of the evidence fast, and so just as impulsively I dropped all of the pieces into the 

Buddha hole, thinking it was the one place he‘d never find them (I was right).  After that I hid 

the box, probably in the backyard somewhere, to be disposed of at first opportunity.  I‘m not 

sure if that all made me feel any better, but it sure didn‘t hurt:  a guilt free mini-release.   

 By the time Eddie went looking for it later that day or the next, I had made up my mind 

that I was going to go to the grave denying knowing anything about it.  It was the only time I 

ever lied to him about anything, EVER, and I felt not an ounce of guilt; it was like a given, an 

exemption in my conscience.  And he did ask after it again and again, about fifty times, while he 

searched for it everywhere.  He thought that he could break me; was so sure I was the one who 

had taken it, it had to be me.  He was so sure he knew where he left it, where he always left it.  

And each time he‘d interrogate me I‘d just stick to my guns with comments like,‖ I have no idea 

where that piece of shit is, but I‘m glad it‘s gone‖ or, ―No, I didn‘t, but I wish I would have‖

 .After he had given up on thinking I was the culprit, he then settled into deciding which 

one of those SOB‘s around there took it, and he fumed for days over which one it was; picking a 

certain guy and then switching to another, back and forth like that.  Not only did I never feel the 

least bit of transgression (normally my conscience would weigh down with something like that), 

but I actually took privately privileged, secret pleasure in knowing that at least one of those 

assholes was being inadvertently set up.  It was like I was, for a minute, a self-appointed 

dispenser of just-desserts. 

 Since I had the occasion to mention Jack, Eddie‘s dearly departed old buddy who gave 

him the brass Buddha, I‘d like to change the channel for awhile and talk about him.  He was 

someone very important in Eddie‘s life, who died while Eddie was in fire camp.  He was quite a 

bit older, and was looked up to a great deal, taught him a lot about life in general. They met 

when the younger was fresh out of high school, working together on building the duplexes for 

Uncle Harvey.  People called him ―Happy Jack‖.  He was short also, was part Native American 

Indian, and had some steel-blue eyes that could cut through the bullshit, to the chase; cut right 

through anything and anyone.  He had a huge heart of gold, but took no amount of crap from 
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any source, never backing down.  He was a wild man, with his own custom-made set of values 

and perceptions; an old-school, Americana sort of fellow.  He was the type of guy who wouldn‘t 

necessarily go out of his way to start a fight, but would damn sure be the one to finish it.  Other 

guys thought that they could pick on him because of his size, but then they always had another 

―think‖ coming. 

 One of Eddie‘s favorite stories about Happy Jack was one of the times when he wore his 

mohawk, a signature style of his own, with one single curly lock of hair hanging down in the 

middle of his forehead.  Well one day he was in a biker bar, an outlaw joint of some sort, just 

drinking his drink and minding his own business when some big old dude, the grown-up bully 

type came up to his barstool, and flicked Jack‘s curl. 

 ―Nice hairdo‖, the guy smirked, ―I‘ll bet you‘re a real bad dude, a real bad-ass, huh?‖ 

 Jack reacted by barely moving a muscle, didn‘t lose his cool or even get off of his stool.  

He simply turned his head, ever so slowly, toward the invader, looked him straight in the eye, 

piercing the guy‘s very presence and whole sense of intimidation tactic with those insanely 

intense eyes of his, and calmly, in a bone-chilling tone replied, ―I‘m so bad, I scare myself‖. 

 Well that‘s all it took, and the bully got the fear of Jordan put deep into his soul, backing 

off right then and there, knees knocking and practically pissing his pants, muttering something 

to the effect of, ―I don‘t want no trouble‖ and telling his friends, ―Don‘t fuck with that guy, he‘s 

bad‖.  Our man was then able to go back to quietly enjoying his cocktail. 

 When Eddie and I first met, he spoke of Jack quite often; he had only been dead not 

much more than a year, and was fresh on his mind and in his heart.  Jack had really taken Eddie 

under his wing, like a young father or big brother, and you could tell that it left a lasting 

impression.  He always said that he would have loved me, as, like he, I was always my own 

person (for better or for worse), we would have gotten along famously:  a couple of wild cards.  

He always said that Jack would have just pulled me up onto his lap while saying something like, 

―Hey little darlin‘, come over here and tell me about yourself!‖   I always felt Jack‘s spirit; his 

presence was strong around Eddie and in our world.  And though I never knew the man, I felt a 

rare and special connection with him; he was, in a roundabout way, a part of what we shared, 

and the whole line of destiny which brought us together.  In this light, it didn‘t surprise me at all 

that there was a little down-home burger joint named ―Happy Jack‘s‖ (sign complete with a 

smiling, cheeky, funny little face) just down the road from us in Roseland, on the corner of 
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Sebastopol and Stony Point Roads.  His memory and the spirit of his person seemed to follow 

us everywhere, and was interwoven into timeless rituals strewn the land over, manifesting into 

the moment as colorful occurrences, daily surprises.  I also always felt that, along with Aunt 

Dottie, Jack was one of Eddie‘s very special guardians, like angels in training. 

 But back to where I was about the drugs…Once Eddie started using them with the 

needle again, he never went back to doing it the other way, even after losing his ―precious‖ rig.  

And I went on snorting my lines, all the while rallying against that mainlining scene; a cause 

which admittedly weakened as time went on.  We just kept on scoring whenever a little extra 

money could be sported and we wanted to get high, never the same batch or quality any two 

times.  Eddie, every once in a great while, when one of his junkie friends was around, would 

score himself a ―speedball‖:  a shot of heroin mixed with speed.  But mostly it was the meth, at 

that point, he was after, and I was right on after him with it; bad-mouthing the needle, then 

shoving the same poison up my nose.  Fully buzzed, we‘d proceed to have ourselves a crazy 

good old time.  It was a pattern which was fast developing, and growing unhealthier by the day. 

 I‘m not sure at what point in the game it was, whether before or after I finally moved 

out, when I ―surrendered‖, threw in the towel, so to speak, or, rather, threw in the straw; my 

curiosity getting the best of my better judgment, stepping forward and saying, ―I want to try it 

like that‖…a decision which would change my life forever.  Eddie‘s reaction was, ―No fucking 

way, I don‘t want you involved in this shit‖.  And it was true, was not just an egoistic thing:  he 

may have had no qualms about bringing it into our house or doing it that way in front of my 

face, but he did not want his girl caught up in what he knew was a dirty habit. Yet I persisted, 

and with a rather fatalistic attitude:  insisting that if he was going to keep on doing it, then I 

wanted to as well; wanted to see what it‘s like; if it was okay for him, then it‘s okay for me, 

etcetera, etcetera.  Well he kept putting his foot down with an absolute, ―NO!!‖ 

 We went round and round like that for awhile, and then one day I simply stated, ―If you 

don‘t do me, I‘ll get someone else to‖, which was emotional blackmail, yes, but ultimately 

effective.  Now he could have run all around the Junktion and given everybody the warning 

about not touching me like that, but then it would have been running into another one of those 

moralistic pit holes, and I don‘t think he was ready to take any sort of hypocritical oath or stand.  

He was backed in a corner because I meant what I said, and so at that point, for him, it was 

either stop or share.  I know he felt horrible for a long, long time about the whole situation and 
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his lack of will power in doing the right thing.  But he surely did not want someone else sticking 

a needle in my arm; if I was dead set, then he wanted to be the one, ‗cause he at least knew what 

he was doing. 

 So he called me a little bitch and then said, ―Alright, come here‖, and fixed me up with a 

dose which would be okay for a first-timer.  Just the fact that it was so taboo was exciting in 

itself, but when he put that needle in my vein, pulling back the little bit of blood to make sure 

that the hit registered and then pushing the drug into my blood stream, the rush was one that 

there are no words to fully explain.  It‘s euphoric, to be sure, and all of your troubles, all of the 

little irritants and insecurities that pick and nag at your entire being just instantly melt away and 

is replaced with a surge of seemingly magical energy.  But it‘s a fake euphoria, a phony, an 

imposter, a ruse; very temporary and one hundred percent artificial.   

 There was one thing, however, about it all which was very real to me:  the sexual 

sensation of that naughty gesture, the major turn on I experienced when he stuck me with that 

stuff.  It was very erotic and from then on, whenever he came toward me with my dose all set 

up, I swear my breathing quickened with this sensual feeling which began in my chest, worked 

its way down through my stomach and ended in a tingling gush between my legs.  It felt like he 

was fucking me in a brand new way.  And to this day I am convinced that each and every junkie 

or drug fiend, anyone who shoots up, is really just, plain and simple, fucking themselves. 

 So we went on partying together like that and it not only became more an accepted thing 

in my world, but in a rather sick and twisted manner, I began to think of needle use as ―where 

it‘s at‖, something that cool, tough, happening people partook in.  I was always somewhat 

―different‖ growing up, and most of the time felt rejected by my peers, never quite fitting in or 

understood by the typical social bunch of my age level.  And so, in my mind, this was another 

way of me ―sticking it to them all‖, sticking out my tongue and saying, ―So there, what do you 

think of me now?‖  Of course the only person I was ever really hurting was myself, but I was 

having some fun doing it.  I was a renegade, an outlaw, pushing the limits of what is considered 

normal behavior.  In not much more than a year I went from abhorring the scene of fixing up, to 

openly embracing it.  And, of course, there was the drinking, my first and most deadly habit as 

it was easily obtained and indeed socially acceptable.  I would have drank just about anything, 

but at the time of which I presently speak, was going through a brandy phase, and was known to 

have carried a half-pint of the stuff around in my back pocket or hand-bag. 
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 This is not to say that we didn‘t have other, more regular rituals as well.  We both drank 

way more than we should have, and it wasn‘t like the drug scene ever completely took over our 

lives, but we did it often enough that it was a fairly common occurrence.  Yet on some days 

we‘d get up, have coffee, go out to breakfast, read the paper, have a sober, heartfelt 

conversation…just like a ―regular‖ couple.  But the calm, lucid times were dotted with (or were 

they dotted within?) misplaced, negatively channeled emotions and out-of-control conduct.  

And it wasn‘t only the booze and drugs that were hurting us, but also the mind games, the 

infidelities and mind-fucking; all-too-frequent little betrayals and violations on our true, tender 

feelings.  We brutalized ourselves and one another with our equally stubborn ways; the fights 

were getting more and more heartbreaking and intense.  I was seething with so much misplaced 

anger and was starting to break things, was becoming a bit too fond of the sound of broken 

glass.  Like I said before and I‘ll say it again:  when we were ―on‖ we were so very on, such 

best friends and so definitely in love.  The rest of the time, however, we were like a couple of 

ticking bombs, ready to go off at any given moment. 

 I believe that it was at about the time Eddie began working on cars in the garage of the 

house caddy-corner to ours when I moved out, into my own apartment.  The bikers were gone 

and Tommy had taken over that house.  Now Erin and Angelina had it neatly arranged just the 

way they wanted, choosing their own direct neighbors, with a buffer between themselves and 

anyone they hadn‘t chosen.  We didn‘t have a garage at our house, and Eddie was becoming a 

mobile or ―shade tree‖ mechanic.  Well Tommy had a real nice garage, and so Eddie worked out 

a deal with him whereas he would work on his car for free in exchange for using the place to 

work on others.  Already spending more than half of his time at one of the other houses, when 

this arrangement was made I hardly ever saw him, unless I wanted to hang out over at Tommy‘s 

place, which was fast becoming Eddie‘s central headquarters.  Many of his customers were 

ladies, damsels in automotive distress, most of whom knew Eddie and knew how much he loved 

―pussy‖, and while he worked on their cars they worked him, worked him hard, always vying 

for that better deal.  And having themselves a grand old time in the process, like one party after 

another.  This was especially effective when he began conducting business out of his buddy‘s 

place of residence.  Everything suddenly got taken over there, and my world became more 

empty and pale.  By then I was certain he would never ever leave that neighborhood, he had no 
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reason to, it seemed; it was all just made too easy for him not to.  I felt that my run there was 

coming to a gradual close, but I didn‘t want to end our relationship. 

 Through my restaurant experience at the Farmhand, I had landed myself a job as pantry 

cook at the Souverain Winery outside of Geyserville, over-looking a beautiful spot called 

Alexander Valley.  I made some awesome salads, cheeseboards and desserts, and assisted the 

chef and sous chef in all sorts of gourmet food preparations.  I was working fulltime and 

decided that I could afford to rent a place; I played with the idea and probably threw it around in 

front of Eddie as some sort of ultimatum when feeling ignored or somehow neglected.  I still 

loved him dearly despite everything, and had a hard time letting go of everything we shared, but 

I just didn‘t want to live at the Junktion any longer.  It‘s not something that we actually 

discussed openly, as he did not like the idea one bit.  He was painfully aware of the fact that I 

didn‘t want to be there, but also was adamant about not wanting to move, himself:  he wanted 

his cake, and to eat it too, as they say.  He strongly disliked the idea of his girl moving away on 

her own, but wouldn‘t try to stop me if that was what I really wanted.   

 When I did move, it wasn‘t simply a ploy to break away from the Malfunktion Junktion; 

it was also right in sync with destiny‘s illusory hands.  I know this because I saw the place in 

my dreams before ever setting foot there or even knowing it existed.  And it has procured an 

indispensible spot in my psyche and the world of dreaming, a remarkable pillar on another plane 

in this starry world of time and space, ever since.  But let me describe the dream vision before 

going into all the details of the transition, and let me start by saying it was one of those dreams 

which was more than just a common brain sabbatical; it was an actual experience, full of color, 

vibrant, alive: 

 I was standing on a plain, looking out far away across an empty, open space; only tall 

yellow grasses and a pastel, moaning wind.  Way off in the distance was this magnificent 

sprawling mansion, most of it white, and appearing to be ancient, crumbling, mystical.  It was a 

cross between old European, Plantation style and an old steamboat or ship; all this intricate, 

swirly molding and endless balconies.  I could see it in fine detail though it was very far off.  It 

seemed to be divided somehow into sections of three, yet all one continuous structure.  From the 

middle over to the right were long, rectangular two-story extensions; pure white with fancy 

balconies, pillars, cloudlike openings, passageways and low, flat roofs.  To the left was the part  

of the architectural complex which really stood out, differed from the rest.  It stood higher, was 
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more curved and rolling, with an apex:  a singular, tall rounded rooftop area with an aerial 

porch, like a huge bell tower, or for lookout on some long-extinct style of a water vessel.  This 

section was also white, but was shaded with another color, of blue; the cap of the tower was 

blue.  It, too, was decorated with a lot of rare-looking ethereal gingerbread woodwork.  I 

stood—or was I floating?—there intensely scrutinizing the entire scene, my full attention and 

concerns fixed on this strange mansion-like place.  I was simply mesmerized by it, my line of 

vision panning the long building from end to end, completely taken in by its aura; knowing that 

it must have been haunted with an eternity of entities, due to it‘s fantastic hold on my senses.  I 

was especially drawn to the tower, and felt it had something intimately to do with me, like I was 

supposed to be over there, or like a part of me already was.  There was nothing else around for 

as far as I could see, just the lonely, desolate plain.  And then all of a sudden that tower burst 

into flames, erupted with great violent tongues of fire, and I was consumed with a hallowed 

desperation as I looked out over the distance, watching it burn.  And then I awoke, puzzled and 

without a clue, yet deeply moved all the same. 

 Not more than two days later, I was riding my bicycle through town.  (Even though I 

then had a car, I still liked to ride my bike, and maybe Eddie was working on the Dart).  

Anyhow, I was headed from the east side of Santa Rosa back over to the Junktion on the far 

western edge.  I cut through a section just north of the heart of town and which I had never 

before noticed, tucked away between the historic railroad area and downtown ―proper‖.  It was 

near one of those intersections where several streets come together, some one-way and some 

dead-ending, and by the angle from which I peddled my way along (against ordinarily 

motorized traffic), little by little it came into view, my long, magical dream mansion; rather, 

unfolded like slow motion onto the street vision and into my realm of reckoning.  The way it 

was arranged, I mean its juxtaposition in relation to the sidewalks and boulevards and other 

buildings, I could have been standing half a block away and never even known it was there; 

literally tucked away in its own hidden pocket of the neighborhood.  But as I rolled along that 

spontaneously chosen path of mine that day, it appeared to me, unrolled directly in front of me:  

first the far right end, the classical, white, linear sprawl of straight angles and sagging balconies 

continuing on into the middle, and then on the left side, that rounded, almost octagonal 

curvature of the ―tower‖, set back just a bit from the rest of the structure, colored white, with the 

rooftop and some of the moldings trimmed out in blue!  I slammed on my brakes and sat there 
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for a moment with my jaw hanging open in awe and wonder.  I was definitely looking at the 

mansion I had seen in that nocturnal field, yet this time I was perched right in front of it, 

witnessing in full its splendor, all surrounded by trees and finely landscaped grounds.  I could 

feel as well as see that it was one and the same. 

 Well of course I had to go investigating, and went directly toward the part that I was 

drawn to, the section which resembled some sort of an old ship.  It had its own big front porch 

and entranceway, and was the trickest Victorian style architecture I had ever seen, like whoever 

designed it was on mushrooms or something.   The entire front walls (not just the windows) on 

the ground floor were ―bay‖ style shaped, but with curves that defied the ordinary blueprint of 

that period.  The upper levels and roof were just as I had seen a night or two previous in my 

mind‘s eye, before it blazed with fire; decked out in wavy lines, sort of like a many-sided 

bubble.  And carved into the creative roof trimming were miniature depictions of maritime 

anchors. 

 From the looks of the place and the several mailboxes, I could tell that it had been split 

up into apartments.  On either side of the double doors fronting the porch, behind those huge 

windows, were what I assumed to be the first two units, and the one on the right appeared to be 

empty!  My heart leaped as I somehow instantly knew that this was mine, this was where I was 

supposed to be—my ticket out of the Junktion and into the barely explored waters of my 

independence.  I hadn‘t intended to go house-hunting that day, hadn‘t even thought about it.  

But as I stood on that porch on the little strip of 8
th

 Street between A and B Streets, divided off, 

hidden and separated from the rest of 8
th

, I was certain that it was meant to be. 

 I went nosing around through the outdoor corridors of the rest of the place, those 

Plantation style wings, to inquire as to how I could reach the landlord, and found someone who 

gave me the full story, history and all.  It had been three mansions owned, one each, by three old 

ladies—sisters—and had been built for them when they were very young by their very well-to-

do father.  The middle building and the ―ship-style‖ one on the left had long been sectioned off 

into rentals by the two sisters that owned them, and the house on the far right had been kept a 

private, single-dwelling residence by the sister who had that one.  Well the old gal with the 

mansion I liked had recently passed away, and the two surviving sis‘s sold her place to a real 

sleazy, fast-talking opportunist type of real estate mongrel, a slumlord who immediately 

stripped the place clean of every single piece of antique furniture, rug, light fixture, everything, 
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then hired some cheap help to put a slap-shot paint job on it (hence the blue trim) and rented the 

apartments indiscriminately to anyone who came along and came up with the money; any sort 

of rowdy, druggie or outlaw, as long as they showed the cash, he didn‘t care what they did, he 

only cared about the instant flow of green.  As it turned out, some of the renters were bringing 

around street hookers from down in the old Railroad District (the Hotel La Rosa, infamous there 

for long-time prostitution, was apparently cleaning up its act) and letting them crash in common 

areas of the house, washing themselves with a free-standing water spigot in the attic—which 

drained down to nowhere, just soaked into the wood.  The other mansion that rented out 

apartments, overseen by one of the two old sisters, had tenants which were ―respectable‖, quiet, 

square, ―normal‖, whereas the house in which I was interested was like party-animal central.  It 

was like a condensed, downtown version of the Malfunktion Junktion.  But I didn‘t care; I 

didn‘t know these people, and if I had my own place, I could simply shut the door behind me.  I 

wanted in.  

 Pets were absolutely not allowed on the grounds of the other rentals, and supposedly not 

in ―my‖ house either, but I still pushed my way in—the landlord there obviously not enforcing 

any set thing.  My dog—a beautifully awesome champagne-colored Golden Retriever—going 

everywhere with me, and the fact that it was affordable ($165 a month) were the factors, the 

from-then-on-out-usual factors which landed me on the shady side of the estate.  I met the 

owner that same day, who told me where the manager lived, just around the corner on B Street. 

He told me to go and deal with him for the rental, which was still available.  I did so right then 

and there, and by the time I made it back to the Junktion to excitedly tell Eddie, I just about had 

it in the bag.  It all fell into place, seemingly by itself, and within a week I was moved into my 

very first own place:  a studio apartment with high ceilings, hardwood floors and cool old-

fashioned shutters in those humongous bay windows.  I was barely nineteen years old, and was 

telling people that the place was my birthday present to myself. 

 Well Eddie did not like it at all that I moved out, but nevertheless tried to support my 

decision as best he could, and we still had great, undeniable feelings for one another.  For me 

the experience was a bitter-sweet one:  I was so glad to be away from the Junktion and to have 

my very own domain, yet I was also leaving so much behind.  True, I never wanted to live there 

in the first place, and begrudgingly wound up doing so, but it was my first home, and so much 

was shared there with my first real love; a part of me was screaming inside.  Our relationship 
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was reaching a new plateau, and would never be the same again.  I only moved across town, but 

left so much behind, including a part of my spirit.  The bones of my old dog I was sure laid out 

there off of the road somewhere (as they likely do to this day), as he ran away one final time 

about a year earlier and got himself into bad trouble by a mean, vicious rancher:  chasing a bitch 

in heat on one of the horse ranches and chasing the horses too, actually breaking out the 

bedroom window pane that last time to get out.  That of course broke my heart, and it felt as 

though I was giving up on him ever returning; leaving him too.  I also left a certain element of 

my childhood in Eddie‘s house (now it would be only Eddie‘s place); although I was no ―Polly 

Pure‖ on arrival, a certain innocence—wide-eyed and wide open—was brought with me, was 

left behind there and would never reemerge in the same fashion.  And I literally left material 

bits and pieces of my childhood, items such as books, furniture and old toys that I had collected 

all of my life—left most of it all in Eddie‘s house, like leaving my then-short past in his care 

while jumping into the unknown. 

 It was a sad thing for the both of us, parting our lives like that, as we had become quite 

used to and comfortable with our shared little cocoon.  No matter how dark it may have 

sometimes been, it was still ours.  But we continued to see one another as often as we could. 

