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PART ONE
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| first met Dean not long after my wife and | split up. | had just gotten over a seriousiillness that |
won't bother to talk about, except that it had something to do with the miserably weary split-up and
my feding that everything was dead. With the coming of Dean Moriarty began the part of my life you
could cdl my life on the road. Before that 1'd often dreamed of going West to see the country,
aways vagudy planning and never taking off. Dean is the perfect guy for the road because he
actualy was born on the road, when his parents were passing through Sdt Lake City in 1926, in a
jdopy, on their way to Los Angdes. Firg reports of him came to me through Chad King, who'd
shown me a few letters from him written in a New Mexico reform school. | was tremendoudy
interested in the letters because they so naively and sweetly asked Chad to teach him dl about
Nietzsche and dl the wonderful intellectud things that Chad knew. At one point Carlo and | talked
about the letters and wondered if we would ever meet the strange Dean Moriarty. This is dl far
back, when Dean was not the way he is today, when he was a young jailkid shrouded in mystery.
Then news came that Dean was out of reform school and was coming to New York for the first
time; o there was talk that he had just married a girl caled Marylou.

One day | was hanging around the campus and Chad and Tim Gray told me Dean was daying in
a cold-water pad in East Harlem, the Spanish Harlem. Dean had arrived the night before, the first
time in New York, with his beautiful little sharp chick Marylou; they got off the Greyhound bus a
50th Street and cut around the corner looking for a place to eat and went right in Hector’s, and since
then Hector’ s cafeteria has always been a big symbol of New York for Dean. They spent money on
beautiful big glazed cakes and creampuffs.

All this time Dean was telling Marylou things like this: «Now, darling, here we are in New York
and dthough | haven't quite told you everything that 1 was thinking about when we crossed Missouri
and especidly at the point when we passed the Booneville reformatory which reminded me of my jall
problem, it is absolutely necessary now to postpone al those leftover things concerning our persona
lovethings and a once begin thinking of specific worklife plans. . .» and so on in the way that he had
in those early days.

| went to the cold-water flat with the boys, and Dean came to the door in his shorts. Marylou was
jumping off the couch; Dean had dispatched the occupant of the agpartment to the kitchen, probably
to make coffee, while he proceeded with his loveproblems, for to him sex was the one and only holy
and important thing in life, dthough he had to sweat and curse to make aliving and so on. You saw
that in the way he stood bobbing his head, aways looking down, nodding, like a young boxer to
indructions, to make you think he was listening to every word, throwing in a thousand «Y eses» and
«That's rights» My first impresson of Dean was of a young Gene Autry - trim, thin-hipped, blue-
eyed, with a real Oklahoma accent - a Sdeburned hero of the snowy West. In fact he'd just been
working on a ranch, Ed Wall's in Colorado, before marrying Marylou and coming East. Marylou
was a pretty blonde with immense ringlets of hair like a sea of golden tresses; she sat there on the
edge of the couch with her hands hanging in her lap and her smoky blue country eyes fixed in awide
stare because she was in an evil gray New Y ork pad that she' d heard about back West, and waiting
like a longbodied emaciated Modigliani surredis woman in a serious room. But, outside of being a
swext little girl, she was awfully dumb and cgpable of doing horrible things. That night we dl drank
beer and pulled wrigts and taked till dawn, and in the morning, while we sat around dumbly smoking
butts from ashtrays in the gray light of a gloomy day, Dean got up nervoudy, paced around, thinking,
and decided the thing to do was to have Marylou make breskfast and sweep the floor. «In other
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words we' ve got to get on the ball, darling, what I’'m saying, otherwise it'll be fluctuating and lack of
true knowledge or crystalization of our plans>» Then | went away.

During the following week he confided in Chad King that he absolutely had to learn how to write
from him; Chad said | was a writer and he should come to me for advice. Meanwhile Dean had
gotten ajob in a parking lot, had a fight with Marylou in their Hoboken gpartment - God knows why
they went there - and she was so mad and so down deep vindictive that she reported to the police
some fase trumped-up hysterica crazy charge, and Dean had to lam from Hoboken. So he had no
place to live. He came right out to Paterson, New Jersey, where | was living with my aunt, and one
night while | was studying there was a knock on the door, and there was Dean, bowing, shuffling
obsequioudy in the dark of the hdl, and saying, «Hello, you remember me - Dean Moriarty? I've
come to ask you to show me how to write.»

«And where' s Marylou?> | asked, and Dean said she d apparently whored a few dollars together
and gone back to Denver - »the whore!» So we went out to have a few beers because we couldn’t
tak like we wanted to tak in front of my aunt, who sat in the living room reading her paper. She
took one look at Dean and decided that he was a madman.

In the bar | told Dean, «Hell, man, | know very well you didn’t come to me only to want to
become a writer, and after dl what do | redly know about it except you' ve got to tick to it with the
energy of a benny addict.» And he said, «Yes, of course, | know exactly what you mean and in fact
al those problems have occurred to me, but the thing that | want is the redization of those factors
that should one depend on Schopenhauer’s dichotomy for any inwardly redized . . » and soonin
that way, things | understood not a bit and he himsdf didn’'t. In those days he redly didn’'t know
what he was taking about; that is to say, he was a young jailkid dl hung-up on the wonderful
possihilities of becoming ared intellectud, and he liked to tak in the tone and using the words, but in
ajumbled way, that he had heard from «red intdlectuds» - dthough, mind you, he wasn't so naive
asthat in dl other things, and it took him just afew months with Carlo Marx to become completely
in there with al the terms and jargon. Nonetheless we understood each other on other levels of
madness, and | agreed that he could stay at my house till he found a job and furthermore we agreed
to go out West sometime. That was the winter of 1947.

One night when Dean ate supper a my house - he dready had the parking-lot job in New York -
he leaned over my shoulder as | typed rapidly away and said, «Come on man, those girlswon't wait,
make it fast.»

| said, «Hold on just aminute, I'll be right with you soon as | finish this chapter,» and it was one
of the best chapters in the book. Then | dressed and off we flew to New Y ork to meet some girls.
As we rode in the bus in the weird phosphorescent void of the Lincoln Tunnel we leaned on each
other with fingers waving and yeled and taked excitedly, and | was beginning to get the bug like
Dean. He was smply a youth tremendoudy excited with life, and though he was a con-man, he was
only conning because he wanted so much to live and to get involved with people who would
otherwise pay no attention to him. He was conning me and | knew it (for room and board and «how-
to-writep etc.), and he knew | knew (this has been the basis of our rlationship), but | didn't care
and we got dong fine - no pestering, no catering; we tiptoed around each other like heartbreaking
new friends. | began to learn from him as much as he probably learned from me. As far as my work
was concerned he said, «Go ahead, everything you do is great.» He watched over my shoulder as |
wrote gories, ydling, «Yed That's right! Wow! Man!» and «Phew!» and wiped his face with his
handkerchief. «Man, wow, theré's so many things to do, so many things to write! How to even
begin to get it dl down and without modified restraints and al hung-up on like literary inhibitions and
grammaticd fears. . »
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«That's right, man, now you're taking» And a kind of holy lightning | saw flashing from his
excitement and his visions, which he described o torrentialy that people in buses looked around to
see the «overexcited nut.» In the West hel d spent athird of histime in the poolhdl, athird injail, and
athird in the public library. They’d seen him rushing eagerly down the winter Streets, bareheaded,
carrying books to the poolhdl, or climbing trees to get into the attics of buddies where he spent days
reading or hiding from the law.

We went to New York - | forget what the Stuation was, two colored girls - there were no girls
there; they were supposed to meet him in a diner and didn’t show up. We went to his parking lot
where he had afew things to do - change his clothes in the shack in back and spruce up abit in front
of a cracked mirror and so on, and then we took off. And that was the night Dean met Carlo Marx.
A tremendous thing happened when Dean met Carlo Marx. Two keen minds that they are, they took
to each other at the drop of a hat. Two piercing eyes glanced into two piercing eyes - the holy con-
man with the shining mind, and the sorrowful poetic con-man with the dark mind that is Carlo Marx.
From that moment on | saw very little of Dean, and | was alittle sorry too. Their energies met head-
on, | wasalout compared, | couldn’'t keep up with them.

The whole mad swirl of everything that was to come began then; it would mix up al my friends
and dl | had left of my family in abig dust cloud over the American Night. Carlo told him of Old Bull
Lee, EImer Hassd, Jane: Lee in Texas growing weed, Hassdl on Riker’s Idand, Jane wandering on
Times Square in a benzedrine halucination, with her baby girl in her arms and ending up in Belevue.
And Dean told Carlo of unknown people in the West like Tommy Snark, the clubfooted poolhall
rotation shark and cardplayer and queer saint. He told him of Roy Johnson, Big Ed Dunkd, his
boyhood buddies, his street buddies, his innumerable girls and sex-parties and pornographic
pictures, his heroes, heroines, adventures. They rushed down the street together, digging everything
in the early way they had, which later became so much sadder and perceptive and blank. But then
they danced down the dreets like dingledodies, and | shambled after as I’ ve been doing dl my life
after people who interest me, because the only people for me are the mad ones, the ones who are
mad to live, mad to talk, mad to be saved, desrous of everything a the same time, the ones who
never yawn or ssy a commonplace thing, but burn, burn, burn like fabulous ydlow roman candles
exploding like spiders across the stars and in the middle you see the blue centerlight pop and
everybody goes «<Awww!» What did they cdl such young people in Goethe's Germany? Wanting
dearly to learn how to write like Carlo, the firgt thing you know, Dean was attacking him with a great
amorous soul such as only a con-man can have. «Now, Carlo, let me speak - here's what I'm
saying ...» | didn’t see them for about two weeks, during which time they cemented their relaionship
to fiendish dlday-alnight-talk proportions.

Then came soring, the greet time of traveling, and everybody in the scattered gang was getting
ready to take one trip or another. | was busly a work on my novel and when | carne to the hafway
mark, after atrip down South with my aunt to visit my brother Rocco, | got ready to travel West for
the very firg time.

Dean had dready left. Carlo and | saw him off at the 34th Street Greyhound gtation. Updtairs
they had a place where you could make pictures for a quarter. Carlo took off his glasses and looked
sgnister. Dean made a profile shot and looked coyly around. | took a straight picture that made me
look like a thirty-year-old Itdian who'd kill anybody who said anything againgt his mother. This
picture Carlo and Dean neetly cut down the middle with a razor and saved a hdf each in thar
wallets. Dean was wearing a real Western business suit for his big trip back to Denver; he'd finished
his firg fling in New York. | say fling, but he only worked like a dog in parking lots. The most
fantastic parking-lot attendant in the world, he can back a car forty miles an hour into atight squeeze



and stop at the wall, jump out, race among fenders, legp into another car, circle it fifty miles an hour
in anarrow space, back swiftly into tight spot, Aump, snap the car with the emergency o that you
see it bounce as he flies out; then clear to the ticket shack, sprinting like atrack star, hand a ticket,
legp into anewly arrived car before the owner’ s hdf out, legp literally under him as he steps out, Sart
the car with the door flapping, and roar off to the next available spot, arc, pop in, brake, out, run;
working like that without pause eight hours a night, evening rush hours and after-theater rush hours,
in greasy wino pants with a frayed fur-lined jacket and beat shoes that flap. Now he’ d bought a new
auit to go back in; blue with pencil dripes, vest and dl - eeven dollars on Third Avenue, with a
watch and watch chain, and a portable typewriter with which he was going to start writing in a
Denver rooming house as soon as he got a job there. We had a farewell med of franks and beansin
a Seventh Avenue Riker’s, and then Dean got on the bus that said Chicago and roared off into the
night. There went our wrangler. | promised myself to go the same way when spring redlly bloomed
and opened up the land.

And this was redlly the way that my whole road experience began, and the things that were to
come are too fantagtic not to tell.

Yes, and it wasn't only because | was a writer and needed new experiences that | wanted to
know Dean more, and because my life hanging around the campus had reached the completion of its
cycle and was stultified, but because, somehow, in spite of our difference in character, he reminded
me of some long-logt brother; the sght of his suffering bony face with the long sSdeburns and his
draining muscular sweeting neck made me remember my boyhood in those dye-dumps and swim-
holes and riversdes of Paterson and the Passaic. His dirty workclothes clung to him so gracefully, as
though you couldn’t buy a better fit from a custom tailor but only earn it from the Naturd Tailor of
Natural Joy, as Dean had, in his stresses. And in his excited way of spesking | heard again the voices
of old companions and brothers under the bridge, among the motorcycles, aong the wash-lined
neighborhood and drowsy doorsteps of afternoon where boys played guitars while their older
brothers worked in the mills. All my other current friends were «intellectuas» - Chad the Nietzschean
anthropologist, Carlo Marx and his nutty surredlist low-voiced serious staring talk, Old Bull Lee and
his criticd anti-every-thing drawl - or dse they were dinking criminds like Elmer Hassd, with that hip
sneer; Jane Lee the same, sprawled on the Oriental cover of her couch, sniffing at the New Yorker.
But Dean's intdligence was every hit as forma and shining and complete, without the tedious
intellectualness. And his «crimindity» was not something that sulked and sneered; it was awild yea
saying overburst of American joy; it was Western, the west wind, an ode from the Plains, something
new, long prophesied, long a-coming (he only stole cars for joy rides). Besides, al my New York
friends were in the negative, nightmare postion of putting down society and giving therr tired bookish
or political or psychoandytica reasons, but Dean just raced in society, eager for bread and love; he
didn’'t care one way or the other, «so long's | can get thet il ole gad with that lil sumpin down there
tween her legs, boy,» and «s0 long' swe can eat, son, y' ear me? 1’ m hungry, I’ m starving, |el’s eat
right now!» - and off we'd rush to eat, whereof, as saith Ecclesastes, «It is your portion under the
Jun.»

A western kingman of the sun, Dean. Although my aunt warned me that he would get me in
trouble, | could hear anew cal and see a new horizon, and believe it a my young age; and alittle bit
of trouble or even Dean’s eventua rgection of me as a buddy, putting me down, as he would later,
on gtarving sdewalks and sickbeds - what did it matter? | was a young writer and | wanted to take
off.

Somewhere dong the line | knew there'd be girls, visons, everything; somewhere dong the line
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In the month of July 1947, having saved about fifty dollars from old veteran benefits, | was ready
to go to the West Coast. My friend Remi Boncoaur had written me a letter from San Francisco,
saying | should come and ship out with him on an around-the-world liner. He swore he could get me
into the engine room. | wrote back and said I'd be satisfied with any old freighter so long as | could
take a few long Pecific trips and come back with enough money to support mysdlf in my aunt's
house while | finished my book. He said he had a shack in Mill City and | would have dl thetimein
the world to write there while we went through the rigmarole of getting the ship. He was living with a
girl caled Lee Ann; he said she was a marvelous cook and everything would jump. Remi was an old
prep-school friend, a Frenchman brought up in Paris and aredly mad guy - | didn’t know how mad
a thistime. So he expected me to arive in ten days. My aunt was dl in accord with my trip to the
West; she sad it would do me good, I'd been working so hard dl winter and staying in too much
she even didn't complain when | told her I’d have to hitchhike some. All she wanted was for me to
come back in one piece. So, leaving my big haf-manuscript gtting on top of my desk, and folding
back my comfortable home sheets for the last time one morning, | left with my canvas bag in which a
few fundamenta things were packed and took off for the Pacific Ocean with the fifty dollars in my
pocket.

I’d been poring over maps of the United States in Paterson for months, even reading books about
the pioneers and savoring names like Platte and Cimarron and so on, and on the road-map was one
long red line caled Route 6 that led from the tip of Cape Cod clear to Ely, Nevada, and there
dipped down to Los Angdes. I'll just stay on 6 dl the way to Ely, | said to myself and confidently
darted. To get to 6 | had to go up to Bear Mountain. Filled with dreams of what I'd do in Chicago,
in Denver, and then findly in San Fran, | took the Seventh Avenue subway to the end of the line a
242nd Street, and there took a trolley into Yonkers, in downtown Yonkers | transferred to an
outgoing trolley and went to the city limits on the east bank of the Hudson River. If you drop arose
in the Hudson River at its mysterious source in the Adirondacks, think of al the placesiit journeys by
as it goes out to sea forever - think of that wonderful Hudson Valey. | sarted hitching up the thing.
Five scattered rides took me to the desired Bear Mountain Fridge, where Route 6 arched in from
New England. It began to rain in torrents when | was let off there. It was mountainous. Route 6
came over the river, wound around a traffic circle, and disappeared into the wilderness. Not only
was there no traffic but the rain came down in buckets and | had no shelter. | had to run under some
pines to take cover; this did no good; | began crying and swearing and socking mysdf on the heed
for being such a damn foal. | was forty miles north of New York; al the way up I'd been worried
about the fact that on this, my big opening day, | was only moving north instead of the so-longed-for
west. Now | was stuck on my northernmost hangup. | ran a quarter-mile to an abandoned cute
English-gtyle filling gation and stood under the dripping eaves. High up over my head the greet hairy
Bear Mountain sent down thunderclaps that put the fear of God in me. All | could see were smoky
trees and dismd wilderness riang to the skies. «What the hell am | doing up here?»

| cursed, | cried for Chicago. «Even now they’re dl having a big time, they’re doing this, I’'m not
there, when will | get therel» - and so on. Findly a car sopped at the empty filling station; the man
and the two women in it wanted to study a map. | stepped right up and gestured in the rain; they
consulted; | looked like a maniac, of course, with my hair al wet, my shoes sopping. My shoes,
damn fool that | am, were Mexican huaraches, plantlike sieves not fit for the rainy night of America
and the raw road night. But the people let me in and rode me north to Newburgh, which | accepted
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as a better dternative than being trapped in the Bear Mountain wilderness dl night. «Besidesp» sad
the man, «there's no traffic passes through 6. If you want to go to Chicago you'd do better going
across the Holland Tunnel in New York and head for Fittsburgh,» and | knew he was right. It was
my dream that screwed up, the stupid hearthside idea that it would be wonderful to follow one great
red line across Americaingtead of trying various roads and routes.

In Newburgh it had stopped raining. | walked down to the river, and | had to ride back to New
York in abus with a delegation of schoolteachers coming back from a weekend in the mountains -
chatter-chatter blah-blah, and me swearing for dl the time and the money I'd wasted, and telling
mysdlf, | wanted to go west and here I’ ve been dl day and into the night going up and down, north
and south, like something that can't get started. And | swore I”d be in Chicago tomorrow, and made
aure of that, taking a bus to Chicago, spending most of my money, and didn’t give a damn, just as
long as 1’d be in Chicago tomorrow.
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It was an ordinary bus trip with crying babies and hot sun, and countryfolk getting on a one Penn
town after another, till we got on the plain of Ohio and redly rolled, up by Ashtabula and sraight
across Indianain the night. | arrived in Chi quite early in the morning, got aroom in the Y, and went
to bed with avery few dollarsin my pocket. | dug Chicago after agood day’s deep.

The wind from Lake Michigan, bop a the Loop, long waks around South Hasted and North
Clark, and one long wak after midnight into the jungles, where a cruisng car followed me as a
suspicious character. At thistime, 1947, bop was going like mad dl over America. The fdlows at the
Loop blew, but with a tired air, because bop was somewhere between its Charlie Parker
Ornithology period and another period that began with Miles Davis. And as | sat there listening to
that sound of the .light which bop has come to represent for dl of us, | thought of dl my friends from
one end of the country to the other and how they were redly dl in the same vast backyard doing
something o frantic and rushing-about. And for the firg time in my life, the following afternoon, |
went into the West. It was a warm and beautiful day for hitchhiking. To get out of the impossible
complexities of Chicago traffic | took a bus to Joliet, Illinois, went by the Joliet pen, stationed myself
just outsde town after a walk through its leafy rickety streets behind, and pointed my way. All the
way from New Y ork to Joliet by bus, and | had spent more than haf my money.

My firg ride was a dynamite truck with a red flag, about thirty miles into greet green lllinois, the
truckdriver pointing out the place where Route 6, which we were on, intersects Route 66 before they
both shoot west for incredible distances. Along about three in the afternoon, after an gpple pie and
ice cream in a roadside stand, a woman stopped for me in alittle coupe. | had atwinge of hard joy
as | ran after the car. But she was a middle-aged woman, actudly the mother of sons my age, and
wanted somebody to help her drive to lowa. | was dl for it. lowal Not so far from Denver, and
once | got to Denver | could rdax. She drove the firgt few hours, a one point indsted on viditing an
old church somewhere, as if we were tourigts, and then | took over the whed and, though I’'m not
much of a driver, drove clear through the rest of Illinois to Davenport, lowa, via Rock Idand. And
here for the firg time in my life | saw my beloved Missssppi River, dry in the summer haze, low
water, with its big rank smdl| that smells like the raw body of Americaitsaf because it washes it up.
Rock Idand - railroad tracks, shacks, smal downtown section; and over the bridge to Davenport,
same kind of town, dl smelling of sawdust in the warm midwest sun. Here the lady had to go on to
her lowa hometown by another route, and | got out.

The sun was going down. | walked, after afew cold beers, to the edge of town, and it was along
wak. All the men were driving home from work, wearing railroad hats, basebal hats, al kinds of
hats, just like after work in any town anywhere. One of them gave me aride up the hill and left me at
a londy crossroads on the edge of the prairie. It was beautiful there. The only cars that came by
were farmer-cars; they gave me suspicious looks, they clanked dong, the cows were coming home.
Not atruck. A few cars zipped by. A hotrod kid came by with his scarf flying. The sun went dl the
way down and | was standing in the purple darkness. Now | was scared. There weren't even any
lights in the lowa countryside; in a minute nobody would be able to see me. Luckily a man going
back to Davenport gave me alift downtown. But | wasright where | started from.

| went to St in the bus station and think this over. | ate another gpple pie and ice cream; that's
practicaly dl | ate dl the way across the country, | knew it was nutritious and it was ddicious, of
course. | decided to gamble. | took a bus in downtown Davenport, after spending a half-hour
watching a waitress in the bus-gation cafe, and rode to the city limits, but this time near the gas



12

gations. Here the big trucks roared, wham, and inside two minutes one of them cranked to a stop
for me. | ran for it with my soul whoopeeing. And what a driver - a grest big tough truckdriver with
popping eyes and a hoarse raspy voice who just dammed and kicked a everything and got hisrig
under way and paid hardly any attention to me. So | could rest my tired soul a little, for one of the
biggest troubles hitchhiking is having to tak to innumerable people, make them fed that they didn't
make a mistake picking you up, even entertain them amog, dl of which isagreat Srain when you're
going dl the way and don’t plan to deep in hotels. The guy just ydled above theroar, and dl | had to
do was yel back, and we relaxed. And he baled that thing clear to lowa City and yelled me the
funniest stories about how he got around the law in every town that had an unfair speed limit, saying
over and over again, «Them goddam cops can't put no flieson my assl» Just as we rolled into lowa
Qty he saw another truck coming behind us, and because he had to turn off a lowa City he blinked
histall lights at the other guy and dowed down for me to jump out, which | did with my bag, and the
other truck, acknowledging this exchange, stopped for me, and once again, in the twink of nothing, |
was in another big high cab, dl set to go hundreds of miles across the night, and was | happy! And
the new truckdriver was as crazy as the other and yelled just as much, and dl | had to do was lean
back and roll on. Now | could see Denver looming ahead of me like the Promised Land, way out
there benegth the stars, across the prairie of lowa and the plains of Nebraska, and | could see the
greater vison of San Francisco beyond, like jewels in the night. He baled the jack and told stories
for a couple of hours, then, a a town in lowa where years later Dean and | were stopped on
suspicion in what looked like a stolen Cadillac, he dept afew hours in the seet. | dept too, and took
one little walk dong the londy brick walls illuminated by one lamp, with the prairie brooding a the
end of each little street and the smdll of the corn like dew in the night.

He woke up with a sart at dawn. Off we roared, and an hour later the smoke of Des Moines
appeared ahead over the green cornfields. He had to eat his breakfast now and wanted to take it
easy, 0 | went right on into Des Moines, about four miles, hitching a ride with two boys from the
Universty of lowa; and it was strange ditting in their brand-new comfortable car and hearing them
talk of exams as we zoomed smoothly into town. Now | wanted to deep awhole day. So | went to
the Y to get aroom; they didn’t have any, and by instinct | wandered down to the railroad tracks -
and therére alot of them in Des Moines - and wound up in agloomy old Plainsinn of a hotel by the
locomative roundhouse, and spent a long day deeping on a big clean hard white bed with dirty
remarks carved in the wal besde my pillow and the beat yellow windowshades pulled over the
smoky scene of the rail-yards. | woke up as the sun was reddening; and that was the one distinct
time in my life, the strangest moment of dl, when | didn’t know who | was - | was far awvay from
home, haunted and tired with travel, in a chegp hotel room I'd never seen, hearing the hiss of steam
outsde, and the creak of the old wood of the hotel, and footsteps upstairs, and al the sad sounds,
and | looked at the cracked high ceiling and redlly didn't know who | was for abouit fifteen strange
seconds. | wasn't scared; | was just somebody else, some stranger, and my whole life was a haunted
life, the life of a ghost. | was halfway across America, at the dividing line between the East of my
youth and the West of my future, and maybe that’s why it happened right there and then, that Strange
red afternoon.

But | had to get going and stop moaning, 0 | picked up my bag, sad so long to the old
hotelkeeper gitting by his spittoon, and went to edt. | ate gpple pie and ice cream - it was getting
better as | got deeper into lowa, the pie bigger, the ice cream richer. There were the most beautiful
bevies of girls everywhere | looked in Des Moines that afternoon - they were coming home from
high schoal - but | had no time now for thoughts like that and promised mysdf a bdl in Denver.
Carlo Marx was dready in Denver; Dean was there; Chad King and Tim Gray were there, it was
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their hometown; Marylou was there; and there was mention of a mighty gang including Ray Rawlins
and his beautiful blond sster Babe Rawlins, two waitresses Dean knew, the Bettencourt ssters, and
even Roland Mgor, my old college writing buddy, was there. | looked forward to dl of them with
joy and anticipation. So | rushed .past the pretty girls, and the prettiest girls in the world live in Des
Moines.

A guy with a kind of toolshack on wheds, a truck full of tools that he drove standing up like a
modern milkman, gave me a ride up the long hill, where | immediatdly got a ride from a farmer and
his son heading out for Add in lowa. In thistown, under abig em tree near a gas Sation, | made the
acquaintance of another hitchhiker, a typicad New Y orker, an Irishman who'd been driving a truck
for the post office most of his work years and was now headed for agirl in Denver and anew life. |
think he was running away from something in New York, the law most likely. He was a red red-
nose young drunk of thirty and would have bored me ordinarily, except that my senses were sharp
for any kind of human friendship. He wore a beat sweater and baggy pants and had nothing with him
in the way of a bag - just a toothbrush and handkerchiefs. He said we ought to hitch together. |
should have said no, because he looked pretty awful on the road. But we stuck together and got a
ride with ataciturn man to Stuart, lowa, atown in which we were redlly stranded. We stood in front
of the railroad-ticket shack in Stuart, waiting for the westbound traffic till the sun went down, a good
five hours, dawdling away the time, a firgt telling about oursalves, then he told dirty Sories, then we
just kicked pebbles and made goofy noises of one kind and another. We got bored. | decided to
spend a buck on beer; we went to an old sloon in Stuart and had a few. There he got as drunk as
he ever did in his Ninth Avenue night back home, and ydled joyoudy in my ear dl the sordid dreams
of hislife. | kind of liked him; not because he was a good sort, as he later proved to be, but because
he was enthusiastic about things. We got back on the road in the darkness, and of course nobody
stopped and nobody came by much. That went on till three o’ clock in the morning. We spent some
time trying to deep on the bench a the railroad ticket office, but the teegraph clicked dl night and
we couldn’'t deep, and big freights were damming around outside. We didn’t know how to hop a
proper chain gang; we' d never done it before; we didn’t know whether they were going east or west
or how to find out or what boxcars and flats and de-iced reefers to pick, and so on. So when the
Omaha bus came through just before dawn we hopped on it and joined the degping passengers - |
pad for hisfare aswell as mine. His name was Eddie. He reminded me of my cousn-in-law from the
Bronx. That was why | stuck with him. It was like having an old friend dong, a smiling good-natured
sort to goof aong with.

We arrived a Council Bluffs a dawn; | looked out. All winter I'd been reading of the great
wagon parties that held council there before hitting the Oregon and Santa Fe trails; and of course
now it was only cute suburban cottages of one damn kind and another, dl lad out in the dismd gray
dawn. Then Omaha, and, by God, the first cowboy | saw, walking dong the blesk wadls of the
wholesale meat warehouses in a ten-galon hat and Texas boots, looked like any beat character of
the brickwall dawns of the East except for the getup. We got off the bus and waked clear up the hill,
the long hill formed over the millenniums by the mighty Missouri, dongside of which Omahais built,
and got out to the country and stuck our thumbs out. We got a brief ride from a wedthy rancher in a
ten-gdlon hat, who sad the valey of the Platte was as great as the Nile Vdley of Egypt, and as he
said s0 | saw the greet trees in the distance that snaked with the riverbed and the great verdant fields
around it, and dmost agreed with him. Then as we were standing at another crossroads and it was
darting to get cloudy another cowboy, this one Six feet tal in a modest haf-gallon hat, called us over
and wanted to know if ether one of us could drive. Of course Eddie could drive, and he had a
license and | didn’t. Cowboy had two cars with him that he was driving back to Montana,
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His wife was at Grand Idand, and he wanted us to drive one of the cars there, where she'd take
over. At that point he was going north, and that would be the limit of our ride with him. But it was a
good hundred miles into Nebraska, and of course ,we jumped for it. Eddie drove aone, the cowboy
and mysdlf following, and no sooner were we out of town than Eddie started to ball that jack ninety
miles an hour out of sheer exuberance. «Damn me, what's that boy doing!» the cowboy shouted,
and took off after him. It began to be like a race. For a minute | thought Eddie was trying to get
away with the car - and for dl | know that’s what he meant to do. But the cowboy stuck to him and
caught up with him and tooted the horn. Eddie dowed down. The cowboy tooted to stop. «Damn,
boy, you're lidble to get aflat going that speed. Can't you drive alittle dower»

«Wil, I'll be damned, was | redly going ninety» said Eddie. «l didn't redize it on this smooth
road.»

«Judt take it alittle easy and we'll al get to Grand Idand in one piece»

«Sure thing.» And we resumed our journey. Eddie had calmed down and probably even got
deepy. So we drove a hundred miles across Nebraska, following the winding Platte with its verdant
fidds

«During the depression,» said the cowboy to me, «l used to hop freights at least once a month. In
those days you'd see hundreds of men riding a flatcar or in a boxcar, and they weren't just bums,
they were dl kinds of men out of work and going from one place to another and some of them just
wandering. It was like that al over the West. Brakemen never bothered you in those days. | don’t
know about today. Nebraska | ain't got no use for. Why in the middle nineteen thirties this place
wasn't nothing but a big dustcloud as far as the eye could see. You couldn’'t breathe. The ground
was black. | was here in those days. They can give Nebraska back to the Indians far as I'm
concerned. | hate this damn place more than’ any place in the world. Montana’'s my home now -
Missoula. Y ou come up there sometime and see God' s country.» Later in the afternoon | dept when
he got tired talking - he was an interesting talker.

We stopped aong the road for a bite to est. The cowboy went off to have a spare tire patched,
and Eddie and | sat down in akind of homemade diner. | heard a greet laugh, the greatest laugh in
the world, and here came this rawhide old-timer Nebraska farmer with a bunch of other boys into
the diner; you could hear his raspy cries clear across the plains, across the whole gray world of them
that day. Everybody ese laughed with him. He didn’'t have a care in the world and had the hugest
regard for everybody. | said to mysdlf, Wham, listen to that man laugh. That'sthe West, herel amin
the West. He came booming into the diner, calling Maw’s name, and she made the sweetest cherry
pie in Nebraska, and | had some with a mountainous scoop of ice cream on top. «Maw, rustle me
up some grub afore | have to dart eatin mysdf raw or some damn sy idee like that.» And he threw
himsdf on a stool and went hyaw hyaw hyaw hyaw. «And throw some beans in it.» It was the spirit
of the West gitting right next to me. | wished | knew his whole raw life and what the hell he'd been
doing dl these years besides laughing and yelling like that. Whooeg, | told my soul, and the cowboy
came back and off we went to Grand Idand.

We got there in no time flat. He went to fetch his wife and off to whatever fate awaited him, and
Eddie and | resumed on the road. We got a ride from a couple of young felows - wranglers,
teenagers, country boys in a put-together jaopy - and were left off somewhere up the line in athin
drizzle of rain. Then an old man who said nothing - and God knows why he picked us up - took us
to Shdton. Here Eddie stood forlornly in the road in front of a staring bunch of short, squat Omaha
Indians who had nowhere to go and nothing to do. Across the road was the railroad track and the
watertank saying SHELTON. «Damn me» said Eddie with amazement, «I’ve been in this town
before. It was years ago, during the war, at night, late a night when everybody was deeping. | went
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out on the platform to smoke, and there we was in the middle of nowhere and black as hdll, and |
look up and see that name Shelton written on the watertank. Bound for the Pecific, everybody
snoring, every damn dumb sucker, and we only stayed a few minutes, stioking up or something, and
off we went. Damn me, this Shelton! | hated this place ever sncel» And we were stuck in Shelton.
As in Davenport, lowa, somehow dl the cars were farmer-cars, and once in a while a tourist car,
which is worse, with old men driving and their wives pointing out the Sights or poring over maps, and
gtting back looking at everything with suspicious faces.

The drizzle increased and Eddie got cold; he had very little clothing. | fished a wool plaid shirt
from my canvas bag and he put it on. He felt allittle better. | had a cold. | bought cough dropsin a
rickety Indian store of some kind. | went to the little two-by-four post office and wrote my aunt a
penny postcard. We went back to the gray road. There she was in front of us, Shelton, written on
the watertank. The Rock Idand baled by. We saw the faces of Pullman passengers go by in ablur.
The train howled off acrossthe plainsin the direction of our desires. It started to rain harder.

A tal, lanky fellow in agallon hat stopped his car on the wrong side of the road and came over to
us, he looked like a sheriff. We prepared our stories secretly. He took his time coming over. «You
boys going to get somewhere, or just going? We didn't understand his question, and it was a
damned good question.

«Why?» we said.

«Wdl, | own alittle carniva that's pitched a few mile down the road and I’'m looking for some
old boys willing to work and make a buck for themsalves. I've got a roulette concesson and a
wooden-ring concession, you know, the kind you throw around dolls and take your luck. Y ou boys
want to work for me, you can get thirty per cent of the take.»

«Room and board?»

«You can get a bed but no food. You'll have to est in town. We travel some» We thought it
over. «It's a good opportunity,» he said, and waited patiently for us to make up our minds. We fdt
Slly and didn’'t know what to say, and | for one didn’t want to get hung-up with a carnival. | wasin
such abloody hurry to get to the gang in Denver.

| said, «I don't know, I'm going asfast as| can and | don't think | have the time.» Eddie said the
same thing, and the old man waved his hand and casudly sauntered back to his car and drove off.
And that was that. We laughed about it awhile and speculated about what it would have been like. |
had visons of adark and dusty night on the plains, and the faces of Nebraska families wandering by,
with their rosy children looking & everything with awe, and | know | would have felt like the devil
himsdf rooking them with al those chegp carniva tricks. And the Ferris whed revolving in the
flatlands darkness, and, God dmighty, the sad music of the merry-go-round and me wanting to get
on to my god - and degping in some gilt wagon on a bed of burlap.

Eddie turned out to be a pretty absent-minded pa of the road. A funny old contraption rolled by,
driven by an old man; it was made of some kind of duminum, square asabox - atrailer, no doubt,
but a weird, crazy Nebraska homemade trailer. He was going very ow and stopped. We rushed
up; he said he could only take one; without aword Eddie jumped in and dowly rattled from my sght,
and wearing my wool plaid shirt. Well, alackaday, | kissed the shirt good-by; it had only sentimental

vauein any case. | waited in our persond godawful Shdton for along, long time, severd hours, and
| kept thinking it was getting night; actudly it was only early afternoon, but dark. Denver, Denver,
how would | ever get to Denver? | was just about giving up and planning to St over coffee when a
fairly new car stopped, driven by ayoung guy. | ran like mad.

«Where you going?»

«Denver.»
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«Widll, | can take you a hundred miles up the line.»
«Grand, grand, you saved my life»
« used to hitchhike mysdf, that'swhy | dways pick up afdlow.»
«l would too if | had a car.» And so we taked, and he told me about his life, which wasn't very
interesting, and | started to deegp some and woke up right outside the town of Gothenburg, where he
let me off.
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The greatest ride in my life was about to come up, a truck, with a flatboard at the back, with
about Sx or seven boys sprawled out on it, and the drivers, two young blond farmers from
Minnesota, were picking up every sngle soul they found on that road - the most smiling, cheerful
couple of handsome bumpkins you could ever wish to see, both wearing cotton shirts and overdls,
nothing ese; both thick-wristed and earnest, with broad howareyou smiles for anybody and anything
that came across their path. | ran up, sad «Is there room?» They said, «Sure, hop on, ‘sroom for
everybody.»

| wasn't on the flatboard before the truck roared off; | lurched, a rider grabbed me, and | sat
down. Somebody passed a bottle of rotgut, the bottom of it. | took a big swig in the wild, lyricd,
drizzling air of Nebraska. «\Whooee, here we go!» yelled akid in abaseball cap, and they gunned up
the truck to seventy and passed everybody on the road. «We been riding this sonofabitch since Des
Moines. These guys never stop. Every now and then you have to yell for pisscdl, otherwise you have
to piss off the ar, and hang on, brother, hang on.»

| looked at the company. There were two young farmer boys from North Dakota in red baseball
caps, which is the standard North Dakota farmer-boy hat, and they were headed for the harvests;
their old men had given them leave to hit the road for a summer. There were two young city boys
from Columbus, Ohio, high-school football players, chewing gum, winking, sSnging in the breeze, and
they said they were hitchhiking around the United States for the summer. «We're going to LA! «they
yeled.

«What are you going to do there?»

«Hell, we don’t know. Who cares?»

Then there was atdl dim fellow who had a sneaky look. «Where you from™?» | asked. | was lying
next to him on the platform; you couldn’t gt without bouncing off, it had no rals. And he turned
dowly to me, opened his mouth, and said, «Mon-ta-na.»

Findly there were Missssippi Gene and his charge. Missssppi Gene was a little dark guy who
rode freight trains around the country, athirty-year-old hobo but with a youthful ook so you couldn’t
tell exactly what age he was. And he sat on the boards crosdegged, looking out over the fields
without saying anything for hundreds of miles, and findly a one point he turned to me and sad,
«Where you headed?»

| said Denver.

«l got a 9dter there but | ain't seed her for severa couple years» His language was meodious
and dow. He was patient. His charge was a sixteen-year-old tall blond kid, also in hobo rags; that is
to say, they wore old clothes that had been turned black by the soot of rallroads and the dirt of
boxcars and deeping on the ground. The blond kid was adso quiet and he seemed to be running
away from something, and it figured to be the law the way he looked straight ahead and wet his lips
in worried thought. Montana Sim spoke to them occasondly with a sardonic and insnuating smile.
They pad no atention to him. Sim was dl indnuation. | was arad of his long goofy grin that he
opened up sraight in your face and held there haf-moronicaly.

«You got any money? he sad to me.

«Hédl no, maybe enough for apint of whisky till | get to Denver. What about you»

«l know where | can get some.»

«Where?»

«Anywhere. You can dways folly aman down an dley, can't you?»
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«Yeah, | guessyou can.»

«l @n't beyond doing it when | redly need some dough. Headed up to Montana to see my father.
I’ll have to get off thisrig a Cheyenne and move up some other way. These crazy boys are going to
Los Angeles»

«Straght?»

«All theway - if you want to go to LA you got aride»

| mulled this over; the thought of zooming dl night across Nebraska, Wyoming, and the Utah
desart in the morning, and then most likely the Nevada desart in the afternoon, and actudly arriving in
Los Angeles within a foreseedble space of time amost made me change my plans. But | had to go to
Denver. I'd have to get off a Cheyenne too, and hitch south ninety milesto Denver.

| was glad when the two Minnesota farmboys who owned the truck decided to stop in North
Platte and eat; | wanted to have alook at them. They came out of the cab and smiled at al of us.
«Pisxcdl!» sad one. «Timeto eat!» said the other. But they were the only onesin the party who had
money to buy food. We al shambled after them to a restaurant run by a bunch of women, and sat
around over hamburgers and coffee while they wrapped away enormous medls just as if they were
back in their mother’ s kitchen. They were brothers; they were transporting farm machinery from Los
Angdes to Minnesota and making good money at it. So on their trip to the Coast empty they picked
up everybody on the road. They’ d done this abouit five times now; they were having a hdl of atime.
They liked everything. They never stopped smiling. | tried to talk to them - a kind of dumb attempt
on my part to befriend the captains of our ship - and the only responses | got were two sunny smiles
and large white corn-fed teeth.

Everybody had joined them in the restaurant except the two hobo kids, Gene and his boy. When
we dl got back they were gill gtting in the truck, forlorn and disconsolate. Now the darkness was
fdling. The drivers had a smoke; | jumped at the chance to go buy a bottle of whisky to keep warm
in the rushing cold ar of night. They smiled when | told them. «Go aheed, hurry up.»

«Y ou can have a couple shots!» | reassured them.

«Oh no, we never drink, go ahead.»

Montana Sim and the two high-school boys wandered the streets of North Platte with me till |
found a whisky store. They chipped in some, and Sim some, and | bought a fifth. Tdl, sullen men
watched us go by from fase-front buildings, the main sireet was lined with square box-houses. There
were immense vidas of the plains beyond every sad dreet. | fdt something different in the arr in
North Platte, | didn't know what it was. In five minutes | did. We got back on the truck and roared
off. It got dark quickly. We dl had a shot, and suddenly | looked, and the verdant farmfields of the
Platte began to disappear and in their stead, so far you couldn’t see to the end, appeared long flat
wastelands of sand and sagebrush. | was astounded.

«What inthe hdl isthis?» | cried out to Sim.

«Thisisthe beginning of the rangelands, boy. Hand me another drink.»

«Whoopee!» ydled the high-school boys. «Columbus, so long! What would Sparkie and the
boys say if they was here. Y ow!»

The drivers had switched up front; the fresh brother was gunning the truck to the limit. The road
changed too: humpy in the middle, with soft shoulders and a ditch on both sdes about four feet deep,
50 that the truck bounced and teetered from one sde of the road to the other - miraculoudy only
when there were no cars coming the opposite way - and | thought we'd al take a somersault. But
they were tremendous drivers. How that truck disposed of the Nebraska nub - the nub that sticks
out over Colorado! And soon | redized | was actudly a last over Colorado, though not officidly in
it, but looking southwest toward Denver itself afew hundred milesaway. | yelled for joy. We passed
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the bottle. The great blazing stars came out, the far-receding sand hills got dim. | fdt like an arrow
that could shoot out al the way.

And suddenly Mississippi Gene turned to me from his crosdegged, patient reverie, and opened
his mouth, and leaned close, and said, «These plains put mein the mind of Texas»

«Are you from Texas?»

«No gr, I'm from Green-vell Muzz-9ppy.» And that was the way he said it.

«Where' sthat kid from»

«He got into some kind of trouble back in Mississippi, so | offered to help him out. Boy’s never
been out on his own. | take care of him best as | can, he's only a child.» Although Gene was white
there was something of the wise and tired old Negro in him, and something very much like Elmer
Hassd, the New York dope addict, in him, but a rallroad Hassdl, a traveling epic Hassd, crossing
and recrossing the country every year, south in the winter and north in the summer, and only because
he had no place he could stay in without getting tired of it and because there was nowhere to go but
everywhere, keep rolling under the sars, generally the Western sars.

«l been to Ogden a couple times. If you want to ride on to Ogden | got some friends there we
could hole up with.»

«’m going to Denver from Cheyenne.»

«Hél, go right graight thu, you don't get aride like this every day.»

Thistoo was atempting offer. What was in Ogden? «What's Ogden?> | said.

«It's the place where mogt of the boys pass thu and aways meet there; you're liable to see
anybody there.»

In my earlier days I’d been to sea with a tal rawboned felow from Louisana cdled Big Slim
Hazard, William Holmes Hazard, who was hobo by choice. As alittle boy he'd seen a hobo come
up to ask his mother for a piece of pie, and she had given it to him, and when the hobo went off
down the road the little boy had said, «Ma, what is that fdlow?» «Why. that's a ho-bo.» «Ma, |
want to be a ho-bo someday.» «Shut your mouth, that's not for the like of the Hazards» But he
never forgot that day, and when he grew up, after a shortspell playing footbdl a LSU, he did
become a hobo. Big Slim and | spent many nights telling stories and spitting tobacco juice in paper
containers. There was something so indubitably reminiscent of Big Sim Hazard in Missssppi Gene's
demeanor that | said, «Do you happen to have met afdlow called Big Sim Hazard somewhere?»

And he said, «Y ou mean the tal felow with the big laugh?»

«Whl, that sounds like him. He came from Ruston, Louisana.»

«That'sright. Louisana Slim he's sometimes called. Yes-gar, | shore have met Big Slim.»

«And he used to work in the East Texas oil fidds?»»

«Eagt Texasisright. And now he's punching cows.»

And that was exactly right; and il | couldn’t believe Gene could have redly known Sim, whom
I’d been looking for, more or less, for years. «And he used to work in tugboats in New Y ork>»

«Wdl now, | don’t know about that.»

«l guessyou only knew himin the West.»

«l reckon. | ain't never been to New Y ork.»

«Wdl, damn me, I'm amazed you know him. This is a big country. Yet | knew you must have
known him.»

«Yesdr, | know Big Sim pretty well. Always generous with his money when he's got some.
Mean, tough fellow, too; | seen him flatten a policeman in the yards a Cheyenne, one punch.» That
sounded like Big Sim; he was dways practicing that one punch in the air; he looked like Jack
Dempsey, but ayoung Jack Dempsey who drank.
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«Damn!» | ydled into the wind, and | had another shot, and by now | was feding pretty good.
Every shot was wiped away by the rushing wind of the open truck, wiped away of its bad effects,
and the good effect sank in my stomach. «Cheyenne, here | come!» | sang. «Denver, look out for
your boy.»

Montana Slim turned to me, pointed at my shoes, and commented, «Y ou reckon if you put them
things in the ground something’ll grow up?> - without cracking a smile, of course, and the other boys
heard him and laughed. And they were the silliest shoesin America; | brought them dong specificaly
because | didn’'t want my feet to sweat in the hot road, and except for the rain in Bear Mountain they
proved to be the best possible shoes for my journey. So | laughed with them. And the shoes were
pretty ragged by now, the bits of colored legther sticking up like pieces of a fresh pinegpple and my
toes showing through. Wél, we had another shot and laughed. As in a dream we zoomed through
small crossroads towns smack out of the darkness, and passed long lines of lounging harvest hands
and cowboys in the night. They watched us pass in one motion of the head, and we saw them dap
their thighs from the continuing dark the other sde of town - we were a funny-looking crew.

A lot of men were in this country a thet time of the year; it was harvest time. The Dakota boys
were fidgeting. «l think we'll get off at the next pisscdl; seems like theré's a lot of work around
here.»

«All you got to do is move north when it's over here» counsded Montana Sim, «and jes follow
the harvest till you get to Canada» The boys nodded vagudy; they didn’t take much stock in his
advice.

Meanwhile the blond young fugitive sat the same way; every now and then Gene leaned out of his
Buddhigtic trance over the rushing dark plains and said something tenderly in the boy’s ear. The boy
nodded. Gene was taking care of him, of his moods and his fears. | wondered where the hell they
would go and what they would do. They had no cigarettes. | squandered my pack on them, | loved
them s0. They were grateful and gracious. They never asked, | kept offering. Montana Slim had his
own but never passed the pack. We zoomed through another crossroads town, passed another line
of tdl lanky men in jeans clugtered in the dim light like moths on the desart, and returned to the
tremendous darkness, and the stars overhead were pure and bright because of the increasingly thin
ar as we mounted the high hill of the western plateau, about a foot a mile, so they say, and no trees
obstructing any low-leveled stars anywhere. And once | saw a moody whitefaced cow in the sage by
the road as we flitted by. It waslike riding arallroad train, just as steady and just as Straight.

By and by we came to a town, dowed down, and Montana Sim said, «Ah, piscal,» but the
Minnesotans didn’t stop and went right on through. «Damn, | gottago,» said Sim.

«Go over the Sde» said somebody.

«Wdl, | will» he said, and dowly, aswe dl watched, he inched to the back of the platform on his
haunch, holding on as best he could, till his legs dangled over. Somebody knocked on the window of
the cab to bring thisto the attention of the brothers. Their great amiles broke as they turned. And just
as Slim was ready to proceed, precarious as it was aready, they began zigzagging the truck at
seventy miles an hour. He fell back a moment; we saw awhaé' s spout in the air; he struggled back
to a gtting pogtion. They swung the truck. Wham, over he went on his sSde, watering dl over
himsdf. In the roar we could hear him faintly curang, like the whine of a man far across the hills,
«Damn . .. damn . . .» He never knew we were doing this ddiberatdy; he just Struggled, as grim as
Job. When he was finished, as such, he was wringing wet, and now he had to edge and shimmy his
way back, and with a most woebegone ook, and everybody laughing, except the sad blond boy,
and the Minnesotans roaring in the cab. | handed him the bottle to make up for it.

«What the hall » he said, «was they doing that on purpose?»
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«They sure were»

«Well, damn me, | didn't know that. | know | tried it back in Nebraska and didn’t have half so
much trouble.»

We came suddenly into the town of Ogdlda, and here the fellows in the cab caled out,
«Pisscall'» and with great good ddight. Sim stood sullenly by the truck, ruing a lost opportunity.
The two Dakota boys said good-by to everybody and figured they'd start harvesting here. We
watched them disgppear in the night toward the shacks at the end of town where lights were burning,
where a watcher of the night in jeans sad the employment men would be. | had to buy more
cigarettes. Gene and the blond boy followed me to stretch ther legs. | waked into the least likely
place in the world, a kind of lonely Plains soda fountain for the loca teenage girls and boys. They
were dancing, afew of them, to the music on the jukebox. There was a lull when we came in. Gene
and Blondey just stood there, looking at nobody; al they wanted was cigarettes. There were some
pretty girls, too. And one of them made eyes a Blondey and he never saw it, and if he had he
wouldn't have cared, he was so sad and gone.

| bought a pack each for them; they thanked me. The truck was ready to go. It was getting on
midnight now, and cold. Gene, who'd been around the country more times than he could count on
his fingers and toes, sad the best thing to do now was for dl of us to bundle up under the big
tarpaulin or we d freeze. In this manner, and with the rest of the bottle, we kept warm asthe air grew
ice-cold and pinged our ears. The stars seemed to get brighter the more we climbed the High Flains.
We were in Wyoming now. Ha on my back, | sared sraight up at the magnificent firmament,
glorying in the time | was making, in how far | had come from sad Bear Mountain &fter dl, and
tingling with kicks & the thought of what lay ahead of me in Denver - whatever, whatever it would
be. And Missssppi Gene began to Sng a song. He sang it in a melodious, quiet voice, with a river
accent, and it was smple, just «l got a purty little girl, she's sweet Sx-teen, she's the purti-est thing
you ever seen,» repeating it with other lines thrown in, dl concerning how far he/ d been and how he
wished he could go back to her but he done lost her.

| said, «Gene, that’ s the prettiest song.»

«It'sthe siweetest | know,» he said with aamile.

«l hope you get where you' re going, and be happy when you do.»

«l aways make out and move adong one way or the other.»,

Montana Sim was adeep. He woke up and said to me,” «Hey, Blackie, how about you and me
investigatin' Cheyenne\ together tonight before you go to Denver?»

«Sure thing.» | was drunk enough to go for anything.

As the truck reached the outskirts of Cheyenne, we saw the high red lights of the locad radio
gation, and suddenly we were bucking through a great crowd of people that poured dong both
sdewdks. «Hdl's bdls, it's Wild West Week,» said Sim. Big crowds of businessmen, fa
busnessmen in boots and ten-gdlon hats, with their hefty wives in cowgirl attire, bustled and
whoopeed on the wooden sdewalks of old Cheyenne; farther down were the long stringy boulevard
lights of new downtown Cheyenne, but the ceebration was focusing on Oldtown. Blank guns went
off. The saloons were crowded to the sdewak. | was amazed, and a the same time | felt it was
ridiculous in my firgt shot a the West | was seeing to what absurd devices it had falen to keep its
proud tradition. We had to jump off the truck and say good-by; the Minnesotans weren't interested
in hanging around. It was sad to see them go, and | redized that | would never see any of them
again, but that's the way it was. «You'll freeze your ass tonight,» | warned. «Then you'll burn *emin
the desert tomorrow afternoon.»

«That's dl right with me long's as we get out of this cold night,» said Gene. And the truck left,
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threading its way through the crowds, and nobody paying attention to the strangeness of the kids
indde the tarpaulin, staring & the town like babes from a coverlet. | watched it disappear into the
night.
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| was with Montana Sim and we started hitting the bars. | had about seven dallars, five of which |
foolishly squandered that night. First we milled with al the cowboy-dudded tourists and oilmen and
ranchers, a bars, in doorways, on the sdewalk; then for awhile | shook Sim, who was wandering a
little daphappy in the dreet from dl the whisky and beer: he was that kind of drinker; his eyes got
glazed, and in a minute he' d be telling an absolute stranger about things. | went into a chili joint and
the waitress was Mexican and beautiful. | ate, and then | wrote her a little love note on the back of
the bill. The chili joint was deserted; everybody was somewhere s, drinking. | told her to turn the
bill over. She read it and laughed. It was alittle poem about how | wanted her to come and see the
night with me.

«’d loveto, Chiquito, but | have adate with my boy friend.»

«Can't you shake him?»

«No, no, | don't,» she said sadly, and | loved the way she said it.

«Some other time I’'ll come by here» | said, and she said, «Any time, kid.» Still 1 hung around,
just to look at her, and had another cup of coffee. Her boy friend came in sullenly and wanted to
know when she was off. She bustled around to close the place quick. | had to get out. | gave her a
smile when | left. Things were going on as wild as ever outsde, except thet the fat burpers were
getting drunker and whooping up louder. It was funny. There were Indian chiefs wandering around in
big headdresses and redlly solemn among the flushed drunken faces. | saw Slim tottering dong and
joined him.

He sad, «l just wrote a postcard to my Paw in Montana. Y ou reckon you can find a mailbox and
put it in? It was a strange request; he gave me the postcard and tottered through the swinging doors
of asdoon. | took the card, went to the box, and took a quick look at it. «Dear Paw, I’ll be home
Wedneday. Everything’'s dl right with me and | hope the same is with you. Richard.» It gave me a
different idea of him; how tenderly polite he was with his father. | went in the bar and joined him. We
picked up two girls, a pretty young blonde and a fat brunette. They were dumb and sullen, but we
wanted to make them. We took them to a rickety nightclub that was dready closing, and there |
spoent dl but two dollars on Scotches for them and beer for us. | was getting drunk and didn’t care;
everything was fine. My whole being and purpose was pointed at the little blonde. | wanted to go in
there with dl my srength. | hugged her and wanted to tell her. The nightclub closed and we Al
wandered out in the rickety dusty streets. | looked up at the sky; the pure, wonderful stars were ill
there, burning. The girls wanted to go to the bus tation, so we al went, but they apparently wanted
to meet some sailor who was there waiting for them, a cousin of the fat girl’s, and the sallor had
friends with him. | said to the blonde, «What's up?» She said she wanted to go home, in Colorado
just over the line south of Cheyenne. «I’ll take you in abus» | said.

«No, the bus stops on the highway and | have to walk across that damn prairie dl by mysdf. |
spend dl afternoon looking a the damn thing and | don’'t aim to walk over it tonight.»

«Ah, ligen, we'll take anice wak in the prairie flowers.»

«There an't no flowers there» she said. «l want to go to New York. I'm sick and tired of this.
Ain't no place to go but Cheyenne and an't nothin in Cheyenne.»

«Ain't nothin in New Y ork.»

«Hell therean't,» she sad with acurl of her lips.