                                                                  

The route that we took between our two respective residences—down through the heart 

of Roseland to where Sebastopol Road runs into the crossroads of Highways 101 and 12, under 

the overpass, over Santa Rosa Creek, through old town‘s Railroad Square and then up into a 

pocket neighborhood and the back side of the mansions—began to take on the air of some major 

de ja vus for me.  The more I traveled that little back-street route which connected our worlds, 

the more intensely familiar the territory came to be, in a rather arcane manner, beyond what was 

happening on any particular day; like we had been through it all in some other time and space, 

had done it all before.  It‘s hard to explain the feelings I harbored:  heart-wrenchingly stinging 

and comforting at once, like whatever had occurred in whichever life was difficult indeed (as 

was our present situation), yet perhaps necessary for survival, with an outcome triumphant, at 

least, in spirit.  Like pieces of what Eddie called the magical puzzle, as I tread those grounds the 

sensations, of an equally divine and desperate aura, began fitting in my mind, but only to the 
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point of knowing that something was going on behind the veil; it still mystified me.  I was not 

quite yet fully aware of the past life stirrings that vibrated there, of our raw native incarnations 

and the implication of what we meant to one another…and would always mean to one another.  

All I knew at the time was that it felt like old home—the energy and the landscape between 

us—but also felt as though it were gradually slipping away. 

 I tried to focus as much attention as I could on my terrific new digs, and there was 

something strange and interesting about the first couple of months that I spent in the apartment.  

Within my initial vision of the place, I perceived the entire thing as one huge mansion, 

somehow divided into sections of three, but physically, architecturally connected all the same.  I 

continued to float there in my dreams sometimes, and it was still, on those dream planes, all one 

rambling, massive piece of woodwork.  In the waking state, even after I was told (on that very 

first day) that it was three separate buildings, even after living there and walking a path between 

mine and the one next door, I still thought of it as, actually believed it to be one long palace-

sized house.  That was simply the reality of it on the dimensions that we visit in our dreams and 

planes of thought, and at that point in my young life the lines between dimensions were still 

faint.  Like a child‘s natural affinity for spiritual beings and otherworldly affairs, without 

analyzing or having to understand, just taking certain things, certain ―impossibilities‖ at face 

value and accepting them without question as real:  this is the way my life had always been, 

even though I was not always able to articulate all the facets of life‘s mysteries.  But as a child 

grows, he is conditioned to believe that living is, indeed, one-sided, flat-dimensional, the visions 

become practicalities, are labeled ―imaginary‖; ghostly or angelic companions fade and walls go 

up.  In this same light, partitions within my own line of sight were becoming more and more 

defined, though my soul was being more educated by the day about the way things really are 

and the true meaning of every little circumstance; corporeal pressures make one succumb to 

magnetic forces and the geometrical spaces of the earth. 

 I‘ll never forget how astounded, disillusioned and baffled I was when it actually dawned 

on me that the houses were separated, self-contained structures.  I was standing, first, by the 

window in my kitchen, which was on the wall facing the middle house; then by a window out in 

the hallway landing between the first and second floors, on the same wall, looking toward the 

same neighboring house and the landscaped walkway in between.  It suddenly hit me that there 

was actually space there, nothing adjoining or locking together the individual dwellings.  And 
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yet, as my eyes were observing this, my other sensibilities, my inner vision was still 

comprehending it all as one single, interconnected structure.  I stood there scratching my head 

and wondering how this could be:  both versions of information so real and absolute, and so 

contradicting one another.  It was as though the tunnel of energy and matter which interlinked 

the independent buildings was becoming invisible for the first time, right before me. 

 And the place was haunted, to be sure, the entire estate.  I heard stories from residences 

in the neighboring mansion about ghosts wandering the balconies and such, and my apartment 

was definitely stirring with these oddities as well.  I could feel it from the very beginning of my 

time there.  Angel-like presences floating up near the ceilings, hanging in high corners and 

watching me.  There was also some kind of presence lurking in the pantry closet in the kitchen, 

so thick that I could practically touch it. 

 One night I was kicking back alone in the dark front room, listening to the radio, with 

one small, calm candle burning.  All of a sudden the candle flame took on a life of its own, 

stretching up three quarters of the way to the very high ceiling, then back down, bobbing and 

streaking way up again, like something or someone were pulling on it and then letting go; it 

took on shapes and movements which were indeed quite freaky.  It went on with those strange 

fluctuations for quite awhile, and I sat there wide-eyed and stunned, running through every 

possible logical explanation in my mind, trying to find something that worked, and dismissing 

every single one, as none of them made any sense.  I finally settled on telling myself that it must 

be the sound waves between my radio and the one playing upstairs straight above me; that must 

be the tunnel of energy which was making the flame dance like it was.  All the while, of course, 

in the back of my mind I knew full well that this reasoning was nonsense and that there was no 

explaining what was happening.  But I was completely alone and had to make up something, 

anything to see me through, as I was feeling a little bit shaky about it all.  It‘s not as though my 

life hadn‘t been one long tango with the supernatural—always—and it‘s not like I had never 

spent a night on my own before.  But this place was mine only, my very first solo nest, just me 

and my dog, and whatever invisible housemates were present, I was the one who had to deal 

with it, live with it on a daily (and nightly) basis.   

 And it‘s not like the energy there was malevolent—it wasn‘t really—but I was still a 

little scared.  Caught between the earth plane and that of spirit, I don‘t know what frightened me 

more:  the strange men partying and carrying on right outside my window, hanging out on the 
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porch while sitting on the sills which were just on the other side from my bed; or the bizarre 

presences deeper in the room, which I could not see.  If I tried to retreat to the outside edge of 

the apartment, there were always people loitering around whom I did not know or trust, but if I 

took refuge further into the woodwork of my walls, I was dealing with entities even more 

puzzling and spooky.  I eventually got used to the crowds on both sides of the veil, settling into 

a spot somewhere in between and convincing myself that I could not be harmed. 

 I did things very much the old-fashioned way since being out on my own, I mean out of 

my family‘s house, and therefore had no television, so my imagination could become quite 

intensely vivid.  My presence of mind was still fresh and raw, untainted by the toxic currents 

spewed out by all of the present day electronic devices.  Like my parents and grandparents 

before me, I would lie in bed at night and listen to the simple, rustic radio waves.  There was a 

vintage station out of San Francisco which nightly played two radio shows that I loved:  

Mystery Theater and Comedy Hour.  I looked forward to it on a regular basis; first the Mystery 

Theater, getting me all spooked, then lightened by the good old classic comedy which always 

followed. 

 Eddie and I had some good times there together as well.  The one that stands out was 

with a guy from back east somewhere, who was staying with some people in one of the upstairs 

apartments, and who we had befriended.  One evening he showed us how to get out on the 

roof—my spectral ship watchtower.  He led us up to the third floor, deep into the extended 

woodwork we crawled, through an opening in the wall to the attic and then from there popping 

up through a hatch onto the rooftop.  The three of us sat there drinking beer and smoking a joint 

while looking out over old Santa Rosa, canopied by a dusky, dreamy, smoky orange sky.  We 

were looking right down over the neighborhood where Eddie would come and get me on my 

premier excursions into the city of roses.  It was all very romantic and quite magical; I felt as 

though I could just float off into that horizon—and the rich, emotionally charged essence of all 

that had come to be, and would come to be of our lives.  Time had stood still, had disappeared 

altogether, and we were suspended, for an instant of eternity, outside the calendar lines. 

 Though Eddie and I spent a fair amount of time together at one place or the other, our 

relationship was still beginning to strain under the newly created space from the initial division 

of our everyday worlds.  It was weird being at the Junktion house, it having been ours and then 

only his, but that didn‘t stop me.  Yet there was a substantial amount of time when we were 
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apart (which seemed harder to bear after the experience of living together), and if I was already 

in the dark before moving out, then at that point I was feeling out in the cold as well.  And of 

course Eddie was becoming equally oblivious to my comings and goings.  Our fights didn‘t 

seem to be easing up; they were perhaps just not such regular occurrences as we weren‘t 

together every day.  I didn‘t have a phone at the time, and neither did he (I know that sounds 

strange today, but this was the 1970‘s, and phones were not such a huge deal—people actually 

functioned fine without them), so our connection relied solely on that little run down through 

the heart of the old village and our faith in one another, the latter of which was also straining 

under our current reality. 

 The novelty of my new dwelling was beginning to give way to my insecurities about 

him and me.  When we would have a bad fight and I was certain that we were on the verge of 

breaking up for good, I just couldn‘t stand the idea of even being in the same area—his 

hometown—without being able to have him for my own.  It was like the town would not be big 

enough for the both of us.  It was maddening to me, I just couldn‘t handle it.  I‘d freak out, 

panic, go get boxes and start packing then and there, ready to walk out on everything; exit-

stage-right out of my life.  But then he‘d come around again, or we‘d come around somehow, 

and I‘d want to stay near.  It was quite the emotional teeter-totter, to say the least.  When things 

were not right between us, I just couldn‘t relax and have confidence in what I had created for 

myself; couldn‘t stay strong and revel in my own space.  I had my very own tricked-out place, 

which had a big beautiful old garden right outside the front doors; I also had the whole town and 

the whole world, for that matter, at my feet, but what I really wanted it seemed I could not have.  

I‘d become so anxious, unable to enjoy my immediate surroundings.  I was just too emotionally 

broken up to remain in the same vicinity with Eddie if we were going to part ways, and I never 

knew from one week to the next if that was going to happen.  But we hung on. 

 In the meantime, I‘m looking around at the house in which I resided in a more practical 

sense, noticing what a fire trap it was, and while remembering my dream.  There was a live wire 

hanging from the ceiling in the hallway right outside my door, from when the slumlord had torn 

out the light fixture and just left the hot end swinging bare and exposed.  There was a guy down 

the hall who had a big old Harley and he used to push it up into the building and park it outside 

of his door, where it would leak oil and gasoline on a regular basis, soaking into the seasoned 

woodwork of the floorboards.  A fire alarm even went off one night.  I never saw any flames or 
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smoke, but there was a guy, from the apartment right behind mine, who was having a little melt-

down of his own.  He was pounding on my door, begging me to make the alarm stop.  He had 

been coming down from LSD, had just been able to relax enough to ease off of the trip, and 

then—WHAM—the alarm, very loud and intrusive, to say the least; it was about to send him 

over the edge and he needed help.  I tried to calm him down some, telling him that it was okay, 

probably just a false alarm, and together we went looking for the shut-down switch and made 

the noise go away.  He gathered himself, thanking me profusely, then looked at me like he was 

looking for the first time and asked me if I wanted to have a drink with him, to which I said, 

―Goodnight‖ and went back to my own place.  

 So the atmosphere was getting hotter and hotter, literally, and it was making me nervous, 

leaving my faithful dog in there while I was at work, while the possibility of the place catching 

on fire was becoming more a reality by the day.  The vividness of my dream was constantly on 

my mind, as dreams have always held premonitions, signals and messages for me and, just like 

ignoring one‘s gut feeling on something—anything, not paying heed to those intuitive notions 

always got me in trouble.  I was thinking it was getting close to time to be going, and about a 

year into living there, felt it so strongly that I decided to move out before even securing another 

steady place to live.  Several years later, after I had already left Sonoma County and was just 

passing through on one of my little personal nostalgia tours, I went by the old mansions there to 

take a look and found…and just happened to be going by there within that particular window of 

time to find that my old house had burned, but was still standing, just prior to demolition.  Most 

of one side of it, the right side, was toasted black and almost completely destroyed; the roof on 

that side appeared to have blasted out like a volcano because the top of it was gone, 

disintegrated like a crater, like a balloon busted wide open.  There were parts of the house that 

still appeared intact, and as I walked its perimeter, I realized that the fire must have ignited right 

in my old kitchen (I think I spoke with someone who told me that as well):  it‘s the section 

which was thoroughly blackened and gutted, reduced to a shell of charred wreckage, the definite 

heart of the incident. 

 What that house and those grounds have meant to me, and the implications of the entire 

experience has remained quite a perplexing spectacle throughout the years and the ages.  And 

this is even more so true as, through the turning of those many, many seasons, the place has not 

only been one that I‘ve continued to occupy in my dreams, but, as I have grown and changed, it 
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has unfolded to the most deeply personalized and mystically familiar dreamland dwelling.  Of 

all my nocturnal houses (which every dreaming person has), places returned to again and again, 

this seemed to be the very nexus of each and every one, and also of who I am.  For, always, in 

its mysterious and foreboding way, it projected some pinnacle of my soul‘s evolution:  whether 

it be worn and crumbling, shiny and polished, inhabited, abandoned, adorned with priceless 

artifacts, emptied of everything, landscaped with intricate courtyards and gardens, decorated 

with ancient balconies and banisters, terrifyingly possessed, or remodeled and put up for sale; 

whether I was residing in some part of it or just floating through, observing.  In the usual 

extraterrestrial style of dreams, the place was not linear, never consistent any two times in 

appearance or schematics.  Yet it always came across as one and the same, always without 

question; it was the feeling, the essence which was so regular and recognizable.  And the 

features which were almost always the same were these:  the mansion was double-sided, that is; 

instead of a front and a back, it had two fronts, usually massive, celebrated, magnificently 

decorated, facing in opposite directions and opening up into two completely different realities.  

Like a gem faceted on both ends, its mysteries shined out onto two levelly balanced yet 

dissimilar planes.  The back areas were, therefore, submerged deep into the most tucked away 

rooms of the structure, embraced by its fully unexplored secrets. 

The other reoccurring feature was that there was always some part of the place—

whether it be a single back room, an out-building or an entire wing—which was ultimately 

haunted to the point that it was uninhabitable, left to whatever unknown, forbidden energies 

stirred there.  Sometimes the eerie back room would have a sarcophagus window box.  In the 

dreams where I was actually supposed to have been residing in the house, this was a truly 

maddening and yet alluring affair, because I was co-existing with a force which had taken over 

a part of my space, and which keenly aroused my curiosity while at the same time scaring the 

shit out of me:  whatever section it claimed, I dared not enter, as much as I may have been 

drawn to do so. 

 Even as the years kept spinning by and these visions kept breathing, expanding and 

changing, even when the times and my own personal trails carried me further and further away 

from that town and those very early chapters in my life, I always knew the translucent spot to be 

that old one of mine in Santa Rosa.  Somehow it always came through in the dreams that this 

was so; sort of like back to a certain foundation or set of roots.  I never understood why 
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something from so far back in my life and so seemingly insignificant to my present state of 

affairs could take on such a stronghold, a permanent stake in my dream world; but it was always 

a given, without question, what the place was.  It might have been because of the peculiar mojo 

of that 8
th
 Street house, or the fact it was my first own personal sanctuary…or that I would often 

float back over there in the astral state; maybe a combination of these elements.  I do know that 

the dream mansion also always seemed to stand near a creek, sometimes on an open plain, yet 

even when the surrounding area was ―developed‖, there was still a creek hidden beneath paved 

streets—just as many of the other sections, the parks and neighborhoods of Santa Rosa that I 

would find myself floating to in that state (fully well aware of where I was each time) laid out 

near a creek side.  And I have come to realize that most all of the dramas from my many other 

incarnations on the local grounds, those sacrosanct native lives with all of their rituals:  the 

creating and sacrifice, loving and killing, praying and fighting, survival and dying…all 

primarily occurred along the shores of some water way, some trickling creek or rushing river, 

the pulsating, ever flowing fountain of life.  Those spots are where the strongest encampments 

thrived and, like a multi-dimensional, do-to-dot puzzle, are where my heart and soul, on the 

most rendered level, are connected to; manifesting themselves over and over in my worldly and 

otherworldly travels. 

 And so needless to say, when I moved away from there so many years ago, a part of me 

never really left, not really completely.  The place was truly special to me in a unique, oddball 

sort of way from the first instant I laid eyes on it, but I had to get out all the same, and with 

good reason.  I felt that I was tempting fate by staying, and I just had to get the hell out. 

 Eddie had been working at that time for Uncle Harvey, building and wiring a gorgeous 

custom home in the hills outside of Novato, near a place called Indian Valley.  Since this was in 

Marin County and was a little far to drive every day, Harvey set up a sturdy old classic 

Airstream travel-trailer on the property for his nephew to stay at during the work week.  In his 

usual open and generous manner, Eddie told me that I could always stay with him, and that he 

would also like it if I came to Novato when he was there and kept him company in the 

Airstream, which is exactly what I did; occasionally going back to the Junktion with him on 

weekends or to one of those roadside get-a-ways, or I would just sleep in my car in the country 

or at a campground somewhere.  By then I had quit the winery restaurant and was back to 

working in Santa Rosa, at one of the most unusual jobs I‘ve ever had.  It was for a then-small, 
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family owned  company called Calliope Designs; hand-making ornaments, not just Christmas 

ones, but all holidays and occasions, as well as birthday cake candle holders, all out of  colored 

dough—that‘s food coloring, flour and water.  The trinkets were then baked to the perfect 

hardness and coated with polyurethane, and were quite the hot item in many outlets.  It was like 

a little factory of elves sitting around tables rolling, cutting, pinching and molding.  The job 

application primarily consisted of making a Mother Goose out of dough, copying their design.  

The six or seven best ones were hired.  It was piece work, and when I learned to tighten up my 

time management skills, I began making some kick-ass money.  Also, later on when I had a 

house, I worked nights at home for a competing company, a lady who had worked for them and 

then went off on her own.  I‘d get cranked up and fill her orders on my off-time.  

 So I drove back and forth like that from Novato to Santa Rosa (and the weekends 

wherever) for a couple of months, really enjoying the time alone with Eddie, away from 

everything and everybody.  I remember when I first arrived there, all excited and missing him 

and wanting to get it on real bad…He played a trick on me by folding the big bed into the wall, 

leaving in sight only the two narrow single-mattress couches, one on either side of the walkway 

area.  

 ―These are our beds‖, he pointed, trying not to grin while he looked for my reaction, 

which I apparently did not disappoint him with.  All anxious and desperate for affection, I must 

have had a real disturbed look on my face because he busted up laughing and said, ―Nawww‖, 

then pulled down the double bed and assured me that we‘d be sleeping together and doing what 

we did best. 

 The change of scenery did us both good and we had some light-hearted times, but the 

fights didn‘t stop; the fact that our shared life was no longer a regular thing and the currents of 

necessity and circumstance that tugged on us separately were gradually pulling us apart.  We 

hung on because of still being very much in love, and because we also liked what we saw in one 

another, but felt as though what we did see was falling from our reach.  I was almost twenty, 

and was growing up in a certain sense, becoming a bit more refined.  Eddie was blossoming out 

too, in his own ways.  He was in his early thirties then, working steady for a good man in the 

construction trades (which was buffing him out some), and working on cars on the side.  He was 

keeping his hair and beard trimmed, buying new shirts and generally taking pretty damn good 

care of himself.  He had bought a ‘59 El Camino with a classic body in excellent shape, and put 
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the engine of the wagon in it; reincarnating that cool old beater into a cherried-out ride, which 

he looked real good driving.  I was glad that he was doing so well, and proud of him too, but my 

incessant insecurities had me thinking there was some other special one on the horizon for him; 

that one of those bitches in his social enclave could just scoop him up at any given time.  He 

was equally as unsure about me and our bond, but, as usual, would go out of his way to try and 

not let it show (I, on the other hand, constantly expressed those worries, to the extent that it may 

have just been noise after awhile).  We had been through so much; though a lot of damage had 

been done to our relationship, the mutual affection was infallible.  And so we held on. 

 That pinnacle of timing in my life could have swept me off in any direction; I was young 

(though quite a bit wiser than when I first left home), healthy and strong, with a variety of 

interests and the heart of a gypsy.  I chose to stay in Santa Rosa because I wanted to be near 

Eddie, who, I realized by then, wasn‘t going to leave his own nesting grounds.  And I had a 

good job which enabled me to do so. 

 The next place that I found to live was, looking back at all the apartments, rooms, 

trailers and houses in all the different locations where I‘ve hung my hat, probably the very best 

set-up ever.  It was one of the only two times in my life that I‘ve had an entire house to myself.  

I paid $245 a month for the cutest little 1930‘s bungalow with two bedrooms which were 

connected by the bathroom.  It had a fair-sized kitchen and front room, a tiny front and back 

porch and a long, partially covered carport which would fit three vehicles if they were lined up 

bumper to bumper.  It also had a fenced in back yard with tomato plants and marigolds growing.  

This was in a neighborhood on the southeast side of town called South Park.  It was an area that 

was known for being a rather rough and seedy section, lots of drugs and gangsters, but my 

house on Pressley Street was on the very northern edge of it all; not in the heart of the ―outlaw 

territory‖, and with a definitely mellower atmosphere.  It was just a block or two from the 

Sonoma County Fairgrounds and horse-racing track, and I used to love to walk down through 

the stables and look at the horses, trying to get someone to let me ride.  Or through the 

fairgrounds during the off season, looking around the abandoned fields and investigating old 

carnival wagons.  It was an enchanting spot, and gave me the sense that anything could happen. 

 Eddie and I made a lot of wild memories in that house.  Good ones, as well as unruly; it 

wasn‘t all screaming and scrapping, but even the dark times were charged with and propelled by 
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a certain electricity, an almost holy yet desolate energy.  We both knew that we made one 

another whole, but also made each other crazy, just as much as two people ever could. 

 Having all that space to myself, I of course tried to get Eddie to move in with me right 

off the bat, while knowing that it was likely a futile attempt all along.  But I had to at least try.  

He gave me the usual reasons why he wouldn‘t, and so I continued to coax him to spend as 

much time there as possible.  And I‘d still go over to the Junktion, but less often.  The hold that 

those Junktionites had on the very center of his world wasn‘t loosening at all and, in fact, 

seemed to have the most bearing on a good part of his decision-making.  I don‘t mean to make it 

sound like what we shared had no affect on him—of  course it did, but only to a certain extent.  

He wasn‘t about to put a complete emotional stake in me, to risk everything like people do 

when they‘re in love.  The folks he had known for so many years were a safer bet; if he went 

with me, I was liable to pull him off to only God knows where, to start the adventure of a new 

life together.  He had been involuntarily moved around so much in his childhood, and the 

thought of leaving the comfortable environment which he had burrowed down into did not 

appeal to him.  I didn‘t want him to outright give up his friends, but the way they manipulated 

his life and encompassed everything he did seemed unnatural and unbalanced to me.  Though I 

was first in his heart of hearts, that just never manifested itself into everyday living.  The other 

influences, people who seemed to have a side-hand in practically everything we did, were more 

often becoming the fuel and bang of our fights.  More and more, in the middle of our rantings, I 

would hear the words, ―If you don‘t like my friends, then get the fuck out‖…I, in return, would 

lash out by taking up with someone else, always running back to my Eddie in the end.  Adding 

to this madness, we both never stopped drinking more than we should have.  And the drug thing 

continued as well. 

 Somewhere about the time that I moved to Pressley St, a guy Eddie had previously 

known surfaced on the scene, a guy who was also into shooting drugs and loved to do the meth.  

He was blond haired, blue eyed and supposedly Irish.  This guy apparently went by many 

names, but was introduced to me as Michael.  He claimed to be involved with the IRA, and 

that‘s all I ever really knew about him. Eddie never cared for the guy too much, but the drug 

interest must have been enough of a common ground because he hung around quite a bit, and 

the three of us at a certain point came to be sort of a trio.  But only when it came to drugs.  He 

was the type of person who, if everyone was straight, sober, not under the influence of hard 
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chemicals, would hardly give you the time of day, had nothing to say, barely a ―hello‖ and that 

was it; he just couldn‘t be bothered.  But then when one of us would score and we‘d all get off, 

the dude turned into a regular well-spring of emotion and creativity, and the three of us partied 

together many, many nights.  We were like children in a playpen, at Eddie‘s, often my house or 

wherever.  Once buzzed, we took off in whirlwinds of colorful energy, pirouettes of creation; 

one little epiphany after another.  We‘d do things like play guitars and sing our hearts out 

(finding new ways to harmonize), make up or ad-lib songs, write and recite poetry, draw and 

paint, get into deeply philosophical and mystical discussions (which might have come across to 

anyone not high as psycho-babble) or do whatever craft or chore was at hand.  Michael knew 

someone who was employed at a place that made massage tables—the kind which folded up and 

carried like a suitcase—and sometimes we‘d go into the workshop in the middle of the night 

and catch up on production, working away in the wee hours like spun-out shoe cobbler elves 

shaping dowels, hammering and gluing wood.  He would often bring one of the tables over to 

my house during our little crank escapades, and the three of us would take turns massaging one 

another:  two working on one, a person at the head and one at the feet, pulling our end and 

stretching the spine. 

 Those were inspired, enraptured times, I was tapping into my creative stores and 

bringing them to new, adult levels.  But, as always, the superhuman encounters being drug-

induced, it was a temporary, pseudo state:  the grim reaper disguised as a wonderfully 

enlightened muse…a great imposter.  Still, the personal energy between Eddie and I was very 

sensual and stimulating, very real, and those meth-laden sessions enhanced what was, for us, 

already there.  Our private chemistry didn‘t require any artificial agent, but when we were under 

the influence of crank and found ourselves alone, the sexual tension was way over the top, 

almost insane.  Especially on the back-side of the high:  Eddie would get hard for literally hours, 

hardly able to come, and we‘d fuck each other silly.  And when he did manage to come like 

that, every nerve ending he had just exploded and I thought he would die of ecstasy.  It was a 

beautiful way to come down off of a speed trip, a condition which ordinarily could be quite 

brutal. 

 There was an incident we shared, that same year, which did not involve drugs and which 

is a sanctified memory to me.  Uncle Harvey invited us to go camping on some property he had 

up near the Sierra Nevada Mountains at a place called Bear River.  It was just the three of us, 
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and Eddie and I had a clean, fun old time running around under the mountain sky and doing 

things like skeet-shooting, hiking the creek bed, gathering firewood and running the dogs.  We 

found a huge rattlesnake in the road whose head had been cut off by a passerby and was laying 

about a foot away from it; I grabbed the body  and began swinging it in the air like a lasso while 

yelling, ―Ha!..you can‘t hurt me now!‖  It was like we were automatically tapping into those 

native incarnation roots, other lives we‘ve shared, away from all the unhealthy distractions:  it 

was natural and we were happy.  On the way in, we stopped at a little café in a nearby town 

called Baxter, where we were to meet Harvey.  Hanging on the wall there was something that 

someone had hand-written in calligraphy, a testimonial of love.  The sentiment was so rich and 

beauteous, truly sacred; the words, describing everything love is and should be, just wrapped 

themselves around your heart and rendered it to a helpless state.  It said all the things that we 

were feeling but could not articulate and fully offer to one another, and we both knew it…our 

insides crying.  The people who ran the café were giving away free copies and we both took 

one.  My copy being long gone, I don‘t remember a single word of it, only the pure, untainted 

essence.  It was not signed, and must have been written by a saint. 

 And so despite the many methadrine journeys and alcohol-soaked nights, there were still 

naturally shining hours, still a specialized, unique feeling in the air; a godly vibration from some 

infinite source, untouched and unaltered by synthesized chemical influences.  It was an 

emotionally charged, almost transcendental period for me.  This was perhaps partially on a 

cellular level, as I was coming of age and everything was changing.  But the times were also 

changing, the world itself was coming of age (at least our little part of it).  The seventies were 

over and done with:  that wild and wooly era when supposed pioneers from the social revolution 

of the preceding decade took to crawling into and snuggling deep inside themselves, 

experimenting with all sorts of variations of realism.  A brand new decade, a new consciousness 

was blossoming and people were rising up out of spiritual hibernation, as the planets and stars 

spun closer to their own predestined convergences.  Little known at the time was how the mind-

numbing hybrids of technology would eventually rise up to take entire generations, plundering 

and attempting to murder nature‘s raw forces.  But that‘s a whole other story.  Back then, 

though the everyday electronic contraptions now very common were beginning to burgeon, 

many things were still done hands-on, and life still had a humble air about it.  You could still 

feel things from your surroundings because your senses were wide open, an organically charged 
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cognizance and, at least for me, anything and everything felt as though it were on the verge of 

happening, at any given time. 

 So many worlds lay right at my fingertips, but in my usual custom of emotions ruling 

all, I didn‘t care, I only wanted to build a new life with my Eddie, a longing which was fast 

becoming in vain.  Any direction I chose at that point, unless it was back to the Malfunktion 

Junktion, I knew I would be going it alone—a notion which was just too heart-breaking for me 

to spend much time dwelling upon.  And I of course couldn‘t go back to the Junktion, for me it 

was just out of the question.  That would simply be defying the normal progression of things; 

like moving backwards within an ever-expanding star cluster. 

 So although this era, just a few months before my twenty first birthday, was a truly 

spell-binding one, beckoning me in countless untold directions, it was as equally awkward and 

troubling.  Like a serpent shedding its skin, a worm breaking out of its chrysalis, like a bird 

whose outgrown feathers were falling away; old modes were fast disintegrating into the many 

fresh currents rushing in at me from all angles and dimensions of possibility.  I was growing a 

brand new set of wings, to be sure, they were budding right before my very eyes, but when I felt 

those wind currents rushing through the tips of them, I pulled back because I knew that it would 

be a solo flight. 

 After I had been in the house on Pressley for awhile, Eddie brought me over an old black 

and white TV, a prehistoric relic, complete with coat-hanger antenna.  It was my first television 

set since having left home, and, though unknown to him, was a needed distraction, a buffer to 

all I was going through.  I remember one time being in such a very deep funk, so perplexed by 

all that was turning:  my horizons were widening yet I was afraid to even move, knowing that 

chapter in my life was somehow coming to a close and the slightest motion would slam it shut 

forever.  I brought the TV into my bedroom, put it at the foot of my bed, pulled down the 

shades, put the covers over me and stayed there like that for two days.  I was at a stalemate, 

immobilized, and just stared at the television screen hour after hour.  Sometime during that run, 

―The Birdman of Alcatraz‖ with Burt Lancaster came on.   It was the first time I had seen that 

movie and it was sent to me by what I still think of as angel airwaves; it touched me in a very 

personal way.  I felt as though I, too, was locked in a prison, but one I had inadvertently built 

around myself.  And I was grasping at ways to set my soul free, yet so accustomed to the 
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fabricated walls, not really sure if I was ready to fly.  Destiny was knocking—pounding—on my 

door, telling me it was time to go, and I was devastated. 

 Just a couple of weeks later Eddie and I broke up, if that‘s what you could call it; rather, 

I stole away in the night like a spooked bandit, without a word and without a trace. 

 It would be a futile thing to go into all of the horrid details of the fight which occurred 

that night and triggered my disappearance.  Let‘s just say that the vibrations were especially 

ugly, full of loathing and resentment.  I don‘t even remember all of it myself, only the apex, the 

climax of the incident which had me screeching into the driveway of the Junktion.  We were 

both pretty roaring drunk and he came storming out of the house and, what occurred right there 

in the common yard, in the open end of the horseshoe, though crazy intense, was brief:  cut 

short with one last version of, ―If you don‘t like it here, if my friends aren‘t good enough for 

you, then get the fuck OUT!!!‖…Which is exactly what I did. 

 I‘m not sure what sort of condition or force I was operating under that night, but it was 

as though I was on automatic pilot, and just knew I had to follow through, to cut the cord and 

make myself scarce.  It‘s not that I wasn‘t frantic, emotionally bent to say the least, yet 

everything I did was methodical and relatively quick.  If I would have stopped to think about 

any of it, I would have completely broken down.  I went back to my house, picked up what I 

wanted to keep (which was basically what I could carry) and went to a motel room to avoid 

having to face him in the event that he came over in a continued rage.  Also, so that I would not 

be surrounded by so many memories. 

 I made phone call after call from there:  making sure that I had a place to run to, making 

arrangements to have my car picked up at the airport, for someone to go and take what they 

wanted of my things.  Before I had a chance to turn back, or to even breathe deeply, I was 

driving myself and my dog down to the San Francisco Airport and climbing on a plane, that 

very night, flying away across the countryside.  I was throwing in the towel, admitting defeat, 

facing the fact that I had lost and running away from my Eddie and the reality we shared.  If I 

would have waited until morning, it very well may not have happened.  I left everything behind 

on the spur of the moment, everything:  our relationship, my job, most of my belongings, 

breaking my one year rental lease by about a month…I simply walked away from it all, ran off 

to another state, another life, another man (although not much of one; it was someone I had 

known from years before, a hometown park karma-head).  That guy didn‘t even know I was 
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coming, and hadn‘t really invited me either.  I knew that he moved around a lot and that‘s just 

what I wanted to do; be a gypsy vagabond for awhile and not think about anything.  He was 

actually passed out drunk when I called saying I wanted to come out; I took it completely upon 

myself to jump on over, and his buddy took it in his own hands to make airfare reservations for 

me on an expired (or stolen?) credit card.  Within only a few hours, however, it was done and I 

was gone.  Like a poof of dust, blown upon and scattered to the wind. 

 It was a low-down, unfair thing to do, leaving town like that without saying goodbye or 

giving Eddie a chance to say anything at all, after everything we had been through together.  But 

it was truly the only way I could handle the situation.  I didn‘t do it out of spite, although I was 

admittedly pissed off for a long time, before and after, about the way he seemed to put me last 

in line after all of those people, like I wasn‘t good or special enough to go out and create a life 

with, and about the way he simply would not accept the challenge.  I felt badly taken for granted 

and, yeah, that one got me for a long time, but I really wasn‘t trying to be cruel or damaging 

when I split.  I just couldn‘t manage it any other way, was not capable; it was so much bigger 

than me and would have taken me down.  To be surgically removed from my everyday world, 

like a paper doll cut-out, placing myself far, far away in a completely different setting was the 

only channel I could think of using to break it off and keep my sanity too.  And then I could 

think as little as possible about Eddie and what I left behind, because every time I would even 

begin to it triggered an overwhelming, hopeless flood of heartache and desperation; and just a 

tiny bit of that plunged me into a sad, dark, lonely void.  So I pushed it all away, pushed it under 

and indulged in my new situation at hand.  Pathetic, yes, but it was the only way I could go on 

functioning in a semi-normal manner, my heart crippled from there on out.  And it was another 

of those exceptions—one of the many exceptions—which seemed to comprise everything he 

was to me and everything that came down between us.  I had never gone so deep with anyone; 

just did not know how to end something like that.  And never, since then, have I behaved like I 

did with Eddie.  In effect, our entire love affair and anything even associated with him got swept 

way under the surface of my psyche, never fully confronted or resolved but not ever going away 

either; therefore incubating on a level I wasn‘t even aware of, and taking on a life of its own. 

 In the very throes of my heart‘s survival tactics, I never fully realized how brutally I 

gauged Eddie‘s feelings and his sensibilities by leaving like I did.  He so often walked around 

so cool and seemingly unaffected, it was an easy (though inexcusable) thing to assume that he 
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couldn‘t be hurt.  But I know I did hurt him badly, put a real vicious beating on his insides.  And 

it was the hardest thing I had ever done, breaking away like that, but, looking back, somehow so 

necessary to our personal evolution:  he had to do what he had to do and, as for me, I was 

unrolling the knotted bundle of lives lived, from there strewing a thousand karmic paths across 

the land; I had to go and retrace each and every one of them (it would take decades) and 

rediscover all of my past feats and foibles.  Like a treasure hunter of things invisible, little did I 

know I was leaving the most deeply hidden treasure behind. 

 That season when I left Santa Rosa was the most significant turnstile year of my entire 

life:  the BC and AD of all my recollections of living; the ―before‖ seeming like another life 

indeed, like one of those local native runs, pastel and faded like a dream. 

 The next time we saw each other was almost exactly a year later.  I had spent about six 

months running around between Michigan, Florida, Louisiana, Texas, places like that; being a 

stowaway and a vagrant on the floors and couches of people known by the delinquent I was 

running around with; sleeping in a car, staying here and there, working, partying, moving on.  I 

literally (by breaking down on a monstrous cliff  in Big Sur) landed back on the coast that 

previous spring, moved to the Monterey area, and had been living there for about another six 

months.  I had occasion to go to the Sonoma area with some people, and took the opportunity to 

get away for a few hours so that I could go see Eddie.  The initial cut had been a year under the 

bridge—deep under my bridge—it wasn‘t going to be as hard as when it was still fresh, and I 

wanted to see him, to try and make some sort of amends; and to let him know that I paid for 

what I had done.  We hadn‘t spoken within that entire year, and I didn‘t even worry about how 

he might have reacted.  With no expectations, I had to go and find him. 

 So I just dropped in at the Junktion and he happened to be home.  Sure he was shocked 

to see me, but you never would have known, as cool as he played it.  I‘ve seen the worst of 

Eddie‘s rage and the darkest of his anguish, but I always remember him as the unconditionally 

affectionate and accepting soul that confronted me there in his living room on that spontaneous 

day in the fall of ‘81.  He was animated and open, but with no rules or restrictions; he had no 

expectations either.  The Rodney Crowell song, ―‘Till I Gain Control Again‖ says it better than I 

ever could: 
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“...I‟ve never gone so wrong as to telling lies to you  

 What you‟ve seen is what I‟ve been 

 There is nothing I could hide from you 

 You see me better than I can 

 

 Out on the road that lies before me now 

 There are some turns where I will spin 

 I only hope that you can hold me now 

 Till I can gain control again...”** 

 

 He always seemed to see me better than I ever was, and no matter how much time or 

mileage ever passed between us, I would always run back to Eddie, if even for just a brief spell, 

his acceptance was like a magnet to me.  Even if it were only in my mind, like when I would 

find myself with broken, mean men who I allowed to mask their own insecurities by making me 

feel like a freak and insecure about myself and not sexually appealing:  I would pull up our 

passionate memories from my hidden treasure chest, telling myself things like, ―Eddie always 

used to do that…‖ or ―Eddie always loved it when…‖ or ―He said I was the sweetest…‖  His 

uninhibited, no hang-up style and temperance saved me more times than he ever knew. 

 And on that day when he opened his door and his old friendship to me, not only was he 

in good form about how I showed up as though out of a cloud of smoke, yet who also just so 

happened to be there in his house that day, at that precise moment, but the outlaw angel 

previously mentioned, the one I had fooled around with on the side.  Needless to say, Eddie 

never cared too much for the guy, even before we met, but he always sort of tolerated him; let a 

lot of stuff go.  So what he was doing there, I have no idea, but they were both being so 

attentive and gentle with me (as well as decent with each other).  It was a very special day in my 

memory banks because I was not in a really good space:  guilty about my previous actions and 

feeling trapped in my current situation (am I sensing a pattern here?), and they were both so 

comforting, not only like a lover would be, but also like a big brother or fatherly type of caring.  

I was spilling my guts and they were all ears, all there for me, encouraging and complimenting 

me; I was sitting on each of their laps and completely indulging in the attention which I had  

**Copyright 1976 (Renewed) Tessa Publishing Company (BMI)(Administered by Conexion Media Group, Inc.) 

All Rights Reserved.  International Copyright Secured.  Used by Permission. 
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long been bankrupt of.  They even both dug into their wallets and each gave me a little cash, 

some ―mad money‖, like a daddy would, something to put off to the side for myself. 

 How Eddie could have gone through what we did together and then sit there in such a 

genuinely calm and warm manner while I took a breather from another man to visit with him 

and a man that I cheated on him with is beyond me, way beyond me, and always has been.  But 

I‘ll never forget the nonchalant, easygoing yet sincere way he walked across the room to give 

me a hug.  I sensed a true comradeship there in his eyes; if only I had known how devotedly he 

held on within, how much he really did care; if only he could have shown it, spoken it, let it 

pour out of him in some way or form, an action or gesture, or maybe by shouting, ―I want to be 

with you, goddamit, only you, I want to share everything, let‘s try again‖…But as it was, he 

played it cool, he never let on; and I never did quite get just what I meant in his heart, or how 

much it was indeed hurting him on the times when I would run back to him, if only briefly, to 

run off again.  And that‘s just what I did that day, drove away, after having shown up  

unannounced on his doorstep, and I didn‘t see or talk to him again for almost another year.  

 It was late summer-early fall, around the middle of September, and I remember this 

because it was about three weeks after I had a stillbirth; without even realizing what I was 

doing, I followed suit in my pattern of going to Eddie for some sort of emotional shelter.  I was 

still living in the Monterey area, but had just split (temporarily, though unknown to me at the 

time) with the one (the same one I ran off around the country with) who had impregnated me 

and, needless to say, I was feeling really low.  I had been staying for a couple of weeks at my 

parent‘s house in the Bay Area, and just got it in me that I had to see Eddie, and so drove the 

Dart up from there. 

 This time he was alone when I arrived, once again showing up with no warning, and he 

was in his usual welcoming form, yet maybe a bit pensive.  Maybe that was a reflection off of 

me, as I was sensually battered and had become much more hardened.  I was cynical and 

hopeless about everything, and my attitude contained a tinge of anger and begrudging for what 

had come down between us, for what I perceived as Eddie‘s lack of ability to build a life with 

me.  It was as though the chronic melancholy I was currently experiencing released some of the 

pissed off rage and broken-hearted rejection (but only a bit, never letting the floodgate 

completely open) that I had long put away.  Come to think of it, he wasn‘t in a really good place 

either.  He had fallen further into the drug thing, and had become especially fond of shooting 
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heroin.  He was all of a sudden always mad at Erin and Angelina, among others—and mostly 

Angelina—disgusted and enraged with the way they had treated me when I was with him; 

suddenly aware of Angelina‘s extremely manipulative nature and blaming that for the reason I 

was gone.  This was triggered and perpetuated by the way they began treating him at a certain 

point:  looking down their noses at him for the things he was doing, the sinkhole he was slipping 

further down into after I had left.  He said that he didn‘t even hardly ever go across the yard to 

their house anymore, as he didn‘t want anything to do with the bitch.  And he was particularly 

astonished and agitated when I went over there to say hello after I saw her out in the driveway 

toting around a red-headed one year old kid in her arms.  I was none too impressed with his 

little epiphany (although maybe inside feeling a bit victorious); my attitude about it was mostly 

like, ―Too little, too late, after all that, where does it leave us, what good does it do us now?‖…I 

didn‘t really have a grudge for Angelina, and I wanted to see her baby, having just lost one 

myself, but mostly I think I was rubbing it into Eddie, carelessly pushing it in his face because 

he was ultimately the one who allowed everything to happen the way it did:  so I was in essence 

saying, ―The shoe‘s on the other foot now, HOW DOES IT FEEL?‖ 

 Despite our dual fatalistic plights, Eddie was tender and sympathetic when it came to the 

stillbirth, a subject which could have been quite touchy for so many reasons.  He just stopped, 

his eyes melting as he looked directly into mine and, addressing me by name, said, ―I‘m really 

sorry to hear about that‖, in a tone which was so very heartfelt. We started drinking, and then 

decided to score some crank, which he did through one of the neighbors he would still associate 

with.  It was the last time in my life that I ever shot up and, being a ―tough chick‖ then and 

trying to come across all bad-ass and worldly, like I didn‘t need nobody for nothing, when he 

started to give me my shot, I said, ―I can do that myself, thank you very much.‖  Well of course I 

really couldn‘t, and after fumbling around sticking myself ineffectively and practically dropping 

the rig, the other guy finally turned to Eddie and said, ―Are you gonna take that thing away from 

her before she hurts herself?‖  To which I responded by giving in and obliging, letting Eddie 

give me my dose. 

 It wasn‘t a really good high, or, rather, not like some we had known, it was just some 

poor relief from the depression that was hanging low and making me bristle.  Eddie wanted to 

get it on, and I did something I never did before—I turned him down, making comments about 

still bleeding (in more ways than one) from giving birth to a half-grown dead baby and that sex 
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was the last thing on my mind, sex was for procreating and I had failed…I don‘t remember the 

exact words I used, but that was pretty much the jist of it, and I was not very sparing of his 

feelings about what I thought of the idea of doing it right then.  I think I even expressed 

something to the affect that I couldn‘t believe what I had done before, and I never wanted to 

fuck, ever, again.  Well I‘ve never forgotten his face at that moment:  a pained and puzzled look 

swept across his spirit like he had just been sliced.  I had taken the one ingredient of our 

relationship which was always a common ground no matter what went on or how bad it got (and 

which was so good it was sacred), and I inadvertently stained and belittled it because of my 

unhealthy outlook on sex at that moment. 

 Still, I stayed there all night; we stayed up talking and drinking and tweaking, and when 

I left the next day neither one of us was exactly brimming with good tidings.  He wanted me to 

hang around longer, but I said no, I had to go.  I had a brown paper bag full of a few clothes in 

the back seat of my car, and that‘s all I wanted to have, like it was all the worldly comforts I 

would allow myself; I wanted to just disappear off into some anonymous horizon and live like a 

faceless vagabond whore, never to be heard from again. 

 But I didn‘t drive off to nowhere, I headed back down to the shelter of the Bay and my 

family, stopping in Roseland on the way out of town.  I went to a bar called ―Roaring 

Twenties‖, a tough little joint where I used to go to shoot pool and drink when underage and 

living at the Junktion, sort of my ―get-away‖ until a new bartender refused to let me stay (to 

which my response included throwing a barstool across the room on my way out).  But that day 

I was of legal drinking age and was feeling the effects of a speed come-down (on top of my 

personal funk), and wanted a beer or two to try and take the worst of the edge off.  I parked 

myself at the end of the bar and ordered a draft.  In my awkward fumblings I managed to knock 

over an almost full beer, and I was already so distraught that I started to cry, apologizing for the 

mess.  Well to this day I believe that bartender was one of those unlikely, minute-made angels, 

because when he saw how shook up I was he became so gentle, benign and accommodating; 

cleaning my mess right away while saying, ―That‘s okay darlin‘, it happens to the best of us, 

you‘re okay‖…And when I tried to purchase another beer, he just put one in front of me and 

said that I didn‘t have to pay, it was on him.  For a few minutes this perfect stranger with his 

empathy and understanding made me feel like it was alright to be having a bad day.  
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 I took off out of Santa Rosa in a desperate haze, more down than I think I ever had been; 

feeling like I was losing, losing, always losing everything, reduced to dirt, to nothing.  And my 

old dreams of life with Eddie, even more of a dim shadow:  I felt I was losing something I had 

already lost.  In an attempt to push our past further under, I sold the Dart to an admiring 

hitchhiker somewhere in Marin for a dirt low price, and took a Greyhound bus the rest of the 

way. 