The bus gtation was crowded to the doors. All kinds of people were waiting for buses or just
ganding around; there were alot of Indians, who watched everything with their sony eyes. The girl
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disengaged hersdf from my tak and joined the sailor and the others. Sim was dozing on a bench. |
sat down. The floors of bus gtations are the same al over the country, aways covered with butts and
it and they give a feding of sadness that only bus ations have. For a moment it was no different
from being in Newark, except for the great hugeness outside that | loved so much. | rued the way |
had broken up the purity of my entire trip, not saving every dime, and dawdling and not redly making
time, fooling around with this sullen girl and spending al my money. It made me sck. | hadn't dept in
so long | got too tired to curse and fuss and went off to deep; | curled up on the seat with my canvas
bag for a pillow, and dept till eght o' clock in the morning among the dreamy murmurs and noises of
the station and of hundreds of people passng.

| woke up with a big headache. Slim was gone - to Montana, | guess. | went outside. And there
inthe blue air | saw for the firgt time, far off, the great snowy tops of the Rocky Mountains. | took a
deep breath. | had to get to Denver at once. First | ate a breakfast, a modest one of toast and coffee
and one egg, and then | cut out of town to the highway. The Wild Wes festivd was ill going on;
there was a rodeo, and the whooping and jumping were about to start dl over again. | left it behind
me. | wanted to see my gang in Denver. | crossed a rallroad overpass and reached a bunch of
shacks where two highways forked off, both for Denver. | took the one nearest the mountains so |
could look at them, and pointed mysdf that way. | got a ride right off from a young fellow from
Connecticut who was driving around the country in his jaopy, painting; he was the son of an editor in
the East. He talked and talked; | was sick from drinking and from the dtitude. At one point | dmost
had to stick my head out the window. But by the time he let me off at Longmont, Colorado, | was
feding norma again and had even garted telling him about the state of my own travels. He wished
me luck.

It was beautiful in Longmont. Under a tremendous old tree was a bed of green lawn-grass
belonging to a gas dation. | asked the attendant if | could deep there, and he said sure; <o |
sretched out awool shirt, lad my face flat on it, with an elbow out, and with one eye cocked at the
snowy Rockies in the hot sun for jus a moment. | fel adeep for two delicious hours, the only
discomfort being an occasona Colorado ant. And here | am in Colorado! | kept thinking gleefully.
Damn! damn! damn! I'm making it! And after a refreshing deep filled with cobwebby dreams of my
past life in the East | got up, washed in the station men's room, and strode off, fit and dick as a
fiddle, and got me arich thick milkshake at the road-house to put some freeze in my hot, tormented
someach.

Incidentaly, a very beautiful Colorado ga shook me that cream; she was dl amiles too; | was
grateful, it made up for lagt night. | said to mysdf, Wow! What'll Denver be like! | got on that hot
road, and off | went in a brand-new car driven by a Denver busnessman of about thirty-five. He
went seventy. | tingled dl over; | counted minutes and subtracted miles. Just ahead, over the rolling
whestfields al golden benegth the distant snows of Estes, I'd be seeing old Denver at last. | pictured
mysdlf in a Denver bar that night, with al the gang, and in their eyes | would be strange and ragged
and like the Prophet who has walked across the land to bring the dark Word, and the only Word |
had was «Wow!» The man and | had a long, warm conversation about our respective schemes in
life, and before | knew it we were going over the wholesale fruitmarkets outside Denver; there were
smokestacks, smoke, railyards, red-brick buildings, and the distant downtown gray-stone buildings,
and here | was in Denver. He let me off a Larimer Street. | sumbled aong with the most wicked
grin of joy in the world, among the old bums and beat cowboys of Larimer Street.
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In those days | didn't know Dean aswdl as | do now, and the first thing | wanted to do was ook
up Chad King, which | did. I cdled up his house, taked to his mother - she said, «Why, Sa, what
are you doing in Denver?» Chad is a dim blond boy with a strange witch-doctor face that goes' with
his interest in anthropology and prehistory Indians. His nose beaks softly and dmost creamily under a
golden flare or' hair; he has the beauty and grace of a Western hotshot who':, danced in roadhouses
and played alittle football. A quavering twang comes out when he spegks. «Thething | aways liked,
Sd, about the Plains Indians was the way they dways got s danged embarrassed after they boasted
the number of scapsthey got. In Ruxton's Life in the Far West theré s an Indian who gets red al
over blushing because he got so many scaps and he runs like hell into the plains to glory over his
deedsin hiding. Damn, that tickled me!»

Chad’'s mother located him, in the drowsy Denver afternoon, working over his Indian basket-
meaking at the local museum. | caled him there; he came and picked me up in his old Ford coupe that
he used to take trips in the mountains, to dig for Indian objects. He came into the bus station wearing
jeans and a big amile. | was sitting on my bag on the floor talking to the very same sailor who'd been
in the Cheyenne bus gtation with me, asking him what happened to the blonde. He was s0 bored he
didn’'t answer. Chad and | got in his little coupe and the first thing he had to do was get maps at the
State building. Then he had to see an old schoolteacher, and so on, and dl | wanted to do was drink
beer. And in the back of my mind was the wild thought, Where is Dean and what is he doing right
now? Chad had decided not to be Dean’ s friend any more, for some odd reason, and he didn’t even
know where he lived.

«s Carlo Marx in town?»

«Yes» But he wasn't taking to him any more ether. This was the beginning of Chad King's
withdrawa from our general gang. | was to take a nap in his house that afternoon. The word was
that Tim Gray had an gpartment waiting for me up Coif ax Avenue, that Roland Mgor was adready
living in it and was waiting for me to join him. | sensed some kind of conspiracy in the air, and this
conspiracy lined up two groups in the gang: it was Chad King and Tim Gray and Roland Mgor,
together with the Rawlinses, generdly agreeing to ignore Dean Moriaty and Carlo Marx. | was
smack in the middle of this interesting war.

It was awar with socia overtones. Dean was the son of awino, one of the most tottering bums of
Larimer Street, and Dean had in fact been brought up generaly on Larimer Street and thereabouts.
He used to plead in court a the age of Sx to have his father set free. He used to beg in front of
Larimer aleys and snesk the money back to his father, who waited among the broken bottles with an
old buddy. Then when Dean grew up he began hanging around the Glenarm pool-hdls, he st a
Denver record for stealing cars and went to the reformatory. From the age of eleven to seventeen he
was usudly in reform school. His specidty was seding cars, gunning for girls coming out of high
school in the afternoon, driving them out to the mountains, making them, and coming back to degpin
any avallable hoted bathtub in town. His father, once a respectable and hardworking tinsmith, had
become a wine dcohalic, which is worse than awhisky acohalic, and was reduced to riding freights
to Texas in the winter and back to Denver in the summer. Dean had brothers on his dead mother’s
Sde - she died when he was smdl - but they didiked him. Dean’s only buddies were the poolhall
boys. Dean, who had the tremendous energy of a new kind of American saint, and Carlo were the
underground monsters of that season in Denver, together with the poolhdl gang, and, symbolizing this
most beautifully, Carlo had a basement gpartment on Grant Street and we dl met there many a night
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that went to dawn - Carlo, Dean, mysdf, Tom Snark, Ed Dunkel, and Roy Johnson. More of these
others later.

My firg afternoon in Denver | dept in Chad King's room while his mother went on with her
housawork downgtairs and Chad worked at the library. It was a hot high-plains afternoon in July. |
would not have dept if it hadn’'t been for Chad King's father’ s invention. Chad King's father, afine
kind man, was in his seventies, old and feeble, thin and drawn-out, and telling stories with a dow,
dow relish; good stories, too, about his boyhood on the North Dakota plains in the eighties, when
for diverson he rode ponies bareback and chased after coyotes with a club. Later he became a
country schoolteacher in the Oklahoma panhandle, and findly a busnessman of many devices in
Denver. He il had his old office over a garage down the dtreet - the rolltop desk was il there,
together with countless dusty papers of past excitement and moneymaking. He had invented a
specid air-conditioner. He put an ordinary fan in a window frame and somehow conducted cool
water through coilsin front of the whirring blades. The result was perfect - within four feet of the fan
bull; - and then the water gpparently turned into steam in the hot day and the downgtairs part of the
house was just as hot as usud. But | was degping right under the fan on Chad' s bed, with a big bust
of Goethe gtaring a me, and | comfortably went to deep, only to wake up in twenty minutes freezing
to deeth. | put a blanket on and ill | was cold. Findly it was so cold | couldn’t deep, and | went
downgtairs. The old man asked me how his invention worked. | said it worked damned good, and |
meant it within bounds. | liked the man. He was lean with memories. «I once made a spot remover
that has since been copied by big firmsin the Eagt. I ve been trying to collect on that for some years
now. If | only had enough money to raise a decent lawyer . . .» But it was too late to raise a decent
lawyer; and he sat in his house dgectedly. In the evening we had a wonderful dinner his mother
cooked, venison stesk that Chad' s uncle had shot in the mountains. But where was Dean?
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The following ten days were, as W. C. Fidds said, «fraught with eminent peril» - and mad. |
moved in with Roland Mgor in the realy swank gpartment that belonged to Tim Gray’s folks. We
each had a bedroom, and there was a kitchenette with food in the icebox, and a huge living room
where Mgor sat in his slk dressing gown composing his latest Hemingwayan short sory - a choleric,
red-faced, pudgy hater of everything, who could turn on the warmest and most charming smile in the
world when red life confronted him sweetly in the night. He sat like that at his desk, and | jumped
around over the thick soft rug, wearing only my chino pants. He'd just written a story about a guy
who comes to Denver for the firg time. His name is Phil. His traveling companion is a mysterious and
quiet felow caled Sam. Phil goes out to dig Denver and gets hung-up with arty types. He comes
back to the hotel room. Lugubrioudy he says, «Sam, they’re here too.» And Sam is just looking out
the window sadly. «Yes» says Sam, «I know.» And the point was that Sam didn’t have to go and
look to know this. The arty types were al over America, sucking up its blood. Mgor and | were
great pds, he thought | was the farthest thing from an arty type. Mgor liked good wines, just like
Hemingway. He reminisced about his recent trip to France. «Ah, Sdl, if you could sit with me high in
the Basque country with a cool bottle of Poignon Dix-neuf, then you’' d know there are other things
besides boxcars.»

«l know that. It's just that | love boxcars and | love to read the names on them like Missouri
Pecific, Great Northern, Rock Idand Line. By Gad, Mgor, if | could tell you everything that
happened to me hitching here.»

The Rawlinses lived a few blocks away. This was a ddightful family - a youngish mother, part
owner of a decrepit, ghost-town hotel, with five sons and two daughters. The wild son was Ray
Rawlins, Tim Gray’s boyhood buddy. Ray came roaring in to get me and we took to each other right
away. We went off and drank in the Colfax bars. One of Ray’s Ssters was a beautiful blonde called
Babe - atennis-playing, surf-riding doll of the West. She was Tim Gray’s girl. And Mgor, who was
only passng through Denver and doing so in red dyle in the gpartment, was going out with Tim
Gray's dgter Betty. | was the only guy without a girl. | asked everybody, «Where's Dean? They
made smiling negetive answers.

Then findly it happened. The phone rang, and it was Carlo Marx. He gave me the address of his
basement apartment. | said, «What are you doing in Denver? | mean what are you doing? What's
going on?»

«Oh, wait till | tdl you.»

| rushed over to meet him. He was working in May’ s department store nights; crazy Ray Rawlins
caled him up there from a bar, getting janitors to run after Carlo with a story that somebody had
died. Carlo immediately thought it was me who had died. And Rawlins said over the phone, «Sd’sin
Denver» and gave him my address and phone.

«And whereis Dean?

«Dean isin Denver. Let me tel you» And he told me that Dean was making love to two girls a
the same time, they being Marylou, his first wife, who waited for him in ahotel room, and Camille, a
new girl, who waited for him in a hotd room. «Between the two of them he rushes to me for our own
unfinished busness»

«And what business is that 7>

«Dean and | are embarked on a tremendous season together. WEe re trying to communicate with
absolute honesty and absolute completeness everything on our minds. We've had to take



28

benzedrine. We st on the bed, crosdegged, facing each other. | have findly taught Dean that he can
do anything he wants, become mayor of Denver, marry a millionairess, or become the grestest poet
snce Rimbaud. But he kegps rushing out to see the midget auto races. | go with him. He jumps and
ydls excited. You know, Sd, Dean is redly hung-up on things like that.» Marx said «Hmm» in his
soul and thought about this.

«Whét' s the schedule?> | said. There was dways a schedule in Dean’s life.

«The scheduleis this: | came off work a hdf-hour ago. In that time Dean is baling Marylou at the
hotel and gives me time to change and dress. At one sharp he rushes from Marylou to Camille - of
course neither one of them knows what’s going on - and bangs her once, giving me time to arrive a
one-thirty. Then he comes out with me - first he has to beg with Camille, who's dready Started
hating me - and we come here to tak till 9x in the morning. We usudly spend more time than that,
but it's getting awfully complicated and he's pressed for time. Then at Sx he goes back to Marylou -
and he's going to spend al day tomorrow running around to get the necessary papers for their
divorce. Marylou's dl for it, but she ingsts on banging in the interim. She says she loves him - 0
does Camille»

Then he told me how Dean had met Camille. Roy Johnson, the poolhal boy, had found her in a
bar and took her to a hotel; pride taking over his sense, he invited the whole gang to come up and
see her. Everybody sat around talking with Camille. Dean did nothing but look out the window. Then
when everybody left, Dean merely looked a Camille, pointed a his wrist, made the d9gn «four»
(meaning he'd be-back at four), and went out. At three the door was locked to-Roy Johnson. At
four it was opened to Dean. | wanted to go-right out and see the madman. Also he had promised to
fix me up; he knew dl the girlsin Denver.

Carlo and | went through rickety streetsin the Denver night. The air was soft, the stars so fine, the
promise of every cobbled dley so grest, that | thought | was in a dream. We came to the rooming
house where Dean haggled with* Camille. It was an old red-brick building surrounded by wooden
garages and old trees that stuck up from behind fences. We went up carpeted stairs. Carlo knocked;
then he darted to the back to hide; he didn't want Camille to see him. | stood in the door. Dean
opened it stark naked. | saw a brunette on the bed, one beautiful creamy thigh covered with black
lace, look up with mild wonde.

«Why, Sa-a-d!» said Dean. «Wedl now - ah - ahem - yes, of course, you've arived - you old
sonumbitch you findly got on that old road. Well, now, ook here - we must - yes, yes, a once - we
mugt, we redly must! Now Camille - » And he swirled on her. «Sd is here, this is my old buddy
from New Yor-r-k, thisis his firs night in Denver and it's absolutely necessary for me to take him
out and fix him up with a girl.»

«But what time will you be back»

«It is now» (looking a his watch) «exactly one-fourteen. | shal be back at exactly three-
fourteen, for our hour of reverie together, rea sweet reverie, darling, and then, as you know, as |
told you and as we agreed, | have to go and see the one-legged lawyer about those papers - in the
middle of the night, strange as it seems and as | tho-ro-ly explained.» (This was a coverup for his
rendezvous with Carlo, who was il hiding.) «So now in this exact minute | must dress, put on my
pants, go back to life, that is to outside life, Sreets and what not, as we agreed, it is now one-fifteen
and time s running, running - »

«Wédll, dl right, Dean, but please be sure and be back at three.»

«Just as | said, darling, and remember not three but three-fourteen. Are we straight in the degpest
and most wonderful depths of our souls, dear darling? And he went over and kissed her severd
times. On the wal was a nude drawing of Dean, enormous dangle and dl, done by Camille. | was
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amazed. Everything was so crazy.

Off we rushed into the night; Carlo joined usin an aley. And we proceeded down the narrowest,
strangest, and most crooked little city street I've ever seen, deep in the heart of Denver Mexican-
town. We taked in loud voices in the degping gillness. «Sd » said Dean, «l have just the girl waiting
for you a this very minute - if she's off duty» (looking a his watch). «A waitress, Rita Bettencourt,
fine chick, dightly hung-up on a few sexud difficulties which I've tried to sraighten up and | think
you can manage, you fine gone daddy you. So we'll go there a once - we must bring beer, no, they
have some themselves, and damn!» he said socking his pam. «l’ve just got to get into her Sgter
Mary tonight.»

«What?» said Carlo. «l thought we were going to talk.»

«Yes, yes, after.»

«Oh, these Denver doldrumsl» yelled Carlo to the sky.

«lan't he the finest sweetest fellow in the world?» said Dean, punching me in the ribs. «Look at
him. Look a him!»

And Carlo began his monkey dance in the dreets of life as I'd seen him do so many times
everywherein New Y ork.

And dl | could say was, «Wdll, whet the hdll are we doing in Denver?»

«Tomorrow, Sd, | know where | can find you a job,» said Dean, reverting to businesdike tones.
«S0 I'll cal on you, soon as | have an hour off from Marylou, and cut right into that apartment of
yours, say hello to Mgor, and take you on a trolley (damn, I've no car) to the Camargo markets,
where you can begin working a once and collect a paycheck come Friday. We're redly dl of us
bottomry broke. | haven't had time to work in weeks. Friday night beyond al doubt the three of us -
the old threesome of Carlo, Dean, and Sal - must go to the midget auto races, and for that | can get
us aride from aguy downtown | know. . . .» And on and on into the night.

We got to the house where the waitress Ssters lived. The one for me was till working; the sster
that Dean wanted was in. We sat down on her couch. | was scheduled &t this time to cal Ray
Rawlins. | did. He came over a once. Coming into the door, he took off his shirt and undershirt and
began hugging the absolute stranger, Mary Bettencourt. Bottles rolled on the floor. Three o'clock
came. Dean rushed off for his hour of reverie with Camille. He was back on time. The other Sster
showed up. We al needed a car now, and we were making too much noise. Ray Rawlins caled up a
buddy with a car. He came. We dl piled in; Carlo was trying to conduct his scheduled tak with
Dean in the back seat, but there was too much confusion. «Let’s al go to my apartment!» | shouted.
We did; the moment the car stopped there | jJumped out and stood on my head in the grass. All my
keys fdl out; | never found them. We ran, shouting, into the building. Roland Mgor stood barring
our way in hisslk dressng gown.

«I’l have no goings-on like thisin Tim Gray’ s gpartment!»

«What?» we dl shouted. There was confuson. Rawlins was ralling in the grass with one of the
waitresses. Mgor wouldn't let us in. We swore to cdl Tim Gray and confirm the party and dso
invite him. Instead we dl rushed back to the Denver downtown hangouts. | suddenly found mysdlf
aonein the street with no money. My last dollar was gone.

| walked five miles up Colfax to my comfortable bed in the gpartment. Mgor had to let mein. |
wondered if Dean and Carlo were having their heart-to-heart. | would find out later. The nights in
Denver are coal, and | dept likealog.
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Then everybody began planning a tremendous trek to the mountains. This Sarted in the morning,
together with a phone cdl that complicated matters - my old road friend Eddie, who took a blind
chance and called; he remembered some of the names | had mentioned. Now | had the opportunity
to get my shirt back. Eddie was with his girl in a house off Colfax. He wanted to know if | knew
where to find work, and | told him to come over, figuring Dean would know. Dean arrived, hurrying,
while Mgor and | were having a hasty breskfast. Dean wouldn't even st down. «l have a thousand
things to do, in fact hardly any time to take you down Camargo, but let’ s go, man.»

«Wait for my road buddy Eddie.»

Magor found our hurrying troubles anusing. HE d come to Denver to write leisurely. He treated
Dean with extreme deference. Dean paid no attention. Mgor taked to Dean like this» Moriarty,
what' sthis | hear about you deegping with three girls a the same time?» And Dean shuffled on the rug
and said, «Oh yes, oh yes, that’ sthe way it goes,» and looked at his watch, and Mgor snuffed down
his nose. | fdt shegpish rushing off with Dean - Mgor indsted he was amoron and afool. Of course
he wasn't, and | wanted to prove it to everybody somehow.

We met Eddie. Dean paid no attention to him ether, and off we went in a trolley across the hot
Denver noon to find the jobs. | hated the thought of it. Eddie talked and talked the way he aways
did. We found a man in the markets who agreed to hire both of us; work started a four o’'clock in
the morning and went till sx P.M. The man sad, «I like boys who like to work.»

«You've got your man,» said Eddie, but | wasn't so sure about mysdlf. «l just won't deep,» |
decided. There were so many other interesting things to do.

Eddie showed up the next morning; | didn’t. | had a bed, and Mgor bought food for the icebox,
and in exchange for that | cooked and washed the dishes. Meantime | got dl involved in everything.
A big paty took place a the Rawlinses one night. The Rawlins mother was gone on a trip. Ray
Rawlins cdled everybody he knew and told them to bring whisky; then he went through his address
book for girls. He made me do most of the taking. A whole bunch of girls showed up. | phoned
Carlo to find out what Dean was doing now. Dean was coming to Carlo’s at three in the morning. |
went there after the party.

Carlo’'s basement apartment was on Grant Street in an old red-brick rooming house near a
church. You went down an dley, down some stone steps, opened an old raw door, and went
through a kind of cdlar till you came to his board door. It was like the room of a Russan saint: one
bed, a candle burning, stone walls that oozed moisture, and a crazy makeshift ikon of some kind that
he had made. He read me his poetry. It was cdled «Denver Doldrums.» Carlo woke up in the
morning and heard the «vulgar pigeons» yakking in the dreet outsde his cdl; he saw the «sad
nightingales» nodding on the branches and they reminded him of his mother. A gray shroud fell over
the city. The mountains, the magnificent Rockies that you can see to the west from any part of town,
were «papier-méché» The whole universe was crazy and cockeyed and extremely srange. He
wrote of Dean as a «child of the rainbow» who bore his torment in his agonized prigpus. He referred
to him as «Oedipus Eddie» who had to «scrape bubble gum off windowpanes.» He brooded in his
basement over a huge journd in which he was keeping track of everything that happened every day -
everything Dean did and said.

Dean came on schedule. «Everything's straight,» he announced. «I'm going to divorce Marylou
and marry Camille and go live with her in San Francisco. But thisis only after you and |, dear Carlo,
go to Texas, dig Old Bull Lee, that gone cat I've never met and both of you've told me so much
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about, and then I’'ll go to San Fran.»

Then they got down to business. They sat on the bed crosdegged and looked straight at each
other. | douched in a nearby chair and saw al of it. They began with an abstract thought, discussed
it; reminded each other of another abstract point forgotten in the rush of events, Dean apologized but
promised he could get back to it and manageit fine, bringing up illustrations.

Carlo sad, «And just as we were crossing Wazee | wanted to tell you about how | felt of your
frenzy with the midgets and it was just then, remember, you pointed out that old bum with the baggy
pants and said he looked just like your father?»

«Yes, yes, of course | remember; and not only that, but it Sarted a train of my own, something
red wild that | had to tell you, I'd forgotten it, now you just reminded me of it . . .» and two new
points were born. They hashed these over. Then Carlo asked Dean if he was honest and specificaly
if he was being honest with him in the bottom of his soul.

«Why do you bring that up agan?>

«Theré sonelast thing | want to know - »

«But, dear S, you're ligening, you're Sitting there, we' Il ask Sd. What would he say>»

And | said, «That last thing is what you can’t get, Carlo. Nobody can get to that lagt thing. We
keep on living in hopes of catching it oncefor al.»

«No, no, no, you' re talking absolute bullshit and Wolfean romantic posh!» said Carlo.

And Dean sad, « didn't mean thet a dl, but we'll let Sd have his own mind, and in fact, don't
you think, Carlo, theré s a kind of a dignity in the way he's stting there and digging us, crazy cat
came dl the way across the country - old Sd won't tell, old Sd won't tell.»

«tignt that | won't tell,» | protested. «l just don't know what you're both driving at or trying to
get a. | know it’stoo much for anybody.»

«Everything you say is negative»

«Then what isit you're trying to do»

«Tdl him»

«No, you tel him.»

«There' s nothing to tell » | said and laughed. | had on Carlo’s hat. | pulled it down over my eyes.
«l want to deep,» | sad.

«Poor Sd aways wants to deep.» | kept quiet. They started in again. «When you borrowed that
nickel to make up the check for the chicken-fried steaks - »

«No, man, the chili! Remember, the Texas Star>

«l was mixing it with Tuesday. When you borrowed that nickel you said, now ligen, you sad;
Carlo, thisisthe last time I'll impose on you,” asif, and redly, you meant that | had agreed with you
about no more imposing.»

«No, no, no, | didn't mean that - you harken back now if you will, my dear fdlow, to the night
Marylou was crying in the room, and when, turning to you and indicating by my extra added sincerity
of tone which we both knew was contrived but had its intention, thet is, by my play-acting | showed
that - But wait, that isn't it.»

«Of coursethat isn't it! Because you forget that - But I'll stop accusing you. Yesiswhat | said . .
» And on, on into the night they talked like this. At dawn | looked up. They were tying up the last of
the morning’s matters. «When | said to you that | had to deep because of Marylou, that is, seeing
her this morning at ten, | didn’t bring my peremptory tone to bear in regard to what you'd just sad
about the unnecessariness of deep but only, only, mind you, because of the fact that | absolutely,
amply, purey and without any whatevers have to degp now, | mean, man, my eyes are closng,
they’re redhot, sore, tired, beat . . .»
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«Ah, child,» said Carlo.

«WEll just have to deep now. Let's stop the machine»

«You can't stop the machine!» yelled Carlo at the top of hisvoice. Thefirgt birds sang.

«Now, when | raise my hand,» said Dean, «we |l stop talking, we'll both understand purely and
without any hasde that we are Smply stopping talking, and we'll just deep.»

«You can't sop the machine like that.»

«Stop the machinep | said. They looked a me.

«He's been aweake dl this time, ligening. What were you thinking, Sa> | told them that | was
thinking they were very amazing maniacs and that | had spent the whole night listening to them like a
man watching the mechanism of a watch that reached clear to the top of Berthoud Pass and yet was
made with the smallest works of the most delicate watch in the world. They smiled. | pointed my
finger a them and sad, «If you keep this up you'll both go crazy, but let me know what happens as
you go dong.»

| walked out and took a trolley to my gpartment, and Carlo Marx’s papier-méché mountains
grew red as the great sun rose from the eastward plains.
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In the evening | was involved in that trek to the mountains and didn’'t see Dean or Carlo for five
days. Babe Rawlins had the use of her employer’s car for the weekend. We brought suits and hung
them on the car windows and took off for Centrd City, Ray Rawlins driving, Tim Gray lounging in
the back, and Babe up front. It was my first view of the interior of the Rockies. Centrd City isan old
mining town that was once cdled the Richest Square Mile in the World, where a veritable shelf of
slver had been found by the old buzzards who roamed the hills. They grew wedthy overnight and
had a beautiful little opera house built in the midst of their shacks on the steep dope. Lillian Russll
had come there, and opera gars from Europe. Then Centrd City became a ghost town, till the
energetic Chamber of Commerce types of the new West decided to revive the place. They polished
up the opera house, and every summer stars from the Metropolitan came out and performed. It was
a big vacation for everybody. Tourists came from everywhere, even Hollywood stars. We drove up
the mountain and found the narrow sreets chock full of chichi tourigs. | thought of Mgor's Sam,
and Mgor was right. Mgor himself was there, turning on his big socid smile to everybody and ooh-
ing and aah-ing most sincerely over everything. «Sd » he cried, clutching my arm, «just look at this
old town. Think how it was ahundred - what the hdll, only eighty, Sxty years ago; they had operal»

«Yeah» | sad, imitating one of his characters, «but they 're here.»

«The bagtards» he cursed. But he went off to enjoy himself, Betty Gray on hisarm.

Babe Rawlins was an enterprising blonde. She knew of an old miner’s house at the edge of town
where we boys could deep for the weekend; al we had to do was clean it out. We could aso throw
vast parties there. It was an old shack of athing covered with an inch of dust insde; it had a porch
and awedl in back. Tim Gray and Ray Rawlins rolled up their deeves and darted in cleaning it, a
magor job that took them al afternoon and part of the night. But they had a bucket of beer bottles
and everything was fine.

Asfor me, | was scheduled to be a guest at the opera that afternoon, escorting Babe on my arm.
| wore asuit of Tim's. Only afew days ago I'd come into Denver like abum; now | was al racked
up sharp in a suit, with a beautiful well-dressed blonde on my arm, bowing to dignitaries and chatting
in the lobby under chanddliers. | wondered what Missssppi Gene would say if he could see me.

The opera was Fidelio. «\What gloom!» cried the baritone, risng out of the dungeon under a
groaning stone. | cried for it. That's how | see life too. | was S0 interested in the opera that for a
while | forgot the circumstances of my crazy life and got lost in the great mournful sounds of
Beethoven and the rich Rembrandt tones of his sory.

«Wel, Sd, how did you like the production for this year?» asked Denver D. Dall proudly in the
dtreet outside. He was connected with the opera association.

«What gloom, what gloom,» | said. «It’s dbsolutely greet.»

«The next thing you'll have to do is meet the members of the cast,» he went on in his officid
tones, but luckily he forgot thisin the rush of other things, and vanished.

Babe and | went back to the miner’s shack. | took off my duds and joined the boys in the
cleaning. It was an enormous job. Roland Mgor sat in the middle of the front room that had aready
been cleaned and refused to help. On allittle table in front of him he had his bottle of beer and his
glass. Aswe rushed around with buckets of water and brooms he reminisced. «Ah, if you could just
come with me sometime and drink Cinzano and hear the musicians of Bandol, then you'd be living.
Then there’'s Normandy in the summers, the sabots, the fine old Calvados. Come on, Sam,» he said
to his invigble pd. «Take the wine out of the water and let's see if it got cold enough while we
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fished.» Straight out of Hemingway, it was.

We cdled out to girls who went by in the dreet. «Come on help us clean up the joint.
Everybody’s invited to our party tonight.» They joined us. We had a huge crew working for us.
Findly the singers in the opera chorus, mostly young kids, came over and pitched in. The sun went
down.

Our day’s work over, Tim, Rawlins, and | decided to sharp up for the big night. We went across
town to the rooming house where the opera stars were living. Across the night we heard the
beginning of the evening performance. «Just right,» said Rawlins. «Latch on to some of these razors
and towds and we' |l spruce up abit.» We aso took hairbrushes, colognes, shaving lotions, and went
laden into the bathroom. We al took baths and sang. «lsn't this grest? Tim Gray kept saying.
«Usgng the operagtars bathroom and towels and shaving lotion and dectric razors.»

It was awonderful night. Centra City is two miles high; at first you get drunk on the dtitude, then
you get tired, and there's a fever in your soul. We approached the lights around the opera house
down the narrow dark street; then we took a sharp right and hit some old saloons with swinging
doors. Most of the tourists were in the opera. We started off with afew extra-sze beers. There was
a player piano. Beyond the back door was a view of mountainsdes in the moonlight. | let out a
yahoo. The night was on.

We hurried back to our miner’s shack. Everything was in preparation for the big party. The girls,
Babe and Betty, cooked up a snack of beans and franks, and then we danced and started on the
beer for fair. The opera over, great crowds of young girls came piling into our place. Rawlins and
Tim and | licked our lips. We grabbed them and danced. There was no music, just dancing. The
place filled up. People began to bring bottles. We rushed out to hit the bars and rushed back.

The night was getting more and more frantic. | wished Dean and Carlo were there - then |
redlized they’ d be out of place and unhappy. They were like the man with the dungeon stone and the
gloom, risng from the underground, the sordid hipsters of America, anew beat generation that | was
dowly joining.

The boys from the chorus showed up. They began Snging «Sweet Addline» They dso sang
phrases such as «Pass me the beer» and «What are you doing with your face hanging out?» and
great long baritone howls of «FH-de-lio!» «Ah me, what gloom!» | sang. The girls were terrific. They
went out in the backyard and necked with us. There were beds in the other rooms, the uncleaned
dusty ones, and | had a girl dtting on one and was talking with her when suddenly there was a great
inrush of young ushers from the opera, who just grabbed girls and kissed them without proper come-
ons. Teenagers, drunk, disheveled, excited - they ruined our party. Insde of five minutes every sngle
girl was gone and a greet big fraternity-type party got under way with banging of beer bottles and
roars.

Ray and Tim and | decided to hit the bars. Mgor was gone, Babe and Betty were gone. We
tottered into the night. The opera crowd was jamming the bars from bar to wall. Mgor was shouting
above heads. The eager, bespectacled Denver D. Dall was shaking hands with everybody and
saying, «Good afternoon, how are you?» and when midnight came he was saying, «Good afternoon,
how are you> At one point | saw him going off somewhere with a dignitary. Then he came back
with amiddle-aged woman; next minute he was talking to a couple of young ushersin the street. The
next minute he was shaking my hand without recognizing me and saying, «Happy New Yesr,
m’'boy.» He wasn't drunk on liquor, just drunk on what he liked - crowds of people milling.
Everybody knew him. «Happy New Year,» he caled, and sometimes «Merry Chrismas.» He said
thisdl the time. At Chrismas he said Happy Halloween.

There was a tenor in the bar who was highly respected by everyone; Denver Dall had inssted
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that | meet him and | was trying to avoid it; his name was D’ Annunzio or some such thing. His wife
was with him. They sat sourly at atable. There was aso some kind of Argentinian tourist at the bar.
Rawlins gave him a shove to make room; he turned and snarled. Rawlins handed me his glass and
knocked him down on the brass rail with one punch. The man was momentarily out. There were
screams, Tim and | scooted Rawlins out. There was so much confusion the sheriff couldn’t even
thread his way through the crowd to find the victim. Nobody could identify Rawlins. We went to
other bars. Mgor staggered up a dark street. «What the hdll’s the matter? Any fights? Just cal on
me>» Great laughter rang from al sdes. | wondered what the Spirit of the Mountain was thinking,
and looked up and saw jackpines in the moon, and saw ghosts of old miners, and wondered about
it. In the whole eastern dark wall of the Divide this night there was slence and the whisper of the
wind, except in the ravine where we roared; and on the other sde of the Divide was the great
Western Sope, and the big plateau that went to Steamboat Springs, and dropped, and led you to
the western Colorado desert and the Utah desert; dl in darkness now as we fumed and screamed in
our mountain nook, mad drunken Americans in the mighty land. We were on the roof of America
and all we could do was ydll, | guess - across the night, eestward over the Plains, where somewhere
an old man with white hair was probably waking toward us with the Word, and would arrive any
minute and make us Slent.

Rawlins inssted on going back to the bar where he'd fought. Tim and | didn't like it but stuck to
him. He went up to D’ Annunzio, the tenor, and threw a highbdl in his face. We dragged him out. A
baritone singer from the chorus joined us and we went to aregular Centra City bar. Here Ray called
the waitress a whore. A group of sullen men were ranged adong the bar; they hated tourists. One of
them said, «Y ou boys better be out of here by the count of ten.» We were. We staggered back to
the shack and went to deep.

In the morning | woke up and turned over; abig cloud of dust rose from the mattress. | yanked at
the window; it was nailed. Tim Gray was in the bed too. We coughed and sneezed. Our breskfast
conssted of stale beer. Babe came back from her hotel and we got our things together to leave.

Everything seemed to be collgpsing. Aswe were going out to the car Babe dipped and fell flat on
her face. Poor girl was overwrought. Her brother and Tim and | helped her up. We got in the car;
Magjor and Betty joined us. The sad ride back to Denver began.

Suddenly we came down from the mountain and overlooked the great sea-plain of Denver; hest
rose as from an oven. We began to sing songs. | was itching to get on to San Francisco.
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That night | found Carlo and to my amazement he told me he d been in Centra City with Dean.

«What did you do?»

«Oh, we ran around the bars and then Dean stole a car and we drove back down the mountain
curves ninety miles an hour.»

«l didn’t see you.»

«Wedidn't know you were there.»

«Widl, man, I’'m going to San Francisco.»

«Dean has Ritalined up for you tonight.»

«Wdl, then, I'll put it off» | had no money. | sent my aunt an armall letter asking her for fifty
dollars and said it would be the last money I'd ask; after that she would be getting money back from
me, as soon as | got that ship.

Then | went to meet Rita Bettencourt and took her back to the apartment. | got her in my
bedroom after along talk in the dark of the front room. She was anice little girl, Smple and true, and
tremendoudy frightened of sex. | told her it was beautiful. | wanted to prove this to her. She let me
proveit, but | was too impatient and proved nothing. She sghed in the dark. «What do you want out
of life? | asked, and | used to ask that dl the time of girls.

«l don’'t know,» she said. «Just wait on tables and try to get along.» She yawned. | put my hand
over her mouth and told her not to yawn. | tried to tell her how excited | was about life and the things
we could do together; saying that, and planning to leave Denver in two days. She turned away
wearily. We lay on our backs, looking at the ceiling and wondering what God had wrought when He
made life so sad. We made vague plans to meet in Frisco.

My moments in Denver were coming to an end, | could fed it when | walked her home, on the
way back | stretched out on the grass of an old church with a bunch of hobos, and their talk made
me want to get back on that road. Every now and then one would get up and hit a passer-by for a
dime. They talked of harvests moving north. It was warm and soft. | wanted to go and get Ritaagan
and tell her alot more things, and redly make love to her this time, and cam her fears about men.
Boys and girls in America have such a sad time together; sophigtication demands that they submit to
sex immediately without proper preliminary talk. Not courting talk - real straight talk about souls, for
lifeis holy and every moment is precious. | heard the Denver and Rio Grande locomoative howling off
to the mountains. | wanted to pursue my star further.

Magor and | sat sadly taking in the midnight hours. «Have you ever read Green Hills of Africa?
It's Hemingway's best.» We wished each other luck. We would meet in Frisco. 1 saw Rawlins
under a dark tree in the street. «Good-by, Ray. When do we meet again?» | went to look for Carlo
and Dean - nowhere to be found. Tim Gray shot his hand up in the air and said, «So you're leaving,
Y o0.» We cdled each other Yo. «Yep,» | said. The next few days | wandered around Denver.

It seemed to me every bum on Larimer Street maybe was Dean Moriarty’s father; Old Dean
Moriarty they cdled him, the Tinsmith. | went in the Windsor Hotel, where father and son had lived
and where one night Dean was frightfully waked up by the legless man on the rollerboard who
shared the room with them; he came thundering across the floor on his terrible wheds to touch the
boy. | saw the little midget newspaper-sdling woman with the short legs, on the corner of Curtis and
15th. | walked around the sad honkytonks of Curtis Street; young kids in jeans and red shirts;
peanut shells, movie marquees, shooting parlors. Beyond the glittering street was darkness, and
beyond the darkness the West. | had to go.
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At dawn | found Carlo. | read some of his enormous journd, dept there, and in the morning,
drizzly and gray, tdl, sx-foot Ed Dunkd came in with Roy Johnson, a handsome kid, and Tom
Snark, the clubfooted poolshark. They sat around and listened with abashed smiles as Carlo Marx
read them his gpocalyptic, mad poetry. | dumped in my chair, finished. «Oh ye Denver birdsl» cried
Carlo. We dl filed out and went up a typicd cobbled Denver dley between incinerators smoking
dowly. «l used to roll my hoop up this dley,» Chad King had told me. | wanted to see him do it; |
wanted to see Denver ten years ago when they were dl children, and in the sunny cherry blossom
morning of springtime in the Rockies rolling their hoops up the joyous dleys full of promise - the
whole gang. And Dean, ragged and dirty, prowling by himsdlf in his preoccupied frenzy.

Roy Johnson and | walked in the drizzle; | went to Eddie’ s girl’s house to get back my wool plaid
shirt, the shirt of Shelton, Nebraska. It was there, dl tied up, the whole enormous sadness of a shirt.
Roy Johnson said he'd meet me in Frisco. Everybody was going to Frisco. | went and found my
money had arived. The sun came out, and Tim Gray rode a trolley with me to the bus dation. |
bought my ticket to San Fran, spending haf of the fifty, and got on at two o' clock in the afternoon.
Tim Gray waved good-by. The bus rolled out of the storied, eager Denver streets. «By God, | gotta
come back and see what else will hgppen!» | promised. In alast-minute phone cal Dean said he and
Carlo might join me on the Coadt; | pondered this, and redlized | hadn’t talked to Dean for more
then five minutes in the whole time.
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| was two weeks late meeting Remi Boncoaur. The bus trip from Denver to Frisco was uneventful
except that my whole soul legped to it the nearer we got to Frisco. Cheyenne again, in the afternoon
this time, and then west over the range; crossing the Divide a midnight a Creston, arriving at Sdt
Lake City a dawn - a city of sprinklers, the least likely place for Dean to have been born; then out
to Nevada in the hot sun, Reno by nightfal, its twinkling Chinese streets; then up the Sierra Nevada,
pines, sars, mountain lodges signifying Frisco romances - a little girl in the back seet, crying to her
mother, «Mama when do we get home to Truckee? And Truckee itself, homey Truckee, and then
down the hill to the flats of Sacramento. | suddenly redlized | wasin Cdifornia Warm, pdmy air - ar
you can kiss - and pams. Along the storied Sacramento River on a superhighway; into the hills again;
up, down; and suddenly the vast expanse of bay (it was just before dawn) with the deepy lights of
Frisco festooned across. Over the Oakland Bay Bridge | dept soundly for the first time since
Denver; s0 that | was rudely jolted in the bus Station a Market and Fourth into the memory of the
fact that |1 was three thousand two hundred miles from my aunt’s house in Paterson, New Jersey. |
wandered out like a haggard ghost, and there she was, Frisco - long,. bleak streets with trolleywires
al shrouded in fog and whiteness. | sumbled around afew blocks. Weird bums (Misson and Third)
asked me for dimesin the dawn. | heard music somewhere. «Boy, am | going to dig al thislater! But
now I’ve got to find Remi Boncoaur.»

Mill City, where Remi lived, was a collection of shacks in a valey, housing-project shacks built
for Navy Yard workers during the war; it was in a canyon, and a deep one, treed profusedly on dl
dopes. There were specia stores and barber shops and tailor shops for the people of the project. It
was, 0 they say, the only community in America where whites and Negroes lived together
voluntarily; and that was s0, and so wild and joyous a place I've never seen since. On the door of
Remi’ s shack was the note he had pinned up there three weeks ago.

SAL PARADISE! [in huge letters, printed]
If nobody’s home climb in through the window.
Signed,
Remi Boncoaur.

The note was weetherbeaten and gray by now.

| climbed in and there he was, degping with his girl, Lee Ann - on a bed he stole from a merchant
ship, as he told me later; imagine the deck engineer of a merchant ship snesking over the sde in the
middle of the night with a bed, and heaving and straining a the oars to shore. This bardy explains
Remi Boncaoaur.

The reason I'm going into everything that happened in San Fran is because it ties up with
everything else al the way down the line. Remi Boncoaur and | met at prep school years ago; but the
thing that redly linked us together was my former wife. Remi found her firgt. He came into my dorm
room one night and said, «Paradise, get up, the old maestro has come to see you.» | got up and
dropped some pennies on the floor when | put my pants on. It was four in the afternoon; | used to
deep dl the time in college. «All right, dl right, don’'t drop your gold dl over the place. | have found
the gonest little girl in the world and | am going draight to the Lion's Den with her tonight.» And he
dragged me to meet her. A week later she was going with me. Remi was a tdl, dark, handsome
Frenchman (he looked like a kind of Marseille black-marketeer of twenty); because he was French
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he had to talk in jazz American; his English was perfect, his French was perfect. He liked to dress
sharp, dightly on the collegiate side, and go out with fancy blondes and spend alot of money. It's not
that he ever blamed me for taking off with his girl; it was only a point that dways tied us together;
that guy was loya to me and had red affection for me, and God knows why.

When | found him in Mill City that morning he had falen on the beat and evil days that come to
young guys in their middle twenties. He was hanging around waiting for a ship, and to earn his living
he had ajob as a specid guard in the barracks across the canyon. His girl Lee Ann had a bad tongue
and gave him a caldown every day. They spent al week saving pennies and went out Saturdays to
gpend fifty bucks in three hours. Remi wore shorts around the shack, with a crazy Army cap on his
head. Lee Ann went around with her hair up in pincurls. Thus attired, they yelled a each other dl
week. 1 never saw so many snarlsin adl my born days. But on Saturday night, smiling gracioudy at
each other, they took off like apair of successful Hollywood characters and went on the town.

Remi woke up and saw me come in the window. His greet laugh, one of the greatest laughsin the
world, dinned in my ear. «Aaaaah Paradise, he comesin through the window, he follows ingructions
to aT. Where have you been, you' re two weeks late!» He dapped me on the back, he punched Lee
Annintheribs, he leaned on the wal and laughed and cried, he pounded the table so you could hear
it everywhere in Mill City, and that great long «Aaaaah» resounded around the canyon. «Paradise!»
he screamed. «The one and only indispensable Paradise.»

| had just come through the little fishing village of Sausdito, and the firg thing | said was, «There
must be alot of Itdiansin Sausdito.»

«There mugt be alot of Itdians in Sausdito!» he shouted at the top of his lungs. «Aasaahl» He
pounded himsdif, he fell on the bed, he dmost rolled on the floor. «Did you hear what Paradise said?
There must be alot of Itdiansin Sausaito? Aaaah-haaal Hoo! Wow! Whedl» He got red as a best,
laughing. «Oh, you day me, Paradise, you're the funniest man in the world, and here you are, you
findly got here, he came in through the window, you saw him, Lee Ann, he followed ingructions and
came in through the window. Aaah! Hooo!»

The strange thing was that next door to Remi lived a Negro cdled Mr. Snow whose laugh, |
swear on the Bible, was postively and findly the one grestest laugh in dl this world. This Mr. Snow
began his laugh from the supper table when his old wife said something casud; he got up, gpparently
choking, leaned on the wall, looked up to heaven, and dtarted; he staggered through the door,
leaning on neighbors walls, he was drunk with it, he reded throughout Mill City in the shadows,
raisng his whooping triumphant call to the demon god that must have prodded him to do it. | don't
know if he ever finished supper. There s a posshility that Remi, without knowing it, was picking up
from this amazing man, Mr. Snow. And though Remi was having worklife problems and bad lovdife
with a sharp-tongued woman, he at least had learned to laugh dmost better than anyone in the world,
and | saw al the fun we were going to have in Frisco.

The pitch was this: Remi dept with Lee Ann in the bed across the room, and | dept in the cot by
the window. | was not to touch Lee Ann. Remi a once made a speech concerning this. «I don't
want to find you two playing around when you think I’'m not looking. You can't teach the old
meestro a new tune. Thisis an origind saying of mine» | looked & Lee Ann. She was a fetching
hunk, a honey-colored creature, but there was hate in her eyes for both of us. Her ambition was to
marry arich man. She came from a smdl town in Oregon. She rued the day she ever took up with
Remi. On one of his big showoff weekends he spent a hundred dollars on her and she thought she'd
found an heir. Ingead she was hung-up in this shack, and for lack of anything ese she had to stay
there. She had ajob in Frisco; she had to take the Greyhound bus at the crossroads and go in every
day. She never forgave Remi for it.
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| was to day in the shack and write a shining origind story for a Hollywood studio. Remi was
going to fly down in a stratosphere liner with this harp under his arm and make us dl rich; Lee Ann
was to go with him; he was going to introduce her to his buddy’s father, who was a famous director
and an intimate of W. C. Fidds. So the first week | stayed in the shack in Mill City, writing furioudy
a some gloomy tae about New York that | thought would satisfy a Hollywood director, and the
trouble with it was that it was too sad. Remi could barely read it, and so he just carried it down to
Hollywood a few weeks later. Lee Ann was too bored and hated us too much to bother reading it. |
spent countless rainy hours drinking coffee and scribbling. Findly | told Remi it wouldn't do; |
wanted a job; | had to depend on them for cigarettes. A shadow of disgppointment crossed Remi’s
brow - he was dways being disappointed about the funniest things. He had a heart of gold.

He arranged to get me the same kind of job he had, as aguard in the barracks. | went through the
necessary routine, and to my surprise the bastards hired me. | was sworn in by the local police chief,
given a badge, a club, and now | was a specia policeman. | wondered what Dean and Carlo and
Old Bull Lee would say about this. | had to have navy-blue trousers to go with my black jacket and
cop cap; for the first two weeks | had to wear Remi’s trousers, since he was o tall, and had a
potbelly from eeting voracious meals out of boredom, | went flapping around like Charlie Chaplin to
my firg night of work. Remi gave me aflashlight and his .32 automatic.

«Where' d you get this gun?» | asked.

«On my way to the Coast last summer | jumped off the train at North Platte, Nebraska, to stretch
my legs, and what did | see in the window but this unique little gun, which | promptly bought and
barely made the train.»

And | tried to tel him what North Platte meant to me, buy-mg the whisky with the boys, and he
dapped me on the back and said | was the funniest man in the world.

With the flashlight to illuminate my way, | climbed the steep walls of the south canyon, got up on
the highway streaming! with cars Frisco-bound in the night, scrambled down the other! side, dmost
faling, and came to the bottom of a ravine where! alittle farmhouse stood near a creek and where
every blessed! night the same dog barked a me. Then it was afast walk dong a slvery, dusty road
benesth inky trees of Cdifornia- al road likein The Mark of Zorro and aroad like al the roads!
you see in Western B movies. | used to take out my gun and] play cowboys in the dark. Then |
climbed another hill and! there were the barracks. These barracks were for the temporary quartering
of overseas condruction workers. The men who came through stayed there, waiting for their ship.
Mogt of them were bound for Okinawa Mot of them were running | away from something - usualy
the law. There were tough 9 groups from Alabama, shifty men from New York, al kinds j from dl
over. And, knowing full well how horrible it would be to work a full year in Okinawa, they drank.
The job of the specid guards was to see that they didn’t tear the barracks down. We had our
headquarters in the main building, just a wooden contraption with panel-walled offices. Here a a
roll- \ top desk we sat around, shifting our guns off our hips and! yawning, and the old cops told
stories.

It was a horrible crew of men, men with cop-souls, dl except Remi and mysdlf. Remi was only
trying to make a living, and so was |, but these men wanted to make arrests and compliments from
the chief of police in town. They even said < that if you didn’t make at least one a month you'd be
fired. I» gulped at the progpect of making an arrest. What actualy’ happened was that | was as
drunk as anybody in the barracks -the night al hell broke loose.

This was a night when the schedule was so arranged that 1 was dl done for six hours - the only
cop on the grounds; and everybody in the barracks seemed to have gotten drunk that’ night. It was
because their ship was leaving in the morning. < They drank like seamen the night before the anchor
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goes up. | sat in the office with my feet on the desk, reading Blue Book adventures about Oregon
and the north country, when suddenly | redlized there was a great hum of activity in the usualy quiet
night. | went out. Lights were burning in practicdly every damned shack on the grounds. Men were
shouting, bottles were bresking. It was do or die for me. | took my flashlight and went to the noisest
door and knocked. Someone opened it about X inches.

«What do you want?»

| said, «I’m guarding these barracks tonight and you boys are supposed to keep quiet as much as
you can» - or some such slly remark. They dammed the door in my face. | stood looking at the
wood of it against my nose. It was like a Western movie; the time had come for me to assart mysdlf.
I knocked again. They opened up wide this time. «Listen» | said, «I don’'t want to come around
bothering you fellows, but I'll lose my job if you make too much noise»

«Who are you»

«l’'m aguard here.»

«Never seen you before.»

«Widll, here's my badge.»

«What are you doing with that pistolcracker on your ass?»»

«tisn't mine» | gpologized. «I borrowed it.»

«Have adrink, fer krissakes» | didn't mind if | did. | took two.

| said, «Okay, boys? You'll keep quiet, boys?I'll get hell, you know.»

«t'sdl right, kid,» they said. «Go make your rounds. Come back for another drink if you want
one.»

And | went to al the doors in this manner, and pretty soon | was as drunk as anybody else.
Come dawn, it was my duty to put up the American flag on a sixty-foot pole, and this morning | put
it up upside down and went home to bed. When | came back in the evening the regular cops were
gtting around grimly in the office.

«Say, bo, what was dl the noise around here last night? We' ve had complaints from people who
live in those houses across the canyon.»

«l don't know,» | said. «It sounds pretty quiet right now.»

«The whole contingent’ s gone. Y ou was supposed to keep order around here last night - the chief
is yeling a you. And ancther thing - do you know you can go to jall for putting the American flag
upside down on a government pole?»

«Updde down? | was horrified; of course | hadn't redized it. | did it every morning
mechanicaly.

«Yessr» sad afat cop who'd spent twenty-two years as a guard in Alcatraz. «You could go to
jal for doing something like that.» The others nodded grimly. They were dways dtting around on
their asses; they were proud of their jobs. They handled their guns and talked about them. They were
itching to shoot somebody. Remi and me.

The cop who had been an Alcatraz guard was potbellied and about sixty, retired but unable to
keep away from the atmospheres that had nourished his dry soul dl his life. Every night he drove to
work in his *35 Ford, punched the clock exactly on time, and sat down at the rolltop desk. He
labored panfully over the smple form we dl had to fill out every night - rounds, time, what
happened, and so on. Then he leaned back and told stories. «Y ou should have been here about two
months ago when me and Sedge» (that was another cop, a youngster who wanted to be a Texas
Ranger and had to be satisfied with his present lot) «arrested a drunk in Barrack G. Boy, you should
have seen the blood fly. I'll take you over there tonight and show you the stains on the wall. We had
him bouncing from one wall to ancther. First Sedge hit him, and then me, and then he subsided and
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went quietly. Thet felow swore to kill us when he got out of jal - got thirty days. Here it is sixty
days, and he ain’'t showed up.» And this was the big point of the story. They’d put such afear in him
that he was too yellow to come back and try to kill them.

The old cop went on, sweetly reminiscing about the horrors of Alcatraz. «We used to march ‘em
like an Army platoon to breskfast. Wasn't one man out of step. Everything went like clockwork.
You should have seen it. | was a guard there for twenty-two years. Never had any trouble. Those
boys knew we meant business. A lot of fellows get soft guarding prisoners, and they’ re the ones that
usualy get in trouble. Now you take you - from what I’ ve been observing about you, you seem to
me a little bit too leenent with the men.» He raised his pipe and looked a me sharp. «They take
advantage of that, you know.»

| knew that. | told him | wasn't cut out to be a cop.

«Yes, but that' s the job that you applied for. Now you got to make up your mind one way or the
other, or you'll never get anywhere. It's your duty. You're sworn in. You can’'t compromise with
things like this. Law and order’ s got to be kept.»

| didn’t know what to say; he was right; but dl | wanted to do was sneak out into the night and
disappear somewhere, and go and find out what everybody was doing al over the country.

The other cop, Sedge, was tdl, muscular, with a black-haired crew-cut and a nervous twitch in
his neck - like a boxer who's dways punching one fig into another. He rigged himsdf out like a
Texas Ranger of old. He wore a revolver down low, with ammunition belt, and carried a smal quirt
of some kind, and pieces of lesther hanging everywhere, like awaking torture chamber: shiny shoes,
low-hanging jacket, cocky hat, everything but boots. He was aways showing me holds - reaching
down under my crotch and lifting me up nimbly. In point of strength | could have thrown him clear to
the calling with the same hold, and | knew it wdl; but | never let him know for fear hed want a
wrestling match. A wrestling match with a guy like that would end up in shooting. I'm sure he was a
better shot; I'd never had agun in my life. It scared me even to load one. He desperately wanted to
make arrests. One night we were aone on duty and he came back red-faced mad.

«l told some boys in there to keep quiet and they're sill making noise. | told them twice. | dways
give aman two chances. Not three. Y ou come with me and I’ m going back there and arrest them.»

«Wel, let me givethem athird chance» | said. «I’ll tak to them.»

«No, dr, | never gave a man more than two chances» | sighed. Here we go. We went to the
offending room, and Sledge opened the door and told everybody to file out. It was embarrassng.
Every sngle one of us was blushing. Thisisthe sory of America. Everybody’s doing wheat they think
they’re supposed to do. So what if a bunch of men tak in loud voices and drink the night? But
Sedge wanted to prove something. He made sure to bring me adong in case they jumped him. They
might have. They were dl brothers, al from Alabama We grolled back to the gation, Sledge in
front and me in back.

One of the boys said to me, «Tdl that crotch-eared mean-ass to take it easy on us. We might get
fired for this and never get to Okinawa.»

«’ll tak to him.»

In the sation | told Sedge to forget it. He said, for everybody to hear, and blushing, «I don't give
anybody no more than two chances.»