 

 

 

I wound up going back to Monterey and a few more years passed, wherein I also spent 

some time in Nevada, Louisiana, Arkansas, Texas and New Mexico.  After finally, for once and 

for all, shedding myself of the deeply sad numbskull I had been involved with and who knocked 

me up, I lived alone for a rather rough year in Albuquerque; in my opinion, one of the most 

inhospitable cities in the country.  So it seems fitting that I would be going through some sort of 

major initiation there, of shedding olden things, old skins coming off uneasily, a very 

uncomfortable yet necessary transition.  It was like stepping through a raging threshold of fire to 

keep from dying.  Talk about going out and pursuing karmic debts:  without even realizing it, I 

was not only traveling on karmic memory, but also picked a hotbed of Akashic blunders to land 

in; my questionable choices providing and provoking one opportunity after another for scorned,  

pissed off souls to line up and take their revenge.  And they did, they all took their share. 

 Somewhere in that time period, I had a very intense dream about Eddie.  It knocked my 

heart to its knees, and would be the first of a sporadic, long running series of dreamtime visions 

into Eddie‘s world, his personal space and own etheric houses.  This would be the initial forging 

of a telepathic party line connecting the very center of our psyches through powerful emotion, 

electrified sensibilities and other energies which many do not understand.  In that particular 

dream, all I saw was his face, like a wide lense telescopic view of his features which were all 

twisted and grimaced into the most heart-wrenching expressions of pain, like his whole spirit 

was bleeding to death.  He was beyond devastated; his entire aura just screamed despondence.  

He wasn‘t aware that I was observing him, as though through a one-way window into his very 

existence, but I was aware that this was all taking place in the front yard of the Junktion, to the 

side of our old house and in the middle of the horseshoe, where that last fight occurred which 
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had us parting ways.  And the message in the dream, what I understood from the agony which 

poured forth, was that he was going to kill himself, or had already done it. 

 Of course I was shocked and saddened when I awoke, as the vision was so very striking, 

and the emotion projected hit home hard; I felt it like it were my own, and that something awful 

was happening to my old Eddie.  But I was hundreds of miles and thousands of light years from 

where I last knew him to be, so I left it alone, though holding it close inside for a long time 

after, really thinking there was a chance that he might be dead.  

 When I returned to California my parents flew me over, dutifully yet not very happily 

bailing me out from a life which was about ready to eat me alive.  But after a few months of 

purging those poisons, I moved back down to Monterey and my spirit was lighter, it was 

shimmering with new facets of perception, just like the aquatic sparkle of that other bay town.  

It was right around then that my curiosity about Eddie got the best of me—is he still alive?...The 

more I thought about him, the more absolutely necessary  it became that I find him, and find 

out. 

 This time, as if somehow subconsciously knowing he was no longer on Wright Road, 

instead of dropping in, I used the means of the telephone to find his whereabouts, a more 

guarded approach as well.  And I‘m not sure why, but I did so through Angelina; maybe it was 

because she was the first one through whom I reached him in Sonoma County ten years before, 

maybe it was simply convenience as she and Erin were listed and she was the one to answer the 

phone.  But somehow I thought that they would likely, through some individual or another, 

know where he was.  Well she was pretty friendly with me, but it was pretty veneered and self-

serving, as she had experienced Eddie‘s response to betrayal full-forced and first-hand, and was 

somehow trying to justify it without taking any responsibility or recognition of her ways.  

 ―That guy sure can hold a grudge‖, she said, while explaining how he had stayed mad at 

her for supposedly coming between he and I, and while apparently trying to get off the hook for 

anything detrimental that may have resulted from her countless conniving actions.  Of course 

she was just being herself.  And I knew that, deep down, he was likely really mad at himself; 

that he was the one who let her run down her game, essentially allowing it to put a great wedge 

between us (when we already had enough of our own problems and were struggling to work 

through those).  So I tried to lighten the situation by humoring her, and to show her that she did 
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not mean enough to me to hold a grudge, saying:  sure, sure, we were friends, we had our times, 

yeah, I don‘t know why he‘s still mad ‗cause, yeah, sure, it‘s all history… 

 But inside I felt sad and disgusted about the whole situation.  Because she was, in her 

attitude, portraying Eddie as someone not even worthy of her attention or of any further 

inspection, as some sort of drug abusing low-life, and she was very adamant about it.  I saw 

right then and there how it had all unfolded through the years.  Those people, who Eddie put on 

top of the world and would have done anything for, took his good, easy-going character and 

molded it and his life to suit their own needs.  They pulled him into the very center of a drug 

hot-spot, knowing it was so because they lived in its nucleus, and knowing about his drug 

tendencies—all for their own selfish reasons.  Then when his life took a tumble and became a 

downward spiral into that same world, they turned their backs on him, just discarded him when 

they were done; like it was no longer cool to be associated with such a drug fiend and this, of 

course, was after our relationship had fallen apart and he was alone.  And when he responded 

with that pained, cutting anger, having to do with realizing, once snubbed, how they had treated 

me in a similar way and how it affected our personal life, they turned their noses up at that too; 

twisting it all around like he was just so messed up and, gee, we don‘t know what his problem 

is.   

 If I ever have occasion to cross paths with any of those folks again, I‘m sure I‘ll say 

hello, if only out of curiosity, maybe even shake hands because it was all so long ago and 

everything indeed happens for a reason, fits in somehow to the whirlwind of glittering cosmic 

debris.  But I could never help but wonder how different things may have been if not for their 

overriding influence on Eddie‘s and my world. 

 At any rate, I got the information I was seeking through that phone call.  Everyone had 

been kicked out of the Junktion a couple of years before, and Eddie went with some guys up to 

some property that one of them had in the bottom of a valley in Lake County, northeast of Santa 

Rosa.  Apparently the valley was, at the time, sort of a ―no man‘s land‖, plenty of absentee-

owned property with outlaw squatters who basically did whatever they pleased, to where the 

cops didn‘t even like going in there (Malfunktion Junktion, Bonanza style?).  The way Angelina 

described the situation was that they were all a bunch of losers (even though the guy he went 

with had legitimate land ownership) who never evolved up to par with her standards.  And 

everything, with her, was brain cell this and brain cell that.  Like:  killing brain cells, they‘re 
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still killing brain cells, he‘s got too many dead brain cells, haven‘t we all killed enough brain 

cells.  Every other group of words out of her mouth was ―brain cell‖ or ―dead brain cells‖; it 

was as though that were the topic of the week in her world.  When I eventually reached Eddie 

and told him about that little conversation, he quickly said, ―She must have just finished an 

article in Cosmo or something on brain cells!‖  We both got a good laugh then, because that‘s 

exactly what it was like. 

 Well she didn‘t know where he was staying at the time, but Erin, through someone, had 

a number for him where he was last known to have resided; on the property of another, older 

guy who he had met in the same general vicinity.  She got the guy‘s name and number for me, I 

said thanks, bye, maybe we‘ll meet again someday, and that was the last time I ever talked with 

her. 

 So I made the call, and it was to a man named Roy, who Eddie was indeed living with 

and they had become close partners.  He was around Uncle Harvey‘s age, was a retired long-

haul Greyhound bus driver, and was a salt-of-the-earth sort of fellow.  He lived on five acres on 

the northern rim of the valley, where the main road turned from rough pavement to dirt.  One 

day, when Eddie still lived deeper in, he broke down on the road near Roy‘s place.  Well Roy 

happened along and stopped to help this perfect stranger by giving him a ride to town to get 

parts. Eddie told him that he would like to have him and his wife down to where he stayed for a 

spaghetti feed, in thanks of his kindness.  Roy said sure, anytime, just let me know, thinking that 

it probably wouldn‘t happen because most people don‘t follow through with things like that.  

But when Eddie returned shortly after to extend the formal invite and then cooked them dinner, 

Roy was very impressed and they became fast buddies. 

 Roy wound up inviting Eddie to come and live on his property, provided that he could 

get some sort of trailer set-up for shelter, telling him he was welcome to stay as long as he 

wanted; he and his wife were on and off at the time, close to being on the outs, and Roy wanted 

the company.  So Eddie got the old Airstream from Uncle Harvey as payment on a job, and took 

him up on it. 

 One of the main reasons why Eddie left Santa Rosa was to get away from the drug 

scene.  But when he landed in the valley, he still had occasion to use once or twice.  By the time 

he became a resident of Roy‘s place, he hadn‘t done anything for quite a while.  Still, he was 

honest with his new partner and told him what he had been into.  Roy, in a nonjudgmental yet 
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adamant way, said that he just could not have any of that going on there, but otherwise Eddie 

could do whatever he damn well pleased.  This was likely the factor that saved Eddie‘s life, as 

he honored Roy‘s wishes to keep the hard drug scene away from his world, and in effect was 

just what he needed to stay clean. 

 But there was still plenty of booze always flowing, as Roy had the condition of which I 

am also a carrier and which has always, in some form or another, managed to shape my world:  

a little disease called alcoholism.  Eddie, having the ―bug‖ as well, became Roy‘s new drinking 

buddy, but it was more than that.  Roy was a wonderfully kind, old-fashioned guy.  But his 

weakness, rooted in his alcohol addiction and, I believe now, in a terminal, ―what‘s the use‖ 

type of melancholy, was that in his easy-goingness and his ―devil may care‖ attitude, he allowed 

so many people to badly take advantage of him:  whether it be not finishing jobs they were paid 

to do, or dumping old scrap on his property because they were too lazy or broke to take it down 

to the waste management depot (or, what I always refer to as the shit-pile).  It was different with 

Eddie, however, because he was never that type of person—never took more than his due or 

cheated anyone—he was more like Roy, so easy and natural that people walked on him; they 

had that in common.  So not only was their situation good for Eddie, but for Roy as well, 

because Eddie helped to look after him (his wife was an alcoholic too, and never kept house, 

fixed meals or did much of anything when she was there), cooked regularly and tried to make 

sure that Roy always ate something, making dinnertimes earlier on the days when the juice 

began flowing sooner.  He built things like porches and sheds, and generally helped around, 

becoming an axis of sorts to the place.  And Roy always had somebody trustworthy to drink 

with, which seemed to be what he wanted most, and which eventually got out of control for both 

of them.  Still, a solid, long term friendship developed between the two men, one unique and 

rare in these fast-changing times. 

 So, back to my phone call:  I dialed the number I was given and, identifying myself to 

Roy, I explained that I was looking for Eddie King and heard he might be around there.  I was 

cautious and sort of guarded, apologizing for the intrusion.  The voice on the other end was 

instantly boisterous and friendly; he seemed to already have an idea of who I was and at once 

made me feel important and special while telling me, yes, he‘s right here, and more than happy 

to take my call.  When Eddie came on he did sound truly pleased to hear from me.  I told him 
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how glad I was to hear his voice too, explaining the dream and how heavy and vivid it was, that 

I wasn‘t sure if he had actually done it or not. 

 ―I‘m still alive and kickin‘ darlin‘‖, he responded, and I‘m not sure if he mentioned 

anything right then and there about this:  but he eventually in length confided to me how he 

wound up in the blackest funk a few years after I left town (a year or two after I last saw him 

and right around the time of my dream) and that he was so down he contemplated ending his 

life every single day for a while.  But that passed like everything does; he somehow came 

through the worst of it and the stellar storm of leaving the Junktion.  And there he was on the 

other end of the phone line sounding as lively as ever.  We both wanted to see each other and 

Eddie asked me to come up, reassuring me that I was welcome by him and Roy alike.  He 

sounded super-enthusiastic to be out of the Junktion, like it were something he thought I 

would—or should—be happy about too. 

 I readily accepted his invitation and put my dog in the back seat of my car, her doggy 

penthouse I called it—by then I was driving a ‘74 Chevy Nova, a gift from my Dad—and rode 

on up.  I stopped in Santa Rosa along the way to take a look around, and that was the trip in 

which I discovered my old dream house to be burned down.  Ascending into the hills bordering 

the eastern edge of town and heading north on Calistoga Road, I was plunging into territory I 

had always been drawn to and curious about, which I knew in my heart and my dreams to hold a 

specialized energy, a familiar magnetic pull.  The drive from there up to Eddie was no less 

magical; I felt as though I were entering new depths of awareness while rolling through a land 

which held many mystical tidings.  It was probably a combination of my heavy sentimentality 

of seeing him again, the intense vibrations emanating from the ground via steaming geysers and 

petrified forests of the old volcanic fields and—not least of all—the spontaneous retracing of 

pathways tread in antiquated native lives.  Still only broken bits of an ongoing mystery to me 

(although I was getting closer to understanding), the emigrations of individuals in this lifetime 

from one area to the next, the roads and trails connecting one piece of ground to another in these 

territories and provoking souls to follow were exactly the same routes from village to 

encampment to village of the local tribes of yesteryear.  We unknowingly wander these same 

paths again and again, our current personal situations simply calling for us to do so. 

 By the time I made it up there, the spellbinding wavelength had gotten a hold of me full 

force, and I think Eddie could feel it too.  I stepped into his world open-armed and enamored by 
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it all, though I carried the air of a party girl, carefree and wearing my independence like a 

badge; I‘d still just recently come out of my ―people are all basically evil‖ phase, and was able 

to let down.  The reunion all in all was a joyous one.  After Eddie met me outside, he brought 

me in to introduce Roy, who brought me in even further, immediately making me feel like a 

guest of honor and treating me like a queen.  It was in the middle of wintertime and everything 

was brisk, green, frosty, fresh and naked, and the clean chill in the air mixed with wood smoke, 

along with the wind‘s soft tune as it moved through the pine trees brought all of my senses alive 

and had me wrapped in an incredible de ja vu.  Everything seemed lifted to a euphoric plateau.  

Even the dogs seemed real happy to see one another again:  the reuniting of two four-leggeds 

who at one time lived together, my Golden and Eddie‘s black Great Dane. 

 That evening we all had a howling good old time:  talking, drinking, smoking, laughing, 

flirting, reminiscing and telling new stories.  I found out that Roy had spent many years in the 

Bay Area, and quite a few of those in Daly City, the ―Gateway to the Peninsula‖.  There are 

sections of roots from both sides of my family tree which extend to that town, some even as far 

back as when it was still a village and people actually left their doors open when they were gone 

so that the neighbors could bring in the bottles of milk and such.  Roy having been just a decade 

or so younger than my grandparent‘s age, it turned out that he had casually known one of my 

grandpas and some of his buddies; they all drank and shot pool together at the local favorite 

watering hole on the ―top of the hill‖, a fact which we both found quite amazing.  All the way 

around, that night was like a homecoming. 

 I was in my mid-twenties, feeling eons older and wiser; Eddie was in his late thirties and 

beginning to settle down some.  I was heavy on the eye shadow and hairspray, he had a belly 

from all of the gravy (Roy being a meat and potato man) and the lack of drugs.  We wanted each 

other bad, both of us could feel it and knew what was coming later, back to the old chemistry 

that resonated between us. 

 When we excused ourselves to go into the Airstream, it was another (and the last) of 

several memorable affairs in that old camper-trailer.  We could hardly wait to get alone, and 

fucked like a sailor on leave and a harlot just released from prison.  I put on lingerie, danced for 

him and did such things that I would not be comfortable or uninhibited enough to do with 

anyone else.  We had our own little private party into the wee hours:  drinking tons of beer, 

smoking, talking, loving and listening to music.  A Joan Armatrading tape was playing over and 
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over again; crisp, soulful, heartfelt music which perfectly sound-tracked the occasion.  There 

was a song that Eddie especially liked and kept running it back to:  sexy, magical lyrics going 

on and on about mixing water and wine; along with the name of that valley being Jerusalem and 

the fact that I had dreamed Eddie to be on the verge of death but he was very much full of life, 

well, it all helped to create quite an atmosphere of spiritual jubilance, a sort of victory, humble 

indeed, very personal and blessedly divine. 

 The next day he took me around and introduced me to people, like a special guest star in 

his world, he treated me as though I were a celebrity.  We went into town and everyone I met 

seemed to already know who I was, Eddie presenting me like:  this is the girl I‘ve been talking 

about.  Due to his old careless, ―let it roll‖ attitude, it never dawned on me that I left such an 

impression in his life and his heart.  But evidently after I left, what we went through, how I left 

and just how he felt about it all was not by any means kept a secret. 

 He took me down into the furthest folds of the valley, to the property where he lived 

when first arriving in the area.  This was a quarter century ago before the dot com explosion, 

and before the freakish real estate boom to follow which had people scrambling around buying, 

buying, buying, borrowing against big time, pulling in modulars and building upper middle 

class mutations, gauchely big and shiny houses or estates; and which had many of these people 

eventually losing everything, like modern day ghost towns, while a few hand-picked companies 

became (or remained) insanely rich and property lines with vacant houses lay scattered like 

bones in a burying field, to be picked over by real estate, banking and loan company vultures.  

Back then things were more spread out, a vibrant, rustic terrain dotted with ranches, cottages, 

shacks and trailer houses, still very much raw and remote.  And there was something in the 

air…something…rolling mountains, volcanic rock, pine standings, so many different species of 

oak, plenty of manzanita; everything was all greens and gold and crimson, and you could drive 

for quite a distance without any sign of human life.  Entering the valley felt like driving into a 

classically old biblical painting.  And the skies…like looking into another galaxy.    

 Down at the piece of land where we were destined to that day, you had to haul in water 

from a nearby creek, and there was no electricity.  Living on it at the time was one of Eddie‘s 

old friends from Santa Rosa and a lady who Eddie had brought into the Junktion scene a few 

years after I left, when he and another buddy picked her and a girlfriend up hitchhiking on 

Petaluma Hill Road.  They became friendly, and she and Eddie were an item for a month or so, 
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and then he being his independent, noncommittal self and she being the party girl that she was, 

they drifted (although staying good friends).  Apparently loving the company of men in a big 

way, she proceeded to work her way through most of the Junktionites, working her way around 

the horseshoe, so to speak.  How she ended up there in the boondocks with that particular guy, I 

don‘t know, but I‘m glad she did because I was able to meet her; I liked her a lot, she was a real 

cool chick.  Her name was Joy and she talked straight and smiled all the time.  She had olive 

colored skin, uniquely chiseled features, curly brown hair and dark eyes with a certain impish 

gleam.  She was wearing a shirt—one with stars all over it—which was the exact same one that 

I wore on my eleventh birthday.  I remembered it because, though long gone, I loved that shirt; 

my mom bought it for me on the afternoon of my party night—a Friday night—and I was so 

excited because it was to be my very first slumber party.  When I told Joy that she was wearing 

my old childhood birthday shirt, she totally got it, was just the type of person to grasp the 

sentiment and significance of a cowinky-dinky like that, and we mused over it for a while, 

recognizing a sort of a connection there. 

 She told me that Eddie talked about me a lot, that my name came up quite a bit with him, 

and it was often in the context or angry tone of a scorned love.  So he began always referring to 

me as ―the bitch‖, and made comments such as, ―The bitch showed up and then just split‖ or, 

―That was left here by the bitch‖.  Well Joy said they all just started identifying me as the bitch 

after a while, and it wasn‘t in a detrimental manner either:  it was simply a matter-of-fact 

handle, a term of endearment if you will, like, ―Have you heard from the bitch lately Eddie?‖ 

 ―No offense or anything‖, she added. 

 ―None taken‖, I said, and then continued on with, ―that‘s right, ‗the bitch‘ is back, but 

I‘m a good bitch, and good bitches are hard to find!‖  We got a good laugh out of that, 

confirming one another‘s humility and sense of humor. 

 She confided to me that she thought it was truly cool the way I looked Eddie up due to 

being worried about him after the vision I had of him wanting to end his life.  She said that the 

same experience befell her years before:  she had a dream that an old boyfriend, someone she 

had really loved, committed suicide, but by the time she got in touch with him it was too late, he 

had already done it.  There was a far-away, forlorn look in her eyes when she told me that, but 

only for a flash, and then she went back to being joyful and affectionate, saying how righteous it 

was that I reached him. 
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 All in all it was a really good day, and I‘m pretty sure I stayed another night, but I don‘t 

retain all the details.  I may well be remembering that mind-blowing first love-making session 

in the Airstream as a combination of two nights; just as I, so many years later, initially recalled 

the valley property and that of Roy‘s place as one and the same.  It was the vibration I always 

felt and remembered, the same charmed sensation which overcame me when the sun set over 

the Santa Rosa plain or a strong wind would bend down the pine boughs; it took me to another 

level, another dimension of awareness.  I could tell there was something more, something 

unseen to all of it and all we were, and that notion had me quite swept away.  But I didn‘t let it 

take me too far out.  I knew that Eddie was a very special man in my life and I knew that I loved 

him dearly; but alas, something also had shifted, something had been damaged…It wasn‘t life 

threatening or necessarily beyond repair, but was beyond going back to the way things were.  

As profoundly as I felt for him, there was a lot of unresolved, well, everything…Deep, faint 

whispers of sadness and resentment drifted up from the grave of emotions which were buried 

alive when Eddie and I parted ways.  I had previously hung around his hometown for years 

wanting to be with him, pouring just about everything into that and waiting for him to grab the 

brass ring, which he never did, instead accommodating all of his friends.  I waited and waited, 

until it finally seemed hopeless and then I flew.  That had been over five years prior, and that 

long yet that fresh out on the karmic trail-way currents, I couldn‘t turn back, the momentum was 

just too strong.  I had to ride it out.  

 The more that Eddie told me how right I was about his ―friends‖ (and the quotation 

marks were his) and how we could now be together free from all that, encouraging me to come 

and be with him, saying we could maybe even get some property down the road, etcetera, 

etcetera...the more relieved and elated I should have felt, but I didn‘t.  I mean, again, there was a 

certain degree of resolution; like, finally, recognition, but something had changed.  Speaking for 

myself, I had changed and, although six or seven years before I would have given a kidney and 

half of my heart to hear him say those things and to share my life like that with him, right then I 

wasn‘t ready to settle down.  We had grown in such different ways at that point, and I wasn‘t 

sure I could get behind where his may have been going.  And though he had always been so 

very precious to me, I couldn‘t understand how he could think that just because the truth had 

ultimately revealed itself to him, I was going to simply deny all that had come down, ignore 

everything my life had become and run on over because he was finally ready, presumably to 
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take up where we left off.  I couldn‘t understand why he didn‘t appreciate the fact that our lives 

were no longer the same, why he couldn‘t recognize that and cherish our special bond for what 

it had come to be, maybe court it somewhat in that light, take a little time to meet me part way.  