«What the hail » said the Alabaman, «what difference does it make? We might lose our jobs»
Sedge sad nothing and filled out the arrest forms. He arrested only one of them; he caled the prowl
car in town. They came and took him away. The other brothers walked off sullenly. «What's Ma
going to say? they said. One of them came back to me. «You tell that Tex-ass son of a bitch if my
brother ain't out of jal tomorrow night he's going to get his ass fixed» | told Sledge, in a neutrd
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way, and he sad nothing. The brother was let off easy and nothing happened. The contingent
shipped out; a new wild bunch came in. If it hadn’t been for Remi Boncoaur | wouldn't have stayed
at thisjob two hours.

But Remi Boncoaur and | were on duty aone many a night, and that's when everything jumped.
We made our firgt round of the evening in a leisurdy way, Remi trying dl the doors to see if they
were locked and hoping to find one unlocked. He' d say, «For years I've an idea to develop a dog
into asuper thief who'd go into these guys rooms and take dollars out of their pockets. I'd train him
to take nothing but green money; I'd make him smdl it al day long. If there was any humanly
possible way, I'd train him to take only twenties» Remi was full of mad schemes; he taked about
that dog for weeks. Only once he found an unlocked door. | didn't like the idea, so | sauntered on
down the hall. Remi stedlthily opened it up. He came face to face with the barracks supervisor. Remi
hated that man’s face. He asked me, «What's the name of that Russian author you' re aways talking
about - the one who put the newspapers in his shoe and waked around in a sovepipe hat he found
in a garbage pail > This was an exaggeration of what I'd told Remi of Dogtoevski. «Ah, that's it -
that's it - Dodtioffski. A man with a face like that supervisor can only have one name - it's
Dodtioffski.» The only unlocked door he ever found belonged to Dostioffski. D. was adegp when he
heard someone fiddling with his doorknob. He got up in his pgamas. He came to the door looking
twice as ugly as usua. When Remi opened it he saw a haggard face suppurated with hatred and dull
fury.

«What is the meaning of this?>»

«l was only trying this door. | thought thiswas the - ah - mop room. | was looking for a mop.»

«What do you mean you were looking for amop?»

«Wél - ah»

And | stepped up and said, «One of the men puked in the hdl upstairs. We have to mop it up.»

«Thisisnot the mop room. This is my room. Another incident like this and I'll have you fdlows
investigated and thrown out! Do you understand me clearly?»

«A fdlow puked upgtairsp» | said again.

«The mop room is down the hdl. Down there» And he pointed, and waited for us to go and get
amop, which we did, and foolishly carried it upgtairs.

| said, «Goddammit, Remi, you' re dways getting us into trouble. Why don't you lay off? Why do
you haveto ged dl the time?»

«Theworld owes me afew things, that’s al. You can't teach the old maestro a new tune. Y ou go
on taking like that and I’'m going to sart cdling you Dogtioffski.»

Remi was judt like alittle boy. Somewhere in his pag, in his londly schooldays in France, they'd
taken everything from him; his stepparents just suck him in schools and left him there; he was
browbeaten and thrown out of one school after another; he walked the French roads a night
devisng curses out of his innocent stock of words. He was out to get back everything he'd logt;
there was no end to hisloss; this thing would drag on forever.

The barracks cafeteria was our meat. We looked around to make sure nobody was watching,
and especidly to see if any of our cop friends were lurking about to check on us; then | squatted
down, and Remi put a foot on each shoulder and up he went. He opened the window, which was
never locked since he saw to it in the evenings, scrambled through, and came down on the flour
table. | was a little more agile and just jJumped and crawled in. Then we went to the soda fountain.
Here, redizing a dream of mine from infancy, | took the cover off the chocolate ice cream and stuck
my hand in wrist-deegp and hauled me up a skewer of ice cream and licked at it. Then we got ice-
cream boxes and stuffed them, poured chocolate syrup over and sometimes strawberries too, then
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walked around in the kitchens, opened iceboxes, to see what we could take home in our pockets. |
often tore off a piece of roast beef and wrapped it in a ngpkin. «Y ou know what President Truman
sad» Remi would say. «We must cut down on the cost of living.»

One night | waited a long time as he filled a huge box full of groceries. Then we couldn’t get it
through the window. Remi had to unpack everything and put it back. Later in the night, when he
went off duty and | was al aone on the base, a strange thing happened. | was taking a walk aong
the old canyon trail, hoping to meet a deer (Remi had seen deer around, that country being wild even
in 1947), when | heard a frightening noise in the dark. It was a huffing and puffing. | thought it was a
rhinoceros coming for mein the dark. | grabbed my gun. A tal figure appeared in the canyon gloom;
it had an enormous head. Suddenly | redlized it was Remi with a huge box of groceries on his
shoulder. He was moaning and groaning from the enormous weight of it. He'd found the key to the
cafeteria somewhere and had got his groceries out the front door. | said, «Remi, | thought you were
home; what the hdll are you doing?>

And he said, «Paradise, | have told you severd times what Presdent Truman said, we must cut
down on the cost of living» And | heard him huff and puff into the darkness. I've dready
described that awful trail back to our shack, up hill and down dale. He hid the groceries in the tall
grass and came back to me. «Sd, | just can't make it done. I'm going to divide it into two boxes
and you're going to help me.»

«But I'm on duty.»

«’ll wetch the place while you're gone. Things are getting rough al around. We ve just got to
make it the best way we can, and that’s dl there is to it.» He wiped his face. «Whoo! I’ ve told you
time and time again, Sd, that we're buddies, and we're in this thing together. There's just no two
ways about it. The Dogtioffskis, the cops, the Lee Anns, dl the evil skulls of this world, are out for
our skin. It's up to us to see that nobody pulls any schemes on us. They've got a lot more up their
deeves besdes adirty arm. Remember that. Y ou can't teach the old maestro a new tune.»

| findly asked, «Whatever are we going to do about shipping out?» We d been doing these things
for ten weeks. | was making fifty-five bucks a week and sending my aunt an average of forty. I'd
spent only one evening in San Francisco in all that time. My life was wrapped in the shack, in Remi’s
battles with Lee Ann, and in the middle of the night at the barracks.

Remi was gone off in the dark to get another box. | struggled with him on that old Zorro road.
We piled up the groceries a mile high on Lee Ann’'s kitchen table. She woke up and rubbed her
eyes.

«You know wha President Truman said? She was ddighted. | suddenly began to redize that
everybody in Americais a natura-born thief. | was getting the bug mysdlf. | even began to try to see
if doors were locked. The other cops were getting suspicious of us; they saw it in our eyes,; they
understood with unfailing ingtinct what was on our minds. Years of experience had taught them the
likes of Remi and me.

In the daytime Remi and | went out with the gun and tried to shoot qual in the hills. Remi snesked
up to within three feet of the clucking birds and let go a blast of the .32. He missed. His tremendous
laugh roared over the Caiforniawoods and over America. «The time has come for you and meto go
and see the Banana King.»

It was Saturday; we got all spruced up and went down to the bus station on the crossroads. We
rode into San Francisco and gtrolled through the streets. Remi’ s huge laugh resounded everywhere
we went. «Y ou must write a story about the Banana King,» he warned me. «Don't pull any tricks on
the old maestro and write about something ese. The Banana King is your meat. There stands the
Banana King.» The Banana King was an old man sdling bananas on the corner. | was completely
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bored. But Remi kept punching me in the ribs and even dragging me dong by the callar. «When you
write about the Banana King you write about the human-interest things of lifex | told him | didn't
give a damn about the Banana King. «Until you learn to redize the importance of the Banana King
you will know absolutdly nothing about the human-interest things of the world» sad Remi
emphaticdly.

There was an old rusty freighter out in the bay that was used as a buoy. Remi was dl for rowing
out to it, so one afternoon Lee Ann packed a lunch and we hired a boat and went out there. Remi
brought some tools. Lee Ann took al her clothes off and lay down to sun herself on the flying bridge.
| watched her from the poop. Remi went clear down to the boiler rooms below, where rats scurried
around, and began hammering and banging away for copper lining that wasn't there. | st in the
dilapidated officer’'s mess. It was an old, old ship and had been beautifully appointed, with
scrollwork in the wood, and built-in seachests. This was the ghost of the San Francisco of Jack
London. | dreamed at the sunny messboard. Rats ran in the pantry. Once upon atime there’d been a
blue-eyed sea captain dining in here.

| joined Remi in the bowels below. He yanked at everything loose. «Not athing. | thought there'd
be copper, | thought there’'d be at least an old wrench or two. This ship’s been stripped by a bunch
of thieves» It had been standing in the bay for years. The copper had been stolen by a hand that was
ahand no more.

| said to Remi, «I'd love to degp in this old ship some night when the fog comes in and the thing
creaks and you hear the big B-O of the buoys.»

Remi was astounded; his admiration for me doubled. «Sd, I'll pay you five dollars if you have the
nerve to do that. Don't you redlize this thing may be haunted by the ghosis of old sea captains? I'll
not only pay you five, I'll row you out and pack you alunch and lend you blankets and candle.»

«Agreed!» | said. Remi ran to tdl Lee Ann. | wanted to jump down from ameast and land right in
her, but | kept my promise to Remi. | averted my eyes from her.

Meanwhile | began going to Frisco more often; | tried everything in the books to make a girl. |
even spent a whole night with a girl on a park bench, till dawn, without success. She was a blonde
from Minnesota. There were plenty of queers. Severd times | went to San Fran with my gun and
when a queer gpproached me in a bar John | took out the gun and said, «Eh? Eh? What's that you
say? He bolted. I’ ve never understood why | did that; | knew queers al over the country. It was
just the londiness of San Francisco and the fact that | had a gun. | had to show it to someone. |
walked by a jewdry store and had the sudden impulse to shoot up the window, take out the finest
rings and bracelets, and run to give them to Lee Ann. Then we could flee to Nevada together. The
time was coming for meto leave Frisco or I'd go crazy.

| wrote long letters to Dean and Carlo, who were now a Old Bull’s shack in the Texas bayou.
They said they were ready to come join me in San Fran as soon as this-and-that was ready.
Meanwhile everything began to collgpse with Remi and Lee Ann and me. The September rains
came, and with them harangues. Remi had flown down to Hollywood with her, taking my sad slly
movie origind, and nothing had happened. The famous director was drunk and paid no attention to
them; they hung around his Malibu Beach cottage; they started fighting in front of other guests, and
they flew back.

The findl topper was the racetrack. Remi saved dl his money, about a hundred dollars, spruced
me up in some of his clothes, put Lee Ann on his am, and off we went to Golden Gate racetrack
near Richmond across the bay. To show you what a heart that guy had, he put haf of our stolen
groceries in a tremendous brown paper bag and took them to a poor widow he knew in Richmond
in ahousing project much like our own, wash flgpping in the Cdifornia sun. We went with him. There
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were sad ragged children. The woman thanked Remi. She was the Sgter of some seaman he vaguely
knew. «Think nothing of it, Mrs. Carter,» said Remi in his most elegant and polite tones. «There's
plenty more where that came from.»

We proceeded to the racetrack. He made incredible twenty-dollar bets to win, and before the
seventh race he was broke. With our last two food dollars he placed till another bet and logt. We
had to hitchhike back to San Francisco. | was on the road again. A gentleman gave us aridein his
Sazzy car. | sat up front with him. Remi was trying to put a sory down that he'd lost his wadlet in
back of the grandstand at the track. «The truth is» | said, «we logt al our money on the races, and
to forestdl any more hitching from racetracks, from now on we go to a bookie, hey, Remi? Remi
blushed dl over. The man findly admitted he was an officid of the Golden Geate track. He let us off a
the degant Pdace Hotd; we watched him disgppear among the chanddiers, his pockets full of
money, his head held high.

«Wagh! Whoo!» howled Remi in the evening streets of Frisco. «Paradise rides with the man who
runs the racetrack and swears he's switching to bookies. Lee Ann, Lee Annl» He punched and
mauled her. «Pogtively the funniest man in the world! There must be a lot of Itdians in Sausdlito.
Aaah-how!» He wrapped himsdlf around a pole to laugh.

That night it started raining as Lee Ann gave dirty looks to both of us. Not a cent left in the house.
The rain drummed on the roof. «It's going to last for a week,» said Remi. He had taken off his
beautiful suit; he was back in his miserable shorts and Army cap and T-shirt. His great brown sad
eyes sared a the planks of the floor. The gun lay on the table. We could hear Mr. Snow laughing his
head off across the rainy night somewhere.

«l get 30 sick and tired of that sonofabitch,» snapped Lee Ann. She was on the go to dart
trouble. She began needling Remi. He was busy going through his little black book, in which were
names of people, mostly seamen, who owed him money. Beside their names he wrote cursesin red
ink. | dreaded the day I’'d ever find my way into that book. Lately I'd been sending so much money
to my aunt that | only bought four or five dollars worth of groceries a week. In kegping with what
Presdent Truman said, | added afew more dollars worth. But Remi felt it wasn't my proper share,
50 he'd taken to hanging the grocery dips, the long ribbon dips with itemized prices, on the wall of
the bathroom for me to see and understand. Lee Ann was convinced Remi was hiding money from
her, and that | wastoo, for that matter. She threastened to leave him.

Remi curled hislip. «Where do you think you'll go»

«Jmmy.»

«Jimmy? A cashier a the racetrack? Do you hear that, Sal, Lee Ann is going to go and put the
latch on a cashier at the racetrack. Be sure and bring your broom, dear, the horses are going to est a
lot of oats this week with my hundred-dollar bill .»

Things grew to worse proportions, the rain roared. Lee Ann origindly lived in the place firgt, so
she told Remi to pack up and get out. He started packing. | pictured mysdf al done in this rainy
shack with that untamed shrew. | tried to intervene. Remi pushed Lee Ann. She made ajump for the
gun. Remi gave me the gun and told me to hide it; there was aclip of eight shellsin it. Lee Ann began
screaming, and finally she put on her raincoat and went out in the mud to find a cop, and what a cop
- if it wasn't our old friend Alcatraz. Luckily he wasn't home. She came back dl wet. | hid in my
corner with my head between my knees. Gad, what was | doing three thousand miles from home?
Why had | come here? Where was my dow boat to China?

«And anather thing, you dirty man,» yelled Lee Ann. «Tonight wasthelast time I’ll ever make you
your filthy brains and eggs, and your filthy lamb curry, so you can fill your filthy belly and get fat and
sassy right before my eyes»
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«t'sdl right» Remi just sad quietly. «It's perfectly dl right. When | took up with you | didn’t
expect roses and moonshine and I’ m not surprised thisday. | tried to do afew thingsfor you - | tried
my best for both of you; you' ve both let me down. I'm terribly, terribly disappointed in both of you,»
he continued in absolute Sncerity. «l thought something would come of us together, something fine
and lagting, | tried, | flew to Hollywood, | got Sd ajob, | bought you beautiful dresses, | tried to
introduce you to the finest people in San Francisco. You refused, you both refused to follow the
dightest wish | had. | asked for nothing in return. Now | ask for one last favor and then I'll never ask
afavor again. My stepfather is coming to San Francisco next Saturday night. All | ask is that you
come with me and try to look as though everything is the way I’ ve written him. In other words, you,
Lee Ann, you are my girl, and you, Sd, you are my friend. I've arranged to borrow a hundred
dollars for Saturday night. I'm going to see that my father has a good time and can go away without
any reason in the world to worry about me.»

This surprised me. Remi’s stepfather was a distinguished doctor who had practiced in Vienna,
Paris, and London. | said, «You mean to tel me you're going to spend a hundred dollars on your
gepfather? He's got more money than you'll ever have! You'll be in debt, man!»

«That'sdl right,» said Remi quietly and with defegt in hisvoice. «l ask only one last thing of you -
that you try a least to make things look al right and ¢y to make a good impresson. | love my
sepfather and | respect him. He's coming with his young wife. We must show him every courtesy.»
There were times when Remi was redly the most gentlemanly person in the world. Lee Ann was
impressed, and looked forward to meeting his stepfather; she thought he might be a catch, if his son
wasn't.

Saturday night rolled around. | had dready quit my job with the cops, just before being fired for
not making enough arrests, and this was going to be my last Saturday night. Remi and Lee Ann went
to meet his stepfather at the hotd room firs; | had traveling money and got crocked in the bar
downgairs. Then | went up to join them all, late as hell. His father opened the door, a distinguished
tal man in pince-nez. «<Ah,» | said on seeing him, «Monsieur Boncoaur, how are you? Je suis haut!»
| cried, which was intended to mean in French, «I am high, | have been drinking,» but means
absolutely nothing in French. The doctor was perplexed. | had dready screwed up Remi. He
blushed at me.

We dl went to a swank restaurant to eat - Alfred’s, in North Beach, where poor Remi spent a
good fifty dallars for the five of us, drinks and dl. And now came the worst thing. Who should be
stting at the bar in Alfred’s but my old friend Roland Mgor! He had just arrived from Denver and
got ajob on a San Francisco paper. He was crocked. He wasn't even shaved. He rushed over and
dapped me on the back as | lifted a highbal to my lips. He threw himsdlf down on the booth beside
Dr. Boncoaur and leaned over the man’s soup to talk to me. Remi was red as a beet.

«Won't you introduce your friend, S he said with awesk smile.

«Roland Mgor of the San Francisco Argus,» | tried to say with a sraight face. Lee Ann was
furious & me.

Magor began chatting in the mongeur’s ear. «How do you like teaching high-school French he
ydled. «Pardon me, but | don't teach high-school French.» «Oh, | thought you taught high-school
French.» He was being ddiberately rude. | remembered the night he wouldn't let us have our party in
Denver; but | forgave him.

| forgave everybody, | gave up, | got drunk. | began talking moonshine and roses to the doctor’'s
young wife. | drank so much | had to go to the men’s room every two minutes, and to do so | had to
hop over Dr. Boncoaur’s lgp. Everything was faling apart. My stay in San Francisco was coming to
an end. Remi would never talk to me again. It was horrible because | redlly loved Remi and | was
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one of the very few people in the world who knew what a genuine and grand felow he was. It would
take years for him to get over it. How disastrous dl this was compared to what I"d written him from
Paterson, planning my red line Route 6 across America. Here | was a the end of America- no more
land - and now there was nowhere to go but back. | determined at least to make my trip a circular
one: | decided then and there to go to Hollywood and back through Texas to see my bayou gang;
then the rest be damned.

Magor was thrown out of Alfred’s. Dinner was over anyway, o | joined him; that isto say, Remi
suggested it, and | went off with Mgor to drink. We sat at a table in the Iron Pot and Mgor said,
«Sam, | don't like that fairy at the bar,» in aloud voice.

«Yeah, Jake? | sad.

«Sam,» he sad, « think I'll get up and conk him.» «No, Jakep | sad, carrying on with the
Hemingway imitation. «Just am from here and see what happens.» We ended up swaying on a street
corner.

In the morning, as Remi and Lee Ann dept, and as | looked with some sadness & the big pile of
wash Remi and | were scheduled to do in the Bendix machine in the shack in the back (which had
aways been such a joyous sunny operation among the colored women and with Mr. Snow laughing
his head off), | decided to leave. | went out on the porch. «No, dammit» | sad to mysdf, «
promised | wouldn't leave till 1 climbed that mountain.» That was the big Sde of the canyon that led
mysterioudy to the Pacific Ocean.

So | stayed another day. It was Sunday. A great heat wave descended; it was a beautiful day, the
aun turned red a three. | started up the mountain and got to the top a four. All those lovey
Cadlifornia cottonwoods and eucalypti brooded on all sides. Near the peak there were no more trees,
just rocks and grass. Cattle were grazing on the top of the coast. There was the Pacific, afew more
foothills away, blue and vast and with a greast wall of white advancing from the legendary potato
patch where Frisco fogs are born. Another hour and it would come streaming through the Golden
Gate to shroud the romantic city in white, and a young man would hold his girl by the hand and dimb
dowly up along white sdewak with a bottle of Tokay in his pocket. That was Frisco; and beautiful
women standing in white doorways, waiting for their men; and Coit Tower, and the Embarcadero,
and Market Street, and the eeven teeming hills.

| spun around till | was dizzy; | thought I'd fal down as in a dream, clear off the precipice. Oh
where isthe girl | love? | thought, and looked everywhere, as | had looked everywhere in the little
world below. And before me was the great raw bulge and bulk of my American continent;
somewhere far across, gloomy, crazy New York was throwing up its cloud of dust and brown
seam. There is something brown and holy about the East; and Cdiforniais white like washlines and
emptyheaded - at least that’ swhat | thought then.
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In the morning Remi and Lee Ann were adeep as | quietly packed and dipped out the window
the same way I’d come in, and left Mill City with my canvas bag. And | never spent that night on the
old ghost ship - the Admiral Freebee, it was caled - and Remi and | were lost to each other.

In Oakland | had a beer among the bums of a saloon with awagon whed in front of it, and | was
on the road again. | walked clear across Oakland to get on the Fresno road. Two rides took me to
Bakerdfidd, four hundred miles south. The first was the mad one, with a burly blond kid in a souped-
up rod. «See that toe? he said as he gunned the hegp to eighty and passed everybody on the road.
«Look at it» It was swathed in bandages. «l just had it amputated this morning. The bastards
wanted me to stay in the hospital. | packed my bag and left. What's atoe?» Yes, indeed, | sad to
mysdf, look out now, and | hung on. You never saw a driving fodl like that. He made Tracy in no
time. Tracy is aralroad town; brakemen eat surly meds in diners by the tracks. Trains howl away
across the valey. The sun goes down long and red. All the magic names of the valey unrolled -
Manteca, Madera, dl the rest. Soon it got dusk, a grapy dusk, a purple dusk over tangerine groves
and long melon fields; the sun the color of pressed grapes, dashed with burgundy red, the fields the
color of love and Spanish mysteries. | stuck my head out the window and took deep breaths of the
fragrant ar. It was the mogst beautiful of dl moments. The madman was a brakeman with the
Southern Pecific and he lived in Fresno; his father was dso a brakeman. He logt his toe in the
Oakland yards, switching, | didn't quite understand how. He drove me into buzzing Fresno and let
me off by the south side of town. | went for a quick Coke in alittle grocery by the tracks, and here
came a melancholy Armenian youth dong the red boxcars, and just a that moment a locomotive
howled, and | said to mysdf, Yes, yes, Saroyan’stown.

| had to go south; | got on the road. A man in a brand-new pickup truck picked me up. He was
from Lubbock, Texas, and was in the traller busness. «You want to buy a trailer he asked me.
«Any time, look me up.» He told stories about his father in Lubbock. «One night my old man Ieft the
day’s receipts settin on top of the safe, plumb forgot. What happened - a thief came in the night,
acetylene torch and al, broke open the safe, riffled up the papers, kicked over afew chairs, and |eft.
And that thousand dollars was settin right there on top of the safe, what do you know about that>»

He let me off south of Bakersfield, and then my adventure began. It grew cold. | put on the flimsy
Army raincoat I'd bought in Oakland for three dollars and shuddered in the road. | was sanding in
front of an ornate Spanish-style motel that was lit like a jewd. The cars rushed by, LA-bound. |
gestured frantically. It was too cold. | stood there till midnight, two hours straight, and cursed and
cursed. It was judt like Stuart, lowa, again. There was nothing to do but spend a little over two
dollars for a bus the remaining milesto Los Angeles. | waked back dong the highway to Bakersfield
and into the station, and sat down on a bench.

| had bought my ticket and was waiting for the LA bus when dl of a sudden | saw the cutet little
Mexican girl in dacks come cutting across my sight. She was in one of the buses that had just pulled
in with a big 9gh of arrbrakes; it was discharging passengers for a rest stop. Her breasts stuck out
sraight and true; her little flanks looked delicious; her hair was long and lustrous black; and her eyes
were greet big blue things with timiditiesingde. | wished | was on her bus. A pain stabbed my heart,
asit did every time | saw agirl | loved who was going the oppodte direction in this too-big world.
The announcer called the LA bus. | picked up my bag and got on, and who should be stting there
aone but the Mexican girl. | dropped right opposite her and began scheming right off. | was 0
lonely, s0 sad, =0 tired, so quivering, SO broken, so best, that | got up my courage, the courage
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necessay to gpproach a strange girl, and acted. Even then | spent five minutes beeting my thighsin
the dark as the bus rolled down the road.

Y ou gotta, you gotta or you'll die! Damn foal, talk to her! What's wrong with you? Aren’t you
tired enough of yourself by now? And before | knew what | was doing | leaned across the aide to
her (she was trying to deep on the seat) and said, «Miss, would you like to use my raincoat for a
pillow»

She looked up with asmile and said, «No, thank you very much.»

| sat back, trembling; | lit a butt. | waited till she looked a me, with a sad little sdelook of love,
and | got right up and leaned over her. «May | St with you, miss?»

«If you wish.»

And this| did. «\Where going>

«LA.» | loved the way she said «LA»; | love the way everybody says «LA» on the Coad; it's
their one and only golden town when al is said and done,

«That's where I’'m going too!» | cried. «I’'m very glad you let me st with you, | was very londy
and I’ ve been traveling ahdll of alot.» And we settled down to telling our stories. Her story wasthis:
She had a hushand and child. The husband beat her, so she left him, back at Sabind, south of
Fresno, and was going to LA to live with her Sgter awhile. She left her little son with her family, who
were grape-pickers and lived in a shack in the vineyards. She had nothing to do but brood and get
mad. | fdt like putting my arms around her right away. We talked and taked. She said she loved to
talk with me. Pretty soon she was saying she wished she could go to New York too. «Maybe we
could!» | laughed. The bus groaned up Grapevine Pass and then we were coming down into the
great sorawls of light. Without coming to any particular agreement we began holding hands, and in
the same way it was mutely and beautifully and purely decided that when | got my hotd room in LA
she would be besde me. | ached dl over for her; | leaned my head in her beautiful hair. Her little
shoulders drove me mad; | hugged her and hugged her. And she loved it.

«l love love» she said, closing her eyes. | promised her beautiful love. | gloated over her. Our
gtories were told; we subsided into silence and sweset anticipatory thoughts. It was as smple as that.
Y ou could have dl your Peaches and Bettys and Marylous and Ritas and Camilles and Inezes in this
world; this was my girl and my kind of girlsoul, and | told her that. She confessed she saw me
watching her in the bus gtation. «l thought you was a nice college boy.»

«Oh, I'm a college boy!» | assured her. The bus arived in Hollywood. In the gray, dirty dawn,
like the dawn when Joe McCrea met Veronica Lake in adiner, in the picture Sullivan’s Travels,
she dept in my lap. | looked greedily out tine window: stucco houses and pams and drive-ins, the
whole mad thing, the ragged promised land, the fantastic end of America. We got off the bus a Main
Street, which was no different from where you get off a bus in Kansas City or Chicago or Boston -
red brick, dirty, characters drifting by, trolleys grating in the hopeless dawn, the whorey smell of a
big aty.

And here my mind went haywire, | don’t know why. | began getting the foolish paranoiac visons
that Teresa, or Terry - her name - was a common little hustler who worked the buses for a guy’s
bucks by making appointments like ours in LA where she brought the sucker first to a breskfast
place, where her pimp waited, and then to a certain hotd to which he had access with his gun or his
whatever. | never confessed this to her. We ate breskfast and a pimp kept watching us; | fancied
Terry was making secret eyes a him. | was tired and fdt strange and lost in a faraway, disgusting
place. The goof of terror took over my thoughts and made me act petty and cheap. «Do you know
that guy? | said.

«What guy you mean, honey?» | let it drop. She was dow and hung-up about everything she did;
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it took her along time to eat; she chewed dowly and stared into space, and smoked a cigarette, and
kept talking, and | was like a haggard ghost, suspicioning every move she made, thinking she was
gdling for time. This was dl afit of dckness. | was swedting as we went down the dreet hand in
hand. The firg hotel we hit had aroom, and before | knew it | was locking the door behind me and
she was Sitting on the bed taking off her shoes. | kissed her meekly. Better she'd never know. To
relax our nerves | knew we needed whisky, especidly me. | ran out and fiddled dl over twelve
blocks, hurrying till | found apint of whisky for sale a a newsstand. | ran back, al energy. Terry was
in the bathroom, fixing her face. | poured one big drink in awater glass, and we had dugs. Oh, it was
sweet and ddicious and worth my whole lugubrious voyage. | scood behind her a the mirror, and we
danced in the bathroom that way. | began talking about my friends back east.

| said, «Y ou ought to meet agreet girl | know called Doric. She's asix-foot redhead. If you came
to New Y ork she'd show you where to get work.»

«Who isthis sx-foot redhead?» she demanded suspicioudy. «Why do you tell me about her?» In
her ample soul she couldn’t fathom my kind of glad, nervous tak. | let it drop. She began to get
drunk in the bathroom.

«Come on to bed!» | kept saying.

«Six-foot redhead, hey? And | thought you was a nice college boy, | saw you in your lovey
swester and | said to mysdlf, Hmm, ain’t he nice? No! And no! And no! You have to be a goddam
pimp like dl of them!»

«What on earth are you talking about?»

«Don't stand there and tell me that six-foot redhead ain't a madame, ‘cause | know a madame
when | hear about one, and you, you're just apimp like dl the rest | meet, everybody’s a pimp.»

«Ligen, Terry, | an not apimp. | swear to you on the Bible | am not a pimp. Why should | be a
pimp? My only interest is you.»

«All the time | thought | met a nice boy. | was 0 glad, | hugged mysdf and said, Hmm, a red
nice boy instead of a pimp.»

«Terry» | pleaded with dl my soul. «Please ligten to me and understand, I’'m not a pimp.» An
hour ago I’ d thought she was a hustler. How sad it was. Our minds, with their store of madness, had
diverged. O gruesome life, how | moaned and pleaded, and then | got mad and redized | was
pleading with a dumb little Mexican wench and | told her so; and before | knew it | picked up her
red pumps and hurled them at the bathroom door and told her to get out. «Go on, best it!» I'd deep
and forget it; | had my own life, my own sad and ragged life forever. There was a dead slencein the
bathroom. | took my clothes off and went to bed.

Terry came out with tears of sorriness in her eyes. In her smple and funny little mind had been
decided the fact that a pimp does not throw a woman’s shoes againgt the door and does not tell her
to get out. In reverent and swest little silence she took al her clothes off and dipped her tiny body
into the sheets with me. It was brown as grapes. | saw her poor belly where there was a Caesarian
scar; her hips were so narrow she couldn’t bear a child without getting gashed open. Her legs were
like little sticks. She was only four foot ten. | made love to her in the sweetness of the weary
morning. Then, two tired angds of some kind, hung-up forlornly in an LA shef, having found the
closest and mogt ddicious thing in life together, we fell adeep and dept till late afternoon.
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For the next fifteen days we were together for better or for worse. When we woke up we
decided to hitchhike to New Y ork together; she was going to be my girl in town. | envisoned wild
complexities with Dean and Marylou and everybody - a season, a new season. First we had to work
to earn enough money for the trip. Terry was dl for garting at once with the twenty dollars | had l€ft.
| didn't like it. And, like a damn fool, | consdered the problem for two days, as we read the want
ads of wild LA papers I'd never seen before in my life, in cafeterias and bars, until my twenty
dwindled to just over ten. We were very happy in our little hotel room. In the middie of the night |
got up because | couldn’t deep, pulled the cover over baby’s bare brown shoulder, and examined
the LA night. What brutd, hot, sren-whining nights they are! Right across the Street there was
trouble. An old rickety rundown rooming house was the scene of some kind of tragedy. The cruiser
was pulled up below and the cops were questioning an old man with gray hair. Sobbings came from
within. | could hear everything, together with the hum of my hotel neon. | never felt sadder in my life,
LA isthe loneliest and most brutd of American cities, New York gets god-awful cold in the winter
but there’ s afeding of wacky comradeship somewhere in some Streets. LA isajungle.

South Main Street, where Terry and | took strolls with hot dogs, was a fantastic carniva of lights
and wildness. Booted cops frisked people on practicaly every corner. The beatest characters in the
country swarmed on the sdewaks - dl of it under those soft Southern Cdifornia stars that are lost
in the brown hao of the huge desert encampment LA redly is. You could smell tea, weed, | mean
marijuang, floating in the ar, together with the chili beans and beer. That grand wild sound of bop
floated from beer parlors, it mixed medleys with every kind of cowboy and boogie-woogie in the
American night. Everybody looked like Hassdl. Wild Negroes with bop caps and goatees came
laughing by; then long-haired brokendown hipsters straight off Route 66 from New Y ork; then old
desart rats, carrying packs and heading for a park bench at the Plaza; then Methodist ministers with
raveled deeves, and an occasond Nature Boy saint in beard and sandds. | wanted to meet them dll,
talk to everybody, but Terry and | were too busy trying to get a buck together.

We went to Hollywood to try to work in the drugstore at Sunset and Vine. Now there was a
corner! Great families off jaopies from the hinterlands stood around the sdewak gaping for sght of
some movie star, and the movie star never showed up. When alimousine passed they rushed eagerly
to the curb and ducked to look: some character in dark glasses sat insde with a bgeweled blonde.
«Don Ameche! Don Amechel» «No, George Murphy! George Murphy!» They milled around,
looking a one another. Handsome queer boys who had come to Hollywood to be cowboys waked
around, wetting their eyebrows with hincty fingertip. The most beautiful little gone gds in the world
cut by in dacks; they came to be sarlets, they ended up in drive-ins. Terry and | tried to find work at
the drive-ins. It was no sogp anywhere. Hollywood Boulevard was a great, screaming frenzy of cars;
there were minor accidents at least once a minute; everybody was rushing off toward the farthest
pam - and beyond that was the desert and nothingness. Hollywood Sams stood in front of swank
restaurants, arguing exactly the same way Broadway Sams argue at Jacob’s Beach, New Y ork, only
here they wore light-weight suits and their talk was cornier. Tall, cadaverous preachers shuddered
by. Fat screaming women ran across the boulevard to get in line for the quiz shows. | saw Jerry
Colonna buying a car a Buick Motors, he was indde the vast plate-glass window, fingering his
mustachio. Terry and | ate in a cafeteria downtown which was decorated to look like a grotto, with
metal tits spurting everywhere and grest impersona stone buttockses belonging to deities and soapy
Neptune. People ate lugubrious meals around the waterfdls, their faces green with marine sorrow.
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All the copsin LA looked like handsome gigolos, obvioudy they’d cometo LA to make the movies.
Everybody had come to make the movies, even me. Terry and | were findly reduced to trying to get
jobs on South Main Street among the beat countermen and dishgirls who made no bones about thelr
bestness, and even there it was no go. We ill had ten dollars.

«Man, I'm going to get my clothes from Sis and we'll hitchhike to New York,» sad Terry.
«Come on, man. Let's do it. If you can't boogie | know I'll show you how.’» That last part was a
song of hers she kept snging. We hurried to her sster’s house in the diverous Mexican shacks
somewhere beyond Alameda Avenue. | waited in adark aley behind Mexican kitchens because her
gster wasn't supposed to see me. Dogs ran by. There werelittle lampsilluminating the little rat aleys.
| could hear Terry and her Sgter arguing in the soft, warm night. | was ready for anything.

Terry came out and led me by the hand to Centra Avenue, which isthe colored main drag of LA.
And what a wild place it is, with chickenshacks bardly big enough to house a jukebox, and the
jukebox blowing nothing but blues, bop, and jump. We went up dirty tenement stairs and came to
the room of Terry’s friend Margarina, who owed Terry a skirt and a pair of shoes. Margarinawas a
lovely mulatto; her husband was black as spades and kindly. He went right out and bought a pint of
whisky to host me proper. | tried to pay part of it, but he said no. They had two little children. The
kids bounced on the bed; it was their play-place. They put their arms around me and looked a me
with wonder. The wild humming night of Centra Avenue - the night of Hamp's «Centrd Avenue
Bregkdown» - howled and boomed dong outsde. They were anging in the hdls, snging from their
windows, just hell be damned and look out. Terry got her clothes and we said good-by. We went
down to a chickenshack and played records on the jukebox. A couple of Negro characters
whispered in my ear about tea. One buck. | said okay, bring it. The connection came in and
motioned meto the cdlar toilet, where | stood around dumbly as he said, «Pick up, man, pick up.»

«Pick up what? | said.

He had my dollar dready. He was afraid to point at the floor. It was no floor, just basement.
There lay something that looked like a little brown turd. He was absurdly cautious. «Got to look out
for mysdf, things ain't cool this past week.» | picked up the turd, which was a brown-paper
cigarette, and went back to Terry, and off we went to the hotel room to get high. Nothing happened.
It was Bull Durham tobacco. | wished | was wiser with my money.

Terry and | had to decide absolutely and once and for al what to do. We decided to hitch to
New Y ork with our remaining money. She picked up five dollars from her agter that night. We had
about thirteen or less. So before the daily room rent was due again we packed up and took off on a
red car to Arcadia, Cdifornia, where Santa Anita racetrack is located under snow-capped
mountains. It was night. We were pointed toward the American continent. Holding hands, we
walked severd miles down the road to get out of the populated didrict. It was a Saturday night. We
stood under a roadlamp, thumbing, when suddenly cars full of young kids roared by with streamers
flying. «Yaah! Yaah! we won! we won!» they dl shouted. Then they yoohooed us and got greet glee
out of seeing a guy and a girl on the road. Dozens of such cars passed, full of young faces and
«throaty young voices» as the saying goes. | hated every one of them. Who did they think they
were, yaahing a somebody on the road just because they were little high-school punks and their
parents carved the roast beef on Sunday afternoons? Who did they think they were, making fun of a
girl reduced to poor circumstances with a man who wanted to belove? We were minding our own
business. And we didn’t get ablessed ride.

We had to walk back to town, and worst of al we needed coffee and had the misfortune of going
into the only place open, which was a high-school soda fountain, and al the kids were there and
remembered us. Now they saw that Terry was Mexican, a Pachuco wildcat; and that her boy was



54

worse than that.

With her pretty nosein the air she cut out of there and we wandered together in the dark up along
the ditches of the highways. | carried the bags. We were breathing fogs in the cold night air. | findly
decided to hide from the world one more night with her, and the morning be damned. We went into
amotd court and bought a comfortable little suite for about four dollars - shower, bathtowels, wall
radio, and dl. We held each other tight. We had long, serious talks and took baths and discussed
things with the light on and then with the light out. Something was being proved, | was convincing her
of something, which she accepted, and we concluded the pact in the dark, breathless, then pleased,
likelittle lambs.

In the morning we boldly struck out on our new plan. We were going to take a bus to Bakersfield
and work picking grapes. After a few weeks of that we were headed for New Y ork in the proper
way, by bus. It was awonderful afternoon, riding up to Bakersfield with Terry: we sat back, relaxed,
talked, saw the countryside roll by, and didn’t worry about a thing. We arrived in Bakersfidd in late
afternoon. The plan was to hit every fruit wholesder in town. Terry said we could live in tents on the
job. The thought of living in atent and picking grapes in the cool Cdiforniamornings hit meright. But
there were no jobs to be had, and much confusion, with everybody giving us innumerable tips, and
no job materidized. Nevertheless we ate a Chinese dinner and set out with reinforced bodies. We
went across the SP tracks to Mexican town. Terry jabbered with her brethren, asking for jobs. It
was night now, and the little Mextown street was one blazing bulb of lights. movie marquees, fruit
stands, penny arcades, five-and-tens, and hundreds of rickety trucks and mud-spattered jalopies,
parked. Whole Mexican fruit-picking families wandered around eeting popcorn. Terry taked to
everybody. | was beginning to despair. What | needed - what Terry needed, too - wasadrink, so
we bought a quart of Cdifornia port for thirty-five cents and went to the railroad yards to drink. We
found a place where hobos had drawn up crates to St over fires. We sat there and drank the wine.
On our left were the freight cars, sad and sooty red benegth the moon; straight ahead the lights and
arport pokers of Bakersfield proper; to our right a tremendous auminum Quonset warehouse. Ah, it
was a fine night, a warm night, a wine-drinking night, a moony night, and a night to hug your girl and
talk and spit and be heavengoing. This we did. She was a drinking little fool and kept up with me and
passed me and went right on talking till midnight. We never budged from those crates. Occasiondly
bums passed, Mexican mothers passed with children, and the prowl car came by and the cop got
out to leak, but most of the time we were done and mixing up our souls ever more and ever moretill
it would be terribly hard to say good-by. At midnight we got up and goofed toward the highway.

Terry had a new idea. We would hitchhike to Sabind, her hometown, and live in her brother’s
garage. Anything was dl right with me. On the road | made Terry st down on my bag to make her
look like a woman in digtress, and right off a truck stopped and we ran for it, dl glee-giggles. The
man was a good man; his truck was poor. He roared and crawled on up the valey. We got to
Sabind in the wee hours before dawn. | had finished the wine while Terry dept, and | was proper
stoned. We got out and roamed the quiet leafy square of the little Cdiforniatown - awhistle stop
on the SP. We went to find her brother’s buddy, who would tell us where he was. Nobody home.
As dawn began to bresk | lay flat on my back in the lawn of the town square and kept saying over
and over again, «You won't tell what he done up in Weed, will you? What'd he do up in Weed?
You won't tdl will you? What'd he do up in Weed?> This was from the picture Of Mice and Men,
with Burgess Meredith taking to the foreman of the ranch. Terry giggled. Anything | did was dl right
with her. | could lie there and go on doing that till the ladies came out for church and she wouldn't
care. But findly | decided we'd be al set soon because of her brother, and | took her to an old hotel
by the tracks and we went to bed comfortably.
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In the bright, sunny morning Terry got up early and went to find her brother. | dept till noon; when
| looked out the window | suddenly saw an SP freight going by with hundreds of hobos reclining on
the flatcars and rolling merrily dong with packs for pillows and funny papers before their noses, and
some munching on good Cdifornia grapes pickfed up by the sding. «Damn!» | yelled. «Hooed! It is
the promised land.» They were dl coming from Frisco; in a week they’d dl be going back in the
same grand style.

Terry arrived with her brother, his buddy, and her child. Her brother was a wild-buck Mexican
hotcat with a hunger for booze, a great good kid. His buddy was a big flabby Mexican who spoke
English without much accent and was loud and overanxious to please. | could see he had eyes for
Terry. Her little boy was Johnny, seven years old, dark-eyed and sweet. Well, there we were, and
another wild day began.

Her brother’s name was Rickey. He had a ‘38 Chevy. We piled into that and took off for parts
unknown. «Where we going?» | asked. The buddy did the explaining - his name was Ponzo, that's
what everybody called him. He stank. | found out why. His business was sdling manure to farmers,
he had atruck. Rickey dways had three or four dollarsin his pocket and was happy-go-lucky about
things. He aways sad, «That's right, man, there you go - dah you go, dah you go!» And he went.
He drove seventy miles an hour in the old hegp, and we went to Madera beyond Fresno to see some
farmers about manure.

Rickey had a bottle. «Today we drink, tomorrow we work. Dah you go, man - take a shot!»
Terry st in back with her baby; | looked back a her and saw the flush of homecoming joy on her
face. The beautiful green countryside of October in Cdifornia reded by madly. | was guts and juice
again and ready to go. «Where do we go now, man?»

«We go find afarmer with some manure laying around. Tomorrow we drive back in the truck and
pick it up. Man, we'll make alot of money. Don't worry about nothing.»

«Wéeredl in thistogether!» yelled Ponzo. | saw that was S0 - everywhere | went, everybody was
in it together. We raced through the crazy streets of Fresno and on up the valley to some farmersin
back roads. Ponzo got out of the car and conducted confused conversations with old Mexican
farmers; nothing, of course, came of it.

«What we need is a drink!» ydled Rickey, and off we went to a crossroads sdoon. Americans
are dways drinking in crossroads saloons on Sunday afternoon; they bring ther kids, they gabble
and brawl over brews, everything's fine. Come nightfall the kids start crying and the parents are
drunk. They go weaving back to the house. Everywhere in Americal’ ve been in crossroads saloons
drinking with dull; whole families. The kids eat popcorn and chips and play in back. This we did.
Rickey and | and Ponzo and Terry sat drinking and shouting with the musc; little baby Johnny
goofed with other children around the jukebox. The sun began to get red. Nothing had been
accomplished. What was there to accomplish? «Mariana» sad Rickey. «Manana, man, we make it;
have another beer, man, dah you go, dab you go!»

We staggered out and got in the car; off we went to a highway bar. Ponzo was a big, loud,
vociferous type who knew everybody in San Joaquin Vdley. From the highway bar | went with him
aone in the car to find a farmer; instead we wound up in Madera Mextown, digging the girls and
trying to pick up a few for him and Rickey. And then, as purple dusk descended over the grape
country, | found mysdf stting dumbly in the car as he argued with some old Mexican at the kitchen
door about the price of a watermelon the old man grew in the back yard. We got the watermelon;
we ate it on the spot and threw the rinds on the old man's dirt sdewalk. All kinds of pretty little girls
were cutting down the darkening street. | said, «Where in the hell are we?»

«Don’'t worry, man,» said big Ponzo. «Tomorrow we make a lot of money; tonight we don't
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worry.» We went back and picked up Terry and her brother and the kid and drove to Fresno in the
highway lights of night. We were dl raving hungry. We bounced over the railroad tracks in Fresno
and hit the wild Sreets of Fresno Mextown. Strange Chinese hung out of windows, digging the
Sunday night Streets; groups of Mex chicks swaggered around in dacks, mambo blasted from
jukeboxes, the lights were festooned around like Halloween. We went into a Mexican restaurant and
had tacos and mashed pinto beans rolled in tortillas; it was delicious. | whipped out my last shining
five-dollar bill which stood between me and the New Jersey shore and paid for Terry and me. Now
| had four bucks. Terry and | looked at each other.

«Where we going to deep tonight, baby?»

«l don’'t know.»

Rickey was drunk; now al he was saying was, «Dah you go, man - dah you go, man,» in a tender
and tired voice. It had been a long day. None of us knew what was going on, or what the Good
Lord gppointed. Poor little Johnny fell adegp on my arm. We drove back to Sabind. On the way we
pulled up sharp a a roadhouse on Highway 99. Rickey wanted one last beer. In back of the
roadhouse were trailers and tents and afew rickety motd-style rooms. | inquired about the price and
it was two bucks. | asked Terry how about it, and she said fine because we had the kid on our
hands now and had to make him comfortable. So after afew beersin the saloon, where sullen Okies
reeled to the music of a cowboy band, Terry and | and Johnny went into amotel room and got ready
to hit the sack. Ponzo kept hanging around; he had no place to deep. Rickey dept at his father's
house in the vineyard shack.

«Where do you live, Ponzo» | asked.

«Nowhere, man. I'm supposed to live with Big Rosey but she threw me out last night. I'm gonna
get my truck and deep in it tonight.» Guitars tinkled. Terry and | gazed a the sars together and
kissed. «Manana» she sad. «Everything'll be dl right tomorrow, don’t you think, Sa-honey, man»

«Sure, baby, manana.» It was dways manana. For the next week that was dl | heard -
manana, alovely word and one that probably means heaven.

Little Johnny jumped in bed, clothes and al, and went to deep; sand spilled out of his shoes,
Maderasand. Terry and | got up in the middle of the night and brushed the sand off the sheets. In the
morning | got up, washed, and took a walk around the place. We were five miles out of Sabind in
the cotton fields and grape vineyards. | asked the big fat woman who owned the camp if any of the
tents were vacant. The cheapest one, adollar a day, was vacant. | fished up a dollar and moved into
it. There were a bed, a stove, and a cracked mirror hanging from a pole; it was ddightful. | had to
stoop to get in, and when | did there was my baby and my baby boy. We waited for Rickey and
Ponzo to arrive with the truck. They arrived with beer bottles and started to get drunk in the tent.

«How about the manure?»

«Too late today. Tomorrow, man, we make alot of money; today we have afew beers. What do
you say, beer?» | didn’t have to be prodded. «Dah you go - dah you go!» ydlled Rickey. | began to
see that our plans for making money with the manure truck would never materidize. The truck was
parked outside the tent. It smelled like Ponzo.

That night Terry and | went to bed in the sweet night air benesth our dewy tent. | was just getting
ready to go to deep when she said, «Y ou want to love me now?»

| said, «What about Johnny2»

«He don’'t mind. HE' s adegp.» But Johnny wasn't adegp and he said nothing.

The boys came back the next day with the manure truck and drove off to find whisky; they came
back and had a big time in the tent. That night Ponzo said it was too cold and dept on the ground in
our tent, wrapped in a big tarpaulin smelling of cowflgps. Terry hated him; she said he hung around
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with her brother in order to get closeto her.

Nothing was going to happen except sarvation for Terry and me, so in the morning | walked
around the countryside asking for cotton-picking work. Everybody told me to go to the farm across
the highway from the camp. | went, and the farmer was in the kitchen with his women. He came out,
listened to my story, and warned me he was paying only three dollars per hundred pounds of picked
cotton. | pictured myself picking at least three hundred pounds aday and took the job. He fished out
some long canvas bags from the barn and told me the picking started a dawn. | rushed back to
Terry, dl glee. On the way a grape truck went over a bump in the road and threw off great bunches
of grapes on the hot tar. | picked them up and took them home. Terry was glad. «Johnny and me'll
come with you and help.»

«Pshaw!» | said. «No such thing!»

«Y0u seg, you seg, it's very hard picking cotton. | show you how.»

We ate the grapes, and in the evening Rickey showed up with a loaf of bread and a pound of
hamburg and we had a picnic. In a larger tent next to ours lived a whole family of Okie cotton-
pickers, the grandfather sat in achair dl day long, he was too old to work; the son and daughter, and
their children, filed every dawn across the highway to my farmer’s field and went to work. At dawn
the next day | went with them. They said the cotton was heavier a dawn because of the dew and
you could make more money than in the afternoon. Nevertheess they worked al day from dawn to
sundown. The grandfather had come from Nebraska during the great plague of the thirties - that
sefsame dusicloud my Montana cowboy had told me about - with the entire family in ajaopy truck.
They had been in Cdifornia ever since. They loved to work. In the ten years the old man’'s son had
increased his children to the number of four, some of whom were old enough now to pick cotton.
And in that time they had progressed from ragged poverty in Smon Legree fidds to akind of amiling
respectability in better tents, and that Vas dl. They were extremely proud of their tent.

«Ever going back to Nebraska?»

«Pshaw, there' s nothing back there. What we want to isbuy atrailer.»

We bent down and began picking cotton. It was beautiful. Across the field were the tents, and
beyond them the brown cottonfields that stretched out of sight to the brown arroyo foothills and then
the snow-capped Serras in the morning air. This was sO much better than washing dishes South
Main Street. But | knew nothing about picking cotton. | spent too much time disengaging the white
ball from crackly bed; the others did it in one flick. Moreover, fingertips began to bleed; | needed
gloves, or more experience. There was an old Negro couple in the field with They picked cotton
with the same God-blessed patience the grandfathers had practiced in ante-belum Alabama; the
moved right aong their rows, bent and blue, and their bag increased. My back began to ache. But it
was beautiful kneding and hiding in that earth. If | fdt like regting | did, my face on the pillow of
brown moist earth. Birds an accompaniment. | thought | had found my life€ s work. Johnny and Terry
camewaving a me across the field in hot lulld noon and pitched in with me. Be damned if lit Johnny
wasn't fagter than | was! - and of course Terry twice as fast. They worked ahead of me and left me
piles clean cotton to add to my bag - Terry workmanlike pile Johnny little childly piles. | stuck them
in with sorrow. What kind of old man was | that couldn’t support his ass, let done theirs? They spent
al afternoon with me. Wt the sun got red we trudged back together. At the end of field | unloaded
my burden on ascae; it weighed fifty pound and | got a buck fifty. Then | borrowed a bicycle from
of the Okie boys and rode down 99 to a crossroads grocery store where | bought cans of cooked
spaghetti and megtballs, bread, butter, coffee, and cake, and came back with the on the handlebars.
LA-bound traffic zoomed by; Frisco-boy harassed my tall. | swore and swore. | looked up a dark
sky and prayed to God for a better bresk in life an better chance to do something for the little people
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| love Nobody was paying any attention to me up there. | shot known better. It was Terry who
brought my soul back; on the tent stove she warmed up the food, and it was one of the greatest
meds of my life, | was so hungry and tired. Sghing like an old Negro cotton-picker, | reclined on the
bed and smoked a cigarette. Dogs barked in the cool night. Rickey and Ponzo had given up cdling in
the evenings. | was satisfied with that. Terry curled up beside me, Johnny sat on my chest, and they
drew pictures of animals in my notebook. The light of our tent burned on the frightful plain. The
cowboy music twanged in the roadhouse and carried across the fields, dl sadness. It was dl right
with me. | kissed my baby and we put out the lights.

In the morning the dew made the tent sag; | got up with my towel and toothbrush and went to the
generd motel toilet to wash; then | came back, put on my pants, which were dl torn from knedling in
the earth and had been sewed by Terry in the evening, put on my ragged straw hat, which had
origindly served as Johnny’ s toy hat, and went acrass the highway with my canvas cotton-bag.

Every day | earned gpproximately a dollar and a hdf. It was just enough to buy groceries in the
evening on the bicycle. The daysrolled by. | forgot al about the East and dl about Dean and Carlo
and the bloody road. Johnny and | played dl the time; he liked me to throw him up in the air and
down in the bed. Terry sat mending clothes. | was a man of the earth, precisaly as | had dreamed |
would be, in Paterson. There was tak that Terry’s husband was back in Sabinal and out for me; |
was ready for him. One night the Okies went mad in the roadhouse and tied a man to a tree and best
him to a pulp with gticks. | was adeep at the time and only heard about it. From then on | carried a
big gick with mein the tent in case they got the idea we Mexicans were fouling up their trailer camp.
They thought | was aMexican, of course; andinaway | am.

But now it was October and getting much colder in the nights. The Okie family had a woodstove
and planned to stay for the winter. We had nothing, and besides the rent for the tent was due. Terry
and | bitterly decided we' d have to leave.

«Go back to your family,» | said. «For God' s sake, you can't be batting around tents with a baby
like Johnny; the poor little tyke is cold.» Terry cried because | was criticizing her motherly ingtincts; |
meant no such thing. When Ponzo came in the truck one gray afternoon we decided to see her family
about the Stuation. But | mustn't be seen and would have to hide in the vineyard. We darted for
Sabind; the truck broke down, and smultaneoudy it Sarted to rain wildly. We sat in the old truck,
cursing. Ponzo got out and toiled in the rain. He was a good old guy after al. We promised each
other one more big bat. Off we went to arickety bar in Sabind Mextown and spent an hour sopping
up the brew. | was through with my chores in the cottonfield. | could fed the pull of my own life
caling me back. | shot my aunt a penny postcard across the land and asked for another fifty.

We drove to Tery's family’s shack. It was Stuated on the old road that ran between the
vineyards. It was dark when we got there. They left me off a quarter-mile away and drove to the
door. Light poured out of the door; Terry’s Six other brothers were playing their guitars and singing.
The old man was drinking wine. | heard shouts and arguments above the Snging. They caled her a
whore because she'd left her no-good hushband and gone to LA and left Johnny with them. The old
man was ydling. But the sad, fat brown mother prevailed, as she dways does among the great
fellahin peoples of the world, and Terry was dlowed to come back home. The brothers began to
ang gay songs, fast. | huddled in the cold, rainy wind and watched everything across the sad
vineyards of October in the valey. My mind was filled with thet grest song «Lover Man» as Billie
Holiday sngsit; | had my own concert in the bushes. «Someday we Il met, and you'll dry dl my
tears, and whisper swest, little things in my ear, hugging and a-kissng, oh what we' ve been missng,
Lover Man, oh where can you be . . .» It's not the words so much as their great harmonic tune and
the way Billie Sngsit, like awoman stroking her man’s hair in soft lamplight. The winds howled. | got
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| cold.

Terry and Ponzo came back and we rattled off in the old truck to meet Rickey. Rickey was now
living with Ponzo’'s woman, Big Rosey; we tooted the horn for him in rickety aleys. Big Rosey threw
him out. Everything was collapsng. That night we dept in the truck. Terry held me tight, of course,
and told me not to leave. She said she'd work picking grapes and make enough money for both of
us, meanwhile | could live in Farmer Heffdfinger's barn down the road from her family. I'd have
nothing to do but st in the grass dl day and eat grapes. «Y ou like that»

In the morning her cousins came to get us in another truck. | suddenly realized thousands of
Mexicans al over the countryside knew about Terry and me and that it must have been a juicy,
romantic topic for them. The cousins were very polite and in fact charming. | stood on the truck,
amiling pleasantries, talking about where we were in the war and what the pitch was. There were five
cousnsin al, and every one of them was nice. They seemed to belong to the sde of Terry’s family
that didn't fuss off like her brother. But | loved that wild Rickey. He swore he was coming to New
York to join me. | pictured himin New Y ork, putting off everything till manana. He was drunk in a
fidld someplace that day.

| got off the truck at the crossroads, and the cousins drove Terry home. They gave me the high
ggn from the front of the house; the father and mother weren't home, they were off picking grapes.
So | had the run of the house for the afternoon. It was a four-room shack; | couldn’t imagine how
the whole family managed to live in there. Hies flew over the ank. There were no screens, judt likein
the song, «The window she is broken and the rain she is coming in.» Terry was a home now and
puttering around pots. Her two ssters giggled a me. The little children screamed in the road.

When the sun came out red through the clouds of my last valey afternoon, Terry led me to
Farmer Heffdfinger’s barn. Farmer Heffelfinger had a progperous farm up the road. We put crates
together, she brought blankets from the house, and | was al set except for agreat hairy tarantula that
lurked a the pinpoint top of the barn roof. Terry said it wouldn't harm me if | didn’t bother it. | lay
on my back and stared at it. | went out to the cemetery and climbed atree. In the tree | sang «Blue
Skies» Terry and Johnny sat in the grass, we had grapes. In Cdifornia you chew the juice out of
grapes and spit the skin away, ared luxury. Nightfall came. Terry went home for supper and came
to the barn at nine o' clock with delicious tortillas and mashed beans. | lit a woodfire on the cement
floor of the barn to make light. We made love on the crates. Terry got up and cut right back to the
shack. Her father was yelling at her.; | could hear him from the barn. She’d left me a cape to keep
warm; | threw it over my shoulder and sSkulked through the moonlit vineyard to see what was going
on. | crept to the end of arow and kndt in the warm dirt. Her five brothers were singing melodious
songs in Spanish. The stars bent over the little roof; smoke poked from the stovepipe chimney. |
amdled mashed beans and chili. The old man growled. The brothers kept right on yodding. The
mother was slent. Johnny and the kids were giggling in the bedroom. A Cdifornia home; | hid in the
grapevines, digging it dl. | fdt like amillion dallars, | was adventuring in the crazy American night.

Terry came out, damming the door behind her. | accosted her on the dark road. «What's the
matter ?»

«Oh, we fight dl the time. He wants me to go to work tomorrow. He says he don't want me
foolin around. Sdlie, | want to go to New Y ork with you.»

«But how?»

«l don’'t know, honey. I'll missyou. | love you.»

«But | haveto leave»

«Yes, yes. We lay down one more time, then you leave.» We went back to the barn; | made love
to her under the tarantula. What was the tarantula doing? We dept awhile on the crates as the fire
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died. She went back at midnight; her father was drunk; | could hear him roaring; then there was
slence as hefel adeep. The stars folded over the deegping countryside,

In the morning Farmer Heffelfinger stuck his head through the horse gate and said, «How you
doing, young fdlla?»

«Fine. | hopeit'sdl right my staying here»

«Surething. Y ou going with that little Mexican floozy>»

«She'savery nicegirl.»

«Very pretty too. | think the bull jumped the fence. She's got blue eyes» We talked about his
farm.

Terry brought my breskfast. | had my canvas bag al packed and ready to go to New York, as
soon as | picked up my money in Sabind. | knew it was waiting there for me by now. | told Terry |
was leaving. She had been thinking abouit it dl night and was resigned to it. Emotionlessy she kissed
me in the vineyard and walked off down the row. We turned at a dozen paces, for loveisadud, and
looked at each other for the last time.

«Seeyou in New York, Terry,» | said. She was supposed to drive to New Y ork in a month with
her brother. But we both knew she wouldn’'t make it. At a hundred feet | turned to look at her. She
just walked on back to the shack, carrying my breskfast plate in one hand. | bowed my head and
watched her. Well, lackadaddy, | was on the road again.

| waked down the highway to Sabind, eating black walnuts from the walnut tree. | went on the
SP tracks and balanced dong the rail. | passed a watertower and a factory. This was the end of
something. | went to the telegraph office of the railroad for my money order from New York. It was
closed. | swore and sat on the steps to wait. The ticket master got back and invited me in. The
money was in; my aunt had saved my lazy butt again. «Who's going to win the World Series next
year?» sad the gaunt old ticket magter. | suddenly redlized it was fall and that | was going back to
New York.

| walked dong the tracks in the long sad October light of the valey, hoping for an SP freight to
come aong so | could join the grape-eating hobos and read the funnies with them. It didn’'t come. |
got out on the highway and hitched aride a once. It was the fastest, whoopingest ride of my life. The
driver was afiddler for a Cdifornia cowboy band. He had a brand-new car and drove eighty miles
an hour. «l don't drink when | drive» he said and handed me apint. | took a drink and offered him
one. «What the hail » he said and drank. We made Sabina to LA in the amazing time of four hours
flat about 250 miles. He dropped me off right in front of Columbia Fictures in Hollywood; | was just
intimeto runin and pick up my rgected origind. Then | bought my bus ticket to Rittsburgh. | didn’t
have enough money to go dl the way to New York. | figured to worry about that when | got to
Rittsburgh.

With the bus leaving at ten, | had four hours to dig Hollywood aone. First | bought a loaf of
bread and sdami and made mysdlf ten sandwiches to cross the country on. | had a dollar left. | sat
on the low cement wall in back of a Hollywood parking lot and made the sandwiches. As | labored
a this absurd task, great Kleg lights of a Hollywood premiere stabbed in the sky, that humming
West Coast sky. All around me were the noises of the crazy gold-coast city. And this was my
Hollywood career - this was my last night in Hollywood, and | was spreading mustard on my lgp in
back of a parking-lot John.
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At dawn my bus was zooming across the Arizona desert - Indio, Ely the Sdome (where she
danced); the great dry Stretches leading to Mexican mountains in the south. Then we swung north to
the Arizona mountains, Flagstaff, clifftowns. | had a book with me | stole from a Hollywood s,
«Le Grand Meaulnes» by Alain-Fournier, but | preferred reading the American landscape as we
went dong. Every bump, rise, and dretch in it mystified my longing. In inky night we crossed New
Mexico; a gray dawn it was Dahart, Texas, in the blesk Sunday afternoon we rode through one
Oklahoma flat-town after another; at nightfal it was Kansas. The bus roared on. | was going homein
October. Everybody goes home in October.

We arived in S. Louis a noon. | took a walk down by the Missssippi River and watched the
logs that came floating from Montana in the north - grand Odyssean logs of our continental dream.
Old gteamboats with their scrollwork more scrolled and withered by weethers sat in the mud
inhabited by rats. Great clouds of afternoon overtopped the Mississippi Valey. The bus roared
through Indiana cornfields that night; the moon illuminated the ghostly gathered husks; it was dmost
Halloween. | made the acquaintance of a girl and we necked dl the way to Indiangpolis. She was
nearsghted. When we got off to eat | had to lead her by the hand to the lunch counter. She bought
my meds, my sandwiches were dl gone. In exchange | told her long stories. She was coming from
Washington State, where she had spent the summer picking apples. Her home was on an upstate
New York farm. She invited me to come there. We made a date to meet a a New York hotel
anyway. She got off a Columbus, Ohio, and | dept dl the way to Pittsburgh. | was wearier than I'd
been for years and years. | had three hundred and sixty-five miles yet to hitchhike to New Y ork, and
adimein my pocket. | waked five milesto get out of Pittsburgh, and two rides, an gpple truck and a
big trailer truck, took me to Harrisourg in the soft Indian-summer rainy night. | cut right aong. |
wanted to get home.

It was the night of the Ghost of the Susguehanna. The Ghost was a shriveled little old man with a
paper satchd who claimed he was headed for «Canady.» He walked very fast, commanding me to
follow, and said there was a bridge up ahead we could cross. He was about sixty years old; he
talked incessantly of the meds he had, how much butter they gave him for pancakes, how many
extra dices of bread, how the old men had caled him from a porch of a charity home in Maryland
and invited him to stay for the weekend, how he took a nice warm bath before he left; how he found
abrand-new hat by the sde of the road in Virginiaand that was it on his head; how he hit every Red
Cross in town and showed them his World War | credentias, how the Harris-burg Red Cross was
not worthy of the name; how he managed in this hard world. But asfar as | could see he was just a
semi-respectable walking hobo of some kind who covered the entire Eastern Wilderness on foot,
hitting Red Cross offices and sometimes bumming on Main Street corners for a dime. We were
bums together. We waked seven miles dong the mournful Susquehanna. It is aterrifying river. It has
bushy diffs on both sdes that lean like hairy ghogts over the unknown waters. Inky night covers al.
Sometimes from the ralyards across the river rises a great red locomotive flare tha illuminates the
horrid diffs. The little man said he had a fine bt in his satchd and we stopped for him to fish it out.
«l got me a fine bet here somewheres - got it in Frederick, Maryland. Damn, now did | leave that
thing on the counter at Fredericksburg?>

«Y ou mean Frederick.»

«No, no, Fredericksburg, Virginia'» He was adways taking about Frederick, Maryland, and
Fredericksburg, Virginia. He waked right in the road in the teeth of advancing traffic and dmost got
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hit severd times. | plodded dong in the ditch. Any minute | expected the poor little madman to go
flying in the night, dead. We never found that bridge. | left him &t arailroad underpass and, because |
was S0 swesty from the hike, | changed shirts and put on two swegters, a roadhouse illuminated my
sad endeavors. A whole family came waking down the dark road and wondered what | was doing.
Strangest thing of dl, a tenorman was blowing very fine blues in this Pennsylvania hick house; |
listened and moaned. It began to rain hard. A man gave me aride back to Harrisburg and told me |
was on the wrong road. | suddenly saw the little hobo standing under a sad streetlamp with his thumb
stuck out - poor forlorn man, poor lost sometime boy, now broken ghost of the penniless wilds. |
told my driver the story and he stopped to tdll the old man.

«Look here, fella, you're on your way west, not east.»

«Heh? sad the little ghogt. «Can't tell me | don’'t know my way around here. Been wakin this
country for years. I’'m headed for Canady.»

«But thisain't the road to Canada, this is the road to Fittsburgh and Chicago.» The little man got
disgusted with us and walked off. The last | saw of him was his bobbing little white bag dissolving in
the darkness of the mournful Alleghenies.

| thought &l the wilderness of Americawas in the West till the Ghogt of the Susquehanna showed
me different. No, there is awilderness in the Eag; it's the same wilderness Ben Franklin plodded in
the oxcart days when he was postmadier, the same as it was when George Washington was a wild-
buck Indian-fighter, when Daniel Boone told stories by Pennsylvania lamps and promised to find the
Gap, when Bradford built his road and men whooped her up in log cabins. There were not great
Arizona spaces for the little man, just the bushy wilderness of eastern Pennsylvania, Maryland, and
Virginia, the backroads, the black-tar roads that curve among the mournful rivers like Susquehanna,
Monongahela, old Potomac and Monocacy.

That night in Harrisburg | had to deep in the railroad station on a bench; at dawn the station
magters threw me out. IS't it true that you Start your life a sweet child bdieving in everything under
your father’s roof? Then comes the day of the Laodiceans, when you know you are wretched and
miserable and poor and blind and naked, and with the visage of a gruesome grieving ghost you go
shuddering through nightmare life. | sumbled haggardly out of the station; | had no more control. All
| could see of the morning was a whiteness like the whiteness of the tomb. | was starving to desth.
All | had left in the form of calories were the last of the cough drops I'd bought in Shelton,
Nebraska, months ago; these | sucked for their sugar. | didn’'t know how to panhandle. | stumbled
out of town with barely enough strength to reach the city limits. | knew I'd be arrested if | spent
another night in Harrisburg. Cursed city! The ride | proceeded to get was with a skinny, haggard
man who believed in controlled starvation for the sake of hedth. When | told him | was starving to
death as we rolled east he sad, «Fine, fine, there' s nothing better for you. | myself haven't eaten for
three days. I’m going to live to be a hundred and fifty years old.» He was a bag of bones, a floppy
dall, a broken gtick, amaniac. | might have gotten a ride with an affluent fat man who'd say, «Let’'s
stop at this restaurant and have some pork chops and beans» No, | had to get a ride that morning
with a maniac who believed in controlled starvetion for the sake of hedlth. After a hundred miles he
grew lenient and took out bread-and-butter sandwiches from the back of the car. They were hidden
among his sdesman samples. He was sdlling plumbing fixtures around Pennsylvania. | devoured the
bread and butter. Suddenly | began to laugh. | was al done in the car, waiting for him as he made
busness cdls in Allentown, and | laughed and laughed. Gad, | was sck and tired of life. But the
madman drove me home to New Y ork.

Suddenly | found mysdf on Times Square. | had travded eght thousand miles around the
American continent and | was back on Times Square; and right in the middle of a rush hour, too,
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seaing with my innocent road-eyes the absolute madness and fantastic hoorair of New Y ork with its
millions and millions hustling forever for abuck among themsdlves, the mad dream - grabbing, taking,
giving, Sghing, dying, just so they could be buried in those avful cemetery cities beyond Long Idand
City. The high towers of the land - the other end of the land, the place where Paper America is
born. | stood in a subway doorway, trying to get enough nerve to pick up a beautiful long butt, and
every time | stooped great crowds rushed by and obliterated it from my sght, and findly it was
crushed. | had no money to go home in the bus. Paterson is quite a few miles from Times Square.
Can you picture me walking those last miles through the Lincoln Tunnd or over the Washington
Bridge and into New Jersey? It was dusk. Where was Hassdl? | dug the square for Hassdl; he
wasn't there, he was in Riker’s Idand, behind bars. Where Dean? Where everybody? Where life? |
had my home to go to, my placeto lay my head down and figure the losses and figure the gain thet |
knew was in there somewhere too. | had to panhandle two bits for the bus. | finaly hit a Greek
minister who was standing around the corner. He gave me the quarter with a nervous lookaway. |
rushed immediately to the bus.

When | got home | ae everything in the icebox. My aunt got up and looked a me. «Poor little
Sdvaore» she sad in Itdian. «You're thin, you're thin. Where have you been dl thistime?» | had
on two shirts and two sweaters, my canvas bag had torn cottonfield pants and the tattered remnants
of my huarache shoesin it. My aunt and | decided to buy anew eectric refrigerator with the money |
had sent her from Cdifornia; it was to be the first one in the family. She went to bed, and late at night
| couldn't degp and just smoked in bed. My haf-finished manuscript was on the desk. It was
October, home, and work again. The first cold winds rattled the windowpane, and | had made it just
in time. Dean had come to my house, dept severa nights there, waiting for me; spent afternoons
talking to my aunt as she worked on a great rag rug woven of dl the clothes in my family for years,
which was now finished and spread on my bedroom floor, as complex and as rich as the passage of
time itsdlf; and then he had |eft, two days before | arrived, crossng my path probably somewhere in
Pennsylvania or Ohio, to go to San Francisco. He had his own life there; Camille had just gotten an
gpartment. It had never occurred to me to look her up while | was in Mill City. Now it was too late
and | had also missed Dean.
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It was over a year before | saw Dean again. | stayed home dl that time, finished my book and
began going to schoal on the GI Bill of Rights. At Christmas 1948 my aunt and | went down to vist
my brother in Virginia, laden with presents. | had been writing to Dean and he said he was coming
East again; and | told him if so hewould find mein Testament, Virginia, between Christmas and New
Year's. One day when al our Southern relatives were dtting around the parlor in Testament, gaunt
men and women with the old Southern soil in ther eyes, taking in low, whining voices about the
wegther, the crops, and the general weary recapitulation of who had a baby, who got a new house,
and so on, a mud-spattered ‘49 Hudson drew up in front of the house on the dirt road. | had no idea
who it was. A weary young fellow, muscular and ragged in a T-shirt, unshaven, red-eyed, came to
the porch and rang the bell. | opened the door and suddenly realized it was Dean. He had come al
the way from San Francisco to my brother Rocco’s door in Virginia, and in an amazingly short time,
because | had just written my last letter, telling where | was. In the car | could see two figures
deeping. «I’ll be goddamned! Dean! Who'sin the car>»

«Hédlo, hello, man, it's Marylou. And Ed Dunkel. We gotta have place to wash up immediatdy,
we're dog-tired.»

«But how did you get here so fast?»

«Ah, man, that Hudson goes!»

«Where did you get it

«l bought it with my savings. I’ve been working on the railroad, making four hundred dollars a
month.»

There was utter confusion in the following hour. My Southern relaives had no idea what was
going on, or who or what Dean, Marylou, and Ed Dunkel were; they dumbly stared. My aunt and
my brother Rocky went in the kitchen to consult. There were, in dl, eeven people in the little
Southern house. Not only that, but my brother had just decided to move from that house, and half his
furniture was gone; he and his wife and baby were moving closer to the town of Testament. They
had bought a new parlor set and their old one was going to my aunt’s house in Paterson, though we
hadn’t yet decided how. When Dean heard this he a once offered his services with the Hudson. He
and | would carry the furniture to Paterson in two fast trips and bring my aunt back at the end of the
second trip. This was going to save us alot of money and trouble. It was agreed upon. My sster-in-
law made a spread, and the three battered travelers sat down to eat. Marylou had not dept since
Denver. | thought she looked older and more beautiful now.

| learned that Dean had lived happily with Camille in San Francisco ever since that fal of 1947,
he got ajob on the raillroad and made alot of money. He became the father of a cute little girl, Amy
Moriarty. Then suddenly he blew his top while waking down the street one day. He saw a ‘49
Hudson for sde and rushed to the bank for his entire roll. He bought the car on the spot. Ed Dunke
was with him. Now they were broke. Dean calmed Camille' s fears and told her he'd be back in a
month. «I’m going to New Y ork and bring Sa back.» She wasn't too pleased at this prospect.

«But what is the purpose of dl this? Why are you doing this to me?»

«t's nothing, it's nothing, darling - ah - hem - S has pleaded and begged with me to come and
get him, it is absolutely necessary for meto - but we won't go into al these explanaions - and Il tell
youwhy . .. No, ligen, I’ll tell you why.» And hetold her why, and of course it made no sense.

Big tadl Ed Dunke aso worked on the ralroad. He and Dean had just been laid off during a
seniority lapse because of a dragtic reduction of crews. Ed had met a girl cdled Gadatea who was



66

living in San Francisco on her savings. These two mindless cads decided to bring the girl dong to the
East and have her foot the bill. Ed cgoled and pleaded; she wouldn’t go unless he married her. In a
whirlwind few days Ed Dunkd married Gdatea, with Dean rushing around to get the necessary
papers, and a few days before Christmas they rolled out of San Francisco at seventy miles per,

headed for LA and the snowless southern road. In LA they picked up asailor in atravel bureau and

took him aong for fifteen dollars worth of gas. He was bound for Indiana. They aso picked up a
woman with her idiot daughter, for four dollars gas fare to Arizona. Dean sat the idiot girl with him
up front and dug her, as he said, «All the way, man! such a gone swest little soul. Oh, we talked, we
talked of fires and the desert turning to a paradise and her parrot that swore in Spanish.» Dropping
off these passenger's, they proceeded to Tucson. All dong the way Galatea Dunkd, Ed's new wife,

kept complaining that she was tired and wanted to deep in amotd. If this kept up they’d spend dll

her money long before Virginia. Two nights she forced a siop and blew tens on motels. By the time
they got to Tucson she was broke. Dean and Ed gave her the dip in a hotel lobby and resumed the
voyage aone, with the sailor, and without aqualm.

Ed Dunkd was a tdl, cdm, unthinking fellow who was completely ready to do anything Dean
asked him; and at this time Dean was too busy for scruples. He was roaring through Las Cruces,
New Mexico, when he suddenly had an explosve yen to see his sweet firs wife Marylou again. She
was up in Denver. He siwung the car north, againgt the feeble protests of the sailor, and zoomed into
Denver in the evening. He ran and found Marylou in a hotel. They had ten hours of wild lovemaking.
Everything was decided again: they were going to stick. Marylou was the only girl Dean ever redly
loved. He was sick with regret when he saw her face again, and, as of yore, he pleaded and begged
a her knees for the joy of her being. She understood Dean; she stroked his hair; she knew he was
mad. To soothe the sallor, Dean fixed him up with a girl in a hotel room over the bar where the old
poolhal gang dways drank. But the sailor refused the girl and in fact walked off in the night and they
never saw him again; he evidently took a busto Indiana.

Dean, Marylou, and Ed Dunkd roared east dong Colfax and out to the Kansas plains. Great
snowstorms overtook them. In Missouri, a night, Dean had to drive with his scarf-wrapped head
stuck out the window, with snowglasses that made him look like a monk peering into the manuscripts
of the snow, because the windshield was covered with an inch of ice. He drove by the birth county
of his forebears without a thought. In the morning the car skidded on an icy hill and flapped into a
ditch. A farmer offered to help them out. They got hung-up when they picked up a hitchhiker who
promised them a dollar if they’d let him ride to Memphis. In Memphis he went into his house,
puttered around looking for the dollar, got drunk, and said he couldn’t find it. They resumed across
Tennessee; the bearings were beat from the accident. Dean had been driving ninety; now he had to
dick to a Seady seventy or the whole motor would go whirring down the mountainsde. They
cros=d the Great Smoky Mountains in midwinter. When they arrived at my brother’ s door they hed
not eaten for thirty hours - except for candy and cheese crackers.

They ate voracioudy as Dean, sandwich in hand, stood bowed and jumping before the big
phonograph, listening to awild bop record | had just bought called «The Hunt,» with Dexter Gordon
and Wardell Gray blowing their tops before a screaming audience that gave the record fantadtic
frenzied volume. The Southern folk looked a one another and shook their headsin awe. «What kind
of friends does SA have, anyway? they sad to my brother. He was ssumped for an answer.
Southerners don't like madness the least bit, not Dean’s kind. He paid absolutely no attention to
them. The madness of Dean had bloomed into a weird flower. | didn't redize this till he and | and
Marylou and Dunke Ieft the house for a brief spin-the-Hudson, when for the first time we were done
and could talk about anything we wanted. Dean grabbed the whedl, shifted to second, mused a
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minute, rolling, suddenly seemed to decide something and shot the car full-jet down theroad in afury
of decison.

<«All right now, children,» he said, rubbing his nose and bending down to fed the emergency and
pulling cigarettes out of the compartment, and swaying back and forth as he did these things and
drove. «The time has come for us to decide what we're going to do for the next week. Crucid,
crucid. Ahem!» He dodged a mule wagon; in it sat an old Negro plodding dong. «Yesl» yeled
Dean. «Yed Dig him! Now consider his soul - stop awhile and consider.» And he dowed down the
car for dl of usto turn and look a the old jazzbo moaning adong. «Oh yes, dig him swest; now
there' s thoughts in that mind that | would give my last arm to know; to climb in there and find out just
what he's poor-ass pondering about this year’s turnip greens and ham. Sal, you don’t know it but |
once lived with afarmer in Arkansas for awhole year, when | was deven. | had awful chores, | had
to skin a dead horse once. Haven't been to Arkansas since Chrissmas nineteen-forty-three, five
years ago, when Ben Gavin and | were chased by a man with a gun who owned the car we were
trying to stedl; | say dl this to show you that of the South | can spesk. 1 have known - | mean, man,
| dig the South, | know it in and out - I've dug your letters to me about it. Oh yes, oh yes» he said,
trailing off and stopping atogether, and suddenly jumping the car back to seventy and hunching over
the whedl. He stared doggedly ahead. Marylou was smiling serendy. This was the new and complete
Dean, grown to maturity. | said to mysdf, My God,, he's changed. Fury spat out of his eyes when he
told of things he hated; great glows of joy replaced this when he suddenly got happy; every muscle
twitched to live and go. «Oh, man, the things | could tdll you,» he said, poking me, «Oh, man, we
must absolutely find the time - What has happened to Carlo? We dl get to see Carlo, darlings, first
thing tomorrow. Now, Marylou, we re getting some bread and mest to make alunch for New Y ork.
How much money do you have, SA? We Il put everything in the back seet, Mrs. P's furniture, and
al of us will st up front cuddly and close and tell stories as we zoom to New York. Marylou,
honeythighs, you St next to me, Sd next, then Ed at the window, big Ed to cut off drafts, whereby he
comesinto using the robe thistime. And then we'll al go off to sweet life, ‘ cause now isthe time and
we al know time!» He rubbed his jaw furioudy, he sivung the car and passed three trucks, he roared
into downtown Testament, looking in every direction and seeing everything in an arc of 180 degrees
around his eyebdls without moving his head. Bang, he found a parking space in no time, and we
were parked. He legped out of the car. Furioudy he hustled into the railroad station; we followed
sheepishly. He bought cigarettes. He had become absolutdly mad in his movements, he seemed to be
doing everything a the same time. It was. a shaking of the head, up and down, sdeways, jerky,
vigorous hands, quick waking, dtting, crossing the legs, uncrossng, getting up, rubbing the hands,
rubbing his fly, hitching his pants, looking up and saying «Am,» and sudden diitting of the eyesto see
everywhere; and dl the time he was grabbing me by the ribs and talking, talking.

It was very cold in Testament; they’ d had an unseasonable snow. He stood in the long blesk main
dreet that runs dong-the ralroad, clad in nothing but a T-shirt and low-hanging pants with the belt
unbuckled, as though he was about to take them off. He came sticking his head in to talk to Marylovu;
he backed away, fluttering his hands before her. «Oh yes, | know! | know you, | know you,
darling!» His laugh was. maniacd; it sarted low and ended high, exactly like the laugh of a radio
maniac, only faster and more like atitter. Then he kept reverting to businesdike tones. There was no
purpose in our coming downtown, but he found purposes. He made us dl hustle, Marylou for the
lunch groceries, me for a paper to dig the weeather report, Ed for cigars. Dean loved to smoke cigars.
He smoked one over the paper and taked. «Ah, our holy American dopjaws in Washington are
planning further inconveniences - ah-hem! - aw - hup! hup!» And he legped off and rushed to
see a colored girl that just then passed outsde the station. «Dig her,» he said, standing with limp
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finger pointed, fingering himsdf with a goofy amile, «that little gone black lovely. Ahl Hmm!» We got
in the car and flew back to my brother’ s house.

| had been spending a quiet Christmas in the country, as | redlized when we got back into the
house and | saw the Christmas tree, the presents, and smelled the roasting turkey and listened to the
talk of the rdatives, but now the bug was on me again, and the bug's name was Dean Moriarty and
1 was off on another spurt around the road.
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We packed my brother’s furniture in back of the car and took off at dark, promising to be back
in thirty hours - thirty hours for a thousand miles north and south. But that’ s the way Dean wanted it.
It was a tough trip, and none of us noticed it; the heater was not working and consequently the
windshield developed fog and ice; Dean kept reaching out while driving seventy to wipe it with arag
and make a hole to see the road. «Ah, holy holel» In the spacious Hudson we had plenty of room
for dl four of usto gt up front. A blanket covered our laps. The radio was not working. It was a
brand-new car bought five days ago, and areedy it was broken. There was only one ingtalment paid
on it, too. Off we went, north to Washington, on 301, a straight two-lane highway without much
traffic. And Dean talked, no one dse taked. He gestured furioudy, he leaned as far as me sometimes
to make a point, sometimes he had no hands on the whed and yet the car went as straight as an
arrow, not for once deviating from the white line in the middle of the road that unwound, kissng our
left front tire.

It was a completely meaningless set of circumstances that made Dean come, and amilarly | went
off with him for no reason. In New York | had been attending school and romancing around with a
girl caled Lucille, a beautiful Itdian honey-haired darling that | actudly wanted to marry. All these
years | was looking for the woman | wanted to marry. | couldn’t meet a girl without saying to mysdf,
What kind of wife would she make? | told Dean and Marylou about Lucille Marylou wanted to
know dl about Lucille, she wanted to meet her. We zoomed through Richmond, Washington,
Bdtimore, and up to Philadelphia on a winding country road and talked. «l want to marry a girl,» |
told them, «s0 | can rest my soul with her till we both get old. This can’'t go on dl the time - dl this
franticness and jumping around. WEe ve got to go someplace, find something.»

«Ah now, man,» said Dean, «I’ve been digging you for years about the home and marriage and
al those fine wonderful things about your soul.» It was a sad night; it was dso a merry night. In
Philadelphia we went into a lunchcart and ate hamburgers with our last food dollar. The counterman
- it was three A.M. - heard us tak about money and offered to give us the hamburgers free, plus
more coffee, if we dl pitched in and washed dishes in the back because his regular man hadn’t
shown up. We jumped to it. Ed Dunkel said he was an old pearldiver from way back and pitched his
long arms into the dishes. Dean stood googing around with a towe, so did Marylou. Findly they
darted necking among the pots and pans, they withdrew to a dark corner in the pantry. The
counterman was satisfied as long as Ed and | did the dishes. We finished them in fifteen minutes.
When daybreak came we were zooming through New Jersey with the great cloud of Metropolitan
New York risng before us in the snowy distance. Dean had a sweater wrapped around his ears to
keep warm. He said we were a band of Arabs coming in to blow up New York. We swished
through the Lincoln Tunnel and cut over to Times Square; Marylou wanted to seeit.

«Oh damn, | wish | could find Hassdl. Everybody look sharp, see if they can find him.» We dl
scoured the sdewaks. «Good old gone Hassel. Oh you should have seen him in Texas.»

So now Dean had come about four thousand miles from Frisco, via Arizona and up to Denver,
indde four days, with innumerable adventures sandwiched in, and it was only the beginning.
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We went to my house in Paterson and dept. | was the firg to wake up, late in the afternoon.
Dean and Marylou were deeping on my bed, Ed and | on my aunt’s bed. Dean’s battered unhinged
trunk lay sorawled on the floor with socks sticking out. A phone cdl came for me in the drugstore
downgtairs. | ran down; it was from New Orleans. It was Old Bull Lee, who'd moved to New
Orleans. Old Bull Lee in his high, whining voice was making a complaint. It seemed a girl cdled
Gdatea Dunke had just arrived at his house for aguy Ed Dunke; Bull had no idea who these people
were. Gaatea Dunkd was a tenacious loser. | told Bull to reassure her that Dunke was with Dean
and me and that most likely we' d be picking her up in New Orleans on the way to the Coast. Then
the girl hersdlf talked on the phone. She wanted to know how Ed was. She was dl concerned about
his happiness.

«How did you get from Tucson to New Orleans?» | asked. She said she wired home for money
and took abus. She was determined to catch up with Ed because she loved him. | went upstairs and
told Big Ed. He sat in the chair with aworried look, an angel of aman, actudly.

<«All right, now,» said Dean, suddenly waking up and legping out of bed, «what we must do is e,
a once. Marylou, rustle around the kitchen see what thereis. Sd, you and | go downgtairs and call
Carlo. Ed, you see wha you can do draightening out the house» | followed Dean, bustling
downgtairs.

The guy who ran the drugstore said, «Y ou just got another cal - this one from San Francisco -
for aguy cdled Dean Moriarty. | said there wasn't anybody by that name.» It was sweetest Camille,
cdling Dean. The drugstore man, Sam, a tal, cam friend of mine, looked a me and scratched his
head. «Geez, what are you running, an internationa whorehouse?»

Dean tittered maniacally. «l dig you, man!» He legped into the phone booth and caled San
Francisco collect. Then we cdled Carlo a hishome in Long Idand and told him to come over. Carlo
arrived two hours later. Meanwhile Dean and | got reedy for our return trip aoneto Virginiato pick
up the rest of the furniture and bring my aunt back. Carlo Marx came, poetry under his arm, and sat
in an easy chair, watching us with beady eyes. For the first haf-hour he refused to say anything; a
any rate, he refused to commit himself. He had quieted down since the Denver Doldrum days, the
Dakar Doldrums had done it. In Dakar, wearing a beard, he had wandered the back streets with
little children who led him to a witch-doctor who told him his fortune. He had sngpshots of crazy
Sreets with grass huts, the hip back-end of Dakar. He said he dmost jumped off the ship like Hart
Crane on the way back. Dean sat on the floor with a music box and listened with tremendous
amazement at the little song it played, «A Fine Romance» - »Little tinkling whirling doodliebdls. Ah!
Ligen! Well dl bend down together and look into the center of the music box till we learn about the
secrets - tinklydoodle-bell, whee.» Ed Dunkel was dso stting on the floor; he had my drumsticks; he
suddenly began begting atiny beat to go with the music box, that we barely could hear. Everybody
held his breath to listen. «Tick . . . tack . . . tick-tick . . . tack-tack.» Dean cupped a hand over his
ear; his mouth hung open; he said, «<Ah! Wheel»

Carlo watched this slly madness with ditted eyes. Findly he dapped his knee and said, «I have
an announcement to make.»

«Yes?YesH»

«What is the meaning of this voyage to New York? What kind of sordid business are you on
now? | mean, man, whither goest thou? Whither goest thou, America, in thy shiny car in the night?»

«Whither goest thou» echoed Dean with his mouth open. We sat and didn’t know what to say;
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there was nothing to talk about any more. The only thing to do was go. Dean legped up and said we
were ready to go back to Virginia He took a shower, | cooked up a big platter of rice with dl that
was |eft in the house, Marylou sewed his socks, and we were ready to go. Dean and Carlo and |
zoomed into New Y ork. We promised to see Carlo in thirty hours, in time for New Year's Eve. It
was night. We left him at Times Square and went back through the expensve tunnd and into New
Jersey and on the road. Taking turns at the whed, Dean and | made Virginiain ten hours.

«Now thisis the firg time we ve been done and in a pogition to tak for years» said Dean. And
he taked dl night. Asin a dream, we were zooming back through deeping Washington and back in
the Virginia wilds, crossng the Appomattox River at daybreak, pulling up a my brother’s door at
eight A.M. And dl this time Dean was tremendoudy excited about everything he saw, everything he
talked about, every detail of every moment that passed. He was out of his mind with red belief.
«And of course now no one can tell us that there is no God. WEe ve passed through dl forms. You
remember, Sa, when | first came to New York and | wanted Chad King to teach me about
Nietzsche. You see how long ago? Everything is fine, God exids, we know time. Everything since
the Greeks has been predicated wrong. Y ou can't make it with geometry and geometrica systems of
thinking. It'sdl #his!» He wrapped hisfinger in hisfist; the car hugged the line straight and true. «<And
not only that but we both understand that | couldn’t have time to explain why | know and you know
God exists» At one point | moaned about life's troubles - how poor my family was, how much |
wanted to help Lucille, who was dso poor and had a daughter. «Troubles, you see, is the
generdizatiion-word for what God exidts in. The thing is not to get hung-up. My head rings» he
cried, clagping his head. He rushed out of the car like Groucho Marx to get cigarettes - that furious,
ground-hugging wak with the coattails flying, except that he had no coattails. «Since Denver, S, a
lot of things- Oh, the things - I’ ve thought and thought. | used to be in reform schoal dl the time, |
was a young punk, asserting mysdlf - stedling cars a psychologicd expresson of my postion, hincty
to show. All my jall-problems are pretty straight now. Asfar as| know | shdl never bein jal again.
The rest is not my fault.» We passed a little kid who was throwing stones at the cars in the road.
«Think of it» sad Dean. «One day he'll put a sone through a man’s windshield and the man will
crash and die - dl on account of that little kid. Y ou see what | mean? God exists without qualms. As
we roll dong thisway 1 am pogitive beyond doubt that everything will be taken care of for us - that
even you, as you drive, fearful of the wheel» (I hated to drive and drove carefully) - »the thing will go
aong of itsdf and you won't go off the road and | can deep. Furthermore we know America, we're
a home; | can go anywhere in America and get what | want because it’s the same in every corner, |
know the people, | know what they do. We give and take and go in the incredibly complicated
sweetness zigzagging every sde» There was nothing clear about the things he said, but what he
meant to say was somehow made pure and clear. He used the word «pure» agreat ded. | had never
dreamed Dean would become amystic. These were the first days of his mysticism, which would lead
to the strange, ragged W. C. Fidds saintliness of his later days.

Even my aunt listened to him with a curious haf-ear as we roared back north to New York that
same night with the furniture in the back. Now that my aunt was in the car, Dean sttled down to
talking about his worklife in San Francisco. We went over every single detail of what a brakeman
has to do, demongtrating every time we passed yards, and at one point he even jumped out of the
car to show me how a brakeman gives a highball at a meet at a Sding. My aunt retired to the back
seet and went to deep. In Washington a four A.M. Dean again cdled Camille collect in Frisco.
Shortly after this, as we pulled out of Washington, a cruising car overtook us with siren going and we
had a speeding ticket in spite of the fact that we were going about thirty. It was the Cdifornia license
plate that did it. «You guys think you can rush through here as fast as you want just because you
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come from Cdifornia?» said the cop.

| went with Dean to the sergeant’s desk and we tried to explain to the police that we had no
money. They sad Dean would have to spend the night in jall if we didn’t round up the money. Of
course my aunt had it, fifteen dollars; she had twenty in dl, and it was going to be just fine. And in
fact while we were arguing with the cops one of them went out to peek at my aunt, who sat wrapped
in the back of the car. She saw him.

«Don't worry, I'm not a gun moll. If you want to come and search the car, go right ahead. I'm
going home with my nephew, and this furniture isn't golen; it's my niece's, she just had a baby and
she's moving to her new house.» This flabbergasted Sherlock and he went back in the station house.
My aunt had to pay the fine for Dean or we'd be stuck in Washington; | had no license. He
promised to pay it back, and he actudly did, exactly ayear and a hdf later and to my aunt’s pleased
surprise. My aunt - a respectable woman hung-up in this sad world, and well she knew the world.
She told us about the cop. «He was hiding behind the treg, trying to see what | looked like. | told
him - 1 told him to search the car if he wanted. I’ ve nothing to be ashamed of .» She knew Dean had
something to be ashamed of, and me too, by virtue of my being with Dean, and Dean and | accepted
this sadly.

My aunt once said the world would never find peace until men fel a ther women's feet and
asked for forgiveness. But Dean knew this, hed mentioned it many times. «’ve pleaded and
pleaded with Marylou for a peaceful sweet understanding of pure love between us forever with al
hasdes thrown out - she understands; her mind is bent on something else - she' s after me; shewon't
understand how much | love her, she' s knitting my doom.»

«The truth of the matter is we don't understand our women; we blame on them and it's dl our
fault» | said.

«But it isn't as Smple as that,» warned Dean. «Peace will come suddenly, we won't understand
when it does - see, man? Doggedly, bleakly, he pushed the car through New Jersey; at dawn |
drove into Paterson as he dept in the back. We arrived at the house a eight in the morning to find
Marylou and Ed Dunkd gtting around smoking butts from the ashtrays, they hadn’t eaten since Dean
and | left. My aunt bought groceries and cooked up a tremendous breakfast.



73

4

Now it was time for the Western threesome to find new living quarters in Manhattan proper.
Carlo had a pad on York Avenue; they were moving in that evening. We dept dl day, Dean and |,
and woke up as a great snowstorm ushered in New Year's Eve, 1948. Ed Dunkel was sitting in my
easy chair, telling about the previous New Year's. «I was in Chicago. | was broke. | was ditting at
the window of my hotd room on North Clark Street and the most delicious smell rose to my nostrils
from the bakery downdairs. | didn’'t have a dime but | went down and talked to the girl. She gave
me bread and coffee cakes free. | went back to my room and ate them. | stayed in my room 4l
night. In Farmington, Utah, once, \\ here | went to work with Ed Wall - you know Ed Wall, the
rancher’s son in Denver - | wasin my bed and dl of asudden | saw my dead mother sanding in the
corner with light al around her. | said, "Mother!” She disappeared. | have visons dl the time» said
Ed Dunkel, nodding his head.

«What are you going to do about Galatea»

«Oh, we'll see. When we get to New Orleans. Don't you think so, huh?» He was starting to turn
to me as wdl for advice; one Dean wasn't enough for him. But he was aready in love with Galatea,
pondering it.

«What are you going to do with yoursdlf, Ed?» | asked.

«l don’t know,» he said. «l just go dong. | dig lifex» He repeated it, following Dean’s line. He had
no direction. He sat reminiscing about that night in Chicago and the hot coffee cakes in the londly
room.

The snow whirled outsde. A big party was on hand in New York; we were al going. Dean
packed his broken trunk, put it in the car, and we dl took off for the big night. My aunt was happy
with the thought that my brother would be visiting her the following week; she sat with her paper and
walited for the midnight New Y ear’s Eve broadcast from Times Square. We roared into New Y ork,
swerving on ice. | was never scared when Dean drove, he could handle a car under any
circumstances. The radio had been fixed and now he had wild bop to urge us dong the night. | didn’t
know where dl thiswas leading; | didn’'t care.

Just about that time a strange thing began to haunt me. It was this: | had forgotten something.
There was a decison that | was about to make before Dean showed up, and now it was driven clear
out of my mind but ill hung on the tip of my mind's tongue. | kept sngpping my fingers, trying to
remember it. | even mentioned it. And | couldn’t even tell if it was ared decison or just athought |
had forgotten. It haunted and flabbergasted me, made me sad. It had to do somewhat with the
Shrouded Traveer. Carlo Marx and | once sat down together, knee to knee, in two chairs, facing,
and | told him adream | had about a strange Arabian figure that was pursuing me across the desert;
that | tried to avoid; that finaly overtook mejust before | reached the Protective City. «Who isthis?»
said Carlo. We pondered it. | proposed it was mysdlf, wearing a shroud. That wasn't it. Something,
someone, some spirit was pursuing al of us across the desert of life and was bound to catch us
before we reached heaven. Naturdly, now that | look back on it, this is only death: death will
overtake us before heaven. The one thing that we yearn for in our living days, that makes us sgh and
groan and undergo sweet nausess of dl kinds, is the remembrance of some logt bliss that was
probably experienced in the womb and can only be reproduced (though we hate to admit it) in
death. But who wants to die? In the rush of events | kept thinking about thisin the back of my mind.
| told it to Dean and he ingtantly recognized it as the mere smple longing for pure desth; and because
we're dl of us never in life agan, he, rightly, would have nothing to do with it, and | agreed with him
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then.

We went looking for my New Y ork gang of friends. The crazy flowers bloom there too. We went
to Tom Saybrook’ sfirst. Tom is a sad, handsome fellow, sweet, generous, and amenable; only once
in a while he suddenly has fits of depresson and rushes off without saying a word to anyone. This
night he was overjoyed. «Sdal, where did you find these absolutely wonderful people? I’ ve never seen
anyone like them.»

«l found them in the West.»

Dean was having his kicks, he put on a jazz record, grabbed Marylou, held her tight, and
bounced againgt her with the beat of the music. She bounced right back. It was a red love dance.
lan MacArthur came in with a huge gang. The New Year's weekend began, and lasted three days
and three nights. Great gangs got in the Hudson and swerved in the snowy New York streets from
party to party. | brought Lucille and her sister to the biggest party. When Lucille saw me with Dean
and Marylou her face darkened - she sensed the madness they put in me.

«l don't like you when you're with them.»

«Ah, it'sdl right, it' s just kicks. We only live once. WE re having agood time.»

«No, it'ssad and | don't like it.»

Then Marylou began making love to me; she said Dean was going to stay with Camille and she
wanted me to go with her. «Come back to San Francisco with us. WE Il live together. I'll be a good
girl for you» But | knew Dean loved Marylou, and | dso knew Marylou was doing this to make
Lucille jedous, and | wanted nothing of it. Still and dl, | licked my lips for the luscious blonde. When
Lucille sasw Marylou pushing me into the corners and giving me the word and forcing kisses on me
she accepted Dean's invitation to go out in the car; but they just taked and drank some of the
Southern moonshine | |eft in the compartment. Everything was being mixed up, and dl was fdling. |
knew my affair with Lucille wouldn’'t last much longer. She wanted me to be her way. She was
married to a longshoreman who treated her badly. | was willing to marry her and take her baby
daughter and dl if she divorced the husband; but there wasn't even enough money to get a divorce
and the whole thing was hopeess, besdes which Lucille would never understand me because | like
too many things and get al confused and hung-up running from one faling star to another till | drop.
Thisisthe night, what it does to you. | had nothing to offer anybody except my own confusion.

The parties were enormous, there were a least a hundred people a a basement apartment in the
West Nineties. People overflowed into the cellar compartments near the furnace. Something was
going on in every corner, on every bed and couch - not an orgy but just a New Year's party with
frantic screaming and wild radio music. There was even a Chinese girl. Dean ran like Groucho Marx
from group to group, digging everybody. Periodicaly we rushed out to the car to pick up more
people. Damion came. Damion is the hero of my New York gang, as Dean is the chief hero of the
Western. They immediatdly took a didike to each other. Damion’s girl suddenly socked Damion on
the jaw with a roundhouse right. He stood reding. She carried him home. Some of our mad
newspaper friends came in from the office with bottles. There was a tremendous and wonderful
snowstorm going on outside. Ed Dunke met Lucille s Sster and disgppeared with her; | forgot to say
that Ed Dunkd is a very smooth man with the women. He's six foot four, mild, affable, agreecble,
bland, and delightful. He helps women on with thelr coats. That's the way to do things. At five
o'clock in the morning we were dl rushing through the backyard of a tenement and climbing in
through awindow of an gpartment where a huge party was going on. At dawn we were back at Tom
Saybrook’s. People were drawing pictures and drinking stale beer. | dept on a couch with a girl
cdled Monain my arms. Greet groups filed in from the old Columbia Campus bar. Everything in life,
al the faces of life, were piling into the same dank room. At lan MacArthur’ s the party went on. lan
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MacArthur is a wonderful sweet felow who wears glasses and peers out of them with ddight. He
began to learn «Y esl» to everything, just like Dean at thistime, and hasn't sopped since. To the wild
sounds of Dexter Gordon and Warddl Gray blowing «The Hunt,» Dean and | played catch with
Marylou over the couch; she was no smdl doll either. Dean went around with no undershirt, just his
pants, barefoat, till it was time to hit the car and fetch more people. Everything happened. We found
the wild, ecgatic Roll Greb and spent a night a his house on Long Idand. Roll livesin a nice house
with his aunt; when she dies the house is dl his. Meanwhile she refuses to comply with any of his
wishes and hates his friends. He brought this ragged gang of Dean, Marylou, Ed, and me, and began
a roaring party. The woman prowled upstairs, she threatened to cal the police. «Oh, shut up, you
old bag!» yeled Greb. | wondered how he could live with her like this. He had more books than I've
ever seen in dl my life - two libraries, two rooms loaded from floor to celling around dl four walls,
and such books as the Apocrypha Something-or-Other in ten volumes. He played Verdi operas and
pantomimed them in his pgamas with a great rip down the back. He didn't give a damn about
anything. He is a greast scholar who goes redling down the New York waterfront with origina
seventeenth-century musica manuscripts under his arm, shouting. He crawls like a big spider through
the dreets. His excitement blew out of his eyesin stabs of fiendish light. He rolled his neck in spadtic
ecdasy. He liped, he writhed, he flopped, he moaned, he howled, he fell back in despair. He could
hardly get a word out, he was so excited with life. Dean stood before him with head bowed,
repeating over and over again, «Yes. .. Yes. .. Yes» Hetook meinto a corner. «That Roll Greb
is the greatest, most wonderful of dl. That'swhat | wastrying to tell you - that’s what | want to be. |
want to be like him. He' s never hung-up, he goes every direction, he letsit dl out, he knowstime, he
has nothing to do but rock back and forth. Man, he sthe end! Y ou see, if you go like him dl thetime
you'll findly get it»

«Get what?»

«THIT! Ml tell you - now no time, we have no time now.» Dean rushed back to watch Roll Greb
some more.

George Shearing, the great jazz pianist, Dean said, was exactly like Roll Greb. Dean and | went
to see Shearing at Bird-* land in the midst of the long, mad weekend. The place was deserted, we
were the first customers, ten o' clock. Shearing’ 1 came out, blind, led by the hand to his keyboard.
He was disinguished-looking Englishman with a giff white collar,! dightly beefy, blond, with a
ddicae English-summer’s-night air about him that came out in the firgt rippling sweet number! he
played as the bass-player leaned to him reverently and} thrummed the beat. The drummer, Denzil
Bedt, sat motionless! except for his wrists snapping the brushes. And Shearing began to rock; asmile
broke over his ecdtatic face; he began to rock in the piano seet, back and forth, dowly at first, then
the beat went up, and he began rocking fadt, his left foot jumped up with every beet, his neck began
to rock crookedly, he brought his face down to the keys, he pushed his hair back, his combed hair
dissolved, he began to sweat. The music | picked up. The bass-player hunched over and socked it
in, fagter and fadter, it seemed faster and fadter, that's dl. Shearing began to play his chords; they
rolled out of the piano in greeat rich showers, you' d think the man wouldn't have time to line them up.
They rolled and rolled like the sea. Folks yelled for him to «Gol» Dean was swesting; the svear
poured down his collar. «There heid That's him! Old God! Old God Shearing! Yes! Yed Yes»
And Shearing was conscious of the madman behind him, he could hear every one of Dean’s gasps
and imprecations, he could sense it though he couldn't see. «That's right!» Dean said. «Yed»
Shearing smiled; he rocked. Shearing rose from the piano, dripping with swest; these were his great
1949 days before he became cool and commercid. When he was gone Dean pointed to the empty
piano segt. «God' s empty chair,» he said. On the piano a horn sat; its golden shadow made a strange
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reflection along the desart caravan painted on the wal behind the drums. God was gone; it was the
slence of his departure. It was arainy night. It was the myth of the rainy night. Dean was popeyed
with awe. This madness would lead nowhere. | didn't know what was happening to me, and |
suddenly redized it was only the tea that we were smoking; Dean had bought some in New York. It
made me think that everything was about to arrive - the moment when you know dl and everything
is decided forever.
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| left everybody and went home to rest. My aunt said | was wasting my time hanging around with
Dean and his gang. | knew that was wrong, too. Lifeislife, and kind is kind. What | wanted was to
take one more magnificent trip to the West Coast and get back in time for the pring semester in
school. And what atrip it turned out to be! | only went aong for the ride, and to see what €lse Dean
was going to do, and findly, aso, knowing Dean would go back to Camille in Frisco, | wanted to
have an affair with Marylou. We got ready to cross the groaning continent again. | drew my Gl
check and gave Dean eighteen dollars to mail to his wife; she was waiting for him to come home and
she was broke. What was on Marylou’s mind | don’t know. Ed Dunke, as ever, just followed.

There were long, funny days spent in Carlo’s gpatment before we left. He went around in his
bathrobe and made semi-ironica speeches. «Now I’'m not trying to take your hincty sweets from
you, but it ssems to me the time has come to decide what you are and what you're going to do.»
Carlo was working as typist in an office. «I want to know what al this stting around the house al
day isintended to mean. What dl thistak is and what you propose to do. Dean, why did you leave
Camille and pick up Marylou?> No answer - giggles. «Marylou, why are you traveling around the
country like this and what are your womanly intentions concerning the shroud?» Same answer. «Ed
Dunke, why did you abandon your new wife in Tucson and what are you doing here stting on your
big fa ass? Where's your home? What's your job? Ed Dunkd bowed his head in genuine
befuddiement. «Sd - how comesiit you' ve fallen on such doppy days and what have you done with
Lucille? He adjusted his bathrobe and sat facing us dl. «The days of wrath are yet to come. The
baloon won't sustain you much longer. And not only that, but it's an abstract baloon. You'll dl go
flying to the West Coast and come staggering back in search of your stone.»

In these days Carlo had developed a tone of voice which he hoped sounded like what he called
The Voice of Rock; the whole idea was to stun people into the redization of the rock. «You pin a
dragon to your hats» he warned us; «you're up in the attic with the bats.» His mad eyes glittered a
us. Since the Dakar Doldrums he had gone through a terrible period which he caled the Holy
Doldrums, or Harlem Doldrums, when he lived in Harlem in midsummer and at night woke up in his
lonely room and heard «the great machine» descending from the sky; and when he walked on 12 5th
Street «under water»> with al the other fish. It was ariot of radiant ideas that had come to enlighten
his brain. He made Marylou st on his lgp and commanded her to subside. He told Dean, «Why
don't you just St down and relax? Why do you jump around so much?» Dean ran around, putting
sugar in his coffee and saying, «Yed Yed Yed» At night Ed Dunke dept on the floor on cushions,
Dean and Marylou pushed Carlo out of bed, and Carlo sat up in the kitchen over his kidney stew,
mumbling the predictions of the rock. | camein days and watched everything.

Ed Dunkd said to me, «Last night | walked clear down to Times Square and just as | arrived |
suddenly redized | was a ghost - it was my ghost waking on the sdewak.» He said these things to
me without comment, nodding his head emphaticaly. Ten hours later, in the midst of someone dse's
conversation, Ed said, «Y ep, it was my ghost walking on the sdewalk.»

Suddenly Dean leaned to me earnestly and said, «Sdl, | have something to ask of you - very
important to me - | wonder how you' Il take it - we're buddies, aren’t we?»

«Sure are, Dean.» He dmogt blushed. Findly he came out with it: he wanted me to work
Marylou. | didn't ask him why because | knew he wanted to see what Marylou was like with
another man. We were gitting in Ritzy’ s Bar when he proposed the ides; we' d spent an hour walking
Times Square, looking for Hassdl. Ritzy’s Bar is the hoodlum bar of the dreets around Times
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Square; it changes names every year. You wak in there and you don’'t see asingle girl, even in the
booths, just a grest mob of young men dressed in dl varieties of hoodlum cloth, from red shirts to
zoot auits. It isaso the hudtlers bar - the boys who make a living among the sad old homoas of the
Eighth Avenue night. Dean walked in there with his eyes ditted to see every single face. There were
wild Negro queers, sullen guys with guns, shiv-packing seamen, thin, noncommittal junkies, and an
occasond well-dressed middle-aged detective, posing as a bookie and hanging around haf for
interest and haf for duty. It was the typica place for Dean to put down his request. All kinds of evil
plans are hatched in Ritzy’s Bar - you can senseit inthe air - and al kinds of mad sexud routines are
initiated to go with them. The safecracker proposes not only a certain loft on i4th Street to the
hoodlum, but that they deep together. Kinsey spent alot of timein Ritzy’s Bar, interviewing some of
the boys, | was there the night his assistant came, in 1945. Hassel and Carlo were interviewed.

Dean and | drove back to the pad and found Marylou in bed. Dunkd was roaming his ghost
around New Y ork. Dean told her what we had decided. She said she was pleased. | wasn't so sure
mysdf. | had to prove that I'd go through with it. The-bed had been the deathbed of a big man and
sagged in the middle. Marylou lay there, with Dean and mysdlf on each Sde of her, poised on the
upjutting mattress-ends, not knowing whet to say. | said, «Ah hell, | can’t do this»

«G0o on, man, you promised!» said Dean.

«What about Marylou?» | said. «Come on, Marylou, what do you think»

«Go ahead,» she said.

She embraced me and | tried to forget old Dean was there. Every time | redlized he was there in
the dark, listening for every sound, | couldn’t do anything but laugh. It was horrible.

«Wemug dl rdax,» said Dean.

«’m afrad | can't makeit. Why don’t you go in the kitchen a minute?>

Dean did so. Marylou was s0 lovely, but | whispered, «Wait until we be loversin San Francisco;
my heart isn't in it» | was right, she could tell. It was three children of the earth trying to decide
something in the night and having dl the weight of past centuries balooning in the dark before them.
There was a strange quiet in the gpartment. | went and tapped Dean and told him to go to Marylovu;
and | retired to the couch. | could hear Dean, blissful and blabbering and franticaly rocking. Only a
guy who's spent five years in jal can go to such maniacd helpless extremes, beseeching a the
portas of the soft source, mad with a completely physica redization of the origins of life-bliss; blindly
seeking to return the way he came. This is the result of years looking at sexy pictures behind bars;
looking at the legs and breasts of women in popular magazines, evauating the hardness of the stedl
hals and the softness of the woman who is not there. Prison is where you promise yoursdlf the right
to live. Dean had never seen his mother’s face. Every new girl, every new wife, every new child was
an addition to his bleak impoverishment. Where was his father? - old bum Dean Moriarty the
Tingmith, riding freights, working as a scullion in railroad cookshacks, sumbling, down-crashing in
wino dley nights, expiring on cod piles, dropping his ydlowed teeth one by one in the gutters of the
West. Dean had every right to die the sweet deaths of complete love of his Marylou-1 didn’t want to
interfere, | just wanted to follow.

Carlo came back at dawn and put on his bathrobe. He wasn't deeping any more those days.
«Eehl» he screamed. He was going out of his mind from the confusion of jam on the floor, pants,
dresses thrown around, cigarette butts, dirty dishes, open books - it was a great forum we were
having. Every day the world groaned to turn and we were making our gppalling studies of the night.
Marylou was black and blue from afight with Dean about something; his face was scratched. It was
time to go.