And he couldn‘t understand why it wasn‘t enough that he was away from the Junktion, why I 

couldn‘t simply be happy for that.  I just wasn‘t thoroughly convinced.  It hadn‘t sunken in how 

much I really meant to him, it was just not yet truly evident, and though he thought he was in a 

convenient place, the old patterns had not completely shifted.   It seemed too all-of-a-sudden 

and easy, more like a whimsy than a devoted commitment.  In effect, the more he rallied for me 

to automatically come on into his world as is with no questions asked and no compromise, the 

more resentful and indignant I became; feeling taken for granted all over again.  Don‘t get me 

wrong:  I loved seeing him and spending the quality time, but I hadn‘t expected him to assume 

my life was suddenly up for grabs.  I was just building a new one for myself from scratch in 

Monterey, felt proud because of it and felt he had little interest for that or what I was doing:  I 

had been taking classes at the community college and, taking a break from the bartending I‘d 

been doing, was working as a cook; first live-in for room and board and then, when I got my 

own place, cooking at a pub restaurant at the end of High Street on Spaghetti Hill.  I liked being 

in that water town on my own, and felt like it was where I should be at the time. 

 So I went back there and we wrote each other letters for a few months, into the 

following spring until when, in response to his persistent desires for me to drop everything and 

slide into his scene, my letters became less declarations of love and friendship and time passing, 

and more like descriptive reports of my own life.  I guess still being somewhat hurt and mad on 

some remote level, I was rubbing all of my own little achievements in his face:  a missed chance 

and, here I am doing this, and here I am doing that…how do you like me now?.. 

 I wrote him one last honest yet honestly thoughtless letter telling him about a guy I had 

met who was gonna teach me how to ride, and how I was going to get my own motorcycle, see 

you around, thanks for the memories and so on and so forth.  I‘m not sure exactly what else I 

said, but it was something to the effect of there will always be a special place in my heart for 

him, but it felt as though we were moving further in our own directions.  I don‘t know what it 

was that so coaxed me to tell him all I did or to hurt someone who, despite everything, had 

meant so much to me:  maybe a cross between the old heart‘s vengeance and just not wanting to 

string him along.  At any rate, I didn‘t hear from him again, and I didn‘t expect to.  As it were, 
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he did indeed write me one last letter which was so harsh and spiteful that even he, amid all of 

his hurt feelings, wished the next day that he hadn‘t sent it.  And as it were, I never did receive 

it anyway, for, I found out so many years later, the guy who was staying at my apartment (the 

same one who was teaching me to ride) had been stealing my mail; he took, opened, read and 

destroyed Eddie‘s letter before I even knew it existed.  

 But I did not need any document to know how that last note of mine hit Eddie and what 

his response was:  I could feel it so strong; thick, heavy spring-loaded emotion in the 

atmosphere all around me, coming from the essence of him.  And that hit home with me as well, 

made me deeply sad and a little bit guilty.  Still, I knew I just couldn‘t go back, not at that time, 

not at that point in the unfolding of things.  It just wasn‘t in the stars.  And so, needless to say, 

we drifted apart again. 

 Just a few days after I mailed that last letter to him, in the very midst of all those dark, 

powerful emotions I was receiving from his end, the moss agate stone of a ring Eddie had given 

me broke, on its own, sitting undisturbed on my dresser; one corner of it just snapped right on 

through to the center. 

                                                                             

 In order to carry on with this story, I guess we have to fast forward eight more years.  It 

was at least that long before Eddie and I ever made contact again, and it was many seasons of 

intense schoolhouse-earth training.  For me:  new travels over stellar tracings left by angelic 

explosions, colorful tracks of unimaginable proportions which included several life-altering 

journeys to unmapped regions of this country, and a six and one half month highway trip 

throughout the far reaches of old Mexico, where I sobered up and discovered more about myself 

than ever previously dreamed of.  During those eight years I was shown by life many unusual 

things, over and over again; oddities ranging from Chupa Cabra creatures to starships and other 

cosmic anomalies to remnants of the lost continents of Atlantis and Mu.  I walked barefoot 

through cities in the pouring rain, encountered sympathetic strangers in hidden rooms, cooked 

my meals over open fires, showered beneath waterfalls and slept out under the wide open sky.  I 

worked all sorts of jobs, from running barrooms to apprenticing construction trades; dug 

crystals out of the ground and collected other treasures from dusty, forgotten boxes, creating 
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medicine necklaces from these findings then selling and trading them at various swap meets 

along the road.  I journeyed into the most burning desert floors of my soul, as well as those of 

the southwest, places so ungodly quiet that you can‘t even hear the ringing of your own ears. 

 From one relay station to another in those soul memory wanderings, the karmic 

implications became more concentrated, urgent, intensified; with the sometimes evasive 

resolutions more and more meaningful.  And, speaking of provident vision, well, let me first just 

say it is a much-quoted yet little-understood phenomenon that the reality of any given situation 

is all in how you see it, and can therefore change accordingly.  Not only is the brain so 

incredibly powerful and capable of miraculous things, but observer-based reality has actually 

been scientifically proven.  Not that I ever felt I needed proof because of this little thing called 

faith (not to mention common sense), but there is this other little thing they call quantum 

mechanics:  where micro-particles smaller than atoms which make up everything in every one 

of our worlds exist in vibrating, fluctuant strands, like the macro-strands of energy strung across 

the universe, and they only freeze into any given form when someone is looking. 

 That said, the attempt and eventual failure of many relationships within one lifetime may 

be viewed, in one light, as a real losing spectacle, hopeless in love and hopelessly incapable of 

such things.  But in a completely different light, such predicaments followed through, from one 

end on out to the other, could be seen as a great success in karmic fulfillment.  And that is what 

those short-lived relations within those years were to me.  Regardless of the ―world ending‖ 

(which it never did), the agony, fighting and terminal heartache, there was always some great 

lesson played out or debt filled, however disastrous.  Whether it be walking away within love or 

being put out in scorn, my heart always a little worse for the wear and maybe never fully 

mended; but every single time, some invisible feat was accomplished.  Though feeling as if I 

failed miserably, there was always some disguised ploy which ultimately made me stronger.  

And those connections tied in somehow with the roads that unfolded at my feet, the unique trails 

which, every time, wound up a solo journey.  You‘d just have to have karma like mine to fully 

understand.   

 Okay, so it was the mid 1990‘s, I was in my mid thirties, living in Arizona and had been 

sober for about five years when Eddie—my long-lost, irreplaceable Eddie—reentered my 

everyday realm.  I was involved with another person—another broken man—in a piece of 

property on the eastern part of the state, about thirty five miles from the New Mexico border, 
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near a place called Concho Valley.  It was over eighty acres of high desert property, which was 

completely surrounded by a several thousand acre ranch and so, needless to say, was very wild 

and very remote.  This territory was in the foothills of the White Mountains; wide open with lots 

of juniper, strange cactus species and various other types of brush and grasses growing.  You 

had to drive nine miles, off an already desolate highway, of primitive road to get to it—that‘s 

what the road was referred to as, not dirt, but ―primitive‖ because it changed every time there 

was a flash flood rain.  And on that road the only sign of human life would be the household of 

the gigantic neighboring ranch.  Otherwise, there was nothing for as far as you could see, which 

was a long, long way:  nothing but wide open rolling plains, mesas, wild animals and ghostly 

apparitions.  And at night, well, I‘ve never been under skies that were so multi-dimensional:  a 

sparkling dome of stars, comets, planets and other, anonymous lights so numerous, so close and 

intense that you felt as though they were orbiting around your brow, that you could just reach in 

any direction and swish them through your fingertips. 

 On the spread I called home was a cute little single-wide trailer house with a flag stone 

foundation and a windowed nook add-on for the bed.  There was an apple and peach orchard, 

which I brought back to life, and a huge garden area and various animal pens, which I never did 

get to fill because of being gone for such long stretches of time, due to the need to work.  There 

was an ever-flowing underground river which was tapped into by a well pump which was run 

by a generator so big it had its own house.  And a huge water tank on a tower, the size of which 

you would see in any small town.  The generator was used solely to fill the tank, gravity-feeding 

water to the house and orchard.  Other than that, there was no electricity; the stove, fridge and 

heater were propane, with only kerosene lamps and candles for light.  That was the extent of the 

comforts there. 

 It was quite an extraordinary place, one where you could not avoid getting in touch with 

yourself and your surroundings, raw and natural.  If you are the type of person who can‘t sit 

alone without any distraction, then you would have never survived there.  I found pieces of old 

Indian pottery and arrowheads scattered on the parched turf.  And I came to the mind-blowing 

realization that this was one of my old personal burial grounds—I believe it was the life in 

which I was buried alive:  tricked, unconscious and wrapped in a ceremonial blanket—right 

there on that property; this I simply knew, undoubtedly, it was shown to me.  I‘d come to morn 
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myself, or one of the persons I used to be and who awoke trapped in the dark, warm dirt just to 

surrender to death that way, but that is an entirely separate story for another time. 

 So now that I‘ve painted the picture of life as it was right then, you can see that what 

was going on had absolutely nothing to do with Eddie or Santa Rosa or our old existence—it 

couldn‘t have been any further away.  The only element which may have possibly attributed to 

his memory rising up to grab me was the fact that my psyche was going through a major 

archeological expedition, and everything he meant to me certainly laid buried deep inside.  I 

could‘ve stumbled across him on one of the digs, but it was a subconscious thing.  Also, come 

to think of it, I had, the previous summer, been working as an electrician‘s apprentice, and it 

might have crossed my mind that electricity was Eddie‘s primary trade; I may have wondered if 

he would be proud of me.  But, once again, a fleeting notion; I did not spend a lot of time 

thinking of these things and on the night I am about to describe, he hadn‘t been on my mind for 

a very long time. 

 It was late winter and I was headed up to the property from the Phoenix area, alone.  By 

the time I got to around Show Low, the weather had taken an extreme turn.  When I first arrived 

in Arizona a few years before, everybody used the word, ―monsoon‖; it was all monsoon this 

and monsoon that when describing the rain storms (incredible summer storms as well as in the 

wintertime) and I‘m like, ―What are these people talking about…what, are we in some 

Cambodian jungle or something?‖…But after spending time on the property to which I was 

headed that day, I abruptly discovered just what they meant, yeah, monsoon:  when everything 

is scorched, cracked and packed dry, the ground I mean, like nature‘s concrete, and then within 

about three minutes the clear skies are full of massively monstrous, pregnant clouds, they come 

rolling in at record speeds on supernatural winds, which is really something to witness; then 

within another three minutes solid walls of rain come to life on the cement-like dirt (with no 

time to sink in), crawling over the land in creeks, streams and flash flood ponds.  It‘s a 

phenomenal elemental surprise, and that evening in Show Low (about forty miles from ―The 

Place‖, which is what I named the spread) this kind of storm was occurring, with some snow 

already on the ground it was fast becoming real messy and questionable as to whether or not I 

could make it out the last few miles of primitive road.  I got as far as the stretch of highway 

leading out to that road and, by then dark and still raining, there was thunder and electrical bolts 

popping and flaring all over the sky, making everything glow all dark purples and blues and 
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colors indescribable.  The lightning was actually multi-colored.  And then out over the horizon 

in the direction I was ultimately bound, right over The Place, appeared a rod of lightning so long 

it seemed to scrape half the sky and—I shit you not—from my perspective it was as solid and 

thick as a telephone pole.  It hung in the air longer than flashes in a storm normally do, and it 

was right at that moment I decided to turn around. 

 I wound up staying at a funky little motel that night in a tiny town somewhere in the 

White Mountains.  I really couldn‘t afford to dish out the cash for a room, but couldn‘t afford 

not to because I never would have made it to where I was going, and the other options were to 

head almost two hundred miles back to Phoenix, or sleep in the truck; I was just thankful to be 

able to pull it off.  I lay under the blankets listening to the rain, everything otherwise quiet, not 

thinking too hard about anything in particular and certainly not about Eddie King; my mind was 

just sort of drifting here and there.  I began to doze and then out of the blue it was another place, 

another time, like stepping out from the spot where I was and into a completely new reality.  It 

was more than—different from—a dream:  look at what is around you now, where you‘re 

sitting, the sights, sounds and smells, then picture yourself closing your eyes and opening them 

to find that you are somewhere else.  That is the best way I can describe what happened.  

Everything was in full color, pulsating and at least three-dimensional.  And I was standing next 

to Eddie. 

 He looked just like he did when we were together almost twenty years previous.  And I 

was at his house, which I guess was supposed to be his house at the Junktion, but looked 

nothing like it.  This place was huge, with massively high ceilings and tall, clean spacious walls.  

Everything was very elegant, but in a style that was rather rustic, hip, tricked-out and unique.  

The kitchen was open-aired to the living room, and was down-home yet state-of-the-art.  Above 

what would be the threshold area between the two rooms was a custom-made ledge, right up 

against the ceiling, and that high shelf was lined with huge, beautifully painted Indian pottery.  

The front room had a square-shaped couch, with a square table in the middle.  And there were 

all sorts of people hanging around; many, many people partying and socializing. 

 Eddie brought me right on in, welcomed me in, and we sat down on the couch, talking 

nonstop.  I have no idea what was said between us or by any of the other people, no recollection 

at all about one word of it (even immediately after ―awakening‖) but he seemed happy to have 

me there, and we talked and exchanged energy for what seemed like an extremely long time.  
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His vibe was clear and strong, like he was in a really good place, and exuded an air of ultra-

confidence.  The room was bubbling with life, literally vibrating, and everything was so very, 

well, for lack of a better description, real.  This encounter of ours went on all night, for hours 

and hours; a long, rambling affair.  And then suddenly, as if landing back in the motel bed with 

an abrupt jolt, I opened my eyes and all was quiet and still, nothing but the sounds of the wind 

and rain.  I thought I had been ―out‖ the whole night and that it must have been near sunrise, but 

when I looked at the lit numbers of the digital clock I realized only about three minutes had 

passed since I ―dozed‖.  And I swear I felt Eddie so intensely that I could smell him, I‘m not 

kidding or even exaggerating:  I had long forgotten his aroma but there it was wrapped around 

me, filling my nose; and his aura, his very presence filled all of my senses so completely that on 

the first instant of returning to that room in the motel in that small Arizona mountain town, I 

thought he was there with me and I was looking around for him.   

 Now I‘ve always been a dreamer; the dream world has always been an entire other life 

for me.  And so I know the difference of the various levels of dream experiences, the distinction 

between, say, a sub conscience speaking with symbolism or being spoken to by the angels; the 

past-life memory of a place or one‘s soul traveling somewhere on those other planes while the 

body slumbers.  And the experience I had that night was most certainly, without a doubt an 

astral journey of sorts, a visitation.  What occurred was not even really a dream, but I put it in 

such a category for lack of another way to explain it, because of the general public‘s inability to 

accept such things as another true facet of life. 

 So I laid there the rest of the night in awe, holding my Eddie near, thinking about that 

unusual confrontation, recalling every detail, until I fell into a deep sleep.  And the next 

morning when I awoke, the feeling—his presence—was still with me, and for more than a year 

it never went away. 

 Something and someone I had not dwelled upon for so very long, seemingly gone, lost 

in the distant past, was without warning in my thoughts and my clandestine world every single 

day, and grew stronger as the earth turned.  I wondered if he had finally done it, left this life, 

died I mean, because I felt him near so fiercely at times that it seemed as though his ghost must 

be sitting right on the seat next to me; driving in the car, hanging out in my room or wherever.  

It occurred to me that he might have crossed over and I visited his heavenly house on the night 

of my astral vision.  From then on, details about him and our old life together which I had 
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forgotten came to me voluntarily and with ease.  There was a song he used to play and sing 

quite a bit, and which I used to try and harmonize with, called ―Nectar of God‖ by a man named 

Patrick Sky; an incredibly awesome old folk-blues tune from the early sixties.  I had, at that 

point, never heard any version of it other than Eddie‘s, and when he sang it, the pain and every 

other sentiment imaginable just poured from every inch of his being; he crooned it with all his 

heart and soul: 

  

“It‟s a dirty old world that‟ll make a man cry 

 All the do-nothin‟s live 

 (God almighty now) 

 and the good people die 

 

 When I left home my mother said,‟Son 

 go into the world 

 (God almighty now) 

 but don‟t go wrong‟ 

 

 So here I sit in a world without pain 

 While the nectar of God 

 (God almighty now) 

 well it flows in my veins 

 

 Late in the evening 

 Early in the morn 

 The mist on Dog Mountain hangs low--- 

 And the voice of my mother 

 rides in on the downwind  

 sayin‟ son, don‟t stay too long 

 

 Yes the green leaves of autumn they fall from the floor 

 And the inside is outside 
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 (God almighty now) 

 And I can‟t find the door 

 

 Well you ask what‟s the blues, well I‟ll tell you if I can 

 It‟s a ten dollar woman 

 (God almighty now) 

 and a five dollar man 

 

 Got the blues in my coffee, I got the blues in my head 

 If I die in the gutter 

 (God almighty now) 

 well at least I‟d be dead 

 

 Well I don‟t like livin‟ but I don‟t wanna die 

 „Cause if I was dead 

 (God almighty now) 

 well I‟d miss gettin‟ high 

 

 Late in the evening 

 Early in the morn 

 The mist on Dog Mountain hangs low--- 

 And the voice of my mother 

 rides in on the downwind 

 sayin‟ son, don‟t stay too long”***  

 

I used to love to hear Eddie do that song; it was so natural coming from him, and would 

make you cry every time.  It was always a hard one for me to get the tempo on when 

strumming, and I had long forgotten the chords; yet in the weeks and months after that night in 

the motel room, I could pick up a guitar and all of it, rhythm and everything, came right back to  

***Copyright Grassblade Music (Originally released in 1965)   Used by Generous Permission of Patrick Sky. 
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me.  I even remembered verses I thought had left me forever, and when I sang the words my 

voice dropped down, spontaneously, to Eddie‘s octave level.  

 That entire experience gave the memory of what we shared new life and meaning, and I 

often caught myself thinking about those arms of fate which brought us together and then 

eventually pulled us apart.  In an attempt to put it outside of myself, I wrote a long poem, a sort 

of a tribute to him and all we were, which I recited out loud at an open reading in a small gallery 

in Sedona.  The passion and ardor was so thick in the room upon completion of my little 

presentation there that it brought a grown cowboy to tears. 

 I thought of trying to contact Eddie during the many months that he haunted my 

consciousness, but I wasn‘t certain if he really wanted to hear from me after the way things had 

been left; I also wasn‘t sure if I wanted to know what I might find out.  It seemed better at the 

time—safer—to leave it on that personally mystical, unpremeditated level.  I believe what it 

was that finally prompted me to make a call was something which happened two spring times 

after the initial rejoining of spirit. 

 I still had my part in The Place, and had been basically all over Arizona following the 

work, but I was in the Bay Area for a few months due to extenuating circumstances; staying 

with a girlfriend and also with my parents.  While I was there I had been working fulltime as a 

bartender in a seedy little neighborhood dive, and decided that I wanted to take a couple of days 

to get away, go to the beach or something, get into some open space on old stomping grounds 

which I hadn‘t seen for awhile.  So I took a drive up to the Sonoma and Mendocino counties 

coastline, of course going through Santa Rosa before heading west. 

 Well sometimes the universe has a funny way of opening up and showing you things:  

what might have been if you‘d taken a different turn, what was or what could be.  I decided I 

wanted some refer for the trip and, not knowing where to score any, I thought of ―drug 

central‖—the Junktion—and that if it was still in existence, out of whoever lived there at the 

time, someone would have to be able to find some smoke.  Plus, I always liked to go and look at 

old lairs, see how they appeared in the present light.  So it was kind of strange that, although 

everyone had been evicted over ten years before, it was still standing as it always did:  the same 

five little funkadelic dwellings with a common horseshoe driveway.  And there were still people 

living in the houses; a new generation of tenants, maybe they paid rent. 
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 A guy was standing out near my old house and looking over my way with a guarded 

suspicious air when I pulled in, like, who are you and what do you want?  So naturally I 

gravitated toward him and introduced myself, telling him I used to live in that house a lifetime 

or two ago; that I was just passing through, having a look around, reminiscing and hoping to 

find some weed.  Well he instantly lightened up and became very friendly, telling me that was 

his house now.  It looked pretty much the same:  somewhat more rundown, and there was a 

clothesline strung across the eve of the front door area, but other than that, from the outside it 

was as I‘d remembered.  So we talked for a bit, me telling old stories of the place and asking is 

it still this or still that?..I inquired about the Buddha hole in the wall; he said yeah, it‘s still 

there, and I told him of how it came to be.  We got a good laugh then and he said, ―Yeah, we 

were wondering about that hole, the shape of it and all!‖ 

 So he knew of another guy—one of the neighbors there—who could get some smoke; I 

gave him the money up front, as that was the only way it was gonna happen:  ―I know where 

you live‖, I joked, and he drove off up the road somewhere.  While I was waiting I talked some 

more with the resident of my old place and then all of a sudden the front door opened, and I was 

peering down through a tunnel of time at myself.  Out walks a girl of about seventeen or 

eighteen years, a spitting image of me back then:  long, dark hair parted on the side, same 

features, same build, same clothes…same attitude.  She was stomping around all pissed off, 

appearing miserable, as though she really did not want to be there.  The only difference:  she 

had a baby on her arm. 

 Well she had come outside under the guise of checking the laundry on the line, flashed 

me a killer look, like, who the fuck are you and why are you talking to my old man?..then 

disappeared back into the house.  I just stood there in a surprised daze for a moment before I 

asked the guy about her.  It turned out she was indeed his girl, they both lived there and, by then 

not shy to ask more questions, I discovered that, not only was he right around the age of Eddie 

when we first moved in together, not only was there the same difference in years between them 

as she was only seventeen; but she was born in the very year I first made that shack my 

discontented little nesting ground.  He opened up more and told me that she never really wanted 

to be there, especially since having the baby; that they had just been having a fight and she was 

mad all the time anyway.  By then I opened up more to him also, and when he got my story 

about Eddie with the dates, years and all, how I begrudgingly moved in there as well; and when 
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he saw her and I in the same light of day, noticing the uncanny resemblance even with the age 

difference, the guy was almost as blown away as I was. 

 The girl never came back out and I wished she would have because I wanted to talk to 

her.  But then I realized it was a situation better left alone and only there for me to observe, 

nothing more.  Still, her old man and I stood there in the driveway both totally amazed at our 

instantaneous little parallelism; both stupefied yet very aware that something was going on there 

with a meaning much bigger than our individual dramas and, at least for that day, beyond our 

reach. 

 His friend showed up right then with the refer and, after giving my host and the driver a 

couple of buds for their trouble, I turned to the former and said something to the effect of, ―Be 

nice to that girl, give her more attention, go make up with her now…‖  He said he would, I then 

thanked him for everything and went on my way. 