We drove to my house, awhole gang of ten, to get my bag and cal Old Bull Lee in New Orleans
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from the phone in the bar where Dean and | had our first talk years ago when he came to my door to
learn to write. We heard Bull’ s whining voice eighteen hundred miles away. «Say, what do you boys
expect me to do with this Galatea Dunkd? She's been here two weeks now, hiding in her room and
refusing to talk to either Jane or me. Have you got this character Ed Dunke with you? For krissakes
bring him down and get rid of her. She's degping in our best bedroom and's run clear out of money.
This an't a hotd.» He assured Bull with whoops and cries over the phone - there was Dean,
Marylou, Carlo, Dunkd, me, lan MacArthur, his wife, Tom Saybrook, God knows who ese, dl
ydling and drinking beer over the phone a befuddled Bull, who above dl things hated confusion.
«Wel» he said, «maybe you'll make better sense when you gets down here if you gets down here»
| said good-by to my aunt and promised to be back in two weeks and took off for Caifornia again.
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It was drizzling and mysterious at the beginning of our journey. | could see that it was dl going to
be one big saga of the migt. «Whooee!» yelled Dean. «Here we go'» And he hunched over the
whed and gunned her; he was back in his dement, everybody could see that. We were al ddighted,
we dl redized we were leaving confusion and nonsense behind and performing our one and noble
function of the time, move.

And we moved! We flashed pagt the mysterious white Sgns in the night somewhere in New
Jersey that say SOUTH (with an arrow) and WEST (with an arrow) and took the south one. New
Orleand It burned in our brains. From the dirty snows of «frosty fagtown New York,» as Dean
cdled it, dl the way to the greeneries and river smells of old New Orleans at the washed-out bottom
of America; then west. Ed was in the back seet; Marylou and Dean and | sat in front and had the
warmest talk about the goodness and joy of life. Dean suddenly became tender. «Now dammit, look
here, dl of you, we al must admit that everything is fine and there s no need in the world to worry,
and in fact we should redlize what it would mean to us to UNDERSTAND that we're not REALLY
worried about ANYTHING. Am | right? We al agreed. «Here we go, we' re dl together . . . What
did we do in New York? Let’s forgive» We dl had our spats back there. «That’s behind us, merely
by miles and inclinations. Now we re heading down to New Orleans to dig Old Bull Lee and an’t
that going to be kicks and listen will you to this old tenorman blow his top» - he shot up the radio
volume till the car shuddered - »and listen to him tell the story and put down true relaxation and
knowledge.»

Wedl jumped to the music and agreed. The purity of the road. The white line in the middle of the
highway unrolled and hugged our I€ft front tire as if glued to our groove. Dean hunched his muscular
neck, T-shirted in the winter night, and blasted the car dong. He indsted | drive through Bdtimore
for traffic practice; that was dl right, except he and Marylou inssted on steering while they kissed
and fooled around. It was crazy; the radio was on full blast. Dean begt drums on the dashboard till a
great sag developed in it; | did too. The poor Hudson - the dow boat to China - was receiving her
besting.

«Oh man, what kickd» yeled Dean. «<Now Marylou, listen redly, honey, you know that I'm
hotrock cgpable of everything at the same time and | have unlimited energy - now in San Francisco
we must go on living together. | know just the place for you - at the end of the regular chain-gang run
- I'll be home just a cut-hair less than every two days and for twelve hours at a stretch, and man, you
know wha we can do in tweve hours, darling. Meanwhile I'll go right on living a Camille's like
nothin, see, she won't know. We can work it, we ve done it before» It was dl right with Marylou,
shewas redly out for Camille's scap. The understanding had been that Marylou would switch to me
in Frisco, but | now began to see they were going to stick and | was going to be left done on my butt
a the other end of the continent. But why think about that when dl the golden land’'s ahead of you
and dl kinds of unforeseen events wait lurking to surprise you and make you glad you're dive to
See?

We arrived in Washington at dawn. It was the day of Harry Truman’sinauguration for his second
term. Great digolays of war might were lined dong Pennsylvania Avenue as we rolled by in our
battered boat. There were 6-295, PT boats, artillery, al kinds of war materid that looked
murderous in the snowy grass; the last thing was a regular smdl ordinary lifeboat that looked pitiful
and foolish. Dean dowed down to look at it. He kept shaking his head in awve. «What are these
people up to? Harry's deeping somewhere in this town. . . . Good old Harry. . . . Man from
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Missouri, as| am. . . . That must be his own boat.»

Dean went to deep in the back seat and Dunked drove. We gave him specific ingtructions to take
it easy. No sooner were we snoring than he gunned the car up to eighty, bad bearings and dl, and
not only that but he made atriple pass at a spot where a cop was arguing with amotorist - hewasin
the fourth lane of a four-lane highway, going the wrong way. Naturdly the cop took after us with his
sren whining. We were stopped. He told us to follow him to the station house. There was a mean
cop in there who took an immediate didike to Dean; he could smél jall al over him. He sent his
cohort outdoors to question Marylou and me privately. They wanted to know how old Marylou was,
they were trying to whip up a Mann Act idea. But she had her marriage certificate. Then they took
me aside done and wanted to know who was deeping with Marylou. «Her husband,» | said quite
amply. They were curious. Something was fishy. They tried some amateur Sherlocking by asking the
same questions twice, expecting us to make a dip. | said, «Those two felows are going back to
work on the ralroad in Cdifornia, this is the short one's wife, and I'm a friend on a two-week
vacation from college.»

The cop smiled and said, «Y eah? Isthisredly your own walet?»

Findly the mean one inside fined Dean twenty-five dollars. We told them we only had forty to go
al the way to the Coast; they said that made no difference to them. When Dean protested, the mean
cop threatened to take him back to Pennsylvania and dap a specia charge on him.

«What charge?»

«Never mind what charge. Don't worry about that, wiseguy.»

We had to give them the twenty-five. But first Ed Dunke, that culprit, offered to go to jail. Dean
consdered it. The cop was infuriated; he said, «If you let your partner go to jail I'm taking you back
to Pennsylvaniaright now. Y ou hear that?> All we wanted to do was go. «Another speeding ticket in
Virginiaand you lose your car,» said the mean cop as a parting volley. Dean was red in the face. We
drove off slently. It was just like an invitation to sted to take our trip-money away from us. They
knew we were broke and had no relatives on the road or to wire to for money. The American police
areinvolved in psychologicd warfare againg those Americans who don'’t frighten them with imposing
papers and thregats. It's a Victorian police force; it peers out of musty windows and wants to inquire
about everything, and can make crimes if the crimes don't exidt to its satisfaction. «Nine lines of
crime, one of boredom,» said Louis-Ferdinand Cédline. Dean was so mad he wanted to come back
to Virginiaand shoot the cop as soon as he had agun.

«Penngylvanial» he scoffed. «I wish | knew what that charge was Vag, probably; take al my
money and charge me vag. Those guys have it so damn easy. They’ll out and shoot you if you
complain, too.» There was nothing to do but get happy with ourselves again and forget about it.
When we got through Richmond we began forgetting about it, and soon everything was okay.

Now we had fifteen dollars to go al the way. We'd have to pick up hitchhikers and bum quarters
off them for gas. In the Virginia wilderness suddenly we saw a man waking on the road. Dean
zoomed to astop. | looked back and said he was only abum and probably didn’t have a cent.

«WE€ Il just pick him up for kicks!» Dean laughed. The man was a ragged, bespectacled mead
type, walking aong reading a paperbacked muddy book he' d found in a culvert by the road. He got
in the car and went right on reading; he was incredibly filthy and covered with scabs. He sad his
name was Hyman Solomon and that he walked dl over the USA, knocking and sometimes kicking
a Jewish doors and demanding money: «Give me money to edt, | am a Jew.»

He said it worked very well and that it was coming to him. We asked him what he was reading.
He didn’t know. He didn’t bother to look at the title page. He was only looking at the words, as
though he had found the red Torah where it belonged, in the wilderness.
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«See? See? See? cackled Dean, poking my ribs. «l told you it was kicks. Everybody’s kicks,
man!» We carried Solomon al the way to Testament. My brother by now was in his new house on
the other side of town. Here we were back on the long, blesk street with the railroad track running
down the middle and the sad, sullen Southerners loping in front of hardware stores and five-and-
tens.

Solomon said, « see you people need a little money to continue your journey. You wait for me
and I'll go hustle up a few dollars a a Jewish home and I'll go dong with you as far as Alabama»
Dean was dl beside himsdlf with happiness; he and | rushed off to buy bread and cheese spread for
alunch in the car. Marylou and Ed waited in the car. We spent two hours in Testament waiting for
Hyman Solomon to show up; he was hustling for his bread somewhere in town, but we couldn’'t see
him. The sun began to grow red and late.

Solomon never showed up so we roared out of Testament. «Now you see, Sal, God does exist,
because we keep getting hung-up with this town, no matter what we try to do, and you'll notice the
srange Biblicd name of it, and that strange Biblica character who made us stop here once more,
and dl things tied together dl over like rain connecting everybody the world over by chain touch. . .
» Dean rditled on like this, he was overjoyed and exuberant. He and | suddenly saw the whole
country like an oyster for us to open; and the pearl was there, the pearl was there. Off we roared
south. We picked up another hitchhiker. This was a sad young kid who said he had an aunt who
owned a grocery store in Dunn, North Caroling, right outsde Fayetteville. «When we get there can
you bum a buck off her? Right! Finel Let’s go'» We were in Dunn in an hour, at dusk. We drove to
where the kid said his aunt had the grocery store. It was a sad little street that dead-ended at a
factory wall. There was a grocery store but there was no aunt. We wondered what the kid was
talking about. We asked him how far he was going; he didn’'t know. It was a big hoax; once upon a
time, in some lost back-dley adventure, he had seen the grocery store in Dunn, and it was the first
gory that popped into his disordered, feverish mind. We bought him a hot dog, but Dean said we
couldn’t take him aong because we needed room to deep and room for hitchhikers who could buy a
little gas. Thiswas sad but true. We left him in Dunn at nightfal.

| drove through South Carolina and beyond Macon, Georgia, as Dean, Marylou, and Ed dept.
All donein the night | had my own thoughts and held the car to the white line in the holy road. What
was | doing? Where was | going? I'd soon find out. | got dog-tired beyond Macon and woke up
Dean to resume. We got out of the car for air and suddenly both of us were soned with joy to
redlize that in the darkness al around us was fragrant green grass and the smell of fresh manure and
warm waters. «\We're in the South! WEe ve |eft the winter!» Faint daybreak illuminated green shoots
by the side of the road. | took a deep breath; a locomotive howled across-the darkness, Mobile-
bound. So were we. | took off my shirt and exulted. Ten miles down the road Dean drove into a
filling-station with the motor off, noticed that the attendant was fast adeep at the desk, jumped out,
quietly filled the gas tank, saw to it the bell didn’t ring, and rolled off like an Arab with a five-dollar
tankful of gasfor our pilgrimage.

| dept and woke up to the crazy exultant sounds of music and Dean and Marylou taking and the
great green land rolling by. «Where are we?»

«Just passed the tip of Forida, man - Flomaton, it's caled.» Foridal We were rolling down to
the coasta plain and Mobile; up ahead were great soaring clouds of the Gulf of Mexico. It was only
thirty-two hours since we' d said good-by to everybody in the dirty snows of the North. We stopped
a a gas gation, and there Dean and Marylou played piggyback around the tanks and Dunkel went
ingde and gole three packs of cigarettes without trying. We were fresh out. Rolling into Mobile over
the long tidal highway, we al took our winter clothes off and enjoyed the Southern temperature. This
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was when Dean garted telling his life sory and when, beyond Mobile, he came upon an obstruction
of wrangling cars a a crossroads and instead of dipping around them just baled right through the
driveway of a gas saion and went right on without relaxing his steedy continenta seventy. We left
gaping faces behind us. He went right on with histae. «l tdl you it'strue, | darted a nine, with a girl
caled Milly Mayfar in back of Rod's garage on Grant Street - same street Carlo lived on in Denver.
That's when my father was ill working a the smithy’s a bit. | remember my aunt ydling out the
window, 'What are you doing down there in back of the garage? Oh honey Marylou, if I'd only
known you then! Wow! How sweet you musta been & nine» He tittered maniacaly; he stuck his
finger in her mouth and licked it; he took her hand and rubbed it over himsdf. She just sat there,
amiling serendly.

Big long Ed Dunke sat looking out the window, talking to himsdf. «Yes gr, | thought | was a
ghogt that night.» He was aso wondering what Galatea Dunkel would say to him in New Orleans.

Dean went on. «One time | rode a freight from New Mexico clear to LA - | was eleven years
old, lost my father a a sding, we were dl in a hobo jungle, | was with a man caled Big Red, my
father was out drunk in a boxcar - it sarted to roll - Big Red and | missed it - | didn’t see my father
for months. | rode a long freight al the way to Cdifornia, redly flying, fird-class freight, a desert
Zipper. All the way | rode over the couplings - you can imagine how dangerous, | was only akid, |
didn’'t know - clutching a loaf of bread under one arm and the other hooked around the brake bar.
Thisis no sory, thisistrue. When | got to LA | was so starved for milk and cream | got ajob ina
dairy and thefirst thing | did | drank two quarts of heavy cream and puked.»

«Poor Dean,» saild Marylou, and she kissed him. He stared ahead proudly. He loved her.

We were suddenly driving dong the blue waters of the Gulf, and at the same time a momentous
mad thing began on the radio; it was the Chicken Jazzn Gumbo disk-jockey show from New
Orleans, dl mad jazz records, colored records, with the disk jockey saying, «Don’t worry about
nothing!» We saw New Orleans in the night ahead of us with joy. Dean rubbed his hands over the
whedl. «Now we're going to get our kicksl» At dusk we were coming into the humming Streets of
New Orleans. «Oh, smdll the people!» yelled Dean with his face out the window, sniffing. «Ah! God!
Lifel» He swung around a trolley. «Yesl» He darted the car and looked in every direction for girls.
«Look at her!» The ar was s0 sweet in New Orleans it seemed to come in soft bandannas, and you
could smdll the river and redly smell the people, and mud, and molasses, and every kind of tropica
exhaation with your nose suddenly removed from the dry ices of a Northern winter. We bounced in
our seats. «And dig her!» yeled Dean, pointing a another woman. «Oh, | love, love, love women! |
think women are wonderful! | love women!» He spat out the window; he groaned; he clutched his
head. Great beads of sweet fell from his forehead from pure excitement and exhaugtion.

We bounced the car up on the Algiers ferry and found oursalves crossing the Missssippi River by
boat. «Now we must al get out and dig the river and the people and smell the world,» said Dean,
bustling with his sunglasses and cigarettes and legping out of the car like a jack-in-the-box. We
followed.

On rails we leaned and looked at the great brown father of waters rolling down from mid-
America like the torrent of broken souls - bearing Montana logs and Dakota muds and lowa vales
and things that had drowned in Three Forks, where the secret began in ice. Smoky New Orleans
receded on one sde; old, deepy Algiers with its warped woodsides bumped us on the other.
Negroes were working in the hot afternoon, stoking the ferry furnaces that burned red and made our
tires smell. Dean dug them, hopping up and down in the heat. He rushed around the deck and
upgtairs with his baggy pants hanging hdfway down his bely. Suddenly | saw him eagering on the
flying bridge. | expected him to take off on wings. | heard his mad laugh al over the boat - »Hee-



84

hee-hee-hee-heel» Marylou was with him. He covered everything in a jiffy, came back with the full
story, jumped in the car just as everybody was tooting to go, and we dipped off, passng two or
three carsin anarrow space, and found ourselves darting through Algiers.

«Where? Where?» Dean was ydling.

We decided first to clean up a a gas station and inquire for Bull’s whereabouts. Little children
were playing in the drowsy river sunset; girls were going by with bandannas and cotton blouses and
bare legs. Dean ran up the street to see everything. He looked around; he nodded; he rubbed his
belly. Big Ed sat back in the car with his hat over his eyes, smiling a Dean. | sat on the fender.
Marylou was in the women's John. From bushy shores where infinitesma men fished with ticks,
and from ddlta deeps that stretched up dong the reddening land, the big humpbacked river with its
maindream legping came coiling around Algiers like a snake, with a nameless rumble. Drowsy,
peninsular Algiers with al her bees and shanties was like to be washed away someday. The sun
danted, bugs flip-flopped, the avful waters groaned.

We went to Old Bull Lee€'s house outsde town near the river levee. It was on a road that ran
across a swampy fidd. The house was a dilgpidated old hegp with sagging porches running around
and weeping willows in the yard; the grass was a yard high, old fences leaned, old barns collapsed.
There was no one in sght. We pulled right into the yard and saw washtubs on the back porch. | got
out and went to the screen door. Jane Lee was standing in it with her eyes cupped toward the sun.
«Jane» | sad. «lt'sme. It'sus.»

She knew that. «Yes, | know. Bull isn't here now. Is't that afire or something over there? We
both looked toward the sun.

«Y ou mean the sun?»

«Of course | don’'t mean the sun - | heard Srens that way. Don’'t you know a peculiar glow?» It
was toward New Orleans, the clouds were stirange.

« don't see anything,» | said.

Jane snuffed down her nose. «Same old Paradise.»

That was the way we greeted each other after four years; Jane used to live with my wife and me
in New York. «And is Gaatea Dunkd here?> | asked. Jane was ill looking for her fire; in those
days she ate three tubes of benzedrine paper aday. Her face, once plump and Germanic and pretty,
had become stony and red and gaunt. She had caught polio in New Orleans and limped a little.
Sheepishly Dean and the gang came out of the car and more or less made themsalves a home.
Gdatea Dunkd came out of her dately retirement in the back of the house to meet her tormentor.
Gadatea was a serious girl. She was pae and looked like tears dl over. Big Ed passed his hand
through his hair and said hello. She looked at him steadily.

«Where have you been? Why did you do thisto me?» And she gave Dean a dirty look; she knew
the score. Dean paid absolutely no attention; what he wanted now was food; he asked Jane if there
was anything. The confusion began right there.

Poor Bull came home in his Texas Chevy and found his house invaded by maniacs; but he greeted
me with anice warmth | hadn’t seenin him for along time. He had bought this house in New Orleans
with some money he had made growing black-eyed pess in Texas with an old college schoolmate
whose father, a mad-paretic, had died and left a fortune. Bull himself only got fifty dollars a week
from his own family, which wasn't too bad except that he spent dmost that much per week on his
drug habit - and his wife was adso expensve, gobbling up about ten dollars worth of benny tubes a
week. Their food hill was the lowest in the country; they hardly ever ate; nor did the children - they
didn't seem to care. They had two wonderful children: Dodie, eight years old; and little Ray, one
year. Ray ran around stark naked in the yard, alittle blond child of the rainbow. Bull caled him «the
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Little Beast,» after W. C. Fdds. Bull came driving into the yard and unrolled himsdf from the car
bone by bone, and came over wearily, wearing glasses, felt hat, shabby suit, long, lean, strange, and
laconic, saying, «Why, Sd, you findly got here; let’s go in the house and have a drink.»

It would take dl night to tell about Old Bull Lee; let’s just say now, he was a teacher, and it may
be sad that he had every right to teach because he spent dl his time learning; and the things he
learned were what he consdered to be and called «the facts of life,» which he learned not only out of
necessity but because he wanted to. He dragged his long, thin body around the entire United States
and most of Europe and North Africain histime, only to see what was going on; he married a White
Russan countess in Yugodaviato get her away from the Nazis in the thirties; there are pictures of
him with the internationa cocaine set of the thirties - gangs with wild hair, leaning on one ancther;
there are other pictures of him in a Panama hat, surveying the dreets of Algiers, he never saw the
White Russan countess again. He was an exterminator in Chicago, a bartender in New York, a
summons-server in Newark. In Paris he sat a cafe tables, watching the sullen French faces go by. In
Athens he looked up from his ouzo a what he cdled the ugliest people in the world. In Istanbul he
threaded his «way through crowds of opium addicts and rug-sdllers, looking for the facts. In English
hotels he read Spengler and the Marquis de Sade. In Chicago he planned to hold up a Turkish bath,
hestated just for two minutes too long for a drink, and wound up with two dollars and had to make a
run for it. He did dl these things merely for the experience. Now the find study was the drug habit.
He was now in New Orleans, dipping dong the streets with shady characters and haunting
connection bars,

There is a strange story about his college days that illustrates something ese about him: he had
friends for cocktails in his well-gppointed rooms one afternoon when suddenly his pet ferret rushed
out and bit an elegant teacup queer on the ankle and everybody hightailed it out the door, screaming.
Old Bull leaped up and grabbed his shotgun and said, «<He smdls that old rat again,» and shot ahole
in the wall big enough for fifty rats. On the wal hung a picture of an ugly old Cgpe Cod house. His
friends sad, «Why do you have that ugly thing hanging there?> and Bull sad, «l like it because it's
ugly.» All hislifewasin that line. Once | knocked on his door in the 60th Street dums of New Y ork
and he opened it wearing a derby hat, a vest with nothing undernesth, and long striped sharpster
pants, in his hands he had a cookpot, birdseed in the pot, and was trying to mash the seed to rall in
cigarettes. He dso experimented in boiling codeine cough syrup down to ablack mash - that didn’t
work too well. He spent long hours with Shakespeare - the «lmmorta Bard,» he caled him - on
his 1ap. In New Orleans he had begun to spend long hours with the Mayan Codices on his lap, and,
athough he went on talking, the book lay open dl the time. | said once, «What's going to happen to
us when we die?» and he said, «\When you die you're just deed, that's dl.» He had a set of chainsin
his room that he said he used with his psychoandy4t; they were experimenting with narcoanaysis and
found that Old Bull had seven separate persondities, each growing worse and worse on the way
down, till finally he was araving idiot and had to be restrained with chains. The top persondity was
an English lord, the bottom the idiot. Halfway he was an old Negro who stood in line, waiting with
everyone ese, and said, «<Some' s bastards, some’ sain't, that’ s the score.»

Bull had a sentimental stresk about the old days m America, especiadly 1910, when you could get
morphine in a drugstore without prescription and Chinese smoked opium in their evening windows
and the country was wild and brawling and free, with abundance and any kind of freedom for
everyone. His chief hate was Washington bureaucracy; second to thet, liberals;, then cops. He spent
al his time talking and teaching others. Jane sat at his feet; so did |; so did Dean; and so had Carlo
Marx. We d dl learned from him. He was a gray, nondescript-looking fellow you wouldn't notice on
the dtreet, unless you looked closer and saw his mad, bony skull with its strange youthfulness - a
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Kansas minister with exatic, phenomend fires and myseries. He had studied medicine in Vienna; had
sudied anthropology, read everything; and now he was sttling to his life's work, which was the
dudy of things them-sdves-in the dreets of life and the night. He st in his chair; Jane brought
drinks, martinis. The shades by his chair were dways drawn, day and night; it was his corner of the
house. On his lgp were the Mayan Codices and an ar gun which he occasondly raised to pop
benzedrine tubes across the room. | kept rushing around, putting up new ones. We dl took shots
and meanwhile we taked. Bull was curious to know the reason for this trip. He peered a us and
snuffed down his nose, thfump, like asound in adry tank.

«Now, Dean, | want you to gt quiet a minute and tell me what you' re doing crossing the country
like this»

Dean could only blush and say, «<Ah well, you know how it is»

«Sd, what are you going to the Coast for?» «Only for afew days. I’'m coming back to school.»
«What's the score with this Ed Dunkel? What kind of character is he?» At that moment Ed was
making up to Gaatea in the bedroom; it didn't take him long. We didn’'t know what to tell Bull about
Ed Dunkd. Seeing that we didn’t know anything about ourselves, he whipped out three sticks of tea
and said to go ahead, supper’ d be ready soon.

«Ain't nothing better in the world to give you an appetite. | once ate a horrible lunchcart hamburg
on tea and it seemed like the most ddlicious thing in the world. | just got back from Houston last
week, went to see Dale about our black-eyed peas. | was degping in a motel one morning when al
of asudden | was blasted out of bed. This damn fool had just shot his wife in the room next to mine,
Everybody stood around confused, and the guy just got in his car and drove off, |eft the shotgun on
the floor for the sheriff. They findly caught him in Houma, drunk as a lord. Man an't safe going
around this country any more without a gun.» He pulled back his coat and showed us his revolver.
Then he opened the drawer and showed us the rest of hisarsenal. In New Y ork he once had a sub-
machine-gun under his bed. «l got something better than that now - a German Scheintoth gas gun;
look &t this beauty, only got one shell. | could knock out a hundred men with this gun and have
plenty of time to make a getaway. Only thing wrong, | only got one shell.»

«l hope I'm not around when you try it,» said Jane from the kitchen. «How do you know it's a
gas shdl?» Bull snuffed; he never paid any atention to her sdlies but he heard them. His rdation with
hiswife was one of the strangest: they talked till late at night; Bull liked to hold the floor, he went right
on in his dreary monotonous voice, she tried to break in, she never could; a dawn he got tired and
then Jane taked and he ligened, snuffing and going thfump down his nose. She loved that man
medly, but in a ddirious way of some kind; there was never any mooching and mincing around, just
tak and a very deep companionship that none of us would ever be able to fathom. Something
curioudy unsympathetic and cold between them was redly a form of humor by which they
communicated their own set of subtle vibrations. Love is dl; Jane was never more than ten feet away
from Bull and never missed aword he said, and he spokein avery low voice, too.

Dean and | were ydling about a big night in New Orleans and wanted Bull to show us around. He
threw a damper on this. «New Orleansis a very dull town. It's againgt the law to go to the colored
section. The bars are insufferably dreary.»

| said, «There must be some ided barsin town.»

«Theided bar doesn't exist in America. An idedl bar is something that’s gone beyond our ken. In
nineteen ten a bar was a place where men went to meet during or after work, and al there was was
along counter, brass rails, spittoons, player piano for music, afew mirrors, and barrels of whisky at
ten cents a shot together with barrds of beer a five cents a mug. Now dl you get is chromium,
drunken women, fags, hogtile bartenders, anxious owners who hover around the door, worried
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about ther leether seats and the law; just a lot of screaming at the wrong time and deadly sllence
when a stranger walksin.»

We argued about bars. «All right,» he said, «I’ll take you to New Orleans tonight and show you
what | mean.» And he ddiberatdly took usto the dullest bars. We left Jane with the children; supper
was over; she was reading the want ads of the New Orleans Times-Picayune. | asked her if she
was looking for ajob; she only said it was the most interesting part of the paper. Bull rode into town
with us and went right on talking. «Take it easy, Dean, we'll get there, | hope; hup, there s the ferry,
you don't have to drive us clear into the river.» He held on. Dean had gotten worse, he confided in
me. «He seems to me to be headed for hisided fate, which is compulsive psychoss dashed with a
jigger of psychopathic irresponghbility and violence.» He looked a Dean out of the corner of his eye.
«f you go to Cdifornia with this madman you'll never make it. Why don't you stay in New Orleans
with me? We'll play the horses over to Graetna and relax in my yard. I’ve got a nice set of knives
and I'm building a target. Some pretty juicy dolls downtown, too, if that’s in your line these days»
He snuffed. We were on the ferry and Dean had legped out to lean over therall. | followed, but Bull
st on in the car, snuffing, thfump. There was a mystic wraith of fog over the brown waters that night,
together with dark driftwoods; and across the way New Orleans glowed orange-bright, with a few
dark ships a her hem, ghostly fogbound Cereno ships with Spanish balconies and ornamenta poops,
till you got up close and saw they were just old freighters from Sweden and Panama. The ferry fires
glowed in the night; the same Negroes plied the shove and sang. Old Big Sim Hazard had once
worked on the Algiers ferry as a deckhand; this made me think of Missssppi Gene too; and as the
river poured down from mid-Americaby sarlight | knew, | knew like mad that everything | had ever
known and would ever know was One. Strange to say, too, that night we crossed the ferry with Bull
Lee agirl committed suicide off the deck; elther just before or just after us, we saw it in the paper the
next day.

We hit dl the dull bars in the French Quarter with Old Bull and went back home a midnight. That
night Marylou took everything in the books; she took tea, goofbals, benny, liquor, and even asked
Old Bull for a shot of M, which of course he didn’t give her; he did give her a martini. She was so
saturated with elements of al kinds that she came to a standdtill and stood goofy on the porch with
me. It was awonderful porch Bull had. It ran clear around the house; by moonlight with the willows
it looked like an old Southern mansion that had seen better days. In the house Jane sat reading the
want ads in the living room; Bull was in the bathroom taking his fix, dutching his old black necktie in
his teeth for a tourniquet and jabbing with the needle into his woesome arm with the thousand holes;
Ed Dunke was sprawled out with Gaatea in the massve master bed that Old Bull and Jane never
used; Dean wasrolling tea; and Marylou and | imitated Southern aristocracy.

«Why, Miss Lou, you look lovely and most fetching tonight.»

«Why, thank you, Crawford, | sure do gppreciate the nice things you do say.»

Doors kept opening around the crooked porch, and members of our sad dramain the American
night kept popping out to find out where everybody was. Findly | took awak aone to the levee. |
wanted to St on the muddy bank and dig the Missssppi River; instead of that | had to look at it with
my nose againgt a wire fence. When you start separating the people from their rivers what have you
got? «Bureaucracy!» says Old Bull; he dts with Kafka on his lap, the lamp burns aove him, he
wiffs, thfump. His old house cresks. And the Montana log rolls by in the big black river of the
night. « Tain't nothin but bureaucracy. And uniond Especidly unions» But dark laughter would
come again.
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It was there in the morning when | got up bright and early and found Old Bull and Dean in the
back yard. Dean was wearing his gas-dtation coverdls and helping Bull. Bull had found a great big
piece of thick rotten wood and was desperately yanking with a hammerhook &t little nails imbedded
init. We gared at the nails; there were millions of them; they were like worms.

«When | get dl these nails out of thisI’m going to build me ashdf that'll last a thousand years!»
sad Bull, every bone shuddering with boyish excitement. «Why, Sd, do you redize the shelves they
build these days crack under the weight of knickknacks after sx months or generdly collapse? Same
with houses, same with clothes. These bastards have invented plagtics by which they could make
houses that last forever. And tires. Americans are killing themsalves by the millions every year with
defective rubber tires that get hot on the road and blow up. They could make tires that never blow
up. Same with tooth powder. There's a certain gum they’ve invented and they won't show it to
anybody that if you chew it as akid you'll never get a cavity for the ret of your born days. Same
with clothes. They can make clothes that last forever. They prefer making chegp goods so's
everybody’ll have to go on working and punching timeclocks and organizing themselves in sullen
unions and floundering around while the big grab goes on in Washington and Moscow.» He raised
his big piece of rotten wood. «Don’t you think this'|| make a splendid shelf?»

It was early in the morning; his energy was a its peak. The poor fdlow took so much junk into his
system he could only westher the greater proportion of his day in that chair with the lamp burning at
noon, but in the morning he was magnificent. We began throwing knives at the target. He said he'd
seen an Arab in Tunis who could sick a man's eye from forty feet. This got him going on his aunt,
who went to the Casbah in the thirties. «She was with a party of tourigts led by a guide. She had a
diamond ring on her little finger. She leaned on awadl to rest a minute and an Ay-rab rushed up and
gopropriated her ring finger before she could let out a cry, my dear. She suddenly redlized she had
no little finger. Hi-hi-hi-hi-hi!» When he laughed he compressed his lips together and made it come
out from his bdly, from far awvay, and doubled up to lean on his knees. He laughed along time. «Hey
Janel» he ydled glefully. «l was just telling Dean and Sal about my aunt in the Cashah!»

« heard you,» she sad across the lovdy warm Gulf morning from the kitchen door. Gresat
beautiful clouds floated overhead, valey clouds that made you fed the vastness of old tumbledown
holy America from mouth to mouth and tip to tip. All pep and juices was Bull. «Say, did | ever tel
you about Da€'s father? He was the funniest old man you ever saw in your life. He had paresis,
which egts away the forepart of your brain and you get so's you're not responsible for anything that
comes into your mind. He had a house in Texas and had carpenters working twenty-four hours a day
putting on new wings. HE d legp up in the middle of the night and say, 'l don’'t want that goddam
wing; put it over there’ The carpenters had to take everything down and gtart dl over again. Come
dawn you’ d see them hammering away a the new wing. Then the old man'd get bored with that and
say, 'Goddammit, | wanta go to Mainel’ And he'd get into his car and drive off a hundred miles an
hour - great showers of chicken feathers followed his track for hundreds of miles. He'd stop his car
in the middle of a Texas town just to get out and buy some whisky. Traffic would honk dl around
him and he'd come rushing out of the store, ydling, ' Thet your goddam noith, you bunth of bathats!’
He lisped; when you have paresis you lips, | mean you lisps. One night he came to my house in
Cincinnati and tooted the horn and said, ' Come on out and let’s go to Texas to see Dde’ He was
going back from Maine. He claimed he bought a house - oh, we wrote a story about him at college,
where you see this horrible shipwreck and people in the water clutching at the sSdes of the lifeboat,
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and the old man is there with a machete, hackin at their fingers. ' Get away, ya bunth a bathats, thith
my cottham boath!” Oh, he was horrible. | could tell you stories about him dl day. Say, ain't thisa
nice day

And it sure was. The softest breezes blew in from the levee; it was worth the whole trip. We went
into the house after Bull to measure the wal for a shelf. He showed us the dining-room table he built.
It was made of wood six inchesthick. «Thisis atable that’ Il last athousand years)» said Bull, leaning
hislong thin face a us maniacaly. He banged on it.

In the evenings he sat at thistable, picking at his food and throwing the bones to the cats. He had
seven cas. « love cats. | especidly like the ones that squed when | hold ‘em over the bathtub.» He
ingsted on demondtrating; someone was in the bathroom. «Wel» he sad, «we can't do that now.
Say, | been having afight with the neighbors next door.» He told us about the neighbors, they were a
vast crew with sassy children who threw stones over the rickety fence & Dodie and Ray and
sometimes a Old Bull. He told them to cut it out; the old man rushed out and yelled something in
Portuguese. Bull went in the house and came back with his shotgun, upon which he leaned demurdly;
the incredible smper on his face beneeth the long hatbrim, his whole body writhing coyly and snakily
as he waited, a grotesque, lank, londy clown beneeth the clouds. The sight of him the Portuguese
must have thought something out of an old evil dream.

We scoured the yard for things to do. There was a tremendous fence Bull had been working on
to separate him from the obnoxious neighbors; it would never be finished, the task was too much. He
rocked it back and forth to show how solid it was. Suddenly he grew tired and quiet and went in the
house and disappeared in the bathroom for his pre-lunch fix. He came out glassy-eyed and cdm, and
sat down under his burning lamp. The sunlight poked feebly behind the drawn shede. «Say, why
don’t you fdlows try my orgone accumulator? Put some juice in your bones. | dways rush up and
take off ninety miles an hour for the nearest whorehouse, hor-hor-hor!» This was his «laugh» laugh -
when he waan't redly laughing. The orgone accumulator is an ordinary box big enough for aman to
gt ingde on a chair: alayer of wood, a layer of metal, and another layer of wood gather in orgones
from the atmosphere and hold them captive long enough for the human body to absorb more than a
usud share. According to Reich, orgones are vibratory atmospheric atoms of the life-principle.
People get cancer because they run out of orgones. Old Bull thought his orgone accumulator would
be improved if the wood he used was as organic as possible, so he tied bushy bayou leaves and
twigs to his mystica outhouse. It stood there in the hat, flat yard, an exfoliate machine clustered and
bedecked with maniaca contrivances. Old Bull dipped off his clothes and went in to St and moon
over his navd. «Say, Sd, after lunch let’s you and me go play the horses over to the bookie joint in
Graetna» He was magnificent. He took a nap after lunch in his chair, the air gun on hislgp and little
Ray curled around his neck, deeping. It was a pretty sght, father and son, a father who would
certainly never bore his son when it came to finding things to do and talk about. He woke up with a
dart and stared a me. It took him a minute to recognize who | was. «What are you going to the
Coadt for, Sal?» he asked, and went back to deep in a moment.

In the afternoon we went to Graetna, just Bull and me. We drove in his old Chevy. Dean's
Hudson was low and deek; Bull’s Chevy was high and rattly. It was just like 1910. The bookie joint
was located near the waterfront in a big chromium-leather bar that opened up in the back to a
tremendous hall where entries and numbers were posted on the wall. Louisana characters lounged
around with Racing Forms. Bull and | had a beer, and casudly Bull went over to the dot| machine
and threw a hdf-dollar piece in. The counters | clicked «Jackpot» - »Jackpot» - »Jackpot» - and the
ladt!

«Jackpot» hung for just a moment and dipped back to «Cherry.» He had lost a hundred dollars
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or more just by a har. «Damnl» ydled Bull. «They got these things adjusted. You could see it right
then. | had the jackpot and the mechanism clicked it back. Well, what you gonna do.» We examined
the Racing Form. | hadn't played the horses in years and was bemused with al the new names.
There was one horse called Big Pop that sent me into atemporary trance thinking of my father, who
used to play the horses with me. | was just about to mention it to Old Bull when he said, «Wdll |
think Il try this Ebony Corsair here»

Then| findly sad it. «Big Pop reminds me of my father.»

He mused for just a second, his clear blue eyes fixed on mine hypnaticaly so that | couldn’t tell
what he was thinking or where he was. Then he went over and bet on Ebony Corsair. Big Pop won
and paid fifty to one.

«Damn!» said Bull. «I should have known better, I ve had experience with this before. Oh, when
will we ever learn»

«What do you mean?»

«Big Pop iswhat | mean. You had a vison, boy, a vision. Only damn fools pay no attention to
visons. How do you know your father, who was an old horseplayer, just didn't momentarily
communicate to you that Big Pop was going to win the race? The name brought the feding up in you,
he took advantage of the name to communicate. That's what | was thinking about when you
mentioned it. My cousin in Missouri once bet on a horse that had a name that reminded him of his
mother, and it won and paid a big price. The same thing happened this afternoon.» He shook his
head. «Ah, let's go. Thisis the last time I'll ever play the horses with you around; al these visons
drive me to digtraction.» In the car as we drove back to his old house he said, «Mankind will
someday redlize that we are actudly in contact with the dead and with the other world, whatever it is,
right now we could predict, if we only exerted enough menta will, what is going to happen within the
next hundred years and be able to take steps to avoid al kinds of catastrophes. When aman dies he
undergoes a mutation in his brain that we know nothing about now but which will be very cear
someday if scientists get on the ball. The bastards right now are only interested in seeing if they can
blow up the world.»

We told Jane about it. She sniffed. «It sounds slly to me» She plied the broom around the
kitchen. Bull went in the bathroom for his afternoon fix.

Out on the road Dean and Ed Dunkel were playing basketbdl with Dodi€'s bal and a bucket
nalled on a lamppogt. | joined in. Then we turned 10 feats of athletic prowess. Dean completdy
amazed me. He had Ed and me hold a bar of iron up to our wasts, and just standing there he
popped right over it, holding his heds. «Go ahead, rase it.» We kept raiang it till it was chest-high.
Still he jJumped over it with ease. Then he tried the running broad jump and did at least twenty feet
and more. Then | raced him down the road. | can do the hundred in 10:5. He passed me like the
wind. Aswe ran | had a mad vison of Dean running through dl of life just like thet - his bony face
outthrugt to life, his arms pumping, his brow swesting, his legs twinkling like Groucho Marx, ydling,
«Yed Yes, man, you sure can go!» But nobody could go as fast as he could, and that’s the truth.
Then Bull came out with a couple of knives and started showing us how to disarm a would-be shiver
inadak aley. | for my part showed him avery good trick, which is faling on the ground in front of
your adversary and gripping him with your ankles and flipping him over on his hands and grabbing his
wrigts in full nelson. He said it was pretty good. He demondtrated some jujitsu. Little Dodie caled
her mother to the porch and said, «Look at the slly men.» She was such a cute sassy little thing that
Dean couldn’t take his eyes off her.

«Wow. Walt till she grows up! Can you see her cuttin down Cand Street with her cute eyes. Ah!
Ohl» He hissed through his teeth.
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We spent amad day in downtown New Orleans waking around with the Dunkels. Dean was out
of his mind that day. When he saw the T & NO freight trains in the yard he wanted to show me
everything a once. «You'll be brakeman ‘fore I’'m through with yal» He and | and Ed Dunke ran
across the tracks and hopped a freight at three individua points, Marylou and Galatea were waiting
in the car. We rode the train a haf-mile into the piers, waving a switchmen and flagmen. They
showed me the proper way to get off amoving car; the back foot first and let the train go away from
you and come around and place the other foot down. They showed me the refrigerator cars, the ice
compartments, good for aride on any winter night in a string of empties. «Remember what | told you
about New Mexico to LA cried Dean. «Thiswastheway | hungon . . .»

We got back to the girls an hour late and of course they were mad. Ed and Galatea had decided
to get aroom in New Orleans and stay there and work. This was okay with Bull, who was getting
sck and tired of the whole mob. The invitation, origindly, was for me to come aone. In the front
room, where Dean and Marylou dept, there were jam and coffee stains and empty benny tubes dl
over the floor; what's more it was Bull’s workroom and he couldn’t get on with his shelves. Poor
Jane was driven to digtraction by the continua jumping and running around on the part of Dean. We
were waiting for my next Gl check to come through; my aunt was forwarding it. Then we were off,
the three of us - Dean, Marylou, me. When the check came | redlized | hated to leave Bull's
wonderful house so suddenly, but Dean was dl energies and ready to do.

In a sad red dusk we were findly seated in the car and Jane, Dodie, little boy Ray, Bull, Ed, and
Gdatea stood around in the high grass, smiling. It was good-by. At the last moment Dean and Bulll
had a misunderstanding over money; Dean had wanted to borrow; Bull sad it was out of the
question. The feding reached back to Texas days. Con-man Dean was antagonizing people away
from him by degrees. He giggled maniacdly and didn't care; he rubbed his fly, stuck his finger in
Marylou's dress, durped up her knee, frothed at the mouth, and said, «Darling, you know and |
know that everything is sraight between us a last beyond the furthest abdract definition in
metaphysica terms or any terms you want to specify or sweetly impose or harken back . . .» and so
on, and zoom went the car and we were off again for Cdifornia
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What is tha fedling when you're driving away from people and they recede on the plain till you
see their specks dispersing? - it's the too-huge world vaulting us, and it's good-by. But we lean
forward to the next crazy venture benegth the skies.

We wheded through the sultry old light of Algiers, back on the ferry, back toward the mud-
splashed, crabbed old ships across the river, back on Cand, and out; on a two-lane highway to
Baton Rouge in purple darkness, swung west there, crossed the Mississippi at a place caled Port
Alien. Port Alien - where the river's dl rain and roses in a misty pinpoint darkness and where we
swung around a circular drive in yelow foglight and suddenly saw the greet black body below a,
bridge and crossed eternity again. What isthe Mississppi River? - awashed clod in the rainy night, a
soft plopping ( from drooping Missouri banks, a dissolving, a riding of the tide down the eternd
waterbed, a contribution to brown foams, a voyaging past endless vales and trees and levees, down
adong, down dong, by Memphis, Greenville, Eudora, Vicksburg, Natchez, Port Alien, and Port
Orleans and Port of the Déltas, by Potash, Venice, and the Night's Great Gulf, and out.

With the radio on to amystery program, and as | looked out the window and saw a sign that said
USE COOPER'S PAINT and | said, «Okay, | will.» we rolled across the hoodwink night of the
Louisana plains - Lawtdl, Eunice, Kinder, and De Ouincy, western rickety towns becoming more
bayou-like as\\e reached the Sabine. In Old Opelousas | went into a grocery store to buy bread and
cheese while Dean saw to gas and ail. It was just ashack; | could hear the family eating supper in the
back. | waited a minute; they went on talking. | took bread and cheese and dipped out the door. We
had barely enough money to make Frisco. Meanwhile Dean took a carton of cigarettes from the gas
gtation and we were stocked for the voyage - gas, ail, cigarettes, and food. Crooks don’t know. He
pointed the car Sraight down the road.

Somewhere near Starks we saw a great red glow in the sky ahead; we wondered what it was, in
a moment we were passing it. It was a fire beyond the trees; there were many cars parked on the
highway. It must have been some kind of fish-fry, and on the other hand it might have been anything.
The country turned strange and dark near Deweyville. Suddenly \\e were in the swamps.

«Man, do you imagine what it would be like if we found a jazzjoint in these swamps, with great
big black fellas moanin guitar blues and drinkin snakeuice and makin Signs at us?»

«Yes»

There were mysteries around here. The car was going over a dirt road eevated off the swamps
that dropped on both sides and drooped with vines. We passed an gpparition; it was aNegro man in
a white shirt walking aong with his ams up-spread to the inky firmament. He must have been
praying or caling down acurse. We zoomed right by; | looked out the back window to see his white
eyes. «Whoo!» said Dean. «Look out. We better not stop in this here country.» At one point we got
stuck at a crossroads and stopped the car anyway. Dean turned off the headlamps. We were
surrounded by a greet forest of viny trees in which we could dmost hear the dither of a million
copperheads. The only thing we could see was the red ampere button on the Hudson dashboard.
Marylou squeded with fright. We began laughing maniac laughs to her. We were scared too. We
wanted to get out of this mangon of the snake, this mireful drooping dark, and zoom on back to
familiar American ground and cowtowns. There was a smél of oil and dead water in the ar. This
was a manuscript of the night we couldn’t read. An owl hooted. We took a chance on one of the dirt
roads, and pretty soon we were crossing the evil old Sabine River that is responsible for al these
swamps. With amazement we saw great sructures of light ahead of us. «Texad It's Texad
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Beaumont ol town!» Huge ail tanks and refineriesloomed like citiesin the aily fragrant air.

«I'm glad we got out of there» said Marylou. «Let's play some more mystery programs now.»

We zoomed through Beaumont, over the Trinity River a Liberty, and straight for Houston. Now
Dean got taking about his Houston days in 1947. «Hassdl! That mad Hassdl! | look for him
everywhere | go and | never find him. He used to get us so hung-up in Texas here. We' d drive in
with Bull for groceries and Hassd’d disgppear. We d have to go looking for him in every shooting
gdlery in town.» We were entering Houston. «We had to look for him in this spade part of town
mogt of the time. Man, he' d be blasting with every mad cat he could find. One night we logt him and
took a hotel room. We were supposed to bring ice back to Jane because her food was rotting. It
took us two daysto find Hassdl. | got hung-up myself - 1 gunned shopping women in the afternoon,
right here, downtown, supermarkets» - we flashed by in the empty night - »and found a red gone
dumb girl who was out of her mind and just wandering, trying to stedl an orange. She was from
Wyoming. Her beautiful body was matched only by her idiot mind. | found her babbling and took her
back to the room. Bull was drunk trying to get this young Mexican kid drunk. Carlo was writing
poetry on heroin. Hassdl didn't show up till midnight a the jegp. We found him deeping in the back
seet. Theice was dl meted. Hassd said he took about five deegping pills. Man, if my memory could
only serve me right the way my mind works | could tell you every detall of the things we did. Ah, but
we know time, Everything takes care of itsalf. | could close my eyes and this old car would take care
of itsdf»

In the empty Houston streets of four o' clock in the morning a motorcycle kid suddenly roared
through, dl bespangled and bedecked with glittering buttons, visor, dick black jacket, a Texas poet
of the night, girl gripped on his back like a papoose, hair flying, onward-going, snging, «Houston,
Augtin, Fort Worth, Ddllas - and sometimes Kansas City - and sometimes old Antone, ah-haaaaal »
They pinpointed out of Sght. «Wow! Dig that gone gd on his bet! Let's dl blow!» Dean tried to
catch up with them. «Now wouldn't it be fine if we could dl get together and have a red going
goofbang together with everybody sweet and fine and agreeable, no> hasdes, no infant rise of
protest or body woes misconceptalized or sumpin? Ah! but we know time» He bent to it and
pushed the car.

Beyond Houston his energies, greet as they were, gave out and | drove. Rain began to fall just as
| took the whedl. Now we were on the great Texas plain and, as Dean said, «You drive and drive
and you're 4ill in Texas tomorrow night.» The rain lashed down. | drove through a rickety little
cowtown with a muddy main street and found mysdlf in a dead end. «Hey, what do | do? They
were both adeep. | turned and crawled back through town. There wasn't a soul in Sight and not a
sngle light. Suddenly a horseman in araincoa gppeared in my headlamps. It was the sheriff. He had
aten-galon hat, drooping in the torrent. «Which way to Augtin? He told me politely and | started
off. Outsde town | suddenly saw two headlamps flaring directly & me in the lashing rain, Whoops, |
thought | was on the wrong sde of the road; { eased right and found mysdf rolling in the mud; |
rolled back to the road. Still the headlamps came sraight for me. At the last moment | redlized the
other driver was on the wrong side of the road and didn’t know it. | swerved at thirty into the mud; it
was flat, no ditch, thank God. The offending car backed up in the downpour. Four sullen
fidldworkers, snuck from their chores to brawl in drinking fieds, dl white shirts and dirty brown
ams, sat looking a me dumbly in the night. The driver was as drunk asthelot.

He said, «Which way t' Houston?> | pointed my thumb back. | was thunderstruck in the middle of
the thought that they had done this on purpose just to ask directions, as a panhandler advances on
you graight up the sdewak to bar your way. They gazed ruefully a the floor of their car, where
empty bottles rolled, and clanked away. | started the car; it was stuck in the mud a foot deep. |
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dghed in the rainy Texas wilderness.

«Dean,» | said, «wake up.»

«What?»

«We're suck in the mud.»

«What happened> | told him. He swore up and down. We put on old shoes and swesaters and
barged out of the car into the driving rain. | put my back on the rear fender and lifted and heaved;
Dean stuck chains under the swishing wheds. In a minute we were covered with mud. We woke up
Marylou to these horrors and made her gun the car while we pushed. The tormented Hudson heaved
and heaved. Suddenly it jolted out and went skidding across the road. Marylou pulled it up just in
time, and we got in. That was that - the work had taken thirty minutes and we were soaked and
miserable.

| fell adeep, Al caked with mud; and in the morning when | woke up the mud was solidified and
outsde there was snow. We were near Fredericksburg, in the high plains. It was one of the worst
winters in Texas and Western history, when cattle perished like flies in great blizzards and snow fell
on San Francisco and LA. We were al miserable. We wished we were back in New Orleans with
Ed Dunkd. Marylou was driving; Dean was degping. She drove with one hand on the whed and the
other reaching back to me in the back seat. She cooed promises about San Francisco. | davered
miserably over it. At ten | took the whed - Dean was out for hours - and drove several hundred
dreary miles across the bushy snows and ragged sage hills. Cowboys went by in basebal caps and
earmuffs, looking for cows. Comfortable little homes with chimneys smoking appeared aong the
road at intervas. | wished we could go in for buttermilk and beansin front of the fireplace.

At Sonora | again helped mysdlf to free bread and cheese while the proprietor chatted with abig
rancher on the other sde of the store. Dean huzzahed when he heard it; he was hungry. We couldn’t
spend a cent on food. «Y ass, yass» sad Dean, watching the ranchers loping up and down Sonora
man dreet, «every one of them is a bloody millionaire, thousand head of cattle, workhands,
buildings, money in the bank. If | lived around here I'd go be an idjit in the sagebrush, I'd be
jackrabhbit, I'd lick up the branches, I'd look for pretty cowgirls - hee-hee-hee-hee! Damn! Bam!»
He socked himsdlf. «Yes! Right! Oh mel» We didn’t know what he was talking about any more. He
took the whed and flew the rest of the way across the state of Texas, about five hundred miles, clear
to El Paso, ariving a dusk and not stopping except once when he took al his clothes off, near
Ozona, and ran yipping and legping naked in the sage. Cars zoomed by and didn’'t see him. He
scurried back to the car and drove on. «Now Sal, now Marylou, | want both of you to do as I'm
doing, disemburden yoursaves of dl that clothes - now what' s the sense of clothes? now that’s what
I’'m sayin - and sun your pretty belies with me. Come onl» We were driving west into the sun; it fell
in through the windshield. «Open your belly aswe drive into it.» Marylou complied; unfuddyduddied,
s0 did I. We sat in the front seet, al three. Marylou took out cold cream and gpplied it to us for
kicks. Every now and then a big truck zoomed by; the driver in high cab caught a glimpse of a
golden beauty gStting naked with two naked men: you could see them swerve a moment as they
vanished in our rear-view window. Great sage plains, snowless now, rolled on. Soon we were in the
orange-rocked Pecos Canyon country. Blue distances opened up in the sky. We got out of the car
to examine an old Indian ruin. Dean did so stark naked. Marylou and | put on our overcoats. We
wandered among the old stones, hooting and howling. Certain tourists caught sight of Dean naked in
the plain but they could not believe their eyes and wobbled on.

Dean and Marylou parked the car near Van Horn and made love while | went to deep. | woke
up just as we were rolling down the tremendous Rio Grande Vdley through Glint and Ydeta to El
Paso. Marylou jumped to the back seet, | jJumped to the front seat, and we rolled along. To our left
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across the vast Rio Grande spaces were the moorish-red mounts of the Mexican border, the land of
the Tarahumare; soft dusk played on the peaks. Straight ahead lay the distant lights of El Paso and
Juarez, sown in a tremendous valey so big that you could see severd railroads puffing a the same
timein every direction, as though it was the Vdley of the World. We descended into it.

«Clint, Texasl» sad Dean. He had the radio on to the Glint gation. Every fifteen minutes they
played arecord; the rest of the time it was commercias about a high-school correspondence course.
«This program is beamed dl over the West,» cried Dean excitedly. «Man, | used to listen to it day
and night in reform school and prison. All of us used to write in. You get a high-school diploma by
mail, facamile thereof, if you pass the test. All the young wranglers in the West, | don't care who, a
one time or another write in for this; it' s dl they hear; you tune the radio in Sterling, Colorado, Lusk,
Wyoming, | don’t care where, you get Glint, Texas, Glint, Texas. And the music is dways cowboy
hillbilly and Mexican, absolutely the worst program in the entire history of the country and nobody
can do anything about it. They have a tremendous beam; they’ve got the whole land hogtied.» We
saw the high antenna beyond the shacks of Glint. «Oh, man, the things | could tell you!» cried Dean,
amost weeping. Eyes bent on Frisco and the Coast, we came into El Paso asit got dark, broke. We
absolutely had to get some money for gas or we' d never make it.

We tried everything. We buzzed the travel bureau, but no one was going west that night. The
travel bureau is where you go for share-the-gas rides, lega in the West. Shifty characters wait with
battered suitcases. We went to the Greyhound bus gtation to try to persuade somebody to give us
the money instead of taking a bus for the Coast. We were too bashful to gpproach anyone. We
wandered around sadly. It was cold outsde. A college boy was sweeting a the sght of luscious
Marylou and trying to look unconcerned. Dean and | consulted but decided we weren't pimps.
Suddenly a crazy dumb young kid, fresh out of reform schoal, atached himsdf to us, and he and
Dean rushed out for a beer. «Come on, man, let’s go mash somebody on the head and get his
money.»

«l dig you, man!» yelled Dean. They dashed off. For a moment | was worried; but Dean only
wanted to dig the streets of El Paso with the kid and get his kicks. Marylou and | waited in the car.
She put her arms around me. | said, «Dammit, Lou, wait till we get to Frisco.»

«l don't care. Dean’ s going to leave me anyway .»

«When are you going back to Denver?» «l don’'t know. | don’t care what I’'m doing. Can | go
back east with you?>

«WEIl have to get some money in Frisco.» «l know where you can get a job in a lunchcart
behind the counter, and I'll be a waitress. | know a hotel where we can stay on credit. We'll stick
together. Gee, I'm sad.» «What are you sad about, kid?»

«’m sad about everything. Oh damn, | wish Dean was't so crazy now.» Dean came twinkling
back, giggling, and jumped in the car.