 I spent that night on the Mendocino coast somewhere, and when I got back to the Bay 

Area a day or two later, I called for Eddie, overriding any pride or fear of what his response may 

have been, or nervousness about knowing if he was around at all.  I still had my old address 

book with Roy‘s number in it, and figured that was a good place to start.  When Roy answered 

the phone, I was cautious and apologetic, unsure of so many factors:  was Eddie still there, still 

living, if so would he want to talk to me, maybe wrapped up in a serious relationship?... 

 ―I‘m really sorry to bother you‖, I began, ―I don‘t know if you remember me, but I‘m an 

old friend of Eddie King‘s, I met you several years ago and my name is…‖  Before I barely 

even had a chance to identify myself, Roy cut in with his warm and boisterous style, right off 

the bat taking away any awkwardness, treating me like a VIP and making me feel wanted. 

 ―Of course I remember you‖, he joyfully bellowed, ―Yes Eddie is still here, but not at 

the moment, but I know he would want to talk to you.‖ 

 ―Are you sure?‖ I replied, making sure of what I was getting into, ―It‘s been a long time 

and…‖ 

 ―I KNOW he‘s gonna want to hear from you, believe me, trust me, he will!‖ 

 Apparently Eddie was still single, and still spoke of me somewhat in the present tense, 

like I was ―the one‖, but the one that got away.  The two of them had remained buddies and 

partners all that time; coexisting, surviving together and helping to take care of one another.  
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And with both of their drinking habits still going strong, they spent a lot of time hanging out 

while putting away the juice and discussing such things. 

 Roy went on to tell me that Eddie was over at another buddy‘s house working on a 

vehicle.  When I tried to back down, saying I would call another time, he was persistent that I 

take the number from over there and call him immediately.  I said that I really didn‘t want to 

bother him while he‘s working, especially after so much time and at the home of a guy who 

didn‘t know me.  He said, ―Nonsense, take the number, call him now, he‘s gonna want to hear 

from you, believe me.‖  He must have repeated this four or five times before I finally said okay, 

and took the number, thanking him for his help and hospitality.  When I hung up I had no idea 

that it would be the last time I ever spoke with him; my last memory of a truly kind and 

generous man. 

 So I called the number he gave me and, once again apologizing for the intrusion, I 

explained to the guy on the other end who I was looking for and how adamant Roy had been 

that I didn‘t wait to reach him.  He was very polite and said it was no problem at all, Eddie‘s 

right out in the garage, if I wanted to hold on for just a minute…Well he came back on a 

moment or two later and told me Eddie was right in the middle of something after all, hands full 

of grease and tools, and he said I should call him later at Roy‘s place because he did want to talk 

to me.  I told him oh sure, of course, I didn‘t really want to bother him right then anyway but it 

had been insisted upon. 

 What actually came down when he tried to give Eddie the phone is something I still get 

a guilty little pleasure of a laugh from when I think of how it must have played out.  Apparently 

the friend went into the shop where Eddie was seating new rings into the pistons of some 

engine.  The timing was as perfect as a ―Laugh-In‖ sketch, or any comical farce.  Right at a 

crucial point in that mechanical procedure, the guy appeared in the doorway and said, ―Judi‘s on 

the phone‖. 

 ―Whaaa??...‖  Bang, CRACK…His whole body jerked back on hearing my name like 

that out of nowhere and, tool hand slipping, he broke the ring.  

 ―Goddamit Johnny, don‘t fuck with me like that!!‖ he barked, thinking the guy was just 

messing around, trying to get a rise out of him. 

 ―Eddie, I don‘t know any ‗Judi‘‖, the buddy replied, scratching his head. 
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 After thinking about it for a second or two, Eddie said, ―I guess you wouldn‟t know her, 

would you?‖ 

 ―The Phone?‖ 

 ―Just tell her to call me later at home, I‘m right in the middle of something here‖, he 

grumbled, broken pieces of a ring on his hands, yet all the while silently amused that I was 

trying to reach him and wondering if I would try again. 

 When I called him back that night, Eddie answered the phone.  I still wasn‘t quite sure 

what his reception would be like, but he was jovial and friendly, at least at the onset of the 

conversation.  He told me right away that he wasn‘t sure if he‘d ever hear from me again after 

the vicious letter he had sent (fueled by terribly hurt feelings) so many years ago.  I told him 

that I wasn‘t sure if he would even want to talk to me after my last letter, and that I never did 

receive his reply.  He sounded very glad for that, as he was pretty pissed off and had written the 

nastiest things; I told him I probably had it coming and knew how he felt anyway, ‗cause I could 

sense it, and because of the stone in the ring breaking all by itself. 

 I told him that I thought, once again, he might have passed away, and before I got a 

chance to go on and tell him about the dream visitation, he said, ―Girl, I thought you were dead, 

let me tell you…‖  And he went on to describe what turned out to be his end of the experience, 

his side of that very unusual story.  It had been two winters previous, narrowing it down to the 

same month I had the vision of him.  He had been in a sound sleep out in the Airstream, and 

then suddenly was awakened by me.  Now the way he put it in the beginning was that he woke 

up rather startled to see me, in the pitch dark, standing by his bed looking at him.  He said his 

first thought was, ―That crazy bitch just drops in whenever she pleases, and at the strangest 

times.‖  He then wondered how I got in, as the door was locked.  When he sat up to reach for 

me, I stepped back and just disappeared into thin air.  That is how he first told it to me, sounding 

flabbergasted still.  But as time went on, the story elaborated upon, it went like this:  he woke up 

out of a deep sleep to feel me so fervently wrapped around him, hovering over him and pressing 

in close. There was no doubt in his mind that the presence was me, but when he sat up in 

response to my touch, he found that he was still alone. 

 Perhaps on the first telling of it, he was trying to make a point of how very vivid he felt 

me in the trailer with him that night; that it was indeed me, in some invisible yet definite form, 

who hugged him awake.  Or, just as we tend to forget our childhood spiritual companions upon 
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growing up, maybe as time passed between the incident and our phone call, it grew rather 

difficult for him to mentally digest the rare fact that I was standing before him in my astral body 

and so, although initially aware that it did play out that way, his conscious mind could have 

settled into a more comfortable version, while still retaining the original memory.  Either way, 

what transpired on that exceptional night was a very firsthand touching of souls:  I floated on 

over, for reasons which escaped us both, and entered his psychical house, lingering timelessly 

within his energy force field.  When he finished describing his experience, I told him my 

version, what had happened to me on that stormy, mysterious night.  It was quite a moving, and 

in a way disturbing event for the both of us, as we each thought the other might have given up 

the ghost.  He said that he went into the main house the next morning and told Roy, ―I think 

Judi might have died last night and was stopping here to say goodbye to me‖ (Which is of 

course why Roy was so sure that he would want to take my call). 

 So we continued chatting from there; he telling me what had been going on with him, 

and me trying my best to explain where I was at as well.  He proudly told me he had not 

touched a needle for many years, that the drug scene was no longer a part of his life. 

 ―Now I drink whiskey only‖, he said:  Black Velvet and lemon lime soda, to be exact.  

Now, according to him, whiskey was cool, whiskey was where it was at, was just the 

ticket…whiskey ruled.  And he was pouring himself cocktails and sucking them up as we spoke. 

 I‘m not saying that‘s the only reason the exchange between us began to disintegrate, but 

it may very well have had something to do with it.  And the conversation did indeed go south.  

I‘m sure my attitude had something to do with it as well.  I told him I had quit drinking for 

several years; I shared that because it was an accomplishment I was very proud of and wanted 

him to know.  But I probably came across somewhat sanctimonious, and to someone who was 

hanging onto the bottle as a sad means of solace and who had been drinking, in part, to deal 

with drug abstinence and also the memory of me, well, it was not really the thing he wanted to 

hear, not something he could rejoice in with me right then.  I told him I had been married some 

years back, that it didn‘t work out, but I‗d been married on his birthday; it wasn‘t planned that 

way, but another one of destiny‘s spontaneous designs and the date stood out for me because he 

had always been such an important person in my life.  Again, not what he wanted to hear, and 

the meaning I was trying to express escaped him. 
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 ―You just keep on breaking my heart‖, he said in an exasperated and pissed-off tone.  He 

still held an old flame for me after all that time, was, in fact, in love with me but, for reasons 

unknown, could still never express what he truly felt; just couldn‘t lay his cards out on the table.  

I, on the other hand, foolishly thought that we could maintain some sort of specialized 

friendship, as he had meant so much to me for so long.  And I still did not have much of a clue 

as to what was really going on inside of him.  But we went on talking, trying our best to salvage 

the words which were defying us both.  He had indicated early on that he wanted me to come 

and see him.  I said that I would like to, but not certain what he had in mind and not wanting to 

mislead him in any way, I went on to try to explain my present situation, and that it would be a 

friendly visit and then I had to go. 

 All the while Eddie was drinking and his words were slightly beginning to slur.  And I 

wasn‘t as eloquent as I could have been in my choice of wording things.  The more agitated he 

got, the more defensive my comments became, and visa-versa, until the bubbling chamber 

peaked and the volcano finally erupted.  Whatever it was that triggered the outburst is 

inconsequential; it had long been leading up to that, long before the phone call.  He‘d reached 

his limit.  He‘d had as much as he could handle.  He‘d had enough. 

 ―You know what?!?‖ he vehemently yelled into the receiver, ―Don‟t come and see me, 

don‘t ever come and see me, and don‘t call me again, I don‟t ever want to see you or hear your 

voice  again... 

 ―And don‘t come in that voodoo spirit form of yours either—I don‘t like that shit, it 

freaks me out!‖ 

 By then he was screaming at the top of his lungs:  ―JUST STAY THE FUCK OUT OF 

MY LIFE!!!‖, and he hung up, hard. 

 Well, okay then, I thought, sitting there for a moment in a daze.  It stung, yeah, But I had 

learned to harden myself to such things.  Whatever his real feelings, whatever part of his heart 

he had held me in all those years, I just wasn‘t privy to.  I knew that I meant something to him, 

naturally, but was just not aware that he cared for me so devotedly and deeply, never stopping.  

He never really waved that flag, never fully divulged the powerful emotions or his intentions 

(even when we were together).  And I, in turn, never realized how me breezing in and out of his 

life through the years was slowly tearing him up. 
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 ―Well I guess that‘s that‖, I sort of mumbled aloud.  It‘s not that we hadn‘t ever fought 

before within our entire history, oh God no, but this was different.  Though I didn‘t at the time 

fully understand why, I knew he meant what he said:  Eddie was the type of person who would 

let shit go, let  it go, let it go, let it go, and then at some particular point, POW, that would be it, 

he‘d catch it, and he‘d never forget.  From then on whenever he crossed my mind, what I saw 

was a closed door.  The intimately intertwined paths had split apart forever, by no uncertain 

terms.  I felt certain then, and for many years after, that I was shut out of his life forever.  And 

as life‘s many new chapters opened, our time together, anything we ever created fell further and 

further back into the ancient archives.  But from that very point on, from the precise moment he 

hung up on me, it metamorphosed into another form; into an everlasting current on a timeless 

plane and there it stayed, where it breathed and stammered, expanded, contracted and 

changed...but never, ever died. 

 I returned to Arizona that same month, and then later in the year, right before the 

holidays, moved back to California, to the Bay Area; back to family ties and roots spanning my 

childhood and my ancestor‘s childhoods.  Back to overlooked remnants of past native lives 

which lay deeply concealed beneath the landfill and in my most infant memory.  Like an 

incarnation detective, I had traveled so many roads, retraced phantom foot prints into the heart 

of the human drama, righting as many wrongs as I could along the way, and uncovering so 

many roles of spirit which I knew to be my parts in the play (and which explained a helluva lot 

of things for me).  But on trying to grow up and get the hell out of there so quickly, I left in the 

dust, settled underneath eons of sediment, some of the most precious gems of my soul; some of 

the most cherished and significant and well hidden soul memories. 

 And throughout those oncoming years wherein I permanently resided back on the old 

home land, I‘d drop into Santa Rosa now and again, when my comings and goings brought me 

through there, I‘d stop in and look at the old haunts.  That town just never stopped being a 

sentimental spot for me, a real hotbed of primal emotion, and when I found myself observing 

the gradual disappearance of the Malfunktion Junktion, I‘d stand there and wonder:  ―What the 

hell is wrong with me?..what kind of a twisted sister am I to come here and look and remember 

and privately celebrate a place from my past that I, at the time, only wanted to be really far 

away from?!?…‖ 
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 On one occasion I went by there to find the houses empty, cleared out, abandoned, but 

still intact, like a miniature ghost town.  A little later, around the year 2001, I drove by again, 

that time to discover it flat in the middle of demolition.  I parked and got out to look closer and 

noticed, from the condition of the houses which had already been under the ball, that mine had 

been the first to go; it was the only flat, barren, clean, freshly raked and roped off area.  I 

wondered:  where is Buddha?  Erin‘s old house was a pile of rubble, blending into the rocky 

piles of earth that had always lain in the field behind it.  I walked through the wreckage, sifting 

with my feet the remains of somebody‘s past:  broken household items, some toys, a child‘s 

doll.  As I walked back down the driveway it was like observing the mechanics of change in 

slow motion; watching part of a very personal history gradually disappear forever into a 

sinkhole of time. 

 About a year or so later, I dropped in yet again during some of my everyday travels, 

curious as to what was there, if anything, in place of the ramshackled little neighborhood.  

Before I go on here about what I found, it is fitting that I first tell you about a tattoo I got around 

six years prior, within the year I moved back to California.  It is on the inside of my left 

shoulder, just above my heart:  a blue star, with little red hearts in between the points and one in 

the center; six hearts in all, that number being my karmic link in the language of numerology.  

The image represents to me a blue star exploding into the perpetual night, releasing many hearts 

out into the voyage through time (until they find their way back to the center where they are 

one). 

 Okay, that said, let‘s fast forward again to the day I was back in the city of roses, back 

over there at the old Junktion site, nosing around to see what had become of it.  There was 

something new alright, a business I had never heard of called ―Blue Star Gas‖, complete with 

fenced yard full of giant tanks of the explosive stuff.  The huge sign at street level bore their 

logo emblem, which was a blue star, of course, but almost exactly the same shape as the one on 

my flesh, with a red drop in the center, which I suppose resembled the fuel, but looked like a 

teardrop to me or a drop of blood, and also like the curly little hearts on my tattoo. 

 Where my old house used to be was the parking lot, and I pulled in to find that the 

bamboo patch on the edge of the old yard was intact and strong, and had baby shoots growing as 

well.  I stood there so far ahead by the hands of the clock (yet so far back from my future), 

looking at that sign below the soft, dusky Sonoma sky; everything running through my soul like 



103 
 

water, everything at once, like time had never passed and was never going to pass again.  Like 

every achievement or effort, every heartbreak, familiar face and new discovery, the shining 

ideas, moments shared, the roads which bring us together and then pull us apart again had all 

occurred a thousand instances before and was going to be occurring again and again, yet in 

another space and time.  Something which never ended, yet gone forever.  It dawned on me 

right then and there, in between the blue star and the bamboo stalks, why I could be so eager to 

revisit and so emotional about a place which I generally used to loath and, quite frankly, thought 

of as a shit-dive:  of course, it was because it was our time, Eddie‘s and mine, it was our 

home—my very first home—and central hearth to the life that we shared.  It was the memory of 

him, and our inimitable bond that I was actually harking back to upon my little rendezvous‘ 

down that rather odd fork of memory lane.   

 That defunct little gathering spot, now paved over with new buildings, concrete and 

chain link fences, was where it all ended, began and ended again for us and for so many other 

stray souls.  And everything, everything:  the shady pleasures and rough deeds, the unlikely 

friendships and straggling love affairs, each and every single circumstance all came down just 

the way it was supposed to, not an inkling more or less off the mark; all coming together for a 

reason, a bizarre mosaic of souls which had been  forcefully launched through the void to these 

grounds and then launched off again into separated lives which are really illusions, through time 

which only exists because of the way one planet in a zillion spins.  We are not always, not even 

often content with our choices in life and the things we find ourselves doing; not always in what 

we interpret as good places, or where we had planned or hoped to be.  But we can be certain 

whatever it was that provoked us to make those choices was in order to strengthen the weak 

spots, to fill the holes in our soul.  And that would hopefully afford us a little more 

understanding for the next guy.  Someone who has been on the very edge of civilization (or of 

their own sanity) will likely not be as quick to judge others who are dangling there.  Life has 

never been fair—or easy—for the hard-working spirit, the silent challenge-taker, but when we 

decide to see the grain of goodwill in every single situation, then even the harsh or dimly lit 

memories become a softer, gentler pastel. 

 I‘d go through all these notions in recollecting and honoring our old life as one, but 

when I thought of Eddie in the present tense, I thought of him as being, by a force beyond my 

control, gone from my life for good.  And that made me somewhat sad; not completely 
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devastated or anything because he, in the flesh and blood, had fallen so far into the past, and 

because I continued to see him in another form. 

 Now would be the time to tell you about the dreams. 

 When Eddie put the nix on our worldly association, it blasted wide open a whole other 

channel of communication, at least for me, another means of looking in on him.  And that‘s just 

what I did throughout all of the years since he hung up that phone:  dropped in on the hidden 

throes of his world in my dreams.  I swear to you, I am not embossing or exaggerating; it was 

something I never really fully understood.  It was never a conscious action or decision, and 

many times he was the last thing on my mind when a visitation would occur.  There was never a 

pattern of when or how often, yet it seemed to take on a reason and rhyme of its own.  And, 

though never quite as intense as that night in the Arizona mountain town, in each dream vision I 

had of Eddie, it was definitely more than just nocturnal imaginings and, to varying degrees, I 

always awoke with his very essence, his aura all over me. 

 And it was always me dropping into his house, which was usually a crossing of the 

Junktion and where I had last seen him, Roy‘s old spread at the top of Jerusalem Valley.  It 

wouldn‘t ever appear the same twice, but it was always Eddie‘s place.  Sometimes the vision of 

him in his incorporeal home would be melded somehow with one of those mansion dreams, 

other times I would have floated on down from the hills, a park or another part in a layer of 

etheric Santa Rosa.  In the dreams when I remembered being en route there, I would be rolling 

on down a path or the line of the creek and the closer I got to his place, the more fully aware I‘d 

become of where I was and where I was headed:  it was like, ―Oh yes, here I am, tripping on 

down to the familiar edge‖, and the area would be all old and rustic with overgrown yards and 

orchards, all bright yellows and golds; quaint, soft and sparkly. And then I‘d turn the corner into 

what I perceived as the Junktion.  Sometimes I could see the gross progress, the computer 

warehouses, office buildings and such encroaching upon the hills—distant hills, which in that 

dreamtime neighborhood seemed much closer.  And whenever I entered Eddie‘s spot like that, I 

mean coming in through a yard or entryway, it was always perceived as the common yard on 

Wright Road, the open end of the horseshoe; yet it was a hilly little rocky, bubbly grassy area, 

like earthen mounds on a location that was really, in waking reality, plain and flat.  That would 

be where I‘d come into his presence as such, penetrate his light.  Sometimes I‘d envision the 
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entire Junktion and Erin‘s house would be the size of a huge barn.  Other times I‘d see only 

Eddie‘s house, but everybody would be there. 

 The variations were just too numerous to remember the details of all of them.  In some 

dreamtime lodgings the walls around him would be tarnished and crumbling, like a room in 

ragged turmoil; within other dreams his house would be orderly and immaculate, like a 

miniature palace.  It seemed as though the state or condition of his astral abodes was a reflection 

of where he was in his mind and heart at that particular point in time. 

 Of all of these Eddie dream experiences, there were two factors always present.  One 

was that other people were around constantly:  crowds of people, hoards of souls hanging out, 

interacting with him and one another, in one way or another; in the house partying, feasting, or 

outside hanging in the shadows, kicking back on branches of trees or in tree houses; many times 

smudgy presences lurking over his realm and sponging off of his energy, like psychic vampires.  

The other constant was that he ignored me.  Every single time.  He never, ever looked me in the 

eye.  He never sent me away or kept me from entering, and I could tell that he was always 

alerted of my presence, but he only tolerated it while keeping an invisible shield from me 

around himself.  But I never gave up.  Without fail, in every one of those one-way 

confrontations, I would follow him around, from room to room if necessary, and talk into his 

ear; sometimes in a whisper, others, in a full-out animated dialogue.  He‘d do everything he 

could to move away and block me out, but I was at all times persistent and unrelenting, and 

never once was my ego bruised or damaged in the least by his lack of attentiveness.  It was as if 

that was simply the way it was supposed to be.  I think I was more confident in those dreams 

than I ever was in our relationship, and never so much as felt a tinge of rejection.  The more he 

tried to get away or shun me, all the more I took it as my personal duty to stay on him and keep 

yakking in his ear, bouncing around all energized and glad to be there, not ever threatened or 

downhearted.  And the really funny thing is that, out of each and every one of those celestial 

discourses I fed into his eardrum, I never recalled a single word of it; not one single word, and 

with so much to say. 

 In one particular dream his house was full of uncovered, half-built walls, exposed steel 

studs all over the place, slicing up the room; there was also heavy equipment—machining tools, 

table saws and such—like he were in the middle of some heavy duty renovations.  I happily 

entered and, as always, glommed onto him, and as usual he did everything to get away, thinking 
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he was escaping from me behind those half-baked walls.  But that didn‘t faze or deter me, and 

in my non-fleshly body, I just floated and squeezed through the steel rods and factory structures 

and got right back over to him.  Never once turning his eyes toward me but painfully aware I 

was on his trail, he continued to try to give me the slip by going outside.  I, in a mischievously 

gleeful manner, then proceeded to call out his name with a teasing, drawn-out, high-pitched 

voice:  ―EDDIEE….EDDDIEEE‖…Like a mother calling down the block at dinnertime, or a 

ghost whistling your name in the wind.  When I awoke from that one, believing those 

happenings must be more of me appearing in that otherworldly form and him not even wanting 

to face it, I thought the whole ordeal must be driving him crazy at that point: 

 ―If he is seeing me like that again‖, I thought, ―Well now he‘s hearing my voice too, 

hears me calling his name and the poor guy is probably thinking, ‗will that bitch ever leave me 

in peace?!?‘‖ 

 In another vision, I was inside the house, but there was a simple, freestanding threshold 

flanking us; I could see him and the entire room quite clearly, but the three-sided threshold, like 

a rectangle open-ended at the bottom and just floating there on edge, was a symbol of the 

doorway into Eddie‘s personal space, his realm of feeling and perception.  Without looking my 

way or speaking directly to me, he conveyed that he did not want me to come through it.  If I 

didn‘t enter that portal, he did not have to see me or deal with my confrontation; I would remain 

only an invisible essence floating in the rafters.  And that didn‘t bother me a bit:  instead of 

forcing my way in, I just joyfully hung on the fringes, hanging close, following him and that 

floating, empty threshold around the room. 

 There is one dream that has always stood out from the rest, one I will never forget.  And 

I figured Eddie to be in a really good head space at that time.  Because the environment—his 

old ―hood‖ that is—was especially tranquil, iridescent, pulsating and glowing with colors 

indescribable.  Everything was surreal and cloudlike, as one might imagine the atmosphere of a 

different, gentler planet.  Almost like some sort of utopian fairyland:  there were shiny particles 

drifting and floating through the air on celestial wavelengths, resembling stardust, dandelion 

seedlings and warm, golden snowflakes.  The rocky mound area which I always passed when 

arriving in this mode was covered with a shimmering substance; an unearthly, psychedelic 

snowfall the hue of sky blue, silver and white.  Everything was so peaceful, and in the small 

field by the mounds there were wild horses gracefully loping by; gorgeous, big white equestrian 
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spirits in motion.  I don‘t believe I entered Eddie‘s house then.  I became aware of his presence 

within that serene area outside, surrounded by other presences as always, and realizing that he 

was doing fine, I drifted on out of there. 

 Naturally those dreamtime travels, visions, or whatever you want to call them boggled 

my mind and left my heart in question.  Sporadic yet consistent throughout many years:  along 

an unaffected, indestructible thoroughfare from my secret world to his I was letting myself in 

through the back door to his soul, wanting to make sure that he was okay. But why would I be 

doing this?..I asked myself…why the subconscious, telepathic bond with someone who was so 

obviously finished with me and who was a figure from so far back in my past?  As more time 

went by, it seemed like life spans before that we were ever involved, and when the dreams kept 

inexorably occurring, I would be left further dumbfounded.  I‘d of course wonder about him, 

and now and then would be tempted to try and reach him (assuming he was still alive), but his 

conviction on that last conversation stuck with me:  ―No, no‖, my thoughts would go, ―He 

doesn‘t want to anymore...‖  But on the other planes of existence, I never let that stop me. 

 This was happening even when I was involved with someone else and Eddie—I 

thought—was far away from my everyday imaginings.  More specifically, while I was with a 

guy I went in deep with after returning to the Bay.  This was a man whose path had 

inadvertently and anonymously crossed with mine many years before we ever came face to face 

which is, once again, a whole other story for another time, but which I want to briefly touch 

upon here to make my case.  When I say we went deep, I mean there was also a special, cosmic, 

heartfelt connection, but much of the depth was due to the amount of time we were intimately 

associated:  almost ten years, longer than I had ever lasted in a romantic relationship.  Eddie and 

I never stuck it out that long by the calendar, yet by another method of measuring, we went on 

for light years; I could just never be my true self around any of the others like I could with him, 

he never, ever tried to censor or condemn me. 

 So when I moved in with this other guy, I was still having those visitation dreams.  And 

although the two men were nothing alike, I found myself subconsciously wanting to call him 

―Eddie‖.  It got to where every time I went to address him, the name Eddie came into my mind 

but never (thank God) through my lips.  This came about so consistently that I settled into 

thinking it was maybe his name in a past life or something…I couldn‘t possibly be referring to 

Eddie King, that phantom figure from so long ago, could I?...Maybe I could, but it was on a 
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really subtle, undercurrent level.  Because as I settled down and became serious, it was closer 

than I had been with any of the others since Eddie indeed; my first real relationship, which 

slowly fell apart and from which I fled.  I‘d never shared a home, really nesting down like that 

(even in marriage) since then until the latest tango, and maybe the feelings it stirred up brought 

me back to my very first love pad.   

 To make matters more silly complicated:  within the year before I returned to my old 

home territory on the Peninsula and found my way to that man, I had a Tarot card reading, one 

of the very few in my life, in the back room of a gallery in Sedona—the same place where I read 

the ―tribute to Eddie‖ poem.  In the card reading I was shown two knights:  the Knight of 

Pentacles in my past, slipping away, and the Knight of Cups coming up in the future.  The 

Knight of Cups (which translates to the Jack of Hearts in ordinary playing cards) wears a helmet 

of a winged wheel. 

 Well on the mirror in the bedroom of the man I indeed fell in with later that year, was 

the very same symbol:  the flying wheel.  When we became closer I made the mistake of telling 

him about the reading, referring to him as my ―knight in armor‖.  Now he didn‘t seem to like 

that one bit, telling me fuck that, he didn‘t want to be no knight, that‘s one of many dudes who‘s 

just always passing through; saves the girl and then moves on.  He said he wanted to be the guy 

who stays. 

 ―I‘m the king‖, he‘d go on and on, ―Why can‘t I be the king?‖  It was a really long time 

before I heard the end of that one.  Meanwhile, I‘m descending upon Eddie King in my dreams 

by some plan I seemed to have no control over (and waking up feeling his presence) and 

mentally calling the man (who knew nothing of him) by Eddie‘s name, while he was on a pretty 

steady kick there with:  ―I want to be the king‖.  It was a bit too bizarre for me to try to dissect 

or analyze, so I just let it lay. 

                                                                        

 Well they say that nothing lasts forever, at least on the material plane, and once more 

this proved to be true.  After a darkly somber interval which included the near-burial of slow-

dying spirits, bone chilling forces descending upon the house, the loss of more beloved pets and 

my father‘s fatal disease; I walked away from that relationship, a situation which was severely 
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damaged and growing more poisonous by the day. Leaving there seemed to be the only way to 

restore any bit of hope for anyone.  I moved to the City, to a tiny old rooftop studio apartment in 

the Mission District.  A couple of months later, my dad died, after a valiant yet brief (although 

every day seemed like an eternity) battle with cancer.  I‘d been spending a lot of time with my 

parents, trying hard to be a decent daughter and to be there for my dad (trying to make amends 

for my idiotic, reckless years).  After he passed on, I still spent quite a bit of time at their house 

with my mom (who is really more like a big sister) but when I was in my apartment, I holed up 

and disappeared inside myself; nursing a spirit which had been shredded to near nothing, 

rediscovering my independence and mending wings that had been snapped apart.  I spent a lot 

of time praying for everyone involved, in heavy-duty mojo zone; burning candle after candle 

and working quietly to absolve negative energies which had built up for years.  I also spent 

endless hours under the windy sky out on the roof landing, a perch with a wide-open, panoramic 

span of the City in all directions; and walking the preternatural, dreamlike streets of the 

Mission.  It‘s where I got strong again, found my heart again and my ability to function as an 

individual. 

 After a little more than two years, I moved downtown, to a beautiful historic studio on 

Sutter Street, in a neighborhood whose old-time name was Polk Gulch.  I‘d been keeping 

company with a gentleman for awhile; a true knight in shining armor, a real friend who helped 

me endlessly and indescribably, but who could never be pegged in any way.  Our relationship 

was about as casual as they come (which suited me fine at the time), hardly ever spending the 

entire night together and never committed to anything.  So when that one dissolved (probably at 

the precise moment that my heart thawed out and I started having feelings again), I decided:  

―That‘s it, no more‖.  I came to the long-suspected conclusion that I am just not relationship 

material, and really felt okay with that.  After all, one heart can only do what it can do.  I was 

tapped out.  I threw myself into working, into literary projects and working out; expanding on 

my own personal interests and trying to stay physically fit.  I researched my ancestors, which go 

back at least four generations in San Francisco, and went on multi-mile long hikes to the farthest 

hidden reaches of the Barbary Coast.  I disappeared further inside myself.  There comes a time 

with every man or woman when they are simply glad to be alive; still walking around and 

breathing air in this world, still another chance to do the right thing.  At this time is when one 

should pay heed to their connection to everything in God‘s universe, and honor their temple 
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accordingly.  And that is just what I was doing when the dreams started again:  dreams of Eddie, 

four of them in less than two months, to be precise. 

 The difference with those subconscious reels, however, is that he began to look at me.  It 

was a gradual thing, though.  What I think was the third dream in this little series stands out as 

the one where he really started to turn his attentions my way; still not looking me directly in the 

eye, rather peering over sideways, and making note of my presence within his conversation to 

others.  It was at his house, as always, and was supposed to be the Junktion:  a huge place with 

many dwellings, but it was all indoors; a structure the size of a massive warehouse, worn and 

rustic like barn wood.  There were crowds of people (as usual) and the weird thing was that they 

were all supposed to have been evicted, still lingering on borrowed or stolen time, occupying 

the place illegally.  Whenever the land lord or the authorative forces came around, it was like an 

air raid because they showed up in these noisy, bomber jet planes, tearing through the sky while 

patrolling from above.  Even though the entire complex was under a roof, when that happened 

everyone froze, so as to not be spotted; stopping all operations and hiding until the planes 

cleared out.  They then went back to moving around and resuming whatever they were doing. 

 I was just sort of hanging out and mingling in this dream space, not on Eddie‘s ear like 

usual.  I think I hovered close at first and then backed off, floating and waiting to see if he‘d 

acknowledge me, which he did within his peripheral vision, still remaining cool, calm and 

collected.  He looked exactly like he did when I first met him, and was wearing a white shirt and 

jean jacket.  He had just returned from doing some electrical work, and was in the process of 

cooking a big meal for all of the people, Chinese food I believe it was.  A whole bunch of those 

people were sitting around a wooden, oval shaped table with a bench around it, like something 

you‘d see in a Last Supper scene.  I lingered there some more, waiting for him to directly 

address me somehow, and when he didn‘t, I made a general statement to everyone in the room, 

saying aloud, ―Well I guess I‘m going to go now, Eddie doesn‘t seem to want me here and he‘ll 

be happier if I‘m gone‖.  To this he immediately replied, in an off-handed manner and referring 

to me also in the third person, ―No, she can‘t go, I don‘t want her to, and besides, I‘m cooking 

enough to include her, I already sent someone to get more eggs‖.  No one else said anything, 

and I cheerfully responded by plopping myself down at the table and saying, ―Okay, then I‘ll 

stay‖.  That‘s all I remember.  
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 The other big difference in those four dreams is that, upon awakening, not only did I, as 

usual, feel Eddie, his old familiar energy, but I was also subjected to the most ardent, 

concentrated, undiluted reckoning of love; I mean really and truly love‘s essence, not any of its 

facsimiles, by-products or other imposters, but pure, unadulterated wavelengths of good will 

and affection.  It was so sound, strong and all-encompassing that I could practically reach out 

with my hands and pull it close; more brilliant and alive with every dream image of him.  It was 

unrelenting, would not let me go, would just not go away.  And believe me, I tried to make it 

disappear, endeavored so hard to ignore it, thinking, ―No, no…he told me long ago to stay 

away…no more‖.  Once again I questioned myself:  why would I be feeling this highest, purest 

of emotions in conjunction with the thought and vision of Eddie? 

 But after the very first dream, there it was, and I‘d push it back and try to forget it.  Then 

a couple of weeks would pass and, just when it was beginning to fade, boom, another dream, 

followed by that undeniable wave of love which consumed my waking consciousness.  So I‘d 

put it away again, going about my daily business and forgetting that memory/sensation, then 

another two or three weeks later—BOOM, SLAP, yet another vision which just seemed to bring 

him closer and closer to me within those boundless arms of ardor.  After that third nighttime 

reverie, where he was beginning to glance my way, the feeling was so concentrated and 

wrapped around me so tightly that I was flat out thinking I must be some sort of desesperado. 

 ―I must be losing it‖, I told myself, ―I‘ve been sad for way, way too long and I‘m going 

fucking crazy…Have I been on my own for so long, my sensibilities so distorted that I‘m 

actually rekindling this thing in my psyche?!?‖  I thought that my mind and heart were playing 

tricks on me because the thoughts of him became so constant and the sentiment so powerful that 

I actually started perceiving it as though there were still a relationship linking us; that 

somewhere on the wind, on some undying, unexplainable, timeless level we were connected, in 

spite of everything, in an intimate manner. 

 I was working across the street from Fort Mason at the time, and often when I got off I‘d 

walk to the piers there, then up over the hill to Aquatic Park before taking the cable car most of 

the rest of the way home.  So I spent a lot of time by those waters looking out on the Golden 

Gate and the North Bay—our old shared stomping grounds—and actually sensed his presence 

up there somewhere, felt it really clearly, along with the invisible band of partiality that, out of 

nowhere, seemed to exist between us. 
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 I was at a loss to be harboring this kind of premonition, delusional no doubt, because 

that door was slammed shut long, long ago.  Still, it had me thinking more and more about him, 

apprehending all that he meant to me and taking it in from a brand new angle.  I realized then:  

yes indeed, he was my first real love affair, and there were many tender moments in our history.   

These thoughts, along with my curiosity, little by little were taking over.  I just so happened to 

have a computer at my disposal—had finally just gotten one after a lifetime of avoiding the 

damn things—and decided to use it to see if I could find out if he still existed where I last knew 

him to be.  I know it sounds morbid, but the first thing I searched was the obituaries, checking 

to see if he finally checked out:  again, I thought that he may have been reaching out to me in an 

otherworldly form.  Well he wasn‘t anywhere in there, which of course was good news, yet 

made me all the more confused and a bit angst-ridden.  Now I knew that he must still be 

walking around somewhere, most likely raising havoc, and I wasn‘t sure how long it would be 

before I gave in to finding him. 

 ―Maybe I‘ll just write a letter‖, I thought, ―If I can find his whereabouts, a letter is 

harmless‖.  I looked him up in the online people pages and, lo and behold, there his name was, 

in the town nearest to where he lived when we last spoke.  But no mailing address, only the 

town, the zip and a phone number…Damn!..I needed an address, I just did not have the nerve to 

call him, and it was the same story with the info operator, telephone contact only.  So I wrote 

him a letter anyway, an honest, heartfelt but guarded note, and sent it general delivery, asking 

the post master to please forward.  I mailed it with the silly notion that he would receive it and 

actually respond.  Well when the letter came back unopened and stamped ―Not Deliverable‖, I 

said, ―Forget it‖, and put it all away again.  No matter how pronounced the intuitions on that 

one, I just could not afford to risk dealing with any kind of rejection, and especially not from an 

ex of so long ago, who may well have been a terrible drunk or a junkie for all I knew; I couldn‘t 

put myself that far out on the line.  But my convictions changed after the last dream.  It just 

wouldn‘t let me be. 

 In that last one, not only was he gazing directly at me, not only was his whole body 

turned toward me, but his entire countenance was wide open; humble, humorous and loving.  I 

remember I went over to where he was sitting and set down behind him and, putting my arms 

around him, I felt his acceptance like an overflowing spring.  The room was not stock full of 
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people for the first time ever, he was almost alone; there was one individual present, who 

graciously backed off when I said, ―Eddie and I go back a long way‖. 

 The next day I made the decision to break my own vow and his previous demand:  I 

decided to call him.  It was just too persistent and captivating.  His birthday was coming up in a 

week or so, and I thought that might be as good a time as any.  But even sooner, on the way 

home from work one evening, the impulse so completely overtook me that I could hardly wait 

to get through the door and dial.  I was actually breathing hard and my hand was shaking, 

feeling nervous and kind of stupid because of it.  And for the rest of my days I‘ll cherish the 

first few minutes of that conversation. 

 As soon as he picked up the phone and said hello, I recognized his voice. 

 ―Hello Eddie‖, I said, trying to sound as sure of myself as I could. 

 ―Well hi...‖ he said in a playful, smitten tone.  Same old Eddie, I thought, just the sound 

of a female‘s voice and he‘s right there! 

 ―Happy birthday four days early‖, I quipped, teasingly. 

 ―Whaa?..‖ he chuckled, not quite getting what I said. 

 ―Is it your birthday this Friday?‖ 

 ―Yeah‖… 

 ―Well happy birthday, four days early‖. 

 ―Thanks?‖ he replied, sort of confused. 

 Before he could say anything else I spurted out, ―How does it feel to be almost sixty 

two?‖ 

 ―Well uh, it‘s kinda, uhh, yeah...‖ 

 I cut off his tongue-tied moment by asking, ―Do you know who this is?‖ 

 ―No, I‘m sorry, I don‘t recognize your voice‖, he very politely replied. 

 ―It‘s Judi, AKA ‗the bitch‘, I guess‖, I said through a deep breath. 

 ―Judi Kalinin??!!??‖ 

 ―Yep!‖ okay, here we go, I thought, rather surprised and impressed that he rattled off my 

family name so quickly and accurately.  And then he let out an ―oohhh‖ which still rings 

through my heart when I think of it:  an exclamation the cross between a huge sigh of shock, 

amazement, relief and a child‘s laugh.  It spoke volumes, but I still had to be sure; I could‘ve 

been playing with fire, so I quickly asked, ―Are you still mad at me?‖ 
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 ―Darlin‘, I haven‘t been mad at you for years‖. 

 ―Well I wasn‘t sure if I should call you, because last time we talked, you said to stay the 

fuck outta your life, but that was a long time ago and people change, I guess, and I had to call 

because of the dreams‖. 

 ―I‘ve been thinking about you, I‘ve been thinking about you A LOT, and trying to figure 

out how to find you‖, he retorted. 

 At that very second something clicked, it all made sense, and suddenly my sanity was 

restored. 

 ―Where are you?‖  he asked. 

 ―San Francisco‖. 

 ―Well that doesn‘t surprise me, you always did love the City‖. 

 He started telling me what was going on with him, and very shortly into it—he didn‘t 

wait long to say this—he opened up fearlessly and I stayed quiet, letting him speak; he was 

almost stumbling on his own words with the non-interruption:    

 ―Well you know you‘ve always been so...special to me...very special in my life, and 

there‘s never been any...and my feelings for...well, I care a lot about you and, well, I love you‖. 

 My reply was instantaneous, came easily without thinking, like it had been there all 

along and yet just dawned on me, ―I love you too, Eddie, I guess I‘ve never stopped loving you, 

I don‘t know how else to explain it‖. 

 ―I never stopped loving you either‖, he quickly replied, as though he meant to say that 

too but left it out in his nervousness. 

 And that being said, we went on to talk for over four hours, well past midnight:  filling 

in the years, reflecting on old ones, recalling people, places, things we did, sharing and 

comparing memories, laughing, crying...laughing so hard we were crying. 

 He was still at the property where Roy had brought him in after befriending him so 

many years before.  Roy had been very ill and had passed away later that same year I last spoke 

to them.  Eddie bought the place from him—the elder knowing it couldn‘t have gone into better 

hands—and part of their agreement was that he just wanted to live out the rest of his days there.  

And that is indeed what he did; Eddie taking care of him the entire time, a friend like no one 

was.  He shopped for groceries, cooked and tried to keep food in his belly, as Roy never really 

stopped drinking (Eddie was a hard drinker too, but always knew—and had the presence of 
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mind—to eat; a little known scientific fact is that constant proper diet will keep one alive 

through the worst of times and the heaviest self-abuse).  He took Roy to the hospital when he 

was scary sick, and sat him up, stopped the bleeding and patched him when he fell.  He was his 

faithful confidant and pal, and kept him company until his dying day; he and Uncle Harvey 

taking care of the funeral arrangements—making sure there was a twenty one gun salute, as Roy 

had been in the service and it was one of his very few requests. 

 When Roy went on to his soul‘s next phase and Eddie found himself alone on those 

acres, he found himself alone with his thoughts as well, along with issues he had pushed away 

and which, there in his newfound solitude with no distractions, rose up to leer at him.  From the 

story I got, thoughts of me and our memory was pretty near the front of that ruthless parade, and 

he did everything he could to bury the essence of who I am and what indeed had come down 

between us.  The realization that it could have been different so long ago if only he would have 

allowed it, and the fact that the friends he had so worshipped and put in front of my affections 

had betrayed him, it all turned conveniently into anger; even his anger for himself easily 

transformed into anger for me (which was still a form of love—passion gone awry).  So he 

made a career for many years of blocking me out, shutting me down, putting me out of his mind 

and making me disappear.  And in order to do that effectively, he drank, and drank some more 

and, from the sounds of his pattern, it‘s a miracle that he‘s still walking around.  He just about 

gave up on romance, aside from some flings and a few one night stands, turned rather fickle on 

it all.  He had new friends and neighbors, and he had his drink.  He put everything he was into 

that, plus working all he could, and the whole time not letting me or any notion of me enter his 

thinking, waking, conscious realm. 

 Then some years ago, it began catching up to him.  When the hangovers became long, 

poisonous affairs, lasting for days and accompanied by unbearable pain, he decided that he had 

better get the sauce under control, make some serious changes; at least cut it way back.  So he 

stopped the whiskey all together, and stopped drinking beer all day long; started doing yoga and 

meditating.  Also during that period he recognized the value of selfless service, of ―giving 

back‖, and began donating his time wiring houses for Habitat for Humanity.   

 When he began to sober up is when the memory of yours truly began drifting back into 

his everyday thoughts, gradually drifted up from those hidden recesses of his heart where it had 

always camped out.  He then admitted to himself that he still loved me and wished I hadn‘t gone 
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away, even though I was a difficult bitch who caused him some major screwy emotions; he told 

himself:  self, maybe you didn‘t treat her so nice either.  He eventually told me that back then 

when we were young and wild my love was, like me, just too intense and all-consuming; he had 

never come across anything like it, no one had ever loved him so much and he didn‘t know how 

to deal with it.  But ever since then, also, there hasn‘t been anything to come close and, older 

and wiser, he thought he knew what to do, how to handle it; if only he could find me...and find 

me alone.  He, in time, began thinking about me more every day, and of course had trepidation 

about making contact, like I did, which slowed the process, throwing up blocks to the ideas of 

where or how I might be.  He had anxious notions, what I refer to as ―fear thoughts‖, like, 

―maybe she‘s this‖ and ―maybe she‘s that‖:  loosely wound, fat, saddled down with bratty 

teenagers...married.  But when he quieted all that and just let his mind envision me—just the 

essence of me—that‘s when I called.   

 After that first phone call the vibrations of love I had been experiencing went to a whole 

new plateau, so warm and real.  I let it completely overtake my heart and emotions, surrendering 

my defenses.  But I had some fear thoughts of my own, thinking:  ―you haven‘t seen this guy in 

over twenty years, maybe he‘s a wreck, maybe he‘s a closet junkie...etcetera...maybe you 

shouldn‘t let yourself get too carried away until...‖  Yet it ultimately didn‘t matter:  something 

so genuine and loyal was unconditional and, through that undying tenderness which was coming 

my way, I already knew everything I needed to. 

 We saw each other about a month after the first call.  I drove up to his place in the 

middle of a late winter rainstorm and stayed a couple of days.  The rejoining was a joyful 

occasion, the very best ―old home‖ engagement, mixed with all the mysteries which had ever 

occurred between us.  It was full of spark and spirit, and participating in that signature date was 

the soul quintessence of Roy and Happy Jack and Betty Jean (Jack‘s wife, who is also now 

deceased and was also always special to Eddie) and Aunt Dottie and his mom (who passed 

away about twenty years ago) and my dad...maybe even more:  a truly magical, private 

celebration.  

 Among the gifts I brought that day were a single red rose, and a brass Buddha from 

Chinatown. 