«What a crazy cat that was, whoo! Did | dig him! | used to know thousands of guys like that,
they're dl the same, their minds work in uniform clockwork, oh, the infinite ramifications, no time, no
time. . .» And he shot up the car, hunched over the whedl, and roared out of El Paso. «WE€ll just
have to pick up hitchhikers. I'm postive well find some. Hup! hup! here we go. Look out!» he
yelled & a motorist, and svung around him, and dodged a truck and bounced over the city limits.
Across the river were the jewd lights of Juarez and the sad dry land and the jewed dars of
Chihuahua. Marylou was watching Dean as she had watched him clear across the country and back,
out of the corner of her eye - with asullen, sad air, as though she wanted to cut off his head and hide
it in her closet, an envious and rueful love of him so amazingly himsdlf, dl raging and sniffy and crazy-
wayed, a smile of tender dotage but dso snister envy that frightened me about her, alove she knew
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would never bear fruit because when she looked a his hangjawed bony face with its male sdf-
containment and absentmindedness she knew he was too mad. Dean was convinced Marylou was a
whore; he confided in me that she was a pathologicd liar. But when she watched him like this it was
love too; and when Dean noticed he dways turned with his big fase flirtatious smile, with the
eydashes fluttering and the teeth pearly white, while a moment ago he was only dreaming in his
eternity. Then Marylou and | both laughed - and Dean gave no Sgn of discomfiture, just a goofy
glad grin that said to us, Ain't we gettin our kicks anyway? And that wasiit.

Outsde El Paso, in the darkness, we saw a small huddled figure with thumb stuck out. It was our
promised hitchhiker. We pulled up and backed to his sde. «How much money you got, kid?» The
kid had no money; he was about seventeen, pale, strange, with one undeveloped crippled hand and
no suitcase. «Ain't he sweet > said Dean, turning to me with a serious awe. «Come onin, fdla, we'll
take you out - » The kid saw his advantage. He said he had an aunt in Tulare, Cdifornia, who owned
agrocery store and as soon as we got there he' d have some money for us. Dean rolled on the floor
laughing, it was so much like the kid in North Carolina. «Yes Yes» heydled. «We€veall got aunts;
well, let’s go, let’'s see the aunts and the uncles and the grocery stores dl the way ALONG that
road!!» And we had a new passenger, and a fine little guy he turned out to be, too. He didn’t say a
word, he listened to us. After a minute of Dean's talk he was probably convinced he had joined a
car of madmen. He said he was hitchhiking from Alabama to Oregon, where his home was. We
asked him what he was doing in Alabama.

«l went to vist my uncle; he said he'd have ajob for me in alumber mill. The job fell through, o
I’m comin back home.»

«Coin home» said Dean, «goin home, yes, | know, we' |l take you home, far as Frisco anyhow.»
But we didn't have any money. Then it occurred to me | could borrow five dollars from my old
friend Hal Hingham in Tucson, Arizona. Immediately Dean said it was dl settled and we were going
to Tucson. And we did.

We passed Las Cruces, New Mexico, in the night and arrived in Arizona a dawn. | woke up
from a deep deep to find everybody deeping like lambs and the car parked God knows where,
because | couldn’t see out the steamy windows. | got out of the car. We were in the mountains: there
was a heaven of sunrise, cool purple ars, red mountainsdes, emerad pastures in valeys, dew, and
transmuting clouds of gold; on the ground gopher holes, cactus, mesquite. It was time for me to drive
on. | pushed Dean and the kid over and went down the mountain with the clutch in and the motor off
to save gas. In this manner | rolled into Benson, Arizona It occurred to me that | had a pocket
watch Rocco had just given me for a birthday present, afour-dollar watch. At the gas station | asked
the man if he knew a pawnshop in Benson. It was right next door to the station. | knocked, someone
got up out of bed, and in aminute | had a dollar for the watch. It went into the tank. Now we had
enough gas for Tucson. But suddenly a big pistol-packing trooper appeared, just as | was ready to
pull out, and asked to see my driver’s license. «The fella in the back seat has the license» | said.
Dean and Marylou were deeping together under the blanket. The cop told Dean to come out.
Suddenly he whipped out his gun and yelled, «Keep your hands up!»

«Offisah» | heard Dean say in the mos unctious and ridiculous tones, «offisah, | was only
buttoning my flah.» Even the cop dmost smiled. Dean came out, muddy, ragged, T-shirted, rubbing
his belly, cursing, looking everywhere for his license and his car papers. The cop rummaged through
our back trunk. All the papers were straight.

«Only checking up,» he said with a broad smile. «You can go on now. Benson ain't a bad town
actudly; you might enjoy it if you had bregkfast here»

«Yes yes yes» sad Dean, paying absolutely no attention to him, and drove off. We dl sghed
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with relief. The police are suspicious when gangs of youngsters come by in new cars without acent in
their pockets and have to pawn watches. «Oh, they’re aways interfering,» said Dean, «but he was a
much better cop than that rat in Virginia They try to make headline arrests; they think every car
going by is some big Chicago gang. They ain't got nothin else to do.» We drove on to Tucson.

Tucson is dtuated in beautiful mesguite riverbed country, overlooked by the snowy Cataina
range. The city was one big condruction job; the people transent, wild, ambitious, busy, gay;
washlines, tralers, bustling downtown streets with banners; atogether very Cdifornian. Fort Lowell
Road, out where Hingham lived, wound aong lovely riverbed trees in the flat desert. We saw
Hingham himsdf brooding in the yard. He was a writer; he had come to Arizona to work on his
book in peace. Hewas atdl, gangly, shy satirist who mumbled to you with his head turned away and
adways sad funny things. His wife and baby were with him in the dobe house, a smdl one that his
Indian stepfather had built. His mother lived across the yard in her own house. She was an excited
American woman who loved pottery, beads, and books. Hingham had heard of Dean through letters
from New York. We came down on him like a cloud, every one of us hungry, even Alfred, the
crippled hitchhiker. Hingham was wearing an old sweeter and smoking a pipe in the keen desert air.
His mother came out and invited usinto her kitchen to egt. We cooked noodles in agresat pot.

Then we dl drove to a crossroads liquor store, where Hingham cashed a check for five dollars
and handed me the money.

There was a brief good-by. «It certainly was pleasant,» said Hingham, looking away. Beyond
some trees, across the sand, a great neon sign of a roadhouse glowed red. Hingham aways went
there for a beer when he was tired of writing. He was very londy, he wanted to get back to New
York. It was sad to see his tal figure receding in the dark as we drove away, just like the other
figures in New York and New Orleans. they stand uncertainly undernesth immense skies, and
everything about them is drowned. Where go? what do? what for? - deep. But this foolish gang was
bending onward.
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Outside Tucson we saw another hitchhiker in the dark road. This was an Okie from Bakersfield,
Cdifornia, who put down his story. «#Hot damn, | |eft Bakerdield with the travel-bureau car and left
my gui-tar in the trunk of another one and they never showed up - guitar and cowboy duds; you see,
I’m amoo-scian, | was headed for Arizona to play with Johnny Mackaw's Sagebrush Boys. Well,
hell, here | am in Arizona, broke, and m’'gui-tar's been stoled. You boys drive me back to
Bakerdfidd and I’ll get the money from my brother. How much you want?» We wanted just enough
gas to make Frisco from Bakersfidd, about three dollars. Now we were five in the car. «Evenin,
ma am,» he said, tipping his hat to Marylou, and we were off.

In the middle of the night we overtopped the lights of PAm Springs from a mountain road. At
dawn, in snowy passes, we labored toward the town of Mojave, which was the entryway to the
great Tehachapi Pass. The Okie woke up and told funny stories;, swest little Alfred sat samiling. Okie
told us he knew a man who forgave his wife for shooting him and got her out of prison, only to be
shot a second time. We were passing the women's prison when he told it. Up ahead we saw
Tehachapi Pass gtarting up. Dean took the whedl and carried us clear to the top of the world. We
passed a great shroudy cement factory in the canyon. Then we started down. Dean cut off the gas,
threw in the cutch, and negotiated every harpin turn and passed cars and did everything in the
books without the benefit of accelerator. | held on tight. Sometimes the road went up again briefly;
he merdly passed cars without a sound, on pure momentum. He knew every rhythm and every kick
of afird-class pass. When it was time to U-turn left around a low stone wal that overlooked the
bottom of the world, he just leaned far over to hisleft, hands on the whed, stiff-armed, and carried it
that way; and when the turn snaked to the right again, thistime with adiff on our left, he leaned far to
the right, making Marylou and me lean with him. In this way we floated and flgpped down to the San
Joaguin Vdley. It lay soread amile beow, virtudly the floor of Cdifornia, green and wondrous from
our aerid shelf. We made thirty miles without using ges.

Suddenly we were dl excited. Dean wanted to tell me everything he knew about Bakersfidd as
we reached the city limits. He showed me rooming houses where he stayed, railroad hotdls,
poolhdls, diners, sdings where he jJumped off the engine for grapes, Chinese restaurants where he
ate, park benches where he met girls, and certain places where he'd done nothing but sit and wait
around. Dean's Cdifornia - wild, swesaty, important, the land of lonely and exiled and eccentric
lovers come to forgather like birds, and the land where everybody somehow looked like broken-
down, handsome, decadent movie actors. «Man, | spent hours on that very chair in front of that
drugstore!» He remembered dl - every pinochle game, every woman, every sad night. And suddenly
we were passing the place in the rallyards where Terry and | had sat under the moon, drinking wine,
on those bum crates, in October 1947, and | tried to tell him. But he was too excited. «Thisiswhere
Dunkd and | spent a whole morning drinking beer, trying to make a red gone little waitress from
Watsonville - no, Tracy, yes, Tracy - and her name was Esmerdda - oh, man, something like that.»
Marylou was planning what to do the moment she arrived in Frisco. Alfred said his aunt would give
him plenty of money up in Tulare.

The Okie directed usto his brother in the flats outside town.

We pulled up a noon in front of alittle rose-covered shack, and the Okie went in and talked with
some women. We waited fifteen minutes. «I’m beginning to think this guy has no more money than |
have» said Dean. «We get more hung-up! There's probably nobody in the family that’ll give him a
cent after that fool escapade.» The Okie came out sheepishly and directed us to town.
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«Hot damn, | wish | could find my brother.» He made inquiries. He probably fdt he was our
prisoner. Findly we went to a big bread bakery, and the Okie came out with his brother, who was
wearing coverdls and was gpparently the truck mechanic ingde. He talked with his brother a few
minutes. We waited in the car. Okie was telling al his rdlatives his adventures and about the loss of
his guitar. But he got the money, and he gave it to us, and we were dl set for Frisco. We thanked
him and took off.

Next stop was Tulare. Up the valey we roared. | lay in the back seat, exhausted, giving up
completely, and sometime in the afternoon, while | dozed, the muddy Hudson zoomed by the tents
outsde Sabind where | had lived and loved and worked in the spectra past. Dean was bent rigidly
over the whed, pounding the rods. | was deegping when we findly arived in Tulare; | woke up to
hear the insane details. «Sal, wake up! Alfred found his aunt’s grocery store, but do you know what
happened? His aunt shot her husband and went to jal. The store's closed down. We didn’'t get a
cent. Think of it! The things that happen; the Okie told us the same likewise tory, the troubles on all
sides, the complications of events - whee, damn!» Alfred was biting his fingernails. We were turning
off the Oregon road & Madera, and there we made our farewd| with little Alfred. We wished him
luck and Godspeed to Oregon. He said it was the best ride he ever had.

It seemed like a matter of minutes when we began rolling in the foothills before Oakland and
suddenly reached a height and saw dretched out ahead of us the fabulous white city of San
Francisco on her deven mydtic hills with the blue Pacific and its advancing wal of potato-patch fog
beyond, and smoke and goldenness in the late afternoon of time. «There she blows» yelled Dean.
«Wow! Made it! Just enough gasl Give me water! No more land! We can't go any further ‘cause
there an’'t no more land! Now Marylou, darling, you and Sd go immediately to a hotel and wait for
me to contact you in the morning as soon as | have definite arrangements made with Camille and call
up Frenchman about my railroad watch and you and Sal buy the firgt thing hit town a paper for the
want ads and workplans» And he drove into the Oakland Bay Bridge and it carried us in. The
downtown office buildings were just sparkling on their lights; it made you think of Sam Spade. When
we staggered out of the car on O’ Farrdll Street and sniffed and stretched, it was like getting on shore
after along voyage at seg; the dopy Street redled under our feet; secret chop sueys from Frisco
Chinatown floated in the air. We took dl our things out of the car and piled them on the Ssdewalk.

Suddenly Dean was saying good-by. He was bursting to see Camille and find out what had
happened. Marylou and | stood dumbly in the street and watched him drive away. «You see what a
bagtard he is? said Marylou. «Dean will leave you out in the cold any timeit'sin hisinterest.»

«l know,» | said, and | looked back east and sighed. We had no money. Dean hadn’t mentioned
money. «Where are we going to stay? We wandered around, carrying our bundles of rags in the
narrow romantic streets. Everybody looked like a broken-down movie extra, a withered starlet;
disenchanted stunt-men, midget auto-racers, poignant California characters with their end-of-the-
continent sadness, handsome, decadent, Casanovaish men, puffy-eyed motel blondes, hustlers,
pimps, whores, masseurs, bellhops - a lemon lot, and how's a man going to make a living with a
gang like that?
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Nevertheess Marylou had been around these people - not far from the Tenderloin - and a gray-
faced hotel clerk let us have aroom on credit. That was the first step. Then we had to eat, and didn't
do o till midnight, when we found a nightclub snger in her hotel room who turned an iron upside
down on a coathanger in the wastebasket and warmed up a can of pork and beans. | looked out the
window a the winking neons and said to mysdlf, Where is Dean and why isn't he concerned about
our welfare? | logt faith in him that year. | stayed in San Francisco a week and had the bestest time
of my life. Marylou and | waked around for miles, looking for food-money. We even visted some
drunken seamen in aflophouse on Mission Street that she knew; they offered us whisky.

In the hotdl we lived together two days. | redized that, now Dean was out of the picture, Marylou
had no red interest in me; she was trying to reach Dean through me, his buddy. We had argumentsin
the room. We dso spent entire nights in bed and | told her my dreams. | told her about the big snake
of the world that was coiled in the earth like aworm in an gople and would someday nudge up a hill
to be thereafter known as Snake Hill and fold out upon the plain, a hundred miles long and devouring
as it went aong. | told her this snake was Satan. «What's going to happen?> she squeded;
meanwhile she hdd metight.

«A sint cdled Doctor Sax will destroy it with secret herbs which he is a this very moment
cooking up in his underground shack somewhere in America. It may aso be disclosed that the snake
isjust ahusk of doves, when the snake dies greet clouds of seminad-gray doves will flutter out and
bring tidings of peace around the world.» | was out of my mind with hunger and bitterness.

One night Marylou disappeared with a nightclub owner. | was waiting for her by appointment in a
doorway across the street, a Larkin and Geary, hungry, when she suddenly stepped out of the foyer
of the fancy gpartment house with her girl friend, the nightclub owner, and a greasy old man with a
roll. Originaly sheé d just gone in to see her girl friend. | saw what a whore she was. She was afraid
to give me the sgn, though she saw me in that doorway. She waked on little feet and got in the
Cadillac and off they went. Now | had nobody, nothing.

| walked around, picking butts from the street. | passed a fish-n-chipsjoint on Market Street, and
suddenly the woman in there gave me a terrified look as | passed; she was the proprietress, she
gpparently thought | was coming in there with a gun to hold up the joint. | walked on a few feet. It
suddenly occurred to me this was my mother of about two hundred years ago in England, and thet |
was her footpad son, returning from gaol to haunt her honest [abors in the hashery. | stopped, frozen
with ecstasy on the sdewalk. | looked down Market Street. | didn't know whether it was that or
Cand Street in New Orleans: it led to water, ambiguous, universal water, just as 42nd Street, New
York, leads to water, and you never know where you are. | thought of Ed Dunkel’s ghost on Times
Square. | was ddirious. | wanted to go back and leer a my strange Dickensian mother in the hash
joint. I tingled dl over from head to foot. It seemed | had awhole host of memories leading back to
1750 in England and that | was in San Francisco now only in ancther life and in another body. «No,»
that woman seemed to say with that terrified glance, «don't come back and plague your honest,
hard-working mother. You are no longer like a son to me - and like your father, my first husband.
‘Ere thiskindly Greek took pity on me.» (The proprietor was a Greek with hairy ams.) «You are no
good, inclined to drunkenness and routs and fina disgraceful robbery of the fruits of my ‘umble
laborsin the hashery. O son! did you not ever go on your knees and pray for ddiverance for dl your
sins and scoundrd’s acts? Lost boy! Depart! Do not haunt my soul; | have done well forgetting you.
Reopen no old wounds, be as if you had never returned and looked in to me - to see my laboring
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humilities, my few scrubbed pennies - hungry to grab, quick to deprive, sullen, unloved, mean-

minded son of my flesh. Son! Son!» It made me think of the Big Pop vison in Graetnawith Old Bull.

And for just amoment | had reached the point of ecstasy that | dways wanted to reach, which was
the complete step across chronologica time into timeless shadows, and wonderment in the bleakness
of the morta redm, and the sensation of death kicking a my heds to move on, with a phantom
dogging its own heds, and mysdf hurrying to a plank where dl the angels dove off and flew into the

holy void of uncrested emptiness, the potent and inconcelvable radiancies shining in bright Mind

Essence, innumerable lotus-lands faling open in the magic mothswarm of heaven. | could hear an
indescribable seething roar which wasn't in my ear but everywhere and had nothing to do with
sounds. | redlized that | had died and been reborn numberless times but just didn't remember

especidly because the trangtions from life to deeth and back to life are so ghostly easy, a magica

action for naught, like faling adegp and waking up again a million times, the utter casuaness and

deep ignorance of it. | redized it was only because of the sability of the intrinsc Mind that these
ripples of birth and death took place, like the action of wind on a sheet of pure, serene, mirror-like
water. | felt sweet, singing bliss, like abig shot of heroin in the mainline vein; like agulp of wine late
in the afternoon and it makes you shudder; my feet tingled. | thought | was going to die the very next

moment. But | didn't die, and walked four miles and picked up ten long butts and took them back to
Marylou’s hotel room and poured their tobacco in my old pipe and lit up. | was too young to know
what had happened. In the window | smelled al the food of San Francisco. There were seafood

places out there where the buns were hot, and the baskets were good enough to eat too; where the

menus themselves were soft with foody esculence as though dipped in hot broths and roasted dry
and good enough to et too. Just show me the bluefish spangle on a seafood menu and I'd et it; let

me smdl the drawn butter and lobster claws. There were places where they speciaized in thick red

roast beef au jus, or roast chicken basted in wine. There were places where hamburgs szzled on
grills and the coffee was only a nickd. And oh, that pan-fried chow mein flavored ar that blew into
my room from Chinatown, vying with the spaghetti sauces of North Beach, the soft-shdll crab of
Fisherman's Whart - nay, the ribs of Fillmore turning on soitd Throw in the Market Street chili

beans, redhot, and french-fried potatoes of the Embarcadero wino night, and steamed clams from
Sausdito across the bay, and that's my ah-dream of San Francisco. Add fog, hunger-making raw
fog, and the throb of neons in the soft night, the clack of high-hedled beauties, white doves in a
Chinese grocery window . . .
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That was the way Dean found me when he finaly decided | was worth saving. He took me home
to Camille' s house. «Where' s Marylou, man»

«The whore ran off.» Camille was ardief after Marylou; a wel-bred, polite young woman, and
she was aware of the fact that the eighteen dollars Dean had sent her was mine. But O where went
thou, sweet Marylou? | rdlaxed afew days in Camille€' s house. From her living-room window in the
wooden tenement on Liberty Street you could see dl of San Francisco burning green and red in the
rany night. Dean did the mogt ridiculous thing of his career the few days | was there. He got ajob
demondtrating a new kind of pressure cooker in the kitchens of homes. The sdlesman gave him piles
of samples and pamphlets. The first day Dean was a hurricane of energy. | drove dl over town with
him as he made gppointments. The ideawas to get invited socidly to adinner party and then legp up
and start demongtrating the pressure cooker. «Man,» cried Dean excitedly, «this is even crazier than
the time | worked for Sinah. Sinah sold encyclopedias in Oakland. Nobody could turn him down.
He made long speeches, he jumped up and down, he laughed, he cried. One time we broke into an
Okie house where everybody was getting ready to go to afunerd. Sinah got down on his knees and
prayed for the deliverance of the deceased soul. All the Okies started crying. He sold a complete set
of encyclopedias. He was the maddest guy in the world. | wonder where heis. We used to get next
to pretty young daughters and fed them up in the kitchen. This afternoon | had the gonest housewife
in her little kitchen - arm around her, demongtrating. Ah! Hmm! Wow!»

«Keep it up, Dean» | said. «Maybe someday you'll be mayor of San Francisco.» He had the
whole cookpot spid worked out; he practiced on Camille and me in the evenings.

One morning he stood naked, looking at al San Francisco out the window as the sun came up.
He looked like someday he' d be the pagan mayor of San Francisco. But his energies ran out. One
rainy afternoon the sdlesman came around to find out what Dean was doing. Dean was sprawled on
the couch. «Have you been trying to sdll these?>

«No,» said Dean, «I have another job coming up.»

«Well, what are you going to do about al these samples?»

«l don’'t know.» In a dead silence the sdlesman gathered up his sad pots and left. | was sck and
tired of everything and so was Dean.

But one night we suddenly went mad together again; we went to see Slim Galllard in alittle Frisco
nightclub. Sim Gaillard is a tdl, thin Negro with big sad eyes who's dways saying, «Right-orooni»
and «How about a little bourbon-orooni. In Frisco great eager crowds of young semi-intellectuas sat
a hisfeet and listened to him on the piano, guitar, and bongo drums. When he gets up warmed up he
gets off his shirt and undershirt and redlly goes. He does and says anything that comes into his head.
He Il sng «Cement Mixer, Put-ti, Put-ti,» and suddenly dows down the beat and broods over his
bongos with fingertips barely tapping the skin as everybody leans forward breathlesdy to hear; you
think he'll do this for a minute or so, but he goes right on, for as long as an hour, making an
imperceptible little noise with the tips of his fingernalls, andler and amdler dl the time till you can't
hear it any more and sounds of traffic come in the open door. Then he dowly gets up and takes the
mike and says, very dowly, «Great-oroooni... fine-ovauti... hello-orooni... bourbon-orooni... al-
orooni... how ae the boys in the front row making out with ther grilsorooni... vauti...
oroonirooni... » He keeps this up for fifteen minutes, his voice getting softer and softer till you can't
hear. His great sad eyes scan the audience.

Dean gands in the back, saying, «God! Yed» - and clasping his hands in prayer and swesting.
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« Sd, Sim knows time, he knows time» Sim dts down a the piano and hits two notes, two Cs,
then two more, then one, then two, and suddenly the big burly bass-player wakes up from a reverie
and redizes Sim in playing «C-Jam Blues » and he dugsin his big forefinger on the string and the big
booming beet begins and everybody starts rocking and Slim looks up just as sad as ever, and they
blow jazz for hdf an hour, and then Sim goes mad and grabs the bongos and plays tremendous
rapid Cubana bests and ydls crazy things in Spanish, in Arabic, in Peruvian didect, in Egyptian, in
every language he knows, and he knows innumerable languages. Findly the st is over; each st
takes two hours. Sim Gaillard goes and stands againgt a post, looking sadly over everybody’s head
as people come to tak to him. A bourbon is dipped in his hand. «Bourbon-orooni - thanky-ou-
ovauti...» Nobody knows where Sim Galillard is. Dean once had a dream that he was having a baby
and hisbelly was dl bloated up blue as he lay on the grass of a Cdifornia hospitd. Under atree, with
agroup of colored men, sat Sim Gaillard. Dean turned despairing eyes of amother to him. Sim sad
«There you go-orooni». Now Dean gpproached him, he gpproached his God; he thought Sim was
God; he shuffled and bowed in front of him and asked him to join us ; «Right-orooni,» says Sim;
he'll join anybody but he won't guarantee to be there with you in spirit. Dean got a table, bought
drinks, and sat iffly in front of Sim. Sim dreamed over his heed. Every time Sim said «QOrooni, »
Dean sad, «Yed» | sa there with these two madmen. Nothing happened. To Sim Gaillard the
whole world was just one big orooni.

That same night | dug Lampshade on Fillmore and Geary Lampshade is a big colored guy who
comes into musica Frisco saloons with oat, hat, and scarfs and jumps on the bandstand and starts
anging; the veins pop in his forehead; he heaves back and blows a big foghorn blues out of every
muscle in his soul. He ydls at people while he's Snging: «Don''t die to go to heaven, start in on
Doctor Pepper and end up on whisky!» His voice booms over everything. He grimaces, he
writhes, he does everything. He came over to our table and leaned over to us and said, «Yesi» And
then he staggered out to the street to hit another saloon. Then there' s Connie Jordan, a madman who
gngs and flips his ams and ends up screaming like a woman; and you see him late a night,
exhausted, listening to wild jazz sessons at Jamson’'s Nook with big round eyes and limp shoulders,
a big gooky date into space, and a drink in front of him. | never saw such crazy musicians,
Everybody in Frisco blew. It was the end of the continent; they didn’t give a damn. Dean and |
goofed around San Francisco in this manner until 1 got my next Gl check and got ready to go back
home.

What | accomplished by coming to San Francisco | don't know. Camille wanted me to leave;
Dean didn't care one way or the other. | bought a loaf of bread and meats and made mysdlf ten
sandwiches to cross the country with again; they were dl going to go rotten on me by the time | got
to Dakota. The last night Dean went mad and found Marylou somewhere downtown and we got in
the car and drove al over Richmond across the bay, hitting Negro jazz shacks in the ail flats.
Marylou went to St down and a colored guy pulled the char out from under her. The gds
approached her in the John with propostions. | was agpproached too. Dean was sweating around. It
was the end; | wanted to get out.

At dawn | got my New Y ork bus and said good-by to Dean and Marylou. They wanted some of
my sandwiches. | told them no. It was a sullen moment. We were dl thinking we'd never see one
another again and we didn’t care.
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In the spring of 1949 | had a few dollars saved from my Gl education checks and | went to
Denver, thinking of settling down there. | saw mysdf in Middle America, a patriarch. | was
lonesome. Nobody was there - no Babe Rawlins, Ray Rawlins, Tim Gray, Betty Gray, Roland
Magor, Dean Moriarty, Carlo Marx, Ed Dunkel, Roy Johnson, Tommy Snark, nobody. | wandered
around Curtis Street and Larimer Street, worked awhile in the wholesae fruit market where | dmost
got hired in 1947 - the hardest job of my life; at one point the Japanese kids and | had to move a
whole boxcar a hundred feet down the rail by hand with a jack-jet that made it move a quarter-inch
with each yank. | lugged watermelon crates over the ice floor of regfers into the blazing sun,
sneezing. In God's name and under the sars, what for?

At dusk | waked. | felt like a speck on the surface of the sad red earth. | passed the Windsor
Hotdl, where Dean Moriarty had lived with his father in the depression thirties, and as of yore |
looked everywhere for the sad and fabled tinsmith of my mind. Either you find someone who! looks
like your father in places like Montana or you look] for afriend' s father where he is no more.

At lilac evening | walked with every muscle aching] among the lights of 27th and Weton in the
Denver colored | section, wishing | were a Negro, fedling that the best the] white world had offered
was not enough ecstasy for me, not \ enough life, joy, kicks, darkness, music, not enough night. |
stopped at alittle shack where aman sold hot red chili in paper containers; | bought some and ate it,
grolling in the : dark mysterious dSreets. | wished | were a Denver Mexican, or even a poor
overworked Jap, anything but what | was so drearily, a «white man» disllusoned. All my lifel’d had
white ambitions; that was why I’ d abandoned a good woman like Terry in the San Joaquin Valey |
passed the dark porches of Mexican and Negro homes, soft voices were there, occasondly the
dusky knee of some mysterious sensud gd; and dark faces of the men behind rose arbors. Little
children sat like sages in ancient rocking chairs. A gang of colored women came by, and one of the
young ones detached hersdf from motherlike eders and came to me fast - »Hello Joe!» - and
suddenly saw it wasn't Joe, and ran back, blushing. | wished | were Joe. | was only mysdf, Sd
Paradise, sad, drolling in this violet dark, this unbearably sweet night, wishing | could exchange
worlds with the happy, true-hearted, ecstatic | Negroes of America. The raggedy neighborhoods
reminded] me of Dean and Marylou, who knew these streets so well from] childhood. How | wished
| could find them.

Down a 23rd and Weton a softbal game was going on under floodlights which dso illuminated
the gas tank. A great 1 eager crowd roared at every play. The strange young heroes of dl kinds,
white, colored, Mexican, pure Indian, were on the field, performing with heart-breaking seriousness.
Just sandlot kids in uniform. Never in my life as an ahlete had | ever permitted mysdlf to perform like
this in front of families and girl friends and kids of the neighborhood, at night, under lights, aways it
had been college, big-time, sober-faced; no boyish, human joy like this. Now it was too late. Near
me sat an old Negro who apparently watched the games every night. Next to him was an old white
bum; then a Mexican family, then some girls, some boys - dl humanity, the lot. Oh, the sadness of
the lights that night! The young pitcher looked just like Dean. A pretty blonde in the seets looked just
like Marylou. It was the Denver Night; dl | did was die.

Down in Denver, down in Denver
All I did was die
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Across the street Negro families sat on their front steps, talking and looking up at the starry night
through the trees and just relaxing in the softness and sometimes wetching the game. Many cars
passed in the street meanwhile, and stopped a the corner when the light turned red. There was
excitement and the ar was filled with the vibration of redly joyous life that knows nothing of
disgppointment and «white sorrows» and dl that. The old Negro man had a can of beer in his coat
pocket, which he proceeded to open; and the old white man envioudy eyed the can and groped in
his pocket to seeif se could buy acan too. How | died! | walked away from there.

| went to see arich girl | knew. In the morning she pulled a hundred-dollar bill out of her slk
stocking and said, «Y ou’ ve been talking of atrip to Frisco; that being the case, take this and go and
have your fun.» So al my problems were solved and | got a travel-bureau car for eeven dollars
gas-fare to Frisco and zoomed over the land.

Two fdlows were driving this car; they said they were pimps. Two other fellows were passengers
with me. We sat tight and bent our minds to the god. We went over Berthoud Pass, down to the
great plateau, Tabernash, Troublesome, Kremmling; down Rabbit Ears Pass to Steamboat Springs,
and j out; fifty miles of dusty detour; then Craig and the Great) American Desart. As we crossed the
Colorado-Utah border 11 saw God in the sky in the form of huge gold sunburning clouds above the
desert that seemed to point a finger at me and say, «Pass here and go on, you're on the road to
heaven.» 1 Ah well, dackaday, | was more interested in some old rotted! covered wagons and pool
tables dtting in the Nevada desert] near a Coca-Cola stand and where there were huts with the!
weetherbeaten sgns gtill ngpping in the haunted shrouded 1 desert wind, saying, «Rettlesnake Bill
lived here» or «Broken-j mouth Annie holed up here for years» Yes, zoom! In Sdt! Lake City the
pimps checked on their girls and we drove on. | Before | knew it, once again | was seeing the fabled
city of San Francisco stretched on the bay in the middle of the night. | ran immediately to Dean. He
had a little house now. | wasl burning to know what was on his mind and what would happen now,
for there was nothing behind me any more, dl my | bridges were gone and | didn’'t give a damn
about anything at ] al. | knocked on his door at two o' clock in the morning.
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He came to the door stark naked and it might have been the Presdent knocking for dl he cared.
He receaived the world in the raw. «Sa!» he said with genuine awe. «l didn’t think you' d actualy do
it. You'vefindly cometo me.»

«Yep» | sad. «Everything fl apart in me. How are things with you>

«Not so good, not so good. But we' ve got amillion thingsto talk about. S, the time has fi-nally
come for us to tak and get with it» We agreed it was about time and went in. My arrival was
somewhat like the coming of the strange most evil angd in the home of the snow-white fleece, as
Dean and | began talking excitedly in the kitchen downdtairs, which brought forth sobs from updtairs.
Everything | said to Dean was answered with a wild, whispering, shuddering «Y esl» Camille knew
what was going to happen. Apparently Dean had been quiet for a few months, now the angd had
arived and he was going mad again. «What's the matter with her?> | whispered.

He said, «She' s getting worse and worse, man, she cries and makes tantrums, won't let me out to
see Sim Galllard, gets mad every time I’ m late, then when | stay home she won't talk to me and says
I’m an utter beast.» He ran upgtairs to soothe her. | heard Camille yel, «You re a liar, you re a liar,
you're a liar!» | took the opportunity to examine the very wonderful house they had. It was a two-
story crooked, rickety wooden cottage in the middle of tenements, right on top of Russian Hill with a
view of the bay; it had four rooms, three upgtairs and one immense sort of basement kitchen
downgtairs. The kitchen door opened onto a grassy court where washlines were. In back of the
kitchen was a storage room where Dean’s old shoes Hill were caked an inch thick with Texas mud
from the night the Hudson got stuck on the Brazos River. Of course the Hudson was gone; Dean
hadn’'t been able to make further payments on it. He had no car a al now. Ther second baby was
accidentaly coming. It was horrible to hear Camille sobbing so. We couldn’'t stand it and went out to
buy beer and brought it back to the kitchen. Camille findly went to deep or spent the night Staring
blankly at the dark. | had no idea-what was redly wrong, except perhaps Dean had driven her mad
after dll.

After my last leaving of Frisco he had gone crazy over Marylou again and spent months haunting
her gpartment on Divisadero, where every night she had a different sailor in and he peeked down
through her mail-dot and could see her bed. There he saw Marylou sprawled in the mornings with a
boy. He trailed her around town. He wanted absolute proof that she was a whore. He loved her, he
swested over her. Finaly he got hold of some bad green, asit’s cdled in the trade - green, uncured
marijuana- quite by mistake, and smoked too much of it.

«The first day,» he said, «l lay rigid as a board in bed and couldn’t move or say a word; | just
looked gtraight up with my eyes open wide. | could hear buzzing in my head and saw dl kinds of
wonderful technicolor visons and fdt wonderful. The second day everything came to me,
EVERYTHING I'd ever done or known or read or heard of or conjectured came to me and
rearranged itsdf in my mind in a brand-new logica way and because | could think of nothing esein
the interior concerns of holding and catering to the amazement and gratitude | felt, | kept saying,
"Yes, yes, yes, yes” Not loud. Yes,' red quiet, and these green tea visions lasted until the third day.
I had understood everything by then, my life was decided, | knew | loved Marylou, | knew | had to
fir my father wherever heisand save him, | knew you were buddy et cetera, | knew how greet Carlo
is. | knew athousand things about everybody everywhere. Then the third day began having aterrible
series of waking nightmares, and the were so absolutely horrible and gridy and green thet | lay there
doubled up with my hands around my knees, saying, 'Oh, oh, oh, ah, oh .. .” The neighbors heard
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me and sent for a doctor. Camille was away with the baby, vigting hot folks. The whole
neighborhood was concerned. They came in and found me lying on the bed with my arms stretched
out forever. S, | ran to Marylou with some of that tea. And do you know that the same thing
happened to that dumb little box? - the same visons, the same logic, the same find decison about
everything, the view of dl truthsin one painful In leading to nightmares and pain - ack! Then | knew |
loved her so much | wanted to kill her. | ran home and beat my head on the wall. | ran to Ed Dunkd;
he’ s back in Frisco with Galateg; | asked him about a guy we know has a gun, | went the guy, | got
the gun, | ran to Marylou, | looked down mail-dot, she was deegping with a guy, had to retreat and
he hesitate, came back in an hour, | barged in, she was done - and gave her the gun and told her to
kill me. She held the gun in her hand the longest time. | asked her for a sweet dead pact. She didn’t
want. | said one of us had to die. She said no. | beat my head on the wal. Man, | was out of my
mind. She'll tdl you, she talked me out of it.»

«Then what happened»

«That was months ago - after you left. She findly married a used-car dedler, dumb badtit has
promised to kill meif he finds me, if necessary | shdl have to defend mysdelf and kill him and I'll go to
San Quentin, ‘cause, Sa, one more rgp of any kind and | go to San Quentin for life - that's the end
of me. Bad hand and dl.» He showed me his hand. | hadn’t noticed in the excitement that he had
auffered a terrible accident to his hand. «I Ht Marylou on the brow on February twenty-sixth a six
o'clock in the evening - in fact six-ten, because | remember | had to make my hotshot freight in an
hour and twenty minutes - the last time we met and the last time we decided everything, and now
ligten to this my thumb only deflected off her brow and she didn’'t even have a bruise and in fact
laughed, but my thumb broke above the wrist and a horrible doctor made a setting of the bones that
was difficult and took three separate castings, twenty-three combined hours of dtting on hard
benches waiting, et cetera, and the final cast had atraction pin stuck through the tip of my thumb, so
in April when they took off the cast the pin infected my bone and | developed osteomyditis which
has become chronic, and after an operation which falled and a month in a cast the result was the
amputation of awee bare piece off the tip-ass end.»

He unwrapped the bandages and showed me. The flesh, about haf an inch, was missing under the
nall.

«t got from worse to worse. | had to support Camille and Amy and had to work as fast as |
could at Firestone as mold man, curing recapped tires and later hauling big hunnerd-fifty-pound tires
from the floor to the top of the cars - could only use my good hand and kept banging the bad -
broke it again, had it reset again, and it's getting dl infected and swoled again. So now | take care of
baby while Camille works. You see? Heeby-jeebies, I'm classfication three-A, jazz-hounded
Moriarty has asore butt, hiswife gives him dally injections of penicillin for his thumb, which produces
hives, for he s dlergic. He mug take sixty thousand units of FHeming's juice within a month. He must
take one tablet every four hours for this month to combat dlergy produced from his juice. He must
take codeine agpirin to rdieve the pain in his thumb. He must have surgery on his leg for an inflamed
cyst. He must rise next Monday at six A.M. to get his teeth cleaned. He must see afoot doctor twice
aweek for treetment. He must take cough syrup each night. He must blow and snort congtantly to
clear his nose, which has collgpsed just under the bridge where an operation some years ago
weekened it. He logt his thumb on his throwing arm. Greatest seventy-yard passer in the history of
New Mexico State Reformatory. And yet - and yet, I’ ve never fdt better and finer and happier with
the world and to seelittle lovely children playing in the sun and | am so glad to see you, my fine gone
wonderful Sdl, and | know, | know everything will be dl right. You'll see her tomorrow, my terrific
darling beautiful daughter can now stand aone for thirty seconds at a time, she weighs twenty-two
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pounds, is twenty-nine inches long. I've just figured out she is thirty-one-and-a-quarter-per-cent
English, twenty-seven-and-a-haf-per-cent Irish, twenty-five-per-cent German, eight-and-three-
guarters-per-cent Dutch, seven-and-a-half-per-cent Scotch, one-hun-dred-per-cent wonderful.» He
fondly congratulated me for the book | had finished, which was now accepted by the publishers.
«We know life, SA, we're growing older, each of us, little by little, and are coming to know things.
What you tdl me about your life | understand well, I've dways dug your fedings, and now in fact
you're ready to hook up with ared great girl if you can only find her and cultivate her and make her
mind your soul as| have tried o hard with these damned women of mine. Shit! shit! shit!» he yelled.

And in the morning Camille threw both of us out, baggage and dl. It began when we cdled Roy
Johnson, old Denver Roy, and had him come over for beer, while Dean minded the baby and did the
dishes and the wash in the backyard but did a doppy job of it in his excitement. Johnson agreed to
drive us to Mill City to look for Remi Boncoaur. Camille came in from work at the doctor’s office
and gave us dl the sad look of a harassed woman's life. | tried to show this haunted woman that |
had no mean intentions concerning her home life by saying hello to her and talking as warmly as |
could, but she knew it was a con and maybe one I’ d learned from Dean, and only gave a brief amile.
In the morning there was a terrible scene: she lay on the bed sobbing, and in the midst of this |
suddenly had the need to go to the bathroom, and the only way | could get there was through her
room. «Dean, Dean,» | cried, «where s the nearest bar>>

«Ba? he sad, surprised; he was washing his hands in the kitchen snk downgairs. He thought |
wanted to get drunk. | told him my dilemmaand he said, «Go right ahead, she does that dl the time.»
No, | couldn’t do that. | rushed out to look for abar; | walked uphill and downhill in avicinity of four
blocks on Russian Hill and found nothing but laundromats, cleaners, soda fountains, beauty parlors. |
came back to the crooked little house. They were yelling a each other as | dipped through with a
feeble amile and locked mysdf in the bathroom. A few moments later Camille was throwing Dean's
things on the living-room floor and telling him to pack. To my amazement | saw a full-length ail
painting of Galatea Dunkel over the sofa. | suddenly redized that al these women were spending
months of loneliness and womanliness together, chatting about the madness of the men. | heard
Dean’'s maniacd giggle across the house, together with the wails of his baby. The next thing | knew
he was gliding around the house like Groucho Marx, with his broken thumb wrapped in a huge white
bandage gticking up like a beacon that stands motionless above the frenzy of the waves. Once again
| saw his pitiful huge battered trunk with socks and dirty underwear sticking out; he bent over it,
throwing in everything he could find. Then he got his suitcase, the bestest suitcase in the USA. It was
made of paper with designs on it to make it look like leather, and hinges of some kind pasted on. A
gredt rip ran down the top; Dean lashed on arope. Then he grabbed his seabag and threw things into
that. | got my bag, suffed it, and as Camille lay in bed saying, «Liar! Liar! Liar!» we legped out of
the house and struggled down the Street to the nearest cable car - a mass of men and suitcases with
that enormous bandaged thumb gticking up inthe ar.

That thumb became the symbol of Dean's final development. He no longer cared about anything
(asbefore) but now he dso cared about everything in principle; that isto say, it was dl the same
to him and he belonged to the world and there was nothing he could do abouit it. He stopped me in
the middle of the street.

«Now, man, | know you're probably red bugged; you just got to town and we get thrown out the
first day and you' re wondering what |’ ve done to deserve this and so on - together with al horrible
appurtenances - hee-hee-hee! - but look at me. Please, Sal, ook at me.»

| looked a him. He was wearing a T-shirt, torn pants hanging down his belly, tattered shoes; he
had not shaved, his hair was wild and bushy, his eyes bloodshot, and that tremendous bandaged
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thumb stood supported in midair at heart-level (he had to hold it up that way), and on his face was
the goofiest grin | ever saw. He stumbled around in acircle and looked everywhere.

«What do my eyeballs see? Ah - the blue sky. Long-fellow!» He swayed and blinked. He rubbed
his eyes. «Together with windows - have you ever dug windows? Now let's talk about windows. |
have seen some redly crazy windows that made faces at me, and some of them had shades drawn
and so they winked.» Out of his seabag he fished a copy of Eugene Sue's Mysteries of Paris and,
adjusting the front of his T-shirt, began reading on the Street corner with a pedantic air. «Now redly,
S, let’s dig everything as we go dong . . .» He forgot about that in an ingtant and looked around
blankly. | was glad | had come, he needed me now.

«Why did Camille throw you out? What are you going to do?»

«Eh> he said. «Eh? Eh? We racked our brains for where to go and what to do. | redlized it was
up to me. Poor, poor Dean - the devil himsdf had never fdlen farther; in idiocy, with infected thumb,
surrounded by the battered suitcases of his motherless feverish life across America and back
numberless times, an undone bird. «Let's walk to New Y ork,» he said, «and as we do o let’s take
gtock of everything dong theway - yass» | took out my money and counted it; | showed it to him.

«l have herep | said, «the sum of eighty-three dollars and change, and if you come with me let's
go to New York - and after that let’s go to Italy.»

«tay? he said. His eyes it up. «Itay, yass - how shal we get there, dear S

| pondered this. «I’ll make some money, I'll get athousand dollars from the publishers. We Il go
dig dl the crazy women in Rome, Pais, dl those places, well st a sdewak cafes; welll live in
whorehouses. Why not go to Italy?»

«Why yass» said Dean, and then realized | was serious and looked & me out of the corner of his
eyefor thefirg time, for I'd never committed mysdf before with regard to his burdensome existence,
and that look was the look of a man weighing his chances at the last moment before the bet. There
were triumph and insolence in his eyes, adevilish look, and he never took his eyes off mine for along
time. | looked back at him and blushed.

| said, «What's the matter?> | felt wretched when | asked it. He made no answer but continued
looking at me with the same wary insolent Sde-eye.

| tried to remember everything he'd done in his life and if there was't something back there to
meake him suspicious of something now. Resolutdly and firmly | repeated what | said

- »Come to New Y ork with me; I've got the money.» | looked a him; my eyes were watering
with embarrassment and tears. Still he stared & me. Now his eyes were blank and looking through
me. It was probably the pivota point of our friendship when he redized | had actudly spent some
hours thinking about him and his troubles, and he was trying to place that in his tremendoudy
involved and tormented mental categories. Something clicked in both of us. In me it was suddenly
concern for a man who was years younger than I, five years, and whose fate was wound with mine
across the passage of the recent years, in him it was a matter that | can ascertain only from what he
did afterward. He became extremely joyful and said everything was settled. «\What was that 100k?» |
asked. He was pained to hear me say that. He frowned. It was rarely that Dean frowned. We both
felt perplexed and uncertain of something. We were standing on top of a hill on a beautiful sunny day
in San Francisco; our shadows fell across the sidewalk. Out of the tenement next to Camille' s house
filed deven Greek men and women who ingtantly lined themselves up on the sunny pavement while
another backed up across the narrow street and smiled at them over a camera. We gaped at these
ancient people who were having a wedding party for one of their daughters, probably the thousandth
in an unbroken dark generation of smiling in the sun. They were well dressed, and they were strange.
Dean and | might have been in Cyprusfor dl of that. Gulls flew overhead in the sparkling air.



111

«Wel,» said Dean in avery shy and sweset voice, «shal we go»

«Yes» | sad, «let’'sgo to Italy.» And so we picked up our bags, he the trunk with his one good
am and | the rest, and staggered to the cable-car stop; in a moment rolled down the hill with our
legs dangling to the sdewak from the jiggling shelf, two broken-down heroes of the Western night.
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Firgt thing, we went to a bar down on Market Street and decided everything - that we would
stick together and be buddies till we died. Dean was very quiet and preoccupied, looking at the old
bums in the sdoon that reminded him of his father. « think he's in Denver - this time we must
absolutely find him, he may bein County Jail, he may be around Larimer Street again, but he' sto be
found. Agreed?»

Yes, it was agreed; we were going to do everything we' d never done and had been too silly to do
in the past. Then we promised oursaves two days of kicks in San Francisco before starting off, and
of course the agreement was to go by travel bureau in share-the-gas cars and save as much money
as possible. Dean clamed he no longer needed Marylou though he ill loved her. We both agreed
he would make out in New Y ork.

Dean put on his pin-stripe suit with a gports shirt, we stashed our gear in a Greyhound bus locker
for ten cents, and we took off to meet Roy Johnson who was going to be our chauffeur for two-day
Frisco kicks. Roy agreed over the phone to do so. He arrived a the corner of Market and Third
shortly thereafter and picked us up. Roy was now living in Frisco, working as a clerk and married to
a pretty little blonde cdled Dorothy. Dean confided that her nose was too long - this was his big
point of contention about her, for some strange reason - but her nose was't too long at dl. Roy
Johnson is a thin, dark, handsome kid with a pin-sharp face and combed hair that he keegps shoving
back from the sides of his head. He had an extremely earnest approach and a big smile. Evidently his
wife, Dorothy, had wrangled with him over the chauffeuring idea - and, determined to make a sand
as the man of the house (they lived in a little room), he nevertheess stuck by his promise to us, but
with consequences, his menta dilemma resolved itsdf in a bitter Slence. He drove Dean and me dl
over Frisco a dl hours of day and night and never said aword; al he did was go through red lights
and make sharp turns on two wheds, and this was tdlling us the shifts to which we' d put him. He was
midway between the chalenge of his new wife and the chalenge of his old Denver poolhdl gang
leader. Dean was pleased, and of course unperturbed by the driving. We paid absolutely no attention
to Roy and sat in the back and yakked.

The next thing was to go to Mill City to see if we could find Remi Boncaaur. | noticed with some
wonder that the old ship Admiral Freebee was no longer in the bay; and then of course Remi was
no longer in the second-to-last compartment of the shack in the canyon. A beautiful colored girl
opened the door instead; Dean and | talked to her a great dedl. Roy Johnson waited in the car,
reading Eugene SUe' s Mysteries of Paris. | took one last ook a Mill City and knew there was no
sense trying to dig up the involved past; instead we decided to go see Gaatea Dunke about deeping
accommodations. Ed had |eft her again, was in Denver, and damned if she il didn't plot to get him
back. We found her gsitting crosdegged on the Orienta-type rug of her four-room tenement flat on
upper Misson with adeck of fortune cards. Good girl. | saw sad Sgnsthat Ed Dunkel had lived here
awhile and then left out of stupors and disndinations only.

«He Il come back,» said Gdatea. «That guy can't take care of himsdf without me.» She gave a
furious look a Dean and Roy Johnson. «It was Tommy Snark who did it this time. All the time
before he came Ed was perfectly happy and worked and we went out and had wonderful times.
Dean, you know that. Then they’d St in the bathroom for hours, Ed in the bathtub and Snarky on the
seat, and talk and talk and talk - such slly things.»

Dean laughed. For years he had been chief prophet of that gang and now they were learning his
technique. Tommy Snark had grown a beard and his big sorrowful blue eyes had come looking for
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Ed Dunke in Frisco; what hagppened (actuadly and no lie), Tommy had his smdl ringer amputated in a
Denver mishap and collected a good sum of money. For no reason under the sun they decided to
give Gaatea the dip and go to Portland, Maine, where gpparently Snark had an aunt. So they were
now either in Denver, going through, or dready in Portland.

«When Tom’'s money runs out Ed'll be back,» said Gaatea, looking at her cards. «Damn fool -
he does't know anything and never did. All he hasto do is know that | love him.»

Gdatea looked like the daughter of the Greeks with the sunny camera as she sat there on the rug,
her long hair streaming to the floor, plying the fortune-tdling cards. | got to like her. We even
decided to go out that night and hear jazz, and Dean would take a sx-foot blonde who lived down
the street, Marie.

That night Gaatea, Dean, and | went to get Marie. This girl had a basement gpartment, a little
daughter, and an old car that barely ran and which Dean and | had to push down the street as the
girls jammed at the starter. We went to Gaatea's, and there everybody sat around - Marie, her
daughter, Gadatea, Roy Johnson, Dorothy hiswife - dl sullen in the overdtaffed furniture as | stood in
a corner, neutra in Frisco problems, and Dean stood in the middle of the room with his balloon-
thumb in the air breagt-high, giggling. «Gawd damn,» he said, «we're dl losng our fingers - hawr-
hawr-hawr.»

«Dean, why do you act 0 foolish?» said Gdatea. «Camille called and said you left her. Don't you
redize you have a daughter?»

«He didn’'t leave her, she kicked him out!» | said, bresking my neutrdity. They dl gave me dirty
looks; Dean grinned. «And with that thumb, what do you expect the poor guy to do» | added. They
al looked a me; particularly Dorothy Johnson lowered a mean gaze on me. It wasn't anything but a
sewing circle, and the center of it was the culprit, Dean - respongble, perhaps, for everything that
was wrong. | looked out the window at the buzzing night-street of Mission; | wanted to get going
and hear the greet jazz of Frisco - and remember, this was only my second night in town.

«l think Marylou was very, very wise leaving you, Dean,» said Gaatea. «For years now you
haven't had any sense of respongbility for anyone. Y ou’ ve done so many awful things | don’t know
what to say to you.»

And in fact that was the point, and they al sat around looking a Dean with lowered and hating
eyes, and he stood on the carpet in the middle of them and giggled - he just giggled. He made alittle
dance. His bandage was getting dirtier dl the time; it began to flop and unroll. | suddenly redized that
Dean, by virtue of his enormous series of sns, was becoming the Idiot, the Imbecile, the Saint of the
lot.

«You have absolutdy no regard for anybody but yoursdf and your damned kicks. All you think
about is what's hanging between your legs and how much money or fun you can get out of people
and then you just throw them aside. Not only that but you're silly about it. It never occursto you that
lifeis serious and there are people trying to make something decent out of it instead of just goofing all
the time»

That'swhat Dean was, the HOLY GOOF.

«Camilleis crying her heart out tonight, but don't think for a minute she wants you back, she sad
she never wanted to see you again and she sad it was to be find thistime. Yet you sand here and
make silly faces, and | don't think there’sacare in your heart.»

Thiswas not true; | knew better and | could have told them dll. | didn't see any senseintrying it. |
longed to go and put my arm around Dean and say, Now look here, dl of you, remember just one
thing: this guy has his troubles too, and another thing, he never complains and he's given dl of you a
damned good time just being himsdf, and if that isn't enough for you then send him to the firing
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squad, that’ s gpparently what you' reitching to do anyway . . .

Nevertheess Gaaea Dunkd was the only one in the gang who wasn't afraid of Dean and could
gt there camly, with her face hanging out, telling him off in front of everybody. There were earlier
days in Denver when Dean had everybody st in the dark with the girls and just talked, and talked,
and taked, with a voice that was once hypnotic and strange and was said to make the girls come
across by sheer force of persuasion and the content of what he said. This was when he was fifteen,
gxteen. Now his disciples were married and the wives of his disciples had him on the carpet for the
sexudity and the life he had helped bring into being. | listened further.

«Now you're going East with Sdl,» Gdatea sad, «and what do you think you're going to
accomplish by that? Camille has to stay home and mind the baby now you're gone - how can she
keep her job? - and she never wants to see you again and | don't blame her. If you see Ed dong the
road you tell him to come back to meor I'll kill him «

Just asflat asthat. It was the saddest night. | fdlt asif | was with strange brothers and sstersin a
pitiful dream. Then a complete silence fell over everybody; where once Dean would have talked his
way out, he now fdl slent himsdlf, but standing in front of everybody, ragged and broken and idictic,
right under the lightbulbs, his bony mad face covered with swest and throbbing veins, saying, «Yes,
yes, yes» as though tremendous reveations were pouring into him al the time now, and | am
convinced they were, and the others suspected as much and were frightened. He was BEAT - the
root, the soul of Bestific. What was he knowing? He tried dl in his power to tel me what he was
knowing, and they envied that about me, my position at his side, defending him and drinking himin as
they once tried to do. Then they looked at me. What was |, a stranger, doing on the West Coast this
far night? | recoiled from the thought.

«We€re going to Itay» | sad, | washed my hands of the whole matter. Then, too, there was a
Srange sense of maternd satisfaction in the air, for the girls were redly looking & Dean the way a
mother looks at the dearest and most errant child, and he with his sad thumb and dl his revelations
knew it wdl, and that was why he was able, in tick-tocking slence, to walk out of the gpartment
without aword, to wait for us downstairs as soon as we' d made up our minds about time. This was
what we sensed about the ghost on the sdewalk. | looked out the window. He was done in the
doorway, digging the Stret. Bitterness, recriminations, advice, mordity, sadness - everything was
behind him, and ahead of him was the ragged and ecdtatic joy of pure being.

«Come on, Gadatea, Marie, let’s go hit the jazz joints and forget it. Dean will be dead someday.
Then what can you say to him?»

«The sooner he's dead the better,» said Gaatea, and she spoke officidly for dmost everyonein
the room.

«Very wdl, then» | sad, «but now he's dive and I'll bet you want to know what he does next
and that's because he's got the secret that we're dl busting to find and it's splitting his head wide
open and if he goes mad don’'t worry, it won't be your fault but the fault of God.»

They objected to this; they said | redly didn't know Dean; they said he was the worst scoundrel
that ever lived and I’d find out someday to my regret. | was amused to hear them protest so much.
Roy Johnson rose to the defense of the ladies and said he knew Dean better than anybody, and all
Dean was, was just a very interesting and even amusing con-man. | went out to find Dean and we
had a brief talk about it.

«Ah, man, don’'t worry, everything is perfect and fine» He was rubbing his bely and licking his
lips.
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The girls came down and we started out on our big night, once more pushing the car down the
sreet. «Wheeoo! let’s gol» cried Dean, and we jumped in the back seat and clanked to the little
Harlem on Folsom Strest.