 ―This is to replace the one laying somewhere beneath the Blue Star Gas Company‖, I 

told him, which he didn‘t quite get at first, until I refreshed his memory of the Buddha 
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disappearing into the wall.  It was right then I came clean about destroying the rig and 

depositing it in Buddha‘s wake, the only thing I had ever in my life lied to him about.  His 

response, that many decades later, was to laugh and say something to the effect of, ―Good! It‘s 

where the ugly piece of shit belongs!‖ 

 We walked to the back acres, a part of the property I hadn‘t seen when visiting so long 

before, and there it was:  the ―bubbly‖, rocky mounds, natural stacks of volcanic debris; the 

portal through which I would pass on entering Eddie‘s domain in my dreams.  It was almost 

always where I came in and, the actual site being a part of an old Indian encampment, I‘ve come 

to perceive it as an ancient burial ground or, perhaps more fittingly, a burning ground, as the 

local natives many times cremated their dead.  The recognition was as plain as day; not only 

could I see that it was the spot, but could sense it as one and the same as what I perceived to be 

the front, common yard at the Junktion in my dreamtime travels which was a memory of 

Eddie‘s earthly province (and which was also the precise spot where we initially parted earthly 

ways).  Anyone with any comprehension of the dream planes and how they are fluid, fluctuating 

realities will understand this ―double-exposure‖ paradox. 

 For the next half year we got together every month or two at my place or his; he came to 

the City to see my apartment a month after our first visit.  We talked on the phone for hours at a 

time; one of those conversations lasted for five hours, and we were going to see each other the 

very next day.  Now I guess that‘s two people who have something to say.  We also wrote 

letters—many, many letters; long, old-fashioned inscriptions of expression and inquiry and 

admission.  I think we both could say things a lot better in writing, with enough quiet time and 

space for the other to absorb and empathize.  That was the medium which probably locked in 

and purified our bond, and the correspondence was reaching us, physically, in record time.  We 

figured there to be some sort of angelic intervention going on, and I took to calling our pen and 

paper parcels ―angel delivery‖.  Eddie liked to call it ―angel air‖, and when he coined that 

phrase, he wasn‘t even aware of Anael, a gracious angel of God whose specialty is to mend torn 

love relations, and who is also said to reside over the element of air. 

 I had been wanting to move out of the City when Eddie came back into my world, and 

was in the process of taking care of personal business which would hopefully make the 

transition smoother.  San Francisco had been good to me in so many ways, and the years I took 

up residence there was an awesome experience.  But it was beginning to close in on me:  steel 
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mountains and concrete walls, and that big money, high dollar sheen that seemed to coat 

everything (everything except the sadly wasted, crack-infested lives strewn out on the 

sidewalks, that is).  I mean people weren‘t even, as a rule, looking one another in the eye while 

walking down the street, so unaware of their surroundings or the next guy; so lost in the stupid 

little boxes they carried around in the palm of their hand.  They‘d simply walk right over you.  

Anyhow, I‘d had my sights set on the Mount Shasta area for awhile, but was pretty wide open to 

any change which proved fruitful and got me into a little open space.   

 One day on the phone, out of seemingly nowhere Eddie said, ―Please don‘t move so far 

away from me, I just now got you back in my life‖.  I was mildly stunned because this guy had 

never, in over thirty years of association, asked me in such an unassuming manner to be closer 

to him.  True, he may have brought me into the likes of the Malfunktion Junktion, he may have 

presumed many things about how and where we were going to be together and might have 

spouted out when I chose otherwise; but he never, ever tried to control me in any way, shape or 

form, and never asked much of me either.  And he was so polite and considerate about his 

approach, I could tell it was a sincere request for the chance to continue to nurture and maintain 

our companionship.   

 I pulled out a map and noticed that Shasta was, indeed, way the hell up there, deciding 

there were so many good places which were closer.  And, well, to jump this part of the story 

along, I wound up in Mendocino County, spending three months in a place outside of Ukiah at 

the entrance to Potter Valley, on the north fork of the Russian River; with Eddie helping me 

throughout each phase of the move.  For those months I floated in the river, star gazed into the 

deep, velvet sky and basically desensitized from the city and all the strange tidings of the 

previous several years.  But then I was rudely awakened to the fact that it took more than 

moving out from a heavily populated area to get away from the crack-head/slumlord epidemic, 

and I was already determined to move again.  I did, however, stay in that location long enough 

to pick up a new beloved pet:  a big black cat (with a little white belly) who I adore, and who I 

named Jack (my Jack of Hearts). 

 So the desire to get out of that spot on the river was, ironically, more pressing than it 

was to get away from the crowds of the Bay, and urgent enough that I, once again, packed up all 

of my stuff and put it in storage before even knowing exactly where I was going to move to.  I 

knew I could stay with Eddie for an unlimited time because he had repeatedly extended the 
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offer, but that was before I met up with Jack, and I wasn‘t too sure how he‘d feel about me 

bringing my new little side-kick in tow.  In his usual warm and open-armed style, he said, ―You 

bring your killer cat and come on!!‖ 

 Well that was over a year ago and here I am still, here we are: Eddie King and me, my 

housecat Jack and a Jack Russell Terrier named Dottie (who is Jack‘s best friend) along with 

two outdoor mouser princesses and another little hobo boy cat who adopted us all.   Here I am at 

this place, in full flesh form, where I traveled to in spirit for so many years from so many far off 

locations; floating on over to look in after Eddie, peeking in on his world from a clandestine 

port hole.  Were his incurable feelings, the ones he pushed down under but never all the way 

out, pulling me over on some extrasensory wavelength?  Or was I willingly riding that line in 

order to check on Eddie out of a subconscious concern for him, making sure that he was okay? 

 I‘m still not fully certain of the answer to that, but I do know this place is hallowed 

ground.   In the midst of antiquated volcanic fields, it still holds much beauty despite the 

surrounding real estate scoundrels; an undisturbed plot full of manzanita, oak and tall, wavering 

pines...where the natural magnetics, the organic electricity spins up from the earth in odd 

spirals:  distorting sound, heat, cold and psychical sensations.  And where traces of forgotten 

lives lay scattered in the rich dirt, left-over tokens from raw existences which were carved of the 

elements:  arrowheads, chippings, grinding stones and other tools.  Eddie carved me out a little 

spot near the burial mounds under a regal, looming pine tree where I can have my own ―space‖ 

and the peace and quiet to do my work.  I‘ve been working, also, to help him breathe new life 

into this little homestead that he loves but which had been left to crumble and disintegrate over 

the decades due to perpetual alcohol addiction with its inevitable effect of hopelessness; due to 

that, and terminal bachelorhood.  

 And so I‘ve been cleaning doors, walls and windows; scrubbing, scraping, painting, 

constructing, cutting, pulling, pushing, digging, hauling, trimming and visualizing a healthy, 

fertile environment.  One day as I was cleaning out a long-neglected closet, I came across 

something familiar to me.  Buried away on a deep shelf was an ancient stack of old song lyrics 

and chords I had collected in my childhood from guitar lessons and such; items which I had 

long forgotten and had been among those things left behind in Eddie‘s house eons ago when I 

first moved away from his world.  He held onto them all that time, and there they were all 
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faded, torn and weathered, a humble testament to my personal history and our shared past.  I sat 

down with them, went through each one with a fine-toothed comb and cried like a baby.     

 It‘s been an ongoing labor of love, this clean-up mission, and is not only to enrich 

Eddie‘s home, but also in a way a tribute to Roy:  clearing out the place he settled in so long 

ago, to hopefully somewhat quell the anguish he felt, making things shine.  Eddie has gotten to 

calling me the ―white tornado‖, and the tidiness I‘ve engaged in goes beyond the house and 

surrounding grounds, far beyond. 

 When I arrived here in body I recognized the faces and the energies consistently 

witnessed in my no corporeal dream vision.  And not all of them are benevolent, glowing forces 

of loved ones and native souls.  I recognize the smudgy, draining presences, some of them in the 

flesh who descended upon Eddie in his lonely, newfound solitude when Roy died; many of 

them in other forms on the other side, which I feel and observe practically every day.  I see them 

darting in the shadows of the moon, hanging lethargically from tree branches and in dark, 

scrappy corners; coming up from the turf in twisted roots and hiding their sneaky glances in 

neglected walls.  They knock on the doors in loud raps, make things fall and sometimes waver 

over me when I sleep.  They shake me awake, and sometimes I‘ll open my eyes to see an 

opaque cloud suspended above and drifting away. 

 I have not felt any bone-chilling fear, and so don‘t believe these entities are truly evil; 

only slothful, lecherous souls who have become that way over eons of unshielded vulnerability 

(maybe some we‘ve known in past earth years), always on the take and siphoning all the vitality 

they can without leaving anything in return except a dismal impression.  I‘ve taken it upon 

myself here to embark on a mega-cleansing, on all sides of the veil.  There comes a time, 

especially with someone very dear being affected, when a person just has to take a stand for 

what they believe is right and true; not ask for permission or wait for approval, but do what their 

heart tells them to.  I pray and pray hard so that the riff-raff will dissipate, and little by little it is, 

like dust devils spinning out; scattering like devious critters when the light is turned on. As for 

the spectral hoodlums, I stand on the vibrating terrain, under the brilliant stars, in the rain or 

snow or beneath the blazing sun and pray with all I am that these misguided creatures within the 

trapped layers of the planet stop feeding off of the unsuspecting and find some sort of solace in 

a reciprocal relationship with the Great Spirit.  I don‘t necessarily try to send them into the light 

or to heaven or hell; I don‘t try to send them anywhere as that is not my place or my decision to 
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make.  What I do is pray to God that they allow themselves to feel the light, to notice the light 

and become a part of it, because that is the only way they will be accepted and tolerated at this 

location; otherwise, they can just clear out.  Like I used to sometimes say at closing time during 

my old bartending days, ―You don‘t have to go home, but you can‘t stay here...‖ 

 On one of the occasions that I was engaged in this quiet ritual while mingling amongst 

the majestic pines, the song ―Strange Magic‖ by Electric Light Orchestra came drifting in above 

my head from an unknown source. This song was spontaneously being played again and again 

by an anonymous, distant music lover; those repetitive, hypnotic words, as they floated through 

the treetops and into my old lover‘s yard, practically had me in a trance. 

Another peculiar thing which has recently transpired is this:  upon researching to feed 

my interest in the Pomo and Miwok Indian tribes of Northwestern California, I have found that 

every single marked location of their old known hamlet and conclave sites, where they locally 

gathered in fellowship and survival, are places which I am not only intimately familiar with, but 

have connected Eddie and I somehow.  Every single one.  I had already studied the Ohlone 

Indians, the fascinating network of long ago near-extinct peoples; hundreds of intricate tribelets 

which flourished all over the land between the San Francisco and Monterey Bays, including all 

the landmarks of my original home turf.  I looked deep into those lives and customs, in books 

and dusty old journals and in my soul‘s archives, within the years I lived, as an evolved adult, 

on my old home territory there.  And so the more I have recently learned about the northern 

tribes, the more I‘ve observed and felt their similarities to those tribelets of natives who walked 

on the terrain where I was born and came of age:  in dress and appearance; hunting, gathering 

and fishing practices; personal customs; superstitions and religious beliefs; I came to realize that 

they also crossed over in trade, celebration, friendship and marriage.  The kinetics of these 

separate tribes‘ entire existences were tightly intertwined.  Through my personal stores of 

uncommon knowledge and through reflection of how things unfolded in this life, I always did 

sense that Eddie and I were somehow linked in soul through these primitive past life 

associations.  So when the names of those native domains came up like signposts in our own 

private history, that belief was reinforced to the tee, names like Santa Rosa, of course, and not 

only the town itself but specific sections, mainly along the creek; also, Cotati, Tomales Bay, 

Marshall, Two Rock (on the Marin-Sonoma coast), Clearlake, Rattlesnake Island, Novato 

(specifically, Indian Valley), Ukiah, Potter Valley...Jerusalem Valley... 
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 I may have left some out, but I think you get the picture.  These discoveries renewed and 

authenticated a wonder which had been planted long ago.  I don‘t claim to presently grasp all 

the details of all our incarnations, but I am certain of them, and what were flickering mysteries 

when I was so much younger are now an integral part of this revelation.  And now when I think 

of Eddie or any notion of any lifetime we shared, my mind and heart automatically go to 

another place, a metaphysical sphere where feeling and imagery are the common law and where 

our legacy thrives in a way which cannot be pegged with ordinary language. 

 As for this life, well, it‘s been quite the wild excursion.  Everyone has their story, their 

annals of growth and change, watching how the years have formed their families and shaped 

their heritage.  For Eddie and I the passage has been quite peculiar; spanning great distances 

within and those of countless galaxies, always somehow remaining a living part of one another.  

This is my testimony of faith and love and the illusion of fleeting time.    

 We are survivors:  we survived this crazy, hapless world; we survived reckless living, 

drug and alcohol abuse and one another...we survived ourselves.  Eddie has been drug free for 

over twenty years, and completely sober for two (it‘s been almost twenty two for me).  The skin 

on his cheekbones holds a rosy glow and his eyes have changed colors:  from dark brown to a 

hazel-green.  He has a self-taught gift of knowing what herb, flower or plant will cure which 

ailment or condition.  He‘s a natural, a real wizard at creative healing, and denounces (as do I) 

the drug companies, food industries and the AMA for lacing our everyday products with so 

many poisonous substances.  He says, ―I put a lot of poisons through my body in my time, but 

that was my choice, a bad one, yeah, but mine...not like those sneaky bastards who are trying to 

kill us all in the name of the almighty dollar!‖ 

 My only real complaint is that, through his past drug and alcohol abuse, through lethal 

apathy, old self-loathing and personal mistreatment, he let his teeth be ruined, just gave up like 

that and let them all go to the point of having to be pulled:  he in essence murdered my 

beautiful, treasured ―Eddie King teeth‖, the mischievous feature that always lit up my memory‘s 

portrait of him.  The falsies he then got fit wrong and hurt him, so he just threw ‗em in the 

drawer and said, ―The hell with it‖.  Well I wasn‘t having none of that, wasn‘t going to let that 

lay, and encouraged him to get a perfect new set of dentures, ones that he can work with (I‘ll be 

nice and use the word ―encouraged‖).  They aren‘t as full of character as his original tusks, but 

they still fill out his face handsomely.  Choppers or no, Eddie has a truly winning smile. 
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 And he has the heart to go behind that smile.  He can take a joke, and always laughs a 

lot.  Yeah, he may have a little of that same old sharp-tongued smart ass in him, the ornery 

spark never really died.  But he‘s kind and caring, and has bent over backwards to try to make 

me comfortable.  He cooks meals of my favorite foods and wakes me up almost every morning 

by rubbing my aches and pains; goes right to the spots without me telling, and makes the 

unpleasant feelings go away just by putting his hands there. 

 Although there are things that we do which are completely different from the other‘s 

way, like our styles of living and separate approaches to the world; we are at the core what I 

guess you might call simpatico.  Many times we finish each other‘s sentences or speak the 

other‘s thoughts.  Our reflections and ideas gained from observance, reason and inner reckoning 

are largely one and the same. On our first Christmas together in three decades, we unknowingly 

gave one another the same types of gifts (down to the stocking stuffers!)  Also inadvertently, for 

our birthdays (which are in the same month) we both gave something we had given the other 

before, trinkets which had been lost through the years:  for him, a locket, a piece of ivory and an 

old heart-shaped key; to replace things which had been offerings from me throughout our very 

early years, and which he returned shortly after we broke up, enclosed in the most heart-

breaking letter I‘ve ever received (those original items now laying somewhere far beneath the 

Bay muds).  He gave me a moss agate ring. 

 Oh, and for the record, the chemistry between us is still there, has never died.  I mean, of 

course we can‘t bend and move the way we did when we were young and full of it, but the both 

of us know one another too intimately for it to be anything otherwise.  Besides, the sheer 

memory alone of what we used to do is better than anything that‘s ever been on my plate. 

 We still have our moments; that is, go at it sometimes:  get on each other‘s nerves, 

bicker, yell and throw mean names around, but the spats are short-lived, easily winded.  These 

days the skirmishes don‘t last too long mainly because we are more concerned with not hurting 

each other‘s feelings than with having to be right.  It‘s more important to not let life‘s little 

everyday irritants cast too wide of a shadow on the charmed and unusual entity that is us.  Plus, 

we‘re both too tired to fight! 

 In essence, we saved one another; from a biting loneliness, from the demons that bound 

us.  And I would cash in every last chip of absolution for that.  All said and done, I would do 

anything for Eddie, and I could not think of a better place to be during these last familiar years 
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before the earth shifts and changes and the blessed cities arise to usher in a new world order; 

right here where my heart has always been. 

 When I look at the old man sitting next to me, it still blows my mind that this is the same 

guy I did all those outrageous things with, went ‗round and ‗round on that madcap ride with, 

just as I‘m sure he looks at me and says, ―I know she‘s in there somewhere‖...It‘s funny, once 

upon a time we brawled bitterly and passionately over issues like drugs and drinking and other 

people‘s asses; we‘ve been through so much, been to hell and back together.  And these days we 

concern ourselves with things like, ―Did you put in your teeth?‖ or, ―Wash your hands!‖ or 

(Eddie to me) ―It‘s not good for you to stay up all night‖ or, ―Did you take your Dong 

Quai?...Take another one!‖ (Yeah, it‘s about that time—he had me when I was a teenager and 

now he‘s got me in middle age, with all of its cellular insanity).  Ah, the mechanics of time 

indeed, an amazing phenomenon of the physical plane:  the cause and effect on us all of this 

planet spinning... 

 It has been said that everyone has a ―soul mate‖, a counterpart to everything we are, 

dating back to the separation of man (and woman); that strayed piece of ourselves which makes 

us whole again.  Well I‘m not sure if this is true:  maybe we are all a part of one another, and 

each of us have several ―mates‖ within a lifetime, recognizable souls that we are here to find 

and somehow make amends with.  But in this big, cold, complicated world where people are 

always coming and going, where too many are always leaving, where friends and lovers surface 

just to turn away; if you have one person, one thinking, feeling, breathing human being who is 

genuinely affected by whether you live or die and whose love is so profound that it can reach 

you through endless miles and many folds of time and tide, well...I wish that for you, I really 

do. 

 Is this the end of the story?  Hardly.  What happens next?  I can only guess.  I do know 

that I intend to rejoice in each prized moment as it comes.  If I‘ve learned nothing else in life 

I‘ve learned these two things:  the first being that love is the only reality; and the second thing 

being that every new instant in time, each heartbeat as it occurs is all there is or ever will be.  

It‘s the key to the universe.  I remember once a very long time ago telling someone, back in our 

early Santa Rosa days when I was still running wild, that no matter where life took me or how 

long I was gone, I would always, always return to my Eddie King; he was the settled one, he 

was my home front.  I also remember that person scoffing and blowing it off as foolishness; 
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maybe they thought it was only desperate grappling, unfair to each of us, a childish fantasy, 

something straight out of the movies.  But I really felt it when I said it, like an inner vision; it 

was not something I had to think about.  Even throughout the many raucous years, even when I 

forgot, I guess there was always some truth and clarity to that hunch.  And all I know now is 

that every millisecond of each new hour with my dear, precious friend is golden; I‘m putting my 

lifeblood into that.  Because someday, from somewhere down the boulevard or from a distant 

star, I‘m going to be looking back on this too. 

 Eddie is the best friend I‘ve ever had, and is essentially the most nonjudgmental person 

I‘ve ever known.  Sure, he may moan and grumble like old men sometimes do; and if you are 

engaged in something stupid and destructive, he may not want you around him.  But there is not 

one facet of humanity which fazes him to the point of condemnation.  He has been through so 

many black holes of his own, and made it out the other end to speak of it.  And with all the more 

compassion because of it.  He accepts people, every single wacky, whimsical, down or 

degenerate one just as they are, which allows them to be exactly who they are.  He‘s really good 

about that, a true humanitarian. 

 And me, well I‘m just sitting here listening to the wind rush through the pines, while my 

heart overflows with so many things. 
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Epilogue 

 

  As you already know, this story is the absolute, one hundred percent truth.  

Throughout the writing of it I would hole up for hours at a time in my little ―studio‖ on the back 

acres of Eddie‘s beloved home turf.  At that time he was doing most all of the cooking, and 

while I‘d be hard at work on the telling of our legacy, he was spending a lot of time preparing 

scrumptious meals.  I had given him a fine brass bell—one that had been my father‘s which he 

kept on his boat before passing—and Eddie hung it outside of his front door.  There it naturally 

became our ―dinner bell‖, and his way of calling me over from my writing-induced trance.  I 

always got two rings:  the first being fair warning that dinner would be ready in 15-20 minutes 

and so allowed me time to shut down operations; the second bell meant it‘s done, come now, or 

eat cold food! 

 Just a few months after the completion of this project, I was diagnosed with breast 

cancer.  Eddie once again shined his generous, loving true colors and was there for me like no 

other.  He stayed near me after each and every surgery, drove me to all of my doctor‘s 

appointments, did all the food shopping and fixing of wholesome meals, researched and 

acquired many herbal treatments and remedies, graced me with his healing touch and comforted 

me on my hopeless days.  I have never known another as unconditionally caring and giving as 

this man.   

Before I was completely healed from my last surgery, Eddie fell ill and was diagnosed 

with cancer himself.  His condition at that point had progressed to what was considered a 
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terminal state, and it took him down quickly.  I took my turn in caring for the man who I have 

loved and adored for so long:  it was automatic and I stayed with him practically every moment.  

I did everything I could for him, and I always felt like it wasn‘t ever enough.  How can one 

measure such deeply sacred tasks of love and commitment?  There is no means on Earth that 

could ever completely express or show what this dear sweet man means to me.  

 Eddie was most valiant and brave, faced his illness as a true champion and with such 

integrity; never once whining, complaining or blaming as he drew closer to death‘s door.  He 

was selfless and brave, telling me more than once:  ―I don‘t mind the dying part, as when it‘s 

each of our time, the Almighty will come for us...I just don‘t like the idea of leaving you all 

alone...you know you‘ve always been my girl.‖ 

 We were married on a spontaneous whim, on a balmy autumn afternoon.  Three days 

later Eddie passed away peacefully in his home, on his beautiful land, where he wanted to be—

with me at his side comforting him the best I could.  All of his wonderfully faithful guardians 

were gathered in the room to accompany him over. 

 I‘m not going to pretentiously claim that everything had always been peachy-keen 

between us, that we didn‘t have our troubles or issues or times when we drove each other flat-

out crazy.  Of course we did—even recently—it‘s a by-product of life and you‘ve already got 

over one hundred pages of evidence of that.  But I will say this:  that EVERYTHING, every 

little thing, even the most brutal or maddening of times was originally conceived of the purest, 

deepest, truest love. 

 And though my heart is screaming, falling to pieces, breaking to tiny bits and tumbling 

out of its empty chest cavern....having escorted my precious Eddie to the threshold is the 

greatest honor of my entire life.            

    

 

                            

                                                                  

 