Out we jumped in the warm, mad night, hearing a wild tenorman bawling horn across the way,
going «EE-YAH! EE-YAH! EE-YAH!» and hands clgpping to the beat and folks ydling, «Go, go,
go!» Dean was dready racing across the street with histhumb in the air, yeling, «Blow, man, blow!»
A bunch of colored men in Saturday-night suits were whooping it up in front. It was a sawdust
saoon with asmal bandstand on which the fellows huddled with their hats on, blowing over people’s
heads, a crazy place; crazy floppy sponren wandered around sometimes in their bathrobes, bottles
clanked in aleys. In back of the joint in a dark corridor beyond the splattered toilets scores of men
and women stood againgt the wall drinking wine-spodiodi and spitting at the stars - wine and whisky.
The behatted tenorman was blowing at the peak of a wonderfully satisfactory free idea, arisng and
fdling riff that went from «EE-yah!» to a crazier «<EE-de-lee-yah!» and blasted dong to the rolling
crash of butt-scarred drums hammered by a big bruta Negro with a bullneck who didn’'t give a
damn about anything but punishing his busted tubs, crash, rattle-ti-boom, crash. Uproars of music
and the tenorman had it and everybody knew he had it. Dean was clutching his head in the crowd,
and it was amad crowd. They were dl urging that tenorman to hold it and keep it with cries and wild
eyes, and he was rasing himsdf from a crouch and going down again with his horn, looping it up in a
clear cry above the furor. A six-foot skinny Negro woman was rolling her bones a the man's
hornbell, and he just jabbed it at her, «Ee! el eel»

Everybody was rocking and roaring. Gaatea and Marie with beer in their hands were standing on
their chairs, shaking and jumping. Groups of colored guys sumbled in from the sreet, faling over
one another to get there. «Stay with it, man!» roared a man with a foghorn voice, and let out a big
groan that must have been heard clear out in Sacramento, ah-haal «Whoo!» said Dean. He was
rubbing his chest, his belly; the sweat splashed from his face. Boom, kick, that drummer was kicking
his drums down the cdllar and rolling the beat upstairs with his murderous sticks, rattlety-boom! A
big fa man was jumping on the platform, making it sag and creek. «Yoo!» The pianist was only
pounding the keys with spread-eagled fingers, chords, at intervas when the great tenorman was
drawing breeth for another blast - Chinese chords, shuddering the piano in every timber, chink, and
wire, boing! The tenorman jumped down from the platform and stood in the crowd, blowing around;
his hat was over his eyes, somebody pushed it back for him. He just hauled back and stamped his
foot and blew down a hoarse, laughing blast, and drew bregth, and raised the horn and blew high,
wide, and screaming in the air. Dean was directly in front of him with his face lowered to the bdl of
the horn, clapping his hands, pouring sweet on the man’s keys, and the man noticed and laughed in
his horn a long quivering crazy laugh, and everybody dse laughed and they rocked and rocked; and
finaly the tenorman decided to blow histop and crouched down and held anote in high C for along
time as everything else crashed aong and the cries increased and | thought the cops would come
swarming from the nearest precinct. Dean was in a trance. The tenorman’s eyes were fixed straight
on him; he had a madman who not only understood but cared and wanted to understand more and
much more than there was, and they began dudling for this; everything came out of the horn, no more
phrases, just cries, cries, «Baugh» and down to «Beep!» and up to «FEEEE'» and down to clinkers
and over to sideways-echoing horn-sounds. He tried everything, up, down, sideways, upside down,
horizontd, thirty degrees, forty degrees, and findly he fdl back in somebody’ s arms and gave up and
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everybody pushed around and yelled, «Yed Yes He blowed that onel» Dean wiped himsdf with his
handkerchief.

Then up stepped the tenorman on the bandstand and asked for a dow beat and looked sadly out
the open door over people's heads and began singing «Close Your Eyes» Things quieted down a
minute. The tenorman wore a tattered suede jacket, a purple shirt, cracked shoes, and zoot pants
without press; he didn't care. He looked like a Negro Hassdl. His big brown eyes were concerned
with sadness, and the snging of songs dowly and with long, thoughtful pauses. But in the second
chorus he got excited and grabbed the mike and jumped down from the bandstand and bent to it. To
sng a note he had to touch his shoetops and pull it al up to blow, and he blew so much he staggered
from the effect, and only recovered himself in time for the next long dow note. «kMu-u-u-usic pla-a-
aaaaay'» He leaned back with his face to the celling, mike held below. He shook, he swayed.
Then he leaned in, dmogt fdling with his face againg the mike. «<Maaa-ake it dream-y for dan-
cing» - and he looked at the street outside with his lips curled in scorn, Billie Holiday’s hip sneer -
»while we go ro-man-n-n-cing» - he staggered sideway’s - »L.0-0-0-ove's holi-da-a-ay» - he shook
his head with disgust and weariness at the whole world - »Will make it ssem» - what would it make
it seem? everybody waited; he mourned - »O-kay.» The piano hit a chord. «So baby come on just
clo-0-0-0se your pretty little ey-y-y-y-yes» - his mouth quivered, he looked at us, Dean and me,
with an expression that seemed to say, Hey now, what's this thing we're al doing in this sad brown
world? - and then he came to the end of his song, and for this there had to be eaborate
preparaions, during which time you could send dl the messages to Garcia around the world twelve
times and what difference did it make to anybody? because here we were deding with the pit and
prunegjuice of poor beet life itsdf in the god-awful streets of man, so he said it and sang it, «Close -
your - » and blew it way up to the ceiling and through to the stars and on out - »Ey-y-y-y-y-y-es» -
and staggered off the platform to brood. He sat in the corner with a bunch of boys and paid no
attention to them. He looked down and wept. He was the greatest.

Dean and | went over to talk to him. We invited him out to the car. In the car he suddenly yelled,
«Yed an't nothin | like better than good kicksl Where do we go» Dean jumped up and down in
the sedt, giggling maniacally. «Later! later!» said the tenorman. «I’ll get my boy to drive us down to
Jamson’s Nook, | got to sing. Man, | live to sng. Been singin 'Close Your Eyes for two weeks - |
don’'t want to Sng nothin else. What are you boys up to?» We told him we were going to New Y ork
in two days. «Lord, | an't never been there and they tel meit'sared jumpin town but | ain’'t got no
cause complainin where | am. I'm married, you know.»

«Oh yes? said Dean, lighting up. «And where is the darling tonight»

«What do you mean» said the tenorman, looking a him out of the corner of his eye. «l tole you
| was married to her, didn’'t 1>

«Oh yes, oh yes» said Dean. «I was just asking. Maybe she has friends? or sisters? A ball, you
know, I'm just looking for abal.»

«Yah, what good's abdl, life'stoo sad to be bdlin dl the time> said the tenorman, lowering his
eye to the Street. «Shh-eee-it!'» he said. «l an’'t got no money and | don’'t care tonight.»

We went back in for more. The girls were so disgusted with Dean and me for gunning off and
jumping around that they had left and gone to Jamson’s Nook on foot; the car wouldn't run anyway.
We saw a horrible sght in the bar: a white hipster fairy had come in wearing a Hawaiian shirt and
was asking the big drummer if he could St in. The musicians looked a him suspicioudy. «Do you
blow?» He said he did, mincing. They looked at one another and said, «Y eah, yesh, that's what the
man does, shhh-ee-it!» So the fairy sat down at the tubs and they started the beat of ajump number
and he began stroking the snares with soft goofy bop brushes, swaying his neck with that complacent
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Reich-analyzed ecgtasy that doesn't mean anything except too much tea and soft foods and goofy
kicks on the cool order. But he didn’t care. He smiled joyoudly into space and kept the besat, though
softly, with bop subtleties, a giggling, rippling background for big solid foghorn blues the boys were
blowing, unaware of him. The big Negro bullneck drummer sat waiting for his turn. «\Whet that man
doing? he said. «Play the musicl» he said. «What in hel!» he said. «Shh-ee-eet!» and looked away,
disgusted.

The tenorman’'s boy showed up; he was a little taut Negro with a great big Cadillac. We dl
jumped in. He hunched over the whed and blew the car clear across Frisco without stopping once,
seventy miles an hour, right through traffic and nobody even noticed him, he was so good. Dean was
in ecstasies. «Dig this guy, man! dig the way he Sts there and don't move a bone and just balls that
jack and can tak dl night while he sdoing it, only thing is he doesn’'t bother with talking, ah, man, the
things, the things | could - | wish - oh, yes. Let's go, let’s not stop - go now! Yesl» And the boy
wound around a corner and bowled us right in front of Jamson’s Nook and was parked. A cab
pulled up; out of it jumped a skinny, withered little Negro preacherman who threw a dollar at the
cabby and ydled, «Blow!» and ran into the club and dashed right through the downgtairs bar, yelling,
«Blowblowblow!» and ssumbled upstairs, dmost faling on his face, and blew the door open and fell
into the jazz-sesson room with his hands out to support him againgt anything he might fal on, and he
fdll right on Lampshade, who was working as a waiter in Jamson’s Nook that season, and the music
was there blagting and blasting and he stood transfixed in the open door, screaming, «Blow for me,
man, blow!» And the man was a little short Negro with an ato horn that Dean said obvioudy lived
with his grandmother just like Tom Snark, dept dl day and blew dl night, and blew a hundred
choruses before he was ready to jump for fair, and that's what he was doing.

«t's Carlo Marx!» screamed Dean above the fury.

And it was. This little grandmother’s boy with the taped-up dto had beady, glittering eyes, small,
crooked feet; spindly legs, and he hopped and flopped with his horn and threw his feet around and
kept his eyes fixed on the audience (which was just people laughing at a dozen tables, the room thirty
by thirty feet and low ceiling), and he never stopped. He was very smple in hisideas. What he liked
was the surprise of a new smple variation of a chorus. He d go from «ta-tup-teder-rara. . . ta-tup-
tader-rara» repeating and hopping to it and kissng and smiling into his horn, to «ta-tup-EE-da-de-
deraRUP! tatup-EE-da-de-deraRUP!» and it was dl great moments of laughter and
undergtanding for him and everyone dse who heard. His tone was clear as a bell, high, pure, and
blew draight in our faces from two feet awvay. Dean stood in front of him, oblivious to everything else
in the world, with his head bowed, his hands socking in together, his whole body jumping on his
heds and the swest, dways the swest, pouring and splashing down his tormented collar to lie
actualy in apoal at his feet. Galaea and Marie were there, and it took us five minutes to redize it.
Whoo, Frisco nights, the end of the continent and the end of doubt, &l dull doubt and tomfoolery,
good-by. Lampshade was roaring around with his trays of beer; everything he did was in rhythm; he
ydled a the waitress with the beat; «Hey now, baby baby, make a way, make a way, it's
Lampshade comin your way,» and he hurled by her with the beers in the ar and roared through the
swinging doors into the kitchen and danced with the cooks and came swegting back. The hornman
sat absolutely motionless a a corner table with an untouched drink in front of him, staring gook-eyed
into space, his hands hanging at his sdes till they dmost touched the floor, his feet outspread like
lolling tongue his body shriveled into absolute weariness and entranced sorrow and what-al was on
his mind: a man who knocked sdlf out every evening and let the others put the quietus him in the
night. Everything swirled around him like a cloud. And that little grandmother’s dto, thet little Carlo
Marx hopped and monkeydanced with his magic horn and blew two hundred choruses of blues,
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each one more frantic than the! other, and no Sgns of faling energy or willingness to cdl any-| thing a
day. The whole room shivered.

On the corner of Fourth and Folsom an hour later | stood 1 with Ed Fournier, a San Francisco
ato man who waited with! me while Dean made a phone call in a sdoon to have Roy | Johnson pick
us up. It wasn't anything much, we were just | talking, except that suddenly we saw a very strange
and insane sght. It was Dean. He wanted to give Roy Johnson the | address of the bar, so he told
him to hold the phone a minute ] and ran out to see, and to do this he had to rush peimel through a
long bar of brawling drinkers in white shirtdeeves, go to the middle of the street, and look at the post
ggns. He did this, crouched low to the ground like Groucho Marx, his feet carrying him with amazing
swiftness out of the bar, like an gpparition, with his balloon thumb stuck up in the night, and came to
awhirling stop in the middle of the road, looking everywhere above him for the agns. They were
hard to see in the dark, and he spun a dozen times in the road, thumb uphdd, in a wild, anxious
dlence, awild-haired person with a ballooning thumb held up like a great goose of the sky, spinning
and spinning in the dark, the other hand distractedly insde his pants. Ed Fournier was saying, «
blow a sweet tone wherever | go and if people don't like it ain’'t nothin | can do about it. Say, man,
that buddy of yoursis a crazy cat, looka him over there» - and we looked. There was a big silence
everywhere as Dean saw the dgns and rushed back in the bar, practicdly going under someone's
legs as they came out and gliding so fast through the bar that everybody had to do a double take to
see him. A moment later Roy Johnson showed up, and with the same amazing swiftness. Dean glided
across the dtreet and into the car, without a sound. We were off again.

«Now, Roy, | know you're dl hung-up with your wife about this thing but we absolutely must
make Forty-sxth and Geary in the incredible time of three minutes or everything is lost. Ahem! Yed
(Cough-cough.) In the morning SA and | are leaving for New York and this is absolutely our last
night of kicksand | know you won't mind.»

No, Roy Johnson didn’t mind; he only drove through every red light he could find and hurried us
aong in our foolishness. At dawn he went home to bed. Dean and | had ended up with a colored
guy caled Water who ordered drinks at the bar and had them lined up and said, «Wine-spodiodi!»
which was a shot of port wine, a shot of whisky, and a shot of port wine. «Nice sweet jacket for all
that bad whisky!>» he ydled.

He invited usto his home for a bottle of beer. He lived in the tenements in back of Howard. His
wife was adegp when we came in. The only light in the gpartment was the bulb over her bed. We
had to get up on a chair and unscrew the bulb as she lay smiling there, Dean did it, fluttering his
lashes. She was about fifteen years older than Walter and the sweetest woman in the world. Then we
had to plug in the extension over her bed, and she smiled and smiled. She never asked Walter where
he' d been, what time it was, nothing. Finaly we were st in the kitchen with the extenson and sat
down around the humble table to drink the beer and tell the stories. Dawn. It was time to leave and
move the extension back to the bedroom and screw back the bulb. Walter’ s wife smiled and smiled
as we repested the insane thing dl over again. She never said aword.

Out on the dawn street Dean said, «Now you see, man, there's redl woman for you. Never a
harsh word, never a complaint, or modified; her old man can come in any hour of the night with
anybody and have talks in the kitchen and drink the beer and leave any old time. Thisis a man, and
that’s his castle» He pointed up a the tenement. We sumbled off. The big night was over, A
cruisng car followed us suspicioudy for a few blocks. We bought fresh doughnuts in a bakery on
Third Street and ate them in the gray, ragged street. A tal, bespectacled, well-dressed fellow came
stumbling down the street with a Negro in atruck-driving cap. They were a Strange pair. A big truck
rolled by and the Negro pointed at it excitedly and tried to express his feding. The tal white man
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furtivdy looked over his shoulder and counted his money. «It's Old Bull Lee» giggled Dean.
«Counting his money and worried about everything, and dl tha other boy wants to do is talk about
trucks and things he knows.» We followed them awhile.

Holy flowersfloating in the air, were dl these tired faces in the dawn of Jazz America

We had to deep; Galatea Dunkel’s was out of the question. Dean knew a railroad brakeman
cdled Ernest Burke who lived with his father in a hote room on Third Street. Originaly he' d been on
good terms with them, but lately not so, and the idea was for me to try persuading them to let us
deep on ther floor. It was horrible. | had to cal from a morning diner. The old man answered the
phone suspicioudy. He remembered me from what his son had told him. To our surprise he came
down to the lobby and let usin. It was just a sad old brown Frisco hotel. We went upstairs and the
old man was kind enough to give us the entire bed. «I have to get up anyway,» he said and retired to
the little kitchenette to brew coffee. He began telling stories about his railroading days. He reminded
me of my father. | stayed up and listened to the stories. Dean, not listening, was washing his teeth
and bustling around and saying, «Yes, that’s right,» to everything he said. Findly we dept; and in the
morning Ernest came back from a Western Divison run and took the bed as Dean and | got up.
Now old Mr. Burke dolled himsdlf up for adate with his middle-aged sweetheart. He put on agreen
tweed suit, a cloth cap, also green tweed, and stuck aflower in hislapdl.

«These romantic old broken-down Frisco brakemen live sad but eager lives of their own,» | told
Dean inthetoilet. «It was very kind of him to let us deep here»

«Yass, yass» said Dean, not listening. He rushed out to get a travel-bureau car. My job was to
hurry to Galatea Dunkd’ s for our bags. She was dtting on the floor with her fortune-telling cards.

«Whll, good-by, Galaea, and | hope everything works out fine.»

«When Ed gets back I’'m going to take him to Jamson’s Nook every night and let him get hisfill
of madness. Do you think that'll work, Sa? | don’t know what to do.»

«What do the cards say™

«The ace of spades is far away from him. The heart cards aways surround him - the queen of
heartsis never far. Seethisjack of spades? That’'s Dean, he's aways around.»

«Wdl, we're leaving for New York in an hour.»

«Someday Dean’ s going to go on one of these trips and never come back.»

She let me take a shower and shave, and then | said good-by and took the bags downstairs and
hailed a Frisco taxi-jitney, which was an ordinary taxi that ran a regular route and you could hail it
from any corner and ride to any corner you want for about fifteen cents, cramped in with other
passengers like on a bus, but taking and tdling jokes like in a private car. Misson Street that last
day in Frisco was a great riot of congruction work, children playing, whooping Negroes coming
home from work, dudt, excitement, the great buzzing and vibrating hum of whet is redly America's
most excited city - and overhead the pure blue sky and the joy of the foggy sea that dways rollsin
a night to make everybody hungry for food and further excitement. | hated to leave; my stay had
lasted sixty-odd hours. With frantic Dean | was rushing through the world without a chance to seeit.
In the afternoon we were buzzing toward Secramento and eastward again.
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The car belonged to a tdl, thin fag who was on his way home to Kansas and wore dark glasses
and drove with extreme care; the car was what Dean called a «fag Plymouthy; it had no pickup and
no red power. «Effeminate car!» whispered Dean in my ear. There were two other passengers, a
couple, typica hafway tourist who wanted to stop and deep everywhere. The first stop would have
to be Sacramento, which wasn't even the faintest beginning of the trip to Denver. Dean and | sat
aonein the back seat and left it up to them and talked. «Now, man, that alto man last night had IT -
he held it once he found it; I’ ve never seen a guy who could hold so long.» | wanted to know what
«T» meant. <Ahwell» - Dean laughed - »now you're asking meimpon-de-rables- ahem! Here'sa
guy and everybody’ s there, right? Up to him to put down what’s on everybody’s mind. He arts the
firgt chorus, then lines up his ideas, people, yeah, yeah, but get it, and then he rises to his fate and has
to blow equdl to it. All of a sudden somewhere in the middle of the chorus he getsit - everybody
looks up and knows; they listen; he picks it up and carries. Time stops. He sfilling empty space with
the substance of our lives, confessons of his bellybottom strain, remembrance of idess, rehashes of
old blowing. He has to blow across bridges and come back and do it with such infinite feding soul-
exploratory for the tune of the moment that everybody knows it’s not the tune that counts but IT - »
Dean could go no further; he was swesting telling about it.

Then | began taking; | never talked so much in dl my life. | told Dean that when | was akid and
rodein cars| used to imagine | held a big scythe in my hand and cut down al the trees and posts and
even diced every hill that zoomed past the window. «Yes Yesl» yeled Dean. «l used to do it too
only different scythe - tell you why. Driving across the West with the long stretches my scythe had to
be immeasurably longer and it had to curve over digtant mountains, dicing off ther tops, and reach
another leve to get at further mountains and at the same time dlip off every post dong the road,
regular throbbing poles. For this reason - O man, | haveto tel you, NOW, | have IT - | haveto tell
you the time my father and | and a pisspoor bum from Larimer Street took atrip to Nebraska in the
middle of the depression to sdl flyswatters. And how we made them, we bought pieces of ordinary
regular old screen and pieces of wire that we twisted double and little pieces of blue and red cloth to
sew around the edges and dl of it for a matter of cents in a five-and-ten and made thousands of
flyswatters and got in the old bum'’s jalopy and went clear around Nebraska to every farmhouse and
sold them for a nicke gpiece - mogtly for charity the nickels were given us, two bums and a boy,
agople piesin the sky, and my old man in those days was dways singing 'Halelujah, I'm abum, bum
agan.’ And man, now ligen to this, after two whole weeks of incredible hardship and bouncing
around and hustling in the heat to sl these awful makeshift flyswaiters they started to argue about
the divison of the proceeds and had a big fight on the side of the road and then made up and bought
wine and began drinking wine and didn’t stop for five days and five nights while | huddled and cried
in the background, and when they were finished every last cent was spent and we were right back
where we started from, Larimer Street. And my old man was arrested and | had to plead at court to
the judge to let him go cause he was my paand | had no mother. Sdl, | made great mature speeches
a the age of eight in front of interested lawyers . . .» We were hot; we were going east; we were
excited.

«Let me tdl you more» | sad, «and only as a parenthess within what you're saying and to
conclude my last thought. As a child lying back in my father’s car in the back seet | dso had avison
of mysdf on a white horse riding dongsde over every possble obstacle that presented itsdf: this
included dodging posts, hurling around houses, sometimes jumping over when | looked too late,



121

running over hills, across sudden squares with traffic that | had to dodge through incredibly - » «Yed
Yes Yes» breathed Dean ecdtaticaly. «Only difference with me was, | mysdf ran, | had no horse.
Y ou were a Eastern kid and dreamed of horses; of course we won't assume such things as we both
know they are redlly dross and literary ideas, but merdy that | in my perhaps wilder schizophrenia
actualy ran on foot dong the car and a incredible speeds sometimes ninety, making it over every
bush and fence and farmhouse and sometimes taking quick dashes to the hills and back without
losng amoment’sground . . .»

We were telling these things and both swegting. We had completely forgotten the people up front
who had begun to wonder what was going on in the back seat. At one point the driver said, «For
God's sakes, you're rocking the boat back there» Actualy we were; the car was swaying as Dean
and | both swayed to the rhythm and the IT of our find excited joy in talking and living to the blank
tranced end of dl innumerable riotous angelic particulars that had been lurking in our souls al our
lives.

«Oh, man! man! man!» moaned Dean. «And it's not even the beginning of it - and now here we
ae a last going east together, we' ve never gone east together, Sd, think of it, we'll dig Denver
together and see what everybody's doing athough that matters little to us, the point being that we
know what IT is and we know TIME and we know tha everything is redly FINE.» Then he
whispered, clutching my deeve, sweating, «Now you just dig them in front. They have worries,
they’re counting the miles, they're thinking about where to deep tonight, how much money for gas,
the wesether, how they’ll get there - and all the time they’ll get there anyway, you see. But they need
to worry and betray time with urgencies fase and otherwise, purely anxious and whiny, their souls
redlly won't be a peace unless they can latch on to an established and proven worry and having
once found it they assume facid expressonsto fit and go with it, which is, you see, unhappiness, and
dl thetimeit dl flies by them and they know it and that too worries them no end. Ligten! Ligten! Wl
now, he mimicked, «I don't know - maybe we shouldn’'t get gas in that station. | read recently in
National Petroffious Petroleum News tha thiskind of gas hasagreat ded of O-Octane gook in it
and someone once told me it even had semi-officid high-frequency cock init, and | don’'t know, well
| just don't fed like it anyway . .. Man, you dig al this» He was poking me furioudy in the ribs to
understand. | tried my wildest best. Bing, bang, it was dl Yed Yed Yed in the back seat and the
people up front were mopping their brows with fright and wishing they’d never picked us up at the
travel bureav. It was only the beginning, too.

In Sacramento the fag dyly bought a room in a hotel and invited Dean and me to come up for a
drink, while the couple went to deep a rdatives, and in the hotd room Dean tried everything in the
book to get money from the fag. It was insane. The fag began by saying he was very glad we had
come adong because he liked young men like us, and would we believe it, but he redly didn't like
girls and had recently concluded an affair with a man in Frisco in which he had taken the mae role
and the man the femde role. Dean plied him with busnesdike questions and nodded eagerly. The fag
said he would like nothing better than to know what Dean thought about dl this. Warning him first
that he had once been a hudtler in his youth, Dean asked him how much money he had. | was in the
bathroom. The fag became extremely sullen and | think suspicious of Dean's find motives, turned
over no money, and made vague promises for Denver. He kept counting his money and checking on
his wallet. Dean threw up his hands and gave up. «You see, man, it's better not to bother. Offer
them what they secretly want and they of course immediately become panic-gtricken.» But he had
aufficiently conquered the owner of the Plymouth to take over the whed without remonstrance, and
now we redly traveled.

We left Sacramento at dawn and were crossing the Nevada desert by noon, after a hurling
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passage of the Sierras that made the fag and the tourigts cling to each other in the back seet. We
were in front, we took over. Dean was happy again. All he needed was awhed in his hand and four

on the road. He talked about how bad a driver Old Bull Lee was and to demonstrate - »Whenever a
huge big truck like that one coming loomed into Sight it would take Bull infinite time to spot it, ' cause
he couldn’t see, man, he can’'t see.» He rubbed his eyes furioudy to show. «And I'd say, ‘Whoop,

look out, Bull, atruck, and he'd say, ‘Eh? what's that you say, Dean? "Truck! truck!” and at the

very last moment he would go right up to the truck like this - » And Dean hurled the Plymouth
head-on at the truck roaring our way, wobbled and hovered in front of it a moment, the truckdriver's
face growing gray before our eyes, the people in the back seat subsiding in gasps of horror, and

swung away at the last moment. «Like that, you see, exactly like that, how bad he was» | wasn't
scared a dl; | knew Dean. The people in the back seat were speechless. In fact they were afraid to
complain: God knew what Dean would do, they thought, if they should ever complain. He balled
right across the desert in this manner, demondrating various ways of how not to drive, how his father

used to drive jaopies, how great drivers made curves, how bad drivers hove over too far in the
beginning and had to scramble at the curve's end, and so on. It was a hot, sunny afternoon. Reno,

Battle Mountain, Elko, all the towns along the Nevada road shot by one after another, and at dusk

we were in the SAt Lake flats with the lights of St Lake City infinitesmadly glimmering dmogt a
hundred miles across the mirage of the flats, twice showing, above and below the curve of the earth,

one clear, one dim. | told Dean that the thing that bound us al together in this world was invisble,

and to prove it pointed to long lines of telephone poles that curved off out of sight over the bend of a
hundred miles of sdt. His floppy bandage, al dirty now, shuddered in the air, his face was a light.

«Oh yes, man, dear God, yes, yes!» Suddenly he stopped the car and collapsed. | turned and saw
him huddled in the corner of the seat, deeping. His face was down on his good hand, and the
bandaged hand automaticaly and dutifully remained in the air.

The people in the back seat Sghed with rdief. | heard them -whigpering mutiny. «We can't let him
drive any more, he' s absolutely crazy, they must have let him out of an asylum or something.»

| rose to Dean’s defense and leaned back to tak to them. «He' s not crazy, he'll be al right, and
don’'t worry about his driving, he' sthe best in the world.»

«l just can't stand it,» said the girl in a suppressed, hysterica whisper. | sat back and enjoyed
nightfal on the desart and waited for poor child Angel Dean to wake up again. We were on a hill
overlooking Sdt Lake City’s neat patterns of light and he opened his eyes to the place in this spectra
world where he was born, unnamed and bedraggled, years ago.

«Sd, S, look, thisis where | was born, think of it! People change, they eat medls year after year
and change with every med. EE! Look!» He was s0 excited it made me cry. Where would it dl
lead? The tourists indsted on driving the car the rest of the way to Denver. Okay, we didn’t care.
We sat in the back and talked. But they got too tired in the morning and Dean took the whed in the
eastern Colorado desert at Craig. We had spent amost the entire night crawling cautioudy over
Strawberry Pass in Utah and lost a lot of time. They went to deep. Dean headed pellmell for the
mighty wal of Berthoud Pass that stood a hundred miles ahead on the roof of the world, a
tremendous Gibraltarian door shrouded in clouds. He took Berthoud Peass like a June bug - same as
a Tehachapi, cutting off the motor and floating it, passng everybody and never hdting the rhythmic
advance that the mountains themsalves intended, till we overlooked the grest hot plain of Denver
again - and Dean was home.

It was with a greet ded of slly relief that these people let us off the car at the corner of Ayth and
Federd. Our battered suitcases were piled on the sdewalk again; we had longer ways to go. But no
metter, theroad islife.
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Now we had a number of circumstances to ded with in Denver, and they were of an entirdy
different order from those of 1947. We could either get another travel-bureau car a once or stay a
few daysfor kicks and look for hisfather.

We were both exhausted and dirty. In the John of a restaurant | was at a urind blocking Dean's
way to the sink and | stepped, out before | was finished and resumed at another urind, and said to
Dean, «Dig thistrick.»

«Yes, man» he sad, washing his hands at the snk, «it's a very good trick but awful on your
kidneys and because you're getting a little older now every time you do this eventudly years of
misery in your old age, avful kidney miseriesfor the days when you St in parks.»

It made me mad. «Who's old? I’m not much older than you arel»

«l was"'t saying that, man!»

«Ahx» | said, «you're aways making cracks about my age. I’'m no old fag like that fag, you don’t
have to warn me about! my kidneys.» We went back to the booth and just as the waitress set down
the hot-roast-beef sandwiches - and ordinarily Dean would have legped to wolf the food at once - |
sad to cap my anger, «And | don’'t want to hear any more of it» And suddenly Dean's eyes grew
tearful and he got up and left his food steaming there and walked out of the restaurant. | wondered if
he was just wandering off forever. | didn’'t care, = | was so mad - | had nipped momentarily and
turned it down on Dean. But the sight of his uneaten food made me sadder than anything in years. |
shouldn’t have said that ... he likesto eat so much . . . He's never left hisfood like this. . . What the
hell. That's showing him, anyway.

Dean stood outside the restaurant for exactly five minutes and then came back and sat down.
«Wel» | sad, «what were you doing out there, knotting up your fists? Cursang me, thinking up new
gags about my kidneys?»>

Dean mutely shook his head. «No, man, no, man, you're al completely wrong. If you want to
know, well - »

«Go ahead, tell mex | said al this and never looked up from my food. | felt like a beest.

«l was crying,» said Dean.

«Ah hdl, you never cry.»

«You say that? Why do you think | don't cry?»

«You don't die enough to cry.» Every one of these things | said was a knife a mysdf. Everything
| had ever secretly held againgt my brother was coming out: how ugly | was and what filth | was
discovering in the depths of my own impure psychologies.

Dean was shaking his head. «No, man, | was crying.»

«Go on, | bet you were so mad you had to leave.»

«Bdieve me, SA, redly do bdieve meif you ve ever believed anything about me» | knew he was
telling the truth and yet | didn’t want to bother with the truth and when | looked up a him | think |
was cockeyed from cracked intestind twistings in my awful belly. Then | knew | was wrong.

«Ah, man, Dean, I'm sorry, | never acted this way before with you. Well, now you know me.
You know | don't have close relationships with anybody any more - | don’t know what to do with
these things. | hold things in my hand like pieces of crap and don’t know where to put it down. Let's
forget it.» The holy con-man began to edt. «It’'s not my fault! it's not my fault!» | told him. «Nothing
in this lousy world is my fault, don't you see that? | don’t want it to be and it can't be and it won 't
be.»
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«Yes, man, yes, man. But please harken back and believe me.»

«l do believe you, | do» This was the sad dory of that afternoon. All kinds of tremendous
complications arose that night when Dean and | went to stay with the Okie family. These had been
neighbors of mine in my Denver solitude of two weeks before. The mother was a wonderful woman
in jeans who drove cod trucks in winter mountains to support her kids, four in dl, her husband
having left her years before when they were traveling around the country in atraler. They had rolled
al the way from Indianato LA in that trailer. After many a good time and a big Sunday-afternoon
drunk in crossroads bars and laughter and guitar-playing in the night, the big lout had suddenly
walked off across the dark field and never returned. Her children were wonderful. The eldest was a
boy, who was't around that summer but in a camp in the mountains, next was a lovely thirteen-
year-old daughter who wrote poetry and picked flowers in the fields and wanted to grow up and be
an actress in Hollywood, Janet by name; then came the little ones, little Jmmy who sat around the
campfire a night and cried for his «pee-tater» before it was half roasted, and little Lucy who made
pets of worms, horny toads, beetles, and anything that crawled, and gave them names and places to
live. They had four dogs. They lived their ragged and joyous lives on the little new-settlement street
and were the butt of the neighbors semi-respectable sense of propriety only because the poor
woman's husband had Ieft her and because they littered up the yard. At night dl the lights of Denver
lay like a greast whed on the plain below, for the house was in that part of the West where the
mountains roll down foothilling to the plain and where in primevd times soft waves must have washed
from sea-like Missssppi to make such round and perfect stools for the idand-pesks like Evans and
Pike and Longs. Dean went there and of course he was dl sweats and joy at the sight of them,
especidly Janet, but | warned him not to touch her, and probably didn’t have to. The woman was a
great man’s woman and took to Dean right away but she was bashful and he was bashful. She said
Dean reminded her of the husband gone. «Just like him - oh, he was a crazy one, | tell yal»

The result was uproarious beer-drinking in the littered living room, shouting suppers, and booming
Lone Ranger radio.

The complications rose like clouds of butterflies: the woman - Frankie, everyone called her - was
finaly about to buy ajaopy as she had been threatening to do for years, and had recently come into
a few bucks toward one. Dean immediady took over the respongbility of sdecting and naming the
price of the car, because of course he wanted to use it himself so as of yore he could pick up girls
coming out of high school in the afternoons and drive them up to the mountains. Poor innocent
Frankie was aways agreesble to anything. But she was afraid to part with her money when they got
to the car lot and stood before the sdlesman. Dean sat right down in the dust of Alameda Boulevard
and best his fists on his head. «For a hunnerd you can't get anything better!» He swore he'd never
talk to her again, he cursed till his face was purple, he was about to jump in the car and drive k away
anyway. «Oh these dumb dumb dumb Okies, they’ll never change, how completely and how
unbdievably dumb, the moment it comes time to act, this pardydss, scared, hyserica, nothing
frightens em more than what they want - it' s my father my father my father dl over agan!»

Dean was very excited that night because his cousin Sam Brady was meeting us a a bar. He was
wearing a clean T-shirt and beaming al over. «Now ligen, Sd, | mugt tell you about Sam - he's my
cousin.»

«By the way, have you looked for your father?»

«This afternoon, man, | went down to Jggs Buffet where he used to pour draft beer in tender
befuddiement and get hell from the boss and go staggering out - no - and | went to the old
barbershop next to the Windsor - no, not there - old fella told me he thought he was - imagine! -
working in a railroad gandy-dancing cookshack or sumpin for the Boston and Maine in New
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England! But | don't believe him, they make up fractious stories for a dime. Now listen to hear. In
my childhood Sam Brady my close cousin was my absolute hero. He used to bootleg whisky from
the mountains and one time he had a tremendous fist fight with his brother that lasted two hoursin the
yard and had the women screaming and terrified. We used to deep together. The one man in the
family who took tender concern for me. And tonight I'm | going to see him again for the first time in
seven years, he just got back from Missouri.»

«And what' sthe pitch?»

«No pitch, man, |1 only want to know what’'s been happening in the family - | have a family,
remember - and mog; particularly, Sd, | want him to tdl me things that I’ ve forgot- -, ten in my
childhood. | want to remember, remember, | do!» | never saw Dean so glad and excited. While we
waited for: his cousn in the bar he taked to alot of younger downtown < hipsters and hustlers and
checked on new gangs and goings-on. Then he made inquiries after Marylou, since she'd been in
Denver recently. «S&d, in my young days when | used to come to this corner to sted change off the
newsstand for bowery beef stew, that rough-looking cat you see out there standing had nothing but
murder in his heart, got into one horrible fight after another, | remember his scars even, till now years
and y-e-ar-s of sanding on the corner have finaly softened him and chastened him ragely, here
completely he’' s become sweet and willing and patient with everybody, he's become afixture on the
corner, you see how things happen»

Then Sam arrived, awiry, curly-haired man of thirty-five with work-gnarled hands. Dean stood in
awe before him.” «No,» said Sam Brady, «l don't drink any more.»

«See? See? whispered Dean in my ear. «He doesn't drink any more and he used to be the
biggest whiskyleg in town, he' s got religion now, he told me over the phone, dig him,-dig the change
in a man - my hero has become so drange» Sam Brady was suspicious of his young cousn. He
took us out for apin in his old rattly coupe and immediately he made his position clear in regard to
Dean.

«Now look, Dean, | don't believe you any more or anything you're going to try to tell me. | came
to see you tonight because there's a paper | want you to sign for the family. Y our father is no longer
mentioned among us and we want absolutely nothing to do with him, and, I’'m sorry to say, with you
either, any more» | looked at Dean. His face dropped and darkened.

«Yass, yass» he sad. The cousin continued to drive us around and even bought us ice-cream
pops. Neverthdess Dean plied him with innumerable questions about the past and the coudn
supplied the answers and for a moment Dean amost began to sweet again with excitement. Oh,
where was his raggedy father that night? The cousin dropped us off at the sad lights of a carniva on
Alameda Boulevard at Federd. He made an gppointment with Dean for the paper-sgning next
afternoon and |eft. | told Dean | was sorry he had nobody in the world to believe in him.

«Remember that | believe in you. I'm infinitely sorry for the foolish grievance | held againgt you
yesterday afternoon.»

«All right, man, it's agreed,» said Dean. We dug the carnival together. There were merry-go-
rounds, Ferris whedls, popcorn, roulette wheds, sawdust, and hundreds of young Denver kids in
jeans wandering around. Dust rose to the stars together with every sad music on earth. Dean was
wearing washed-out tight Levis and a T-shirt and looked suddenly like a red Denver character
again. There were motorcycle kids with visors and mustaches and beaded jackets hanging around
the shrouds in back of the tents with pretty girlsin Levis and rose shirts. There were alot of Mexican
girlstoo, and one amazing little girl about three feet high, a midget, with the most beautiful and tender
face in the world, who turned to her companion and said, «Man, let’s cal up Gomez and cut out.»
Dean stopped dead in his tracks at the sight of her. A great knife stabbed him from the darkness of
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the night. «Man, | love her, oh, love her . . » We had to follow her around for a long time. She
finally went across the highway to make a phone cdl in a motel booth and Dean pretended to be
looking through the pages of the directory but was redly dl wound tight watching her. | tried to open
up a conversation with the lovey-dall’s friends but they paid no attention to us. Gomez arrived in a
rattly truck and took the girls off. Dean stood in the road, clutching his breast. «Oh, man, | dmost
died. .. .»

«Why the hel didn’t you talk to her>»

«l can't, | couldn’t . . .» We decided to buy some beer and go up to Okie Frankie's and play
records. We hitched on the road with a bag of beer cans. Little Janet, Franki€e's thirteen- year-old
daughter, was the prettiest girl in the world and was about to grow up into a gone woman. Best of dl
were he long, tapering, sengtive fingers that she used to talk wit like a Cleopatra Nile dance. Dean
sat in the farthest corner of the room, watching her with ditted eyes and saying, «Y e yes, yes» Janet
was dready aware of him; she turned to for protection. Previous months of that summer | had a lot
of time with her, talking about books and little thing she was interested in.
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Nothing happened that night; we went to deep. Everything happened the next day. In the
afternoon De and | went to downtown Denver for our various chores and see the travel bureau for a
car to New York. On the way home in the late afternoon we started out for Okie Franki€'s up
Broadway, where Dean suddenly sauntered into a sports goods store, calmly picked up a softbal on
the counter, came out, popping it up and down in his pam. Nobody (iced; nobody ever notices such
things. It was a drowsy, afternoon. We played catch as we went dong. «We'll get a travel-bureau
car for sure tomorrow.»

A woman friend had given me a big quart of Old Grandad bourbon. We started drinking it at
Frankie's hoi Across the cornfield in back lived a beautiful young chick that Dean had been trying to
make ever snce he arrived. Trouble was brewing. He threw too many pebbles in window and
frightened her. As we drank the bourbon the littered living room with dl its dogs and scattered toys
and sad talk, Dean kept running out the back kitchen door and crossing the cornfield to throw
pebbles and whigtle. Once in a while Janet went out to peek. Suddenly Dean came back pae.
«Trouble, m'boy. That ga’s mother is after me with a shotgun and she got a gang of high-schoal kids
to beat me up from down the road.»

«What' sthis? Where are they 2>

«Across the cornfield, m’'boy.» Dean was drunk and didn't care. We went out together and
crossed the cornfield in the moonlight. | saw groups of people on the dark dirt road.

«Here they come!» | heard.

«Wait aminute» | said. «What's the matter, please™

The mother lurked in the background with a big shotgun across her am. «That damn friend of
yours been annoying us long enough. I’'m not the kind to cal the law. If he comes back here once
more I’'m gonna shoot and shoot to kill.» The high-school boys were dugtered with ther figs
knotted. | was so drunk | didn’t care either, but | soothed everybody some.

| sad, «<He won't do it again. I'll watch him; he's my brother and listens to me. Please put your
gun away and don't bother about anything.»

«Jugt one more time!» she sad firmly and grimly across the dark. «When my husband gets home
I’m sending him after you.»

«You don’'t have to do that; he won't bother you any more, understand. Now be calm and it's
okay.» Behind me Dean was cursing under his breath. The girl was peeking from her bedroom
window. | knew these people from before and they trusted me enough to quiet down a bit. | took
Dean by the arm and back we went over the moony cornrows.

«Woo-heel» he yeled. «I’'m gonna git drunk tonight.» We went back to Frankie and the kids.
Suddenly Dean got mad at a record little Janet was playing and broke it over his knee: it was a
hillbilly record. There was an early Dizzy Gillespie there that he vaued - »Congo Blues»» with Max
West on drums. I'd given it to Janet before, and | told her as she wept to take it and break it over
Dean's head. She went over and did so. Dean gaped dumbly, sensing everything. We dl laughed.
Everything was dl right. Then FrankieeMaw wanted to go out and drink beer in the roadhouse
saoons. «Lessgo!» ydled Dean. «Now dammit, if you’'d bought that car | showed you Tuesday we
wouldn't have to walk.»

«l didn't like that damn car!» yelled Frankie. Y ang, yang, the kids sarted to cry. Dense, mothlike
eternity brooded in the crazy brown parlor with the sad wallpaper, the pink lamp, the excited faces.
Little Jmmy was frightened; | put him to degp on the couch and trussed the dog on him. Frankie
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drunkenly called a cab and suddenly while we were waiting for it a phone cal came for me from my
woman friend. She had a middle-aged cousn who hated my guts, and that earlier afternoon | had
written a letter to Old Bull Lee, who was now in Mexico City, relaing the adventures of Dean and
mysdlf and under what circumstances we were staying in Denver. | wrote: « have a woman friend
who gives me whisky and money and big suppers.»

| foolishly gave this letter to her middle-aged cousin to mail, right after a fried-chicken supper. He
opened it, read it, and took it a once to her to prove to her that | was a con-man. Now she was
cdling me tearfully and saying she never wanted to see me again. Then the triumphant cousin got on
the phone and began caling me a bastard. As the cab honked outside and the kids cried and the
dogs barked and Dean danced with Frankie | yelled every concelvable curse | could think over that
phone and added dl kinds of new ones, and in my drunken frenzy | told everybody over the phone
to go to hdll and dammed it down and went out to get drunk.

We stumbled over one another to get out of the cab at the roadhouse, a hillbilly roadhouse near
the hills, and went in and ordered beers. Everything was collgpsing, and to make things inconceivably
more frantic there was an ecdatic spadtic felow in the bar who threw his arms around Dean and
moaned in his face, and Dean went mad again with sweats and insanity, and to add sill more to the
unbearable confuson Dean rushed out the next moment and stole a car right from the driveway and
took a dash to downtown Denver and came back with a newer, better one. Suddenly in the bar |
looked up and saw cops and people were milling around the driveway in the headlights of cruisers,
talking about the stolen car. «Somebody’ s been stedling cars left and right herel» the cop was saying.
Dean gtood right in back of him, listening and saying, «Ah yass, ah yass» The cops went off to
check. Dean came in the bar and rocked back and forth with the poor spastic kid who had just
gotten married that day and was having atremendous drunk while his bride waited somewhere. «Oh,
man, this guy is the greatest in the world!» yelled Dean. «Sd, Frankie, I’'m going out and get a red
good car thistime and we ll dl go and with Tony too» (the spadtic saint) «and have abig drive in the
mountains» And he rushed out. Smultaneoudy a cop rushed in and sad a car solen from
downtown Denver was parked in the driveway. People discussed it in knots. From the window |
saw Dean jump into the nearest car and roar off, and not a soul noticed him. A few minutes later he
was back in an entirely different car, abrand-new convertible. «This oneis abeaut!» he whispered in
my ear. «The other one coughed too much - | |eft it at the crossroads, saw that lovely parked in front
of a farmhouse. Took a spin in Denver. Come on, man, let’s all go riding» All the bitterness and
madness of his entire Denver life was blasting out of his system like daggers. His face was red and
swesty and mean.

«No, | an't gonna have nothing to do with stolen cars»

«Aw, come on, man! Tony’ll come with me, won't you, amazing darling Tony?» And Tony - a
thin, dark-haired, holy-eyed moaning foaming lost soul - leaned on Dean and groaned and groaned,
for he was sck suddenly and then for some odd intuitive reason he became terrified of Dean and
threw up his hands and drew away with terror writhing in his face. Dean bowed his head and
swesated. He ran out and drove away. Frankie and | found a cab in the driveway and decided to go
home. As the cabby drove us up the infinitely dark Alameda Boulevard dong which | had waked
many and many alogt night the previous months of the summer, singing and moaning and edting the
sars and dropping the juices of my heart drop by drop on the hot tar, Dean suddenly hove up
behind us in the solen convertible and began tooting and tooting and crowding us over and
screaming. The cabby’ s face grew white,

«Jugt afriend of mine» | said. Dean got disgusted with us and suddenly shot ahead a ninety miles
an hour, throwing spectral dust across the exhaust. Then he turned in at Franki€' s road and pulled up
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in front of the house; just as suddenly he took off again, U-turned, and went back toward town as
we got out of the cab and paid the fare. A few moments later as we waited anxioudy in the dark
yard, he returned with still another car, a battered coupe, stopped it in a cloud of dust in front of the
house, and just staggered out and went Straight into the bedroom and flopped dead drunk on the
bed. And there we were with a stolen car right on our doorstep.

| had to wake him up; | couldn’t get the car started to dump it somewhere far off. He sumbled
out of bed, wearing just his jockey shorts, and we got in the car together, while the kids giggled from
the windows, and went bouncing and flying straight over the hard dfafa-rows at the end of the road
whomp-ti-whomp till findly the car couldn't take any more and stopped dead under an old
cottonwood near the old mill. «Can’'t go any farther,» said Dean smply and got out and Started
walking back over the cornfield, about hdf amile, in his shorts in the moonlight. We got back to the
house and he went to deep. Everything was in ahorrible mess, al of Denver, my woman friend, cars,
children, poor Frankie, the living room splattered with beer and cans, and | tried to deep. A cricket
kept me awake for some time. At night in this part of the West the dars, as | had seen them in
Wyoming, are big as roman candles and as lonely as the Prince of the Dharma who's logt his
ancestral grove and journeys across the spaces between points in the handle of the Big Dipper, trying
to find it again. So they dowly wheded the night, and then long before actud sunrise the greet red
light appeared far over the dun blesk land toward West Kansas and the birds took up their trill
above Denver.
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Horrible nauseas possessed us in the morning. Firgt thing Dean did was go out across the
cornfield to see if the car would carry us Eadt. | told him no, but he went anyway. He came back
pae. «Man, that's a detective's car and every precinct in town knows my fingerprints from the year
that | stole five hundred cars. You see what | do with them, | just wanta ride, man! | gotta go!
Listen, we're going to wind up injall if we don't get out of here this very instant.»

«You're damned right,» | said, and we began packing as fast as our hands could go. Dangling
neckties and shirttails, we said quick good-bys to our swest little family and sumbled off toward the
protective road where nobody would know us. Little Janet was crying to see us, or me, or whatever
it was, go - and Frankie was courteous, and | kissed her and apologized.

«He sure is a crazy one» she said. «Sure reminds me of my husband that run away. Just exactly
the same guy. | sure hope my Mickey don't grow up that way, they al do now.»

And | said good-by to little Lucy, who had her pet beetle in her hand, and little Jmmy was
adeep. All this in the space of seconds, in alovely Sunday morning dawn, as we sumbled off with
our wretched baggage. We hurried. Every minute we expected a cruising car to appear from around
a country bend and come doping for us.

«If that woman with the shotgun ever finds out, we' re cooked,» said Dean. «\We must get a cab.
Then we're safe.» We were about to wake up afarm family to use their phone, but the dog drove us
away. Every minute things became more dangerous, the coupe would be found wrecked in the
cornfield by an early-risng country man. One lovely old lady let us use her phone findly, and we
caled a downtown Denver cab, but he didn't come. We stumbled on down the road. Early-morning
traffic began, every car looking like a cruiser. Then we suddenly saw the cruiser coming and | knew
it was the end of my life as | had known it and that it was entering a new and horrible stage of jails
and iron sorrows. But the cruiser was our taxi, and from that moment on we flew esst.

At the travel bureau there was a tremendous offer for someone to drive a ‘47 Cadillac limousine
to Chicago. The owner had been driving up from Mexico with his family and got tired and put them
al on atrain. All he wanted was identification and for the car to get there. My papers assured him
everything would come off right. | told him not to worry. | told Dean, «And don’t scrounge with this
car.» Dean was jumping up and down with excitement to see it. We had to wait an hour. We lay on
the grass near the church where in 1947 | had passed some time with panhandling hobos after seeing
Rita Bettencourt home, and there | fdl adeegp from sheer horror exhaustion with my face to the
afternoon birds. In fact they were playing organ music somewhere. But Dean hustled around town.
He talked up an acquaintance with awaitress in aluncheonette, made a date to take her driving in his
Cadillac that afternoon, and came back to wake me with the news. Now | felt better. | rose to the
new complications.

When the Cadillac arrived, Dean ingantly drove off with it «to get gas» and the travel-bureau
man looked at me and said, «\When's he coming back? The passengers are al ready to go.» He
showed me two Irish boys from an Eastern Jesuit school waiting with their suitcases on the benches.

«He just went for gas. Hell be right back.» | cut down to the corner and watched Dean as he
kept the motor running for the waitress, who had been changing in her hotd room; in fact | could see
her from where | sood, in front of her mirror, primping and fixing her silk stockings, and | wished |
could go dong with them. She came running out and jumped in the Cadillac. | wandered back to
reassure the travel-bureau boss and the passengers. From where | stood in the door | saw a faint
flash of the Cadillac crossing Cleveland Place with Dean, T-shirted and joyous, fluttering his hands
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and taking to the girl and hunching over the whed to go as she sat sadly and proudly beside him.
They went to a parking lot in broad daylight, parked near the brick wal at the back (alot Dean had
worked in once), and there, he dams, he made it with her, in nothing flat; not only that but
persuaded her to follow us east as soon as she had her pay on Friday, come by bus, and meet us at
lan MacArthur’s pad on Lexington Avenue in New York. She agreed to come; her name was
Beverly. Thirty minutes and Dean roared back, deposited the girl a her hotel, with kisses, farewdls,
promises, and zoomed right up to the travel bureau to pick up the crew.

«Wedll, it's about time!» said the Broadway Sam travel-bureau boss. «l thought you'd gone off
with that Cadillac.»

«It's my responshility,» | said, «don’'t worry» - and said that because Dean was in such obvious
frenzy everybody could guess his madness. Dean became businesdike and assisted the Jesuit boys
with their baggage. They were hardly seated, and | had hardly waved good-by to Denver, before he
was off, the big motor thrumming with immense birdlike power. Not two miles out of Denver the
peedometer broke because Dean was pushing well over no miles an hour.

«Widl, no speedometer, | won't know how fast I'm going. I'll just bal that jack to Chicago and
tell by time» It didn't seem we were even going seventy but dl the carsfell from us like deed flies on
the Sraightaway highway leading up to Gredley. «Reason why we' re going northeest is because, S,
we mugt absolutdy vist Ed Wall's ranch in Sterling, you've got to meet him and see his ranch and
this boat cuts so fast we can make it without any time trouble and get to Chicago long before that
man's train» Okay, | was for it. It began to rain but Dean never dackened. It was a beautiful big
ca, the lagt of the old-style limousines, black, with a big dongated body and whitewal tires and
probably bulletproof windows. The Jesuit boys - St. Bonaventura - sat in the back, gleeful and glad
to be underway, and they had no idea how fast we were going. They tried to talk but Dean sad
nothing and took off his T-shirt and drove barechested. «Oh, that Beverly is a sweet gone little gd -
she'sgoing tojoin mein New York - we' re going to get married as soon as | can get divorce papers
from Camiille - everything's jumping, Sa, and we're off. Yes» The faster we |eft Denver the better |
fdt, and we were doing it fast. It grew dark when we turned off the highway at Junction and hit adirt
road that took us across disma East Colorado plains to Ed WAll's ranch in the middle of Coyote
Nowhere. But it was still raining and the mud was dippery and Dean dowed to seventy, but | told
him to dow even more or we' d dide, and he said, «Don’'t worry, man, you know me.»

«Not thistime» | said. «You're redly going much too fast.» And he was flying dong there on that
dippery mud and just as | said that we hit a complete left turn in the highway and Dean socked the
whedl over to make it but the big car skidded in the grease and wobbled hugely.

«Look out!» ydled Dean, who didn’t give a damn and wrestled with his Angd a moment, and we
ended up backass in the ditch with the front out on the road. A great dillness fel over everything.
We heard the whining wind. We were in the middle of the wild prarie. There was a farmhouse a
quarter-mile up the road. | couldn’t stop swearing, | was so mad and disgusted with Dean. He said
nothing and went off to the farmhouse in the rain, with a coat, to ook for help.

«Is he your brother?» the boys asked in the back seat. «<He's a devil with a car, isn't he? - and
according to his story he must be with the women.»

«He' s mad,» | sad, «and yes, he's my brother.» | saw Dean coming back with the farmer in his
tractor. They hooked chains on and the farmer hauled us out of the ditch. The car was muddy
brown, a whole fender was crushed. The farmer charged us five dallars. His daughters watched in
the rain. The prettiest, shyest one hid far back in the field to watch and she had good reason because
she was absolutely and findly the most beautiful girl Dean and | ever saw indl our lives.

She was about sixteen, and had Plains complexion like wild roses, and the bluest eyes, the most
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lovely hair, and the modesty and quickness of a wild antelope. At every look from us she flinched.
She stood there with the immense winds that blew clear down from Saskatchewan knocking her hair
about her lovely head like shrouds, living curls of them. She blushed and blushed.

We finished our business with the farmer, took one last look at the prairie angedl, and drove off,
dower now, till dark came and Dean said Ed WAll's ranch was dead ahead. «Oh, a girl like that
scaresme» | sad. «I'd give up everything and throw mysdlf on her mercy and if she didn’t want me
I"d just as smply go and throw mysdlf off the edge of the world.» The Jesuit boys giggled. They
were full of corny quips and Eastern college talk and had nothing on their bird-beans except a lot of
ill-understood Aquinas for stuffing for their pepper. Dean and | paid absolutdy no attention to them.
Aswe crossed the muddy plains he told stories about his cowboy days, he showed us the stretch of
road where he spent an entire morning riding; and where he' d done fence-mending as soon as we hit
Wal’s property, which was immense; and where old Wall, Ed's father, used to come clattering on
the rangdland grass chasing a heifer and howling, «Git im, git im, goddammit!» «He had to have a
new car every sx monthsy» said Dean. «He just couldn’t care. When a stray got away from us he'd
drive right after it as far as the nearest waterhole and then get out and run after it on foot. Counted
every cent he ever made and put it in a pot. A mad old rancher. I'll show you some of his old
wrecks near the bunkhouse. This is where | came on probation after my lagt hitch in ajoint. Thisis
where | lived when | wrote those letters you saw to Chad King.» We turned off the road and wound
across a path through the winter pasture. A mournful group of whitefaced cows suddenly milled
across our headlights. «There they are! Wall’s cows! WE |l never be able to get through them. We'll
have to get out and whoop em up! Hee-hee-heel!» But we didn’'t have to do that and only inched
aong through them, sometimes gently bumping as they milled and mooed like a sea around the car
doors. Beyond we saw the light of Ed Wal’s ranch house. Around this lonely light sretched
hundreds of miles of plains.

The kind of utter darkness that fals on a prairie like thet is Inconcelvable to an Eagterner. There
were no stars, no moon, no light whatever except the light of Mrs. Wall’ s kitchen. What lay beyond
the shadows of the yard was an endless view of the world that you wouldn't be able to seetill dawn.
After knocking on the door and calling out in the dark for Ed Wall, who was milking cows in the
barn, | took a short careful walk into that darkness, about twenty feet and no more. | thought | heard
coyotes. Wall said it was probably one of his father’s wild horses whinnying in the distance. Ed Wall
was about our age, tal, rangy, spike-toothed, laconic. He and Dean used to stand around on Curtis
Street corners and whistle at girls. Now he took us gracioudy into his gloomy, brown, unused parlor
and fished around till he found dull lamps and lit them and said to Dean, «What in the hell happened
to yore thumb?»

«l socked Marylou and it got infected so much they had to amputate the end of it.»

«What in the hell did you go and do that for?» | could see he used to be Dean’s older brother. He
shook his head; the milk pail was Hill a his feet. «You dways been a crackbrained sonofabitch
anyhow.»

Meanwhile his young wife prepared a magnificent spread in the big ranch kitchen. She gpologized
for the peach ice cream: «It an't nothin but cream and peaches froze up together.» Of course it was
the only red ice cream | ever had in my whole life. She started sparsaly and ended up abundantly; as
we ae, new things gppeared on the table. She was awell-built blonde but like al women who livein
the wide spaces she complained a little of the boredom. She enumerated the radio programs she
usudly ligened to a thistime of night. Ed Wall sat just staring at his hands. Dean ate voracioudy. He
wanted me to go dong with him in the fiction that | owned the Cadillac, that | was a very rich man
and that he was my friend and chauffeur. It made no impression on Ed Wall.
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Every time the sock made soundsin the barn he raised his head to listen.

«Wil, | hope you boys make it to New Y ork.» Far from believing that tae about my owning the
Cadillac, he was convinced Dean had stolen it. We stayed at the ranch about an hour. Ed Wall had
logt faith in Dean just like Sam Brady - he looked at him warily when he looked. There were riotous
days in the past when they had sumbled around the streets of Laramie, Wyoming, arm-in-arm when
the haying was over, but al this was dead and gone.

Dean hopped in his chair convulsvey. «Well yes, wdl yes, and now | think we d better be cutting
along because we gotta be in Chicago by tomorrow night and we' ve dready wasted severa hours.»
The college boys thanked WAl gracioudy and we were off again. | turned to watch the kitchen light
recede in the sea of night. Then | leaned ahead.
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In no time a dl we were back on the main highway and that night | saw the entire Sate of
Nebraska unroll before my eyes. A hundred and ten miles an hour straight through, an arrow road,
degping towns, no traffic, and the Union Pacific streamliner fdling behind us in the moonlight. |
waan't frightened at dl tha night; it was perfectly legitimate to go no and tak and have dl the
Nebraska towns - Ogdlaa, Gothenburg, Kearney, Grand Idand, Columbus - unred with
dreamlike rapidity as we roared ahead and talked. It was a magnificent car; it could hold the road
like a boat holds on water. Gradual curves were its singing ease. «Ah, man, what a dreamboat,»
sighed Dean. «Think if you and | had a car like this what we could do. Do you know there's a road
that goes down Mexico and al the way to Panama? - and maybe dl the way to the bottom of South
Americawhere the Indians are saven feet tall and eat cocaine on the mountainsde? Yes! You and |,
S, we' d dig the whole world with acar like this because, man, the road must eventudly lead to the
whole world. Ain't nowhere elseit can go - right? Oh, and are we going to cut around old Chi with
thisthing! Think of it, Sd, I've never been to Chicago in dl my life, never stopped.»

«WEe |l comein there like ganggtersin this Cadillac!»

«Yed And girls We can pick up girls, in fact, Sd, I’ ve decided to make extra-specid fast time
S0 we can have an entire evening to cut around in this thing. Now you just relax and I’ll ball the jack
al the way.»

«Well, how fast are you going now»»

«A steady one-ten | figure - you wouldn't notice it. We ve Hill got dl lowa in the daytime and
then I'll make that old Illinois in nothing flat.» The boys fell adegp and we talked and talked dl night.

It was remarkable how Dean could go mad and then suddenly continue with his soul - which |
think is wrapped up in afast car, a coast to reach, and a woman at the end of the road - camly and
sanely as though nothing had happened. «l get like that every timein Denver now - | can’'t make that
town any more. Gookly, gooky, Dean’s a spooky. Zoom!» | told him | had been over this Nebraska
road beforein *47. He had too. «Sd, when | was working for the New Era Laundry in Los Angeles,
nineteen forty-four, fasfying my age, | made a trip to Indiangpolis Speedway for the express
purpose of seeing the Memorid Day dlassc hitch, hiking by day and steding cars by night to make
time. Also | had a twenty-dollar Buick back in LA, my fird car, it couldn’t pass the brake and light
ingpection so | decided | needed an out-of-state license to operate the car without arrest so went
through here to get the license. As | was hitchhiking through one of these very towns, with the plates
concealed under my coat, a nosy sheriff who thought | was pretty young to be hitchhiking accosted
me on the main drag. He found the plates and threw me in the two-cdll jal with a county delinquent
who should have been in the home for the old since he couldn’t feed himsdf (the sheriff’s wife fed
him) and sat through the day drooling and dobbering. After investigation, which included corny things
like a fatherly quiz, then an abrupt turnabout to frighten me with threets, a comparison of my
handwriting, et cetera, and after | made the most magnificent speech of my life to get out of it,
concluding with the confesson that | was lying about my car-steding past and was only looking for
my paw who was a farmhand hereabouts, he let me go. Of course | missed the races. The following
fdl 1 did the same thing again to see the Notre Dame-Cdifornia game in South Bend, Indiana -
trouble none this time and, SA, | had just the money for the ticket and not an extra cent and didn't
eat anything al up and back except for what | could panhandle from dl kinds of crazy cats | met on
the road and at the same time gun gds. Only guy in the United States of America that ever went to
S0 much trouble to see abdl-game.»
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| asked him the circumstances of his being in LA in 1944. «l was arrested in Arizong, the joint
absolutely the worgt joint I’ ve ever beenin. | had to escape and pulled the greatest escape in my life,
gpeaking of escapes, you see, in agenerd way. In the woods, you know, and crawling, and swamps
- up around that mountain country. Rubber hoses and the works and accidental so-called degth
facing me | had to cut out of those woods adong the ridge s0 as to keep away from trails and paths
and roads. Had to get rid of my joint clothes and sneaked the neatest theft of a shirt and pants from a
gas dtation outsde Fagstaff, arriving LA two days later clad as gas atendant and waked to the first
dation | saw and got hired and got mysdlf a room and changed name (Lee Buliay) and spent an
exciting year in LA, including a whole gang of new friends and some redly great girls, that season
ending when we were dl driving on Hollywood Boulevard one night and | told my buddy to Steer the
car whilel kissed my girl - | was a thewhed, see - and ke didn 't hear me and we ransmack into a
post but only going twenty and | broke my nose. You've seen before my nose - the crooked
Grecian curve up here. After that | went to Denver and met Marylou in a soda fountain that spring.
Oh, man, she was only fifteen and wearing jeans and just waiting for someone to pick her up. Three
days three nights of tak in the Ace Hotd, third floor, southeast corner room, holy memento room
and sacred scene of my days - she was S0 swest then, 0 young, hmm, ahh! But hey, look down
there in the night thar, hup, hup, a buncha old bums by a fire by the ral, damn me» He dmost
dowed down. «You see, | never know whether my father’s there or not.» There were some figures
by the tracks, reding in front of awoodfire. «I never know whether to ask. He might be anywhere.»
We drove on. Somewhere behind us or in front of us in the huge night his father lay drunk under a
bush, and no doubt about it - spittle on his chin, water on his pants, molassesin his ears, scabs on his
nose, maybe blood in his hair and the moon shining down on him.

| took Dean’'s arm. «Ah, man, we're sure going home now.» New York was going to be his
permanent home for the firg time. He jiggled al over; he couldn’'t wait.

«And think, Sd, when we get to Pennsy we'll start hearing that gone Eastern bop on the disk
jockeys. Geeyah, roll, old boat, roll!'» The magnificent car made the wind roar; it made the plains
unfold like aroll of paper; it cast hot tar from itsdf with deference - an imperid boat. | opened my
eyes to a fanning dawn; we were hurling up to it. Dean’s rocky dogged face as ever bent over the
dashlight with abony purpose of its own.

«What are you thinking, Pops?»

«Ah-ha, a-ha, same old thing, y’know - gurls gurls gurls.»

| went to degp and woke up to the dry, hot amosphere of July Sunday morning in lowa, and il
Dean was driving and driving and had not dackened his speed; he took the curvy corndaes of lowa
a aminimum of eghty and the sraightaway 110 as usud, unless both-ways traffic forced him to fdl
in line a a crawling and miserable sixty. When there was a chance he shot ahead and passed cars by
the half-dozen and left them behind in a cloud of dust. A mad guy in a brand-new Buick saw dl this
on the road and decided to race us. When Dean was just about to pass a passel the guy shot by us
without warning and howled and tooted his horn and flashed the tail lights for chalenge. We took off
after him like abig bird. «Now wait,» laughed Dean, «I’m going to tease that sonofabitch for adozen
miles or s0. Watch.» He let the Buick go way ahead and then accelerated and caught up with it most
impolitely. Mad Buick went out of his mind; he gunned up to a hundred. We had a chance to see
who he was. He seemed to be some kind of Chicago hipster traveling with a woman old enough to
be - and probably actudly was - his mother. God knows if she was complaining, but he raced. His
hair was dark and wild, an Itdian from old Chi; he wore a sports shirt. Maybe there was an ideain
his mind that we were anew gang from LA invading Chicago, maybe some of Mickey Cohen’'s men,
because the limousine looked every hit the part and the license plates were Cdifornia. Mainly it was
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just road kicks. He took terrible chances to stay ahead of us; he passed cars on curves and barely
got back in line as atruck wobbled into view and loomed up huge. Eighty miles of lowawe unreded
in this fashion, and the race was 0 interesting that | had no opportunity to be frightened. Then the
mad guy gave up, pulled up at a gas Station, probably on orders from the old lady, and as we roared
by he waved glegfully. On we sped, Dean barechested, | with my feet on the dashboard, and the
college boys deeping in the back. We stopped to eat breskfast at a diner run by awhite-haired lady
who gave us extra-large portions of potatoes as church-bells rang in the nearby town. Then off again.

«Dean, don't drive so fast in the daytime.»

«Don't worry, man, | know what I’'m doing.» | began to flinch. Dean came up on lines of carslike
the Angel of Terror. He amost rammed them dong as he looked for an opening. He teased their
bumpers, he eased and pushed and craned around to see the curve, then the huge car legped to his
touch and passed, and dways by a hair we made it back to our Side as other lines filed by in the
opposite direction and | shuddered. | couldn’t take it any more. It is only seldom that you find along
Nebraskan graightaway in lowa, and when we findly hit one Dean made his usua no and | saw
flashing by outsde severd scenes that | remembered from 1947 - along stretch where Eddie and |
had been sranded two hours. All that old road of the past unredling dizzily as if the cup of life had
been overturned and everything gone mad. My eyes ached in nightmare day.

«Ah hell, Dean, I'm going in the back seet, | can't stand it any more, | can’t |ook.»

«Hee-hee-hee! » tittered Dean and he passed a car on a narrow bridge and swerved in dust and
roared on. | jJumped in the back seat and curled up to deep. One of the boys jumped in front for the
fun. Great horrors that we were going to crash this very morning took hold of me and | got down on
the floor and closed my eyes and tried to go to deep. As a seaman | used to think of the waves
rushing beneath the shell of the ship and the bottomless degps there under - now | could fed the road
some twenty inches beneath me, unfurling and flying and hissng at incredible speeds across the
groaning continent with that mad Ahab a the whed. When | dlosed my eyes dl | could see was the
road unwinding into me. When | opened them | saw flashing shadows of trees vibrating on the floor
of the car. There was no escaping it. | resgned mysdf to dl. And still Dean drove, he had no thought
of deeping till we got to Chicago. In the afternoon we crossed old Des Moines again. Here of course
we got snarled in traffic and had to go dow and | got back in the front seat. A Strange pathetic
accident took place. A fat colored man was driving with his entire family in a sedan in front of us; on
the rear bumper hung one of those canvas desart waterbags they sdll tourists in the desert. He pulled
up sharp, Dean was taking to the boys in the back and didn’t notice, and we rammed him & five
miles an hour smack on the waterbag, which burst like a boil and squirted water in the air. No other
damage except a bent bumper. Dean and | got out to talk to him. The upshot of it was an exchange
of addresses and some tak, and Dean not taking his eyes off the man’s wife whose beautiful brown
breasts were barely concedled insde afloppy cotton blouse. «Y ass, yass.» We gave him the address
of our Chicago baron and went on.

The other side of Des Maoines a cruisng car came after us with the sren growling, with orders to
pull over. «<Now what?»

The cop came out. «Were you in an accident coming in?» «Accident? We broke a guy’s
waterbag at the junction.» «He says he was hit and run by a bunch in a stolen car.» This was one of
the few instances Dean and | knew of a Negro's acting like a suspicious old foal. It so surprised us
we laughed. We had to follow the patrolman to the station and there spent an hour waiting in the
grass while they telephoned Chicago to get the owner of the Cadillac and verify our postion as hired
drivers. Mr. Baron said, according to the cop, «Yes, that is my car but | can’'t vouch for anything
else those boys might have done.»
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«They were in aminor accident here in Des Moines.» «Y es, you've aready told me that - what |
meant was, | can't vouch for anything they might have done in the past.»

Everything was straightened out and we roared on. Newton, lowa, it was, where |'d taken that
dawn walk in 1947. In the afternoon we crossed drowsy old Davenport again and the low-lying
Missssippi in her sawdust bed; then Rock Idand, a few minutes of traffic, the sun reddening, and
sudden sights of lovely little tributary rivers flowing softly among the magic trees and greeneries of
mid-American lllinais. It was beginning to look like the soft sweet East again; the great dry West was
accomplished and done. The date of Illinois unfolded before my eyes in one vast movement that
lasted a matter of hours as Dean bdled Sraight across a the same peed. In his tiredness he was
taking greeter chances than ever. At a narrow bridge that crossed one of these lovely little rivers he
shot precipitatdly into an dmost impossible stuation. Two dow cars ahead of us were bumping over
the bridge; coming the other way was a huge truck-trailer with a driver who was making a close
estimate of how long it would take the dow cars to negotiate the bridge, and his estimate was that by
the time he got there they’ d be over. There was absolutely no room on the bridge for the truck and
any cars going the other direction. Behind the truck cars pulled out and peeked for a chance to get
by it. In front of the dow cars other dow cars were pushing adong. The road was crowded and
everyone exploding to pass. Dean came down on dl this at no miles an hour and never hegtated. He
passed the dow cars, swerved, and dmost hit the left rail of the bridge, went head-on into the
shadow of the undowing truck, cut right sharply, just missed the truck’s left front whed, dmost hit
the first dow car, pulled out to pass, and then had to cut back in line when another car came out
from behind the truck to look, al in a matter of two seconds, flashing by and leaving nothing more
than a cloud of dust instead of a horrible five-way crash with cars lurching in every direction and the
great truck humping its back in the fatid red afternoon of Illinois with its dreaming fidds. | couldn’t
get it out of my mind, aso, that a famous bop clarinetist had died in an Illinois car-crash recently,
probably on aday like this. | went to the back seat again.

The boys stayed in the back too now. Dean was bent on Chicago before nightfal. At a road-rail
junction we picked up two hobos who rounded up a haf-buck between them for gas. A moment
before gtting around piles of ralroad ties, polishing off the last of some wine, now they found
themsalves in a muddy but unbowed and splendid Cadillac limousine headed for Chicago in
precipitous hagte. In fact the old boy up front who sat next to Dean never took his eyes off the road
and prayed his poor bum prayers, | tell you. «Well » they said, «we never knew we' d get to Chicaga
safast.» As we passed drowsy Illinois towns where the people are so conscious of Chicago gangs
that pass like this in limousines every day, we were a srange sght: al of us unshaven, the driver
barechested, two bums, mysdf in the back sest, holding on to a strap and my head leaned back on
the cushion looking a the countryside with an imperious eye - just like a new Cdifornia gang come
to contest the spoils of Chicago, aband of desperados escaped from the prisons of the Utah moon.

When we stopped for Cokes and gas a a small-town station people came out to stare at us but
they never said a word and | think made mental notes of our descriptions and heights in case of
future need. To transact business with the girl who ran the gas-pump Dean merdy threw on his T-
shirt like a scarf and was curt and abrupt as usua and got back in the car and off we roared again.
Pretty soon the redness turned purple, the last of the enchanted rivers flashed by, and we saw distant
smokes of Chicago beyond the drive. We had come from Denver to Chicago via Ed Wall's ranch,
1180 miles, in exactly seventeen hours, not counting the two hours in the ditch and three a the ranch
and two with the police in Newton, lowa, for a mean average of seventy miles per hour across the
land, with one driver. Which isakind of crazy record.
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Great Chicago glowed red before our eyes. We were suddenly on Madison Street among hordes
of hobos, some of them sprawled out on the street with their feet on the curb, hundreds of others
milling in the doorways of sdoons and dleys. «Wup! wup! look sharp for old Dean Moriarty there,
he may be in Chicago by accident this year.» We let out the hobos on this Street and proceeded to
downtown Chicago. Screeching trolleys, newsboys, gds cutting by, the smell of fried food and beer
in the air, neons winking - »We're in the big town, Sa! Whooee!» Firg thing to do was park the
Cadillac in agood dark spot and wash up and dress for the night. Across the Street from the YMCA
we found a redbrick dley between buildings, where we stashed the Cadillac with her snout pointed
to the street and ready to go, then followed the college boys up to the Y, where they got aroom and
alowed us to use their facilities for an hour. Dean and | shaved and showered, | dropped my wallet
in the hall, Dean found it and was about to snesk it in his shirt when he redlized it was ours and was
right disappointed. Then we said good-by to those boys, who were glad they’d made it in one piece,
and took off to eat in a cafeteria. Old brown Chicago with the strange semi-Eastern, semi-Western
types going to work and spitting. Dean stood in the cafeteria rubbing his belly and teking it dl in. He
wanted to talk to a strange middle-aged colored woman who had come into the cafeteria with a
story about how she had no money but she had buns with her and would they give her butter. She
came in ngpping her hips, was turned down, and went out flipping her butt. «Whoo!» said Dean.
«Let’s follow her down the dreet, let’s take her to the ole Cadillac in the dley. WEll have a bal.»
But we forgot that and headed straight for North Clark Street, after a spin in the Loop, to see the
hootchy-kootchy joints and hear the bop. And what a night it was. «Oh, man,» said Dean to me as
we stood in front of a bar, «dig the street of life, the Chinamen that cut by in Chicago. What aweird
town - wow, and that woman in that window up there, just looking down with her big breasts
hanging from her nightgown, big wide eyes. Whee. Sd, we gotta go and never stop going till we get
there.»

«Where we going, man?»

«l don't know but we gotta go.» Then here came a gang of young bop musicians carrying their
insruments out of cars. They piled right into a sdoon and we followed them. They st themselves up
and darted blowing. There we were! The leader was a dender, drooping, curly-haired, pursy-
mouthed tenorman, thin of shoulder, draped loose in a sports shirt, cool in the warm night, sdlf-
indulgence written in his eyes, who picked up his horn and frowned in it and blew cool and complex
and was dainty slamping his foot to catch ideas, and ducked to miss others - and said, «Blow,» very
quietly when the other boys took solos. Then there was Prez, a husky, handsome blond like a
freckled boxer, meticuloudy wrapped ingde his sharkskin plaid suit with the long drgpe and the
callar faling back and the tie undone for exact sharpness and casuaness, sweeting and hitching up
his horn and writhing into it, and a tone just like Lester Y oung himsdlf. «You see, man, Prez has the
technical anxieties of a money-making musician, he' s the only one who'swell dressed, see him grow
worried when he blows a clinker, but the leader, that cool cat, tells him not to worry and just blow
and blow - the mere sound and serious exuberance of the music is dl he cares about. HE s an artist.
He' s teaching young Prez the boxer. Now the others dig!!» The third sax was an dto, eighteen-year-
old cool, contemplative young Charlie-Parker-type Negro from high school, with a broadgash
mouth, taler than the rest, grave. He raised his horn and blew into it quietly and thoughtfully and
elicited birdlike phrases and architecturd Miles Davis logics. These were the children of the great
bop innovators.
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Once there was Louis Armstrong blowing his beautiful top in the muds of New Orleans, before
him the mad musicians who had paraded on officid days and broke up their Sousa marches into
ragtime. Then there was swing, and Roy Eldridge, vigorous and virile, blasting the horn for everything
it had in waves of power and logic and subtlety - leaning to it with glittering eyes and a lovely amile
and sending it out broadcast to rock the jazz world. Then had come Charlie Parker, a kid in his
mother’s woodshed in Kansas City, blowing his taped-up ato among the logs, practicing on rainy
days, coming out to watch the old swinging Base and Benny Moten band that had Hot Lips Page
and the rest - Charlie Parker leaving home and coming to Harlem, and meeting mad Thelonious
Monk and madder Gillespie - Charlie Parker in his early days when he was nipped and waked
around in a circle while playing. Somewhat younger than Lester Y oung, aso from KC, that gloomy,
santly goof in whom the history of jazz was wrapped; for when he hed his horn high and horizonta
from his mouth he blew the grestest; and as his hair grew longer and he got lazier and stretched-out,
his horn came down hafway; till it findly fdl dl the way and today as he wears his thick-soled shoes
s0 that he can't fed the sdewalks of life his horn is held weekly againgt his chest, and he blows cool
and easy getout phrases. Here were the children of the American bop night.

Stranger flowers yet - for as the Negro alto mused over everyone' s head with dignity, the young,
tall, dender, blond kid from Curtis Street, Denver, jeans and studded belt, sucked on his mouthpiece
while waiting for the others to finish; and when they did he started, and you had to look around to
see where the solo was coming from, for it came from angelica amiling lips upon the mouthpiece and
it was a soft, sweet, fairy-tale solo on an dto. Londly as America, athroatpierced sound in the night.

What of the others and dl the soundmaking? There was the bass-player, wiry redhead with wild
eyes, jabbing his hips at the fiddle with every driving dap, a hot moments his mouth hanging open
trancelike. «Man, theré's a cat who can redly bend his girl'» The sad drummer, like our white
hipster in Frisco Folsom Street, completely goofed, staring into space, chewing gum, wide-eyed,
rocking the neck with Reich kick and complacent ecstasy. The piano - a big husky Itdian truck-
driving kid with mesty hands, a burly and thoughtful joy. They played an hour. Nobody was ligtening.
Old North Clark bums lolled a the bar, whores screeched in anger. Secret Chinamen went by.
Noises of hootchy-kootchy interfered. They went right on. Out on the sidewak came an gpparition -
a sixteen-year-old kid with a goatee and a trombone case. Thin as rickets, mad-faced, he wanted to
join this group and blow with them. They knew him and didn’t want to bother with him. He crept into
the bar and surreptitioudy undid his trombone and raised it to his lips. No opening. Nobody looked
a him. They finished, packed up, and left for another bar. He wanted to jump, skinny Chicago kid.
He dapped on his dark glasses, raised the trombone to his lips done in the bar, and went «Baugh!»
Then he rushed out after them. They wouldn't let him play with them, just like the sandlot football
team in back of the gas tank. «All these guys live with their grandmothers just like Tom Snark and
our Carlo Marx ato,» said Dean. We rushed after the whole gang. They went into Anita O'Day’s
club and there unpacked and played till nine o'clock in the morning. Dean and | were there with
beers.

At intermissons we rushed out in the Cadillac and tried to pick up girls dl up and down Chicago.
They were frightened of our big, scarred, prophetic car. In his mad frenzy Dean backed up smack
on hydrants and tittered maniacally. By nine 0’ clock the car was an utter wreck; the brakes weren't
working any more; the fenders were stove in; the rods were rattling. Dean couldn’t stop it at red
lights, it kept kicking convulsvely over the roadway. It had paid the price of the night. It was a
muddy boot and no longer ashiny limousine. «Whed» The boys were ill blowing at Nests .

Suddenly Dean stared into the darkness of a corner beyond the bandstand and said, «Sal, God
has arrived.»
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| looked. George Shearing. And as aways he leaned his blind head on his pale hand, dl ears
opened like the ears of an eephant, listening to the American sounds and mastering them for his own
English summer’ s-night use. Then they urged him to get up and play. He did. He played innumerable
choruses with amazing chords that mounted higher and higher till the sweat splashed dl over the
piano and everybody listened in awe and fright. They led him off the stand after an hour. He went
back to his dark corner, old God Shearing, and the boys said, «There ain't nothin left after that.»

But the dender leader frowned. «Let’s blow anyway .»

Something would come of it yet. There s dways more, alittle further - it never ends. They sought
to find new phrases after Shearing's explorations, they tried hard. They writhed and twisted and
blew. Every now and then a clear harmonic cry gave new suggestions of a tune that would someday
be the only tune in the world and would raise men’) souls to joy. They found it, they log, they
wrestled for it, they found it again, they laughed, they moaned - and Dean swested at the table and
told them to go, go, go. At nine o'clock in the morning everybody - mudcians, girls in dacks,
bartenders, and the one little skinny, unhappy trombonist - staggered out of the club into the great
roar of Chicago day to deep until the wild bop night again.

Dean and | shuddered in the raggedness. It was now time to return the Cadillac to the owner,
who lived out on Lake Shore Drive in a swank gpartment with an enormous garage undernegath
managed by oil-scarred Negroes. We drove out there and siwung the muddy hegp into its berth. The
mechanic did not recognize the Cadillac. We handed the papers over. He scratched his head at the
sght of it. We had to get out fast, We did. We took a bus back to downtown Chicago and that was
that. And we never heard a word from our Chicago baron about the condition of his car, in spite of
the fact that he had our addresses and could have complained.
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It was time for us to move on. We took a bus to Detroit, Our money was now running quite low.
We lugged our wretched baggage through the station. By now Dean’ s thumb bandage was dmost as
black as cod and dl unrolled. We were both as miserable-looking as anybody could be after dl the
things we' d done. Exhausted, Dean fell adeep in the bus that roared across the state of Michigan. |
took up a conversation with a gorgeous country girl wearing a low-cut cotton blouse that displayed
the beautiful sun-tan on her breast tops. She was dull. She spoke of evenings in the country making
popcorn on the porch. Once this would have gladdened my heart but because her heart was not glad
when she sad it | knew there was nothing in it but the idea of what one should do. «<And what dse
do you do for fun» | tried to bring up boy friends and sex. Her greet dark eyes surveyed me with
emptiness and a kind of chagrin that reached back generations and generations in her blood from not
having done what was crying to be done - whatever it was, and everybody knows what it was.
«What do you want out of life? | wanted to take her and wring it out of her. She didn't have the
dightest idea what she wanted. She mumbled of jobs, movies, going to her grandmother’'s for the
summer, wishing she could go to New York and vigt the Roxy, what kind of outfit she would wear -
something like the one she wore last Eagter, white bonnet, roses, rose pumps, and lavender
gabardine coat. «What do you do on Sunday afternoons?> | asked. She sat on her porch. The boys
went by on bicycles and stopped to chat. She read the funny papers, she reclined on the hammaock.
«What do you do on a warm summer’s night?» She sat on the porch, she watched the cars in the
road. She and her mother made popcorn. «What does your father do on a summer’s night? He
works, he has an dl-night shift a the boiler factory, he's spent his whale life supporting awoman and
her outpoppings and no credit or adoration. «What does your brother do on a summer’s night?> He
rides around on his bicycle, he hangs out in front of the soda fountain. «What is he aching to do?
What are we dl aching to do? What do we want?» She didn’'t know. She yawned. She was deepy.
It was too much. Nobody could tell. Nobody would ever tell. It was dl over. She was eighteen and
most lovely, and logt.

And Dean and |, ragged and dirty as if we had lived off locust, sumbled out of the busin Detroit.
We decided to stay up in al-night movies on Skid Row. It was too cold for parks. Hassel had been
here on Detroit Skid Row, he had dug every shooting gdlery and dl-night movie and every brawling
bar with his dark eyes many atime. His ghost haunted us. We'd never find him on Times Square
again. We thought maybe by accident Old Dean Moriarty was here too - but he was not. For thirty-
five cents each we went into the beat-up old movie and sat down in the bacony till morning, when
we were shooed downgtairs. The people who were in that dl-night movie were the end. Beat
Negroes who' d come up from

Alabamato work in car factories on a rumor; old white bums; young longhaired hipsters who'd
reached the end of the road and were drinking wine; whores, ordinary couples, and housewives with
nothing to do, nowhere to go, nobody to beieve in. If you dfted adl Detroit in a wire basket the
bester solid core of dregs couldn’t be better gathered. The picture was Singing Cowboy Eddie Dean
and his gdlant white horse Bloop, that was number one; number two double-festure film was George
Raft, Sdney Greendreet, and Peter Lorre in a picture about Istanbul. We saw both of these things
sx times each during the night. We saw them waking, we heard them deeping, we sensed them
dreaming, we were permeated completdy with the strange Gray Myth of the West and the weird
dark Myth of the East when morning came. All my actions since then have been dictated
automaticaly to my subconscious by this horrible osmotic experience. | heard big Greenstreet sneer
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a hundred times; | heard Peter Lorre make his gnister come-on; | was with George Raft in his
paranoiac fears; | rode and sang with Eddie Dean and shot up the rustlers innumerable times. People
dugged out of bottles and turned around and looked everywhere in the dark theater for something to
do, somebody to talk to. In the head everybody was guiltily quiet, nobody talked. In the gray dawn
that puffed ghostlike about the windows of the theater and hugged its eaves | was degping with my
head on the wooden arm of a seet as Six atendants of the theater converged with their night’ s tota of
swept-up rubbish and created a huge dusty pile that reached to my nose as | snored head down - till
they amost swept me away too. This was reported to me by Dean, who was watching from ten
seats behind. All the cigarette butts, the bottles, the matchbooks, the come and the gone were swept
up in this pile. Had they taken me with it, Dean would never have seen me again. He would have had
to roam the entire United States and look in every garbage pail from coast to coast before he found
me embryonicaly convoluted among the rubbishes of my life, his life, and the life of everybody
concerned and not concerned. What would | have sad to him from my rubbish womb? «Don'’t
bother me, man, I'm happy where | am. You los me one night in Detroit in August nineteen forty-
nine. What right have you to come and disturb my reverie in this pukish can?> In 1942 | was the sar
in one of the filthiest dramas of dl time. | was a seaman, and went to the Imperia Cafe on Scollay
Square in Boston to drink; | drank sixty glasses of beer and retired to the toilet, where | wrapped
mysdlf around the toilet bowl and went to deep. During the night & least a hundred seamen and
assorted civilians came in and cagt their sentient debouchments on me till | was unrecognizably
caked. What difference does it make after dl? - anonymity in the world of men is better than famein
heaven, for what's heaven? what' s earth? All in the mind.

Gibberishly Dean and | sumbled out of this horror-hole a dawn and went to find our travel-
bureau car. After spending agood part of the morning in Negro bars and chasing gas and listening to
jazz records on jukeboxes, we struggled five miles in local buses with al our crazy gear and got to
the home of a man who was going to charge us four dollars apiece for the ride to New York. He
was a middle-aged blond fellow with glasses, with a wife and kid and a good home. We waited in
the yard while he got ready. His lovely wife in cotton kitchen dress offered us coffee but we were
too busy taking. By this time Dean was so exhaugted and out of his mind that everything he saw
ddighted him. He was reaching another pious frenzy. He sweated and swesated. The moment we
were in the new Chryder and off to New Y ork the poor man redlized he had contracted a ride with
two maniacs, but he made the best of it and in fact got used to us just as we passed Briggs Stadium
and talked about next year’s Detroit Tigers.

In the misty night we crossed Toledo and went onward across old Ohio. | redized | was
beginning to cross and re-cross towns in America as though | were a traveling sdlesman - raggedy
travelings, bad stock, rotten beans in the bottom of my bag of tricks, nobody buying. The man got
tired near Pennsylvania and Dean took the whedl and drove clear the rest of the way to New Y ork,
and we began to hear the Symphony Sid show on the radio with al the latest bop, and now we were
entering the great and find city of America We got there in early morning. Times Square was being
torn up, for New Y ork never rests. We looked for Hassel automatically as we passed.

In an hour Dean and | were out & my aunt’s new flat in Long Idand, and she hersdf was busly
engaged with painters who were friends of the family, and arguing with them about the price as we
stumbled up the stairs from San Francisco. «Sd ,» said my aunt, «Dean can stay here afew days and
after that he hasto get out, do you understand me?» The trip was over. Dean and | took awalk that
night among the gas tanks and railroad bridges and fog lamps of Long Idand. | remember him
gtanding under a streetlamp.

«Just as we passed that other lamp | was going to tell you a further thing, Sal, but now | am
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parentheticaly continuing with a new thought and by the time we reach the next I'll return to the
origind subject, agreed | certainly agreed. We were so used to traveling we had to walk al over
Long Idand, but there was no more land, just the Atlantic Ocean, and we could only go so far. We
clasped hands and agreed to be friends forever.

Not five nights later we went to a party in New York and | saw agirl cdled Inez and told her |
had a friend with me that she ought to meet sometime. | was drunk and told her he was a cowboy.
«Oh, I’ve dways wanted to meet a cowboy.»

«Dean? | ydled across the party - which included Angdl Luz Garcia, the poet; Walter Evans,
Victor Villanueva, the Venezudan poet; Jnny Jones, a former love of mineg Calo Marx; Gene
Dexter; and innumerable others - »Come over here, man.» Dean came bashfully over. An hour later,
in the drunkenness and chichiness of the party («It’sin honor of the end of the summer, of course»),
he was knedling on the floor with his chin on her belly and telling her and promising her everything
and swesting. She was abig, sexy brunette - as Garcia said, «Something straight out of Degas,» and
generdly like a beautiful Parisan coquette. In a matter of days they were dickering with Camille in
San Francisco by long distance telephone for the necessary divorce papers so they could get
married. Not only that, but a few months later Camille gave birth to Dean’s second baby, the result
of afew nights' rapport early in the year. And another matter of months and Inez had a baby. With
one illegitimate child in the West somewhere, Dean then had four little ones and not a cent, and was
all troubles and ecstasy and speed as ever. Sowe didn’t go to Italy.
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| came into some money from selling my book. | sraightened out my aunt with rent for the rest of
the year. Whenever spring comes to New York | can’t stand the suggestions of the land that come
blowing over the river from New Jersey and I’ ve got to go. So | went. For thefirst timein our lives|
said good-by to Dean in New York and left him there. He worked in a parking lot on Madison and
40th,, As ever he rushed around in his ragged shoes and T-shirt and belly-hanging pants al by
himsdf, sraightening out immense noontime rushes of cars.

When usudly | cameto vidt him at dusk there was nothing to do. He stood in the shack, counting
tickets and rubbing his belly. The radio was dways on. «Man, have you dug that mad Marty
Glickman announcing basketbal games - up-to-midcourt-bounce-fake-set-shot, swish, two points.
Absolutely the greatest announcer | ever heard.» He was reduced to smple pleasures like these. He
lived with Inez in a cold water flat in the Eagt Eighties. When he came home a night he took off dl
his clothes and put on a hip-length Chinese silk jacket and sat in his easy chair to smoke awater pipe
loaded with tea. These were his coming-home pleasures, together with adeck of dirty cards. «Latdy
I’ve been concentrating on this deuce of diamonds. Have you noticed where her other hand is? I'll
bet you can't tell. Look long and try to see» He wanted to lend me the deuce of diamonds, which
depicted a tall, mournful fellow and a lascivious, sad whore on a bed trying a postion. «Go aheed,
man, I've used it many times!» Inez cooked in the kitchen and looked in with awry smile. Everything
was dl right with her. «Dig her? Dig her, man? That's Inez. See, that’s dl she does, she pokes her
head in the door and smiles. Oh, I’ ve taked with her and we ve got everything straightened out most
beautifully. We re going to go and live on afarm in Pennsylvania this summer - station wagon for me
to cut back to New York for kicks, nice big house, and have a lot of kids in the next few years.
Ahem! Harrumph! Egad!» He legped out of the chair and put on a Willie Jackson record, «Gator
Tail.» He sood before it, socking his palms and rocking and pumping his knees to the beet. «Whoo!
That sonumbitch! First time | heard him | thought he' d die the next night, but he's il divex»

This was exactly what he had been doing with Camille in Frisco on the other Sde of the continent.
The same battered trunk stuck out from under the bed, ready to fly. Inez cdled up Camille on the
phone repeatedly and had long talks with her; they even taked about his joint, or so Dean claimed.
They exchanged etters about Dean’s eccentricities. Of course he had to send Camille part of his pay
every month for support or he'd wind up in the workhouse for six months. To make up lost money
he pulled tricks in the lot, a change artist of the first order. | saw him wish a well-to-do man Merry
Chrigtmas s0 volubly a five-spot in change for twenty was never missed. We went out and spent it in
Birdland, the bop joint. Lester Y oung was on the stand, eternity on his huge eydlids.

One night we talked on the corner of 47th Street and Madison at three in the morning. «Well, SA,
damn, | wish you weren't going, | redly do, it'll be my firg time in New York without my old
buddy.» And he said, «New York, | stop over in it, Frisco’'s my hometown. All the time I’ ve been
here | haven't had any girl but Inez - this only happens to me in New York! Damn! But the mere
thought of crossng that awful continent again - Sal, we haven't talked straight in a long time» In
New York we were aways jumping around frantically with crowds of friends a drunken parties. It
somehow didn’t seem to fit Dean. He looked more like himself huddling in the cold, misty spray of
the rain on empty Madison Avenue & night. «Inez loves me; she' stold me and promised me | can do
anything | want and there€ Il be a minimum of trouble. Y ou see, man, you get older and troubles pile
up. Someday you and me'll be coming down an dley together a sundown and looking in the cans to
see.»
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«You mean wée'll end up old bums?»

«Why not, man? Of course we will if we want to, and dl that. Thereé's no harm ending that way.
You spend a whole life of non-interference with the wishes of others, including politicians and the
rich, and nobody bothers you and you cut dong and make it your own way.» | agreed with him. He
was reaching his Tao decisonsin the smplest direct way. «What's your road, man? - holyboy road,
madman road, rainbow road, guppy road, any road. It's an anywhere road for anybody anyhow.
Where body how?» We nodded in the rain. «Shedit, and you' ve got to look out for your boy. He
an't aman ‘less he's a jumpin man - do what the doctor say. I'll tell you. Sd, straight, no matter
where | live, my trunk’s dways sticking out from under the bed, I'm reedy to leave or get thrown
out. I've decided to leave everything out of my hands. You 've seen me try and break my ass to
make it and you know that it doesn’'t matter and we know time - how to dow it up and walk and dig
and just old-fashioned spade kicks, what other kicks are there? We know.» We sghed in the rain. It
was fdling dl up and down the Hudson Vdley tha night. The great world piers of the seaswide river
were drenched in it, old steamboat landings a Poughkespsie were drenched in it, old Split Rock
Pond of sources was drenched in it, Vanderwhacker Mount was drenched init.

«So» sad Dean, «I'm cutting along in my life as it leads me. Y ou know | recently wrote my old
maninjal in Seettle- | got the fird letter in years from him the other day.»

«Did you?

«Yass, yass. He said he wants to see the *babby’ spdt with two b’'s when he can get to Frisco. |
found a thirteen-a-month cold water pad on Eagt Fortieth; if 1 can send him the money hefll come
and livein New York - if he gets here. | never told you much about my sster but you know | have a
swet little kid sister; I'd like to get her to come and live with me too.»

«Whereis she?

«Well, that'sjudt it, | don’t know - he' s going to try to find her, the old man, but you know what
he'll redly do.»

«S0 he went to Sesttle?»

«And draight to messy jail.»

«Where was he?»

«Texas, Texas - S0 you see, man, my soul, the state of things, my postion - you notice | get
quieter.»

«Yes, that's true» Dean had grown quiet in New York. He wanted to talk. We were freezing to
degth in the cold rain. We made a date to meet at my aunt’s house before | | ft.

He came the following Sunday afternoon. | had a televison set. We played one balgame on the
TV, another on the radio, and kept switching to a third and kept track of dl that was happening
every moment. «Remember, Sd, Hodges is on second in Brooklyn so while the relief pitcher is
coming in for the Phillies wée Il switch to Giants-Boston and &t the same time natice there Di Maggio
has three bals count and the pitcher is fiddling with the resn bag, so we quickly find out what
happened to Bobby Thomson when we left him thirty seconds ago with aman on third. Yes!»

Later in the afternoon we went out and played bassbal with the kids in the sooty fied by the
Long Idand ralyard. We aso played basketbdl so franticaly the younger boys said, «Take it easy,
you don’'t have to kill yoursdlf.» They bounced smoothly al around us and beat us with ease. Dean
and | were swesting. At one point Dean fel flat on his face on the concrete court. We huffed and
puffed to get the bal away from the boys; they turned and flipped it away. Others darted in and
smoothly shot over our heads. We jumped at the basket like maniacs, and the younger boys just
reached up and grabbed the bal from our swesating hands and dribbled away. We were like hotrock
blackbelly tenorman Mad of American back-aley go-music trying to play basketbdl againgt Stan
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Getz and Cool Charlie. They thought we were crazy. Dean and | went back home playing catch
from each sdewak of the Street. We tried extra-specia catches, diving over bushes and barely
missing posts. When a car came by | ran dongside and flipped the bal to Dean just bardly behind
the vanishing bumper. He darted and caught it and rolled in the grass, and flipped it back for me to
catch on the other side of a parked bread truck. | just made it with my meat hand and threw it back
50 Dean had to whirl and back up and fal on his back across the hedges. Back in the house Dean
took his walet, har-rumphed, and handed my aunt the fifteen dollars he owed her from the time we
got a speeding ticket in Washington. She was completely surprised and pleased. We had a big
supper. «Wdl, Dean,» said my aunt, «l hope you'll be able to take care of your new baby that's
coming and stay married thistime»

«Y€es, yass, yes.»

«You can't go al over the country having babies like tha’ Those poor little things|l grow up
helpless. You've got to offer them a chance to live» He looked at his feet and nodded. In the raw
red dusk we said good-by, on a bridge over a superhighway.

«l hopeyou'll bein New York when | get back,» | told him.

«All I hope, Dean, is someday we' |l be able to live on the same street with our families and get to
be a couple of oldtimers together.»

«That’s right, man - you know that | pray for it completely mindful of the troubles we both had
and the troubles coming, as your aunt knows and reminds me. | didn’'t want the new baby, Inez
ingsted, and we had a fight. Did you know Marylou got married to a used-car deder in Frisco and
she's having a baby?»

«Yes. We're dl getting in there now.» Ripples in the upsde-down lake of the void, is whét |
should have said. The bottom of the world is gold and the world is upside down. He took out a
sngpshot of Camille in Frisco with the new baby girl. The shadow of a man crossed the child on the
sunny pavement, two long trouser legs in the sadness. «Who'sthat»

«That's only Ed Dunkel. He came back to Galatea, they’re gone to Denver now. They spent a
day taking pictures.»

Ed Dunkel, his compassion unnoticed like the compassion of saints. Dean took out other pictures.
| redized these were dl the sngpshots which our children would look at someday with wonder,
thinking their parents had lived smooth, well-ordered, stabilized-within-the-photo lives and got up in
the morning to wak proudly on the sdewaks of life, never dreaming the raggedy madness and riot
of our actud lives, our actud night, the hdll of it, the sensaless nightmare road. All of it ingde endless
and beginningless emptiness. Aitiful forms of ignorance. «Good-by, good-by.» Dean waked off in
the long red dusk. Locomotives smoked and reeled above him. His shadow followed him, it gped his
walk and thoughts and very being. He turned and waved coyly, bashfully. He gave me the boomer’'s
highbal, he jumped up and down, he ydled something | didn't catch. He ran around in a circle. All
the time he came closer to the concrete corner of the railroad overpass. He made one last sgnd. |
waved back. Suddenly he bent to his life and walked quickly out of sight. | gaped into the bleskness
of my own days. | had an awful long way to go too.
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The following midnight, Snging this little song,

Home in Missoula,
Home in Truckee,

Home in Opelousas,
Ain’t no home for me.
Home in old Medora,
Home in Wounded Knee,
Home in Ogallala,
Home I’ll never be,

| took the Washington bus, wasted some time there wandering around; went out of my way to
see the Blue Ridge, heard the bird of Shenandoah and visited Stonewall Jackson’s grave; at dusk
stood expectorating in the Kanawha River and walked the hillbilly night of Charleston, West Virginig;
a midnight Ashland, Kentucky, and a lonely girl under the marquee of a closed-up show. The dark
and mysterious Ohio, and Cincinnati at dawn. Then Indiana fieds again, and . Louis as ever in its
great valley clouds of afternoon. The muddy cobbles and the Montana logs, the broken steamboats,
the ancient Sgns, the grass and the ropes by the river. The endless poem. By night Missouri, Kansas
fidds, Kansas night-cows in the secret wides, crackerbox towns with a sea for the end of every
sreet; dawn in Abilene. East Kansas grasses become West Kansas rangelands that climb up to the
hill of the Western night.

Henry Glass was riding the bus with me. He had got on at Terre Haute, Indiana, and now he said
to me, «I’ve told you why | hate this suit I’'m wearing, it's lousy - but an't dl.» He showed me
papers. He had just been released from Terre Haute federa pen; the rap was for stealing and sdlling
carsin Cincinnati. A young, curly-haired kid of twenty. «Soon’s | get to Denver I'm sdlling this sit in
a pawvnshop and getting me jeans. Do you know what they did to me in that prison? Solitary
confinement with a Bible; | used it to St on the stone floor; when they seed | was doing that they
took the Bible away and brought back a leetle pocket-size one so big. Couldn't St onit so | read the
whole Bible and Testament. Hey-hey - » he poked me, munching his candy, he was dways edting
candy because his somach had been ruined in the pen and couldn’t stand anything else - »you know
they’s some red hot things in that Bible» He told me what it was to «sgnify.» «Anybody that's
leaving jail soon and starts talking about his release date is *signifying’ to the other fdlas that have to
say. We take him by the neck and say, 'Don't Sgnify with me!” Bad thing, to signify - y’ hear me?»

«l won't 9gnify, Henry »

«Anybody sgnify with me, my nose opens up, | get mad enough to kill. Y ou know why | been in
jal dl my life? Because | lost my temper when | was thirteen years old. | was in a movie with a boy
and he made a crack about my mother - you know that dirty word - and | took out my jackknife
and cut up his throat and woulda killed him if they hadn’t drug me off. Judge sad, ‘Did you know
what you were doing when you attacked your friend? ‘Yessr, Your Honor, | did, | wanted to kill
the sonofabitch and ill do.” So | didn’t get no parole and went straight to reform schoal. | got piles
too from gtting in solitary. Don't ever go to a federa pen, they’re wordtest. Sheet, | could talk dl
night it's been so long since | talked to somebody. You don't know how good | fed coming out.
You just dtting in that bus when | got on - riding through Terre Haute - what was you thinking» , «
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was jug gtting there riding.»

««Me, | wassinging. | sat down next to you ‘cause | was afraid to set down next to any gas for
fear | go crazy and reach under their dress. | gottawait awhile»

«Another hitch in prison and you' |l be put away for life. Y ou better take it easy from now.»

«That'swhat | intend to do, only trouble is m’'nose opens up and | can't tell what I’'m doing.»

He was on his way to live with his brother and sster-in-law; they had a job for him in Colorado.
His ticket was bought by the feds, his destination the parole. Here was a young kid like Dean had
been; his blood boiled too much for him to bear; his nose opened up; but no native strange saintliness
to save him from the iron fate.

«Be a buddy and watch m'nose don’'t open up in Denver, will you, Sal? Mebbe | can get to my
brother’s safe.»

When we arrived in Denver | took him by the arm to Larimer Street to pawn the penitentiary suit.
The old Jew immediately sensed what it was before it was haf unwrapped. «l don’t want that damn
thing here; | get them every day from the Canyon City boys.»

All of Larimer Street was overrun with ex-cons trying to sal their prison-spun suits. Henry ended
up with the thing under his arm in a paper bag and walked around in brand-new jeans and sports
shirt. We went to Dean’s old Glenarm bar - on the way Henry threw the suit in an ashcan - and
cdled up Tim Gray. It was evening now.

«Y ou? chuckled Tim Gray. «Be right over.»

In ten minutes he came loping into the bar with Stan Shephard. They’d both had a trip to France
and were tremendoudy disgppointed with their Denver lives. They loved Henry and bought him
beers. He began spending dl his penitentiary money left and right. Again | was back in the soft, dark
Denver night with its holy dleys and crazy houses. We started hitting dl the bars in town, roadhouses
out on West Colfax, Five Points Negro bars, the works.

Stan Shephard had been waiting to meet me for years and now for the firs time we were
suspended together in front of a venture. «Sa, ever since | came back from France | ain't had any
ideawhat to do with mysdlf. Isit true you' re going to Mexico? Hot damn, | could go with you? | can
get a hundred bucks and once | get there sign up for Gl Bill in Mexico City College»

Okay, it was agreed, Stan was coming with me. He was a rangy, bashful, shock-haired Denver
boy with a big con-man smile and dow, easy-going Gary Cooper movements. «Hot damn!» he said
and stuck his thumbs on his belt and ambled down the street, swaying from sde to Sde but dowly.
His grandfather was having it out with him. He had been opposed to France and now he was
opposed to the idea of going to Mexico. Stan was wandering around Denver like a bum because of
his fight with his grandfather. That night after we'd done al our drinking and restrained Henry from
getting his nose opened up in the Hot Shoppe on Colfax, Stan scraggled off to deep in Henry’ s hotdl
room on Glenarm. «l can't even come home late - my grandfather sarts fighting with me, then he
turns on my mother. | tell you, Sd, | got to get out of Denver quick or I'll go crazy.»

Well, | stayed a Tim Gray's and then later Babe Rawlins fixed up a negt little basement room for
me and we dl ended up there with parties every night for aweek. Henry vanished off to his brother’s
and we never saw him again and never will know if anybody’s Sgnified with him since and if they've
put him away in aniron hal or if he bugts his gasketsin the night free.

Tim Gray, Stan, Babe, and | spent an entire week of afternoons in lovely Denver bars where the
waitresses wear dacks and cut around with bashful, loving eyes, not hardened waitresses but
waltresses that fdl in love with the clientee and have explosive affairs and huff and sweat and suffer
from one bar to another; and we spent the same week in nights a Five Points lisening to jazz,
drinking booze in crazy Negro saloons and gabbing till five o'clock in the morn in my basement.
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Noon usudly found us reclined in Babe's back yard among the little Denver kids who played
cowboys and Indians and dropped on us from cherry trees in bloom. | was having a wonderful time
and the whole world opened up before me because | had no dreams. Stan and | plotted to make
Tim Gray come with us, but Tim was stuck to his Denver life.

| was getting ready to go to Mexico when suddenly Denver Doll cadled me one night and said,
«Well, Sd, guess who's coming to Denver?» | had no idea. «He's on his way dready, | got this
news from my grapevine. Dean bought a car and is coming out to join you.» Suddenly | had avison
of Dean, a burning shuddering frightful Angel, papitating toward me across the road, approaching
like a cloud, with enormous speed, pursuing me like the Shrouded Traveler on the plain, bearing
down on me. | saw his huge face over the plains with the mad, bony purpose and the gleaming eyes,
| saw hiswings, | saw his old jaopy chariot with thousands of sparking flames shooting out fromiit; |
saw the path it burned over the road; it even made its own road and went over the corn, through
cities, destroying bridges, drying rivers. It came like wrath to the West. | knew Dean had gone mad
again. There was no chance to send money to ether wife if he took al his savings out of the bank
and bought a car. Everything was up, the jig and dl. Behind him charred ruins smoked. He rushed
westward over the groaning and awful continent again, and soon he would arrive. We made hasty
preparations for Dean. News was that he was going to drive me to Mexico.

«Do you think he'll let me come dong?» asked Stan in awe.

«’ll tak to him» | said grimly. We didn’t know what to expect. «Where will he degp? What's he
going to eat? Are there any girls for him?» It was like the imminent arriva of Gargantuan preparations
had to be made to widen the gutters of Denver and foreshorten certain laws to fit his suffering bulk
and bursting ecstasies.
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It was like an old-fashioned movie when Dean arived. | was in Babe's house in a golden
afternoon. A wore about the house. Her mother was away in Europe. The chaperon aunt was called
Charity; she was seventy-five years old and spry as a chicken. In the Rawlins family, which dretched
dl over the Wedt, she was continudly shuttling from one house to another and making hersdlf
generdly useful. At one time she'd had dozens of sons. They were al gone; they'd dl abandoned
her. She was old but she was interested in everything we did and said. She shook her head sadly
when we took dugs of whisky in the living room. «Now you might go out in the yard for that, young
man.» Updairs - it was a kind of boarding house that summer - lived a guy caled Tom who was
hopdesdy in love with Babe. He came from Vermont, from arich family, they said, and had a career
waiting for him there and everything, but he preferred being where Babe was. In the evenings he sat
in the living room with his face burning behind a newspaper and every time one of us sad anything he
heard but made no sign. He particularly burned when Babe said something. When we forced him to
put down the paper he looked a us with incdculable boredom and suffering. «Eh? Oh yes, |
Suppose s0.» He usualy said just that.

Charity sat in her corner, knitting, watching us al with her birdy eyes. It was her job to chaperon,
it was up to her to see nobody swore. Babe sat giggling on the couch. Tim Gray, Stan Shephard,
and | sprawled around in chairs. Poor Tom suffered the tortures. He got up, yawned, and sad,
«Well, another day another dollar, good night,» and disappeared upstairs. Babe had no use whatever
for him as alover. She was in love with Tim Gray; he wriggled like an ed out of her grasp. We were
stting around like this on a sunny afternoon toward suppertime when Dean pulled up in front in his
jaopy and jJumped out in a tweed suit with vest and watch chain.

«Hup! hup!» | heard out on the Street. He was with Roy Johnson, who'd just returned from
Frisco with his wife Dorothy and was living in Denver again. So were Dunkel and Gaatea Dunkd,
and Tom Snark. Everybody was in Denver again. | went out on the porch. «Wel, m'boy,» sad
Dean, dicking out his big hand, «I see everything is dl right on this end of the gick. Hello hdlo
hello,» he said to everybody. «Oh yes, Tim Gray, Stan Shephard, howd'y’ do!» We introduced him
to Charity. «Oh yass, howd'y'do. Thisis m'friend Roy Johnson here, was so kind as to accompany
me, harrumph! egad! kaff! kaff! Mgor Hoople, sr» he sad, sticking out his hand to Tom, who
dared a him. «Yass, yass. Wdl, Sd old man, what's the story, when do we take off for Mexico?
Tomorrow afternoon? Fine, fine. Ahem! And now, Sd, | have exactly sixteen minutes to make it to
Ed Dunkd’s house, where | am about to recover my old rallroad watch which | can pawvn on
Larimer Street before closing time, meanwhile buzzing very quickly and as thoroughly as time alows
to see if my old man by chance may bein Jggs Buffet or some of the other bars and then | have an
gppointment with the barber Doll dways told me to patronize and | have not mysdlf changed over
the years and continue with that policy - kaff! kaff! At six o'clock sharp.” - sharp, hear me? - | want
you to be right here where I’ [l come buzzing by to get you for one quick run to Roy Johnson's house,
play Gillespie and assorted bop records, an hour of relaxation prior to any kind of further evening
you and Tim and Stan and Babe may have planned for tonight irrespective of my ariva which
incidentaly was exactly forty-five minutes ago in my old thirty-saeven Ford which you see parked out
there, | made it together with along pause in Kansas City seeing my cousin, not Sam Brady but the
younger one . . .» And saying dl these things, he was busily changing from his suitcoat to T-shirt in
the living-room acove just out of Sght of everyone and transferring his watch to another pair of pants
that he got out of the same old battered trunk.
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«And Inez? | said. «What happened in New Y ork?»

«Officidly, Sd, this trip is to get a Mexican divorce, chegper and quicker than any kind. I've
Camille s agreement a last and everything is sraight, everything is fine, everything is lovely and we
know that we are now not worried about a single thing, don’t we, S

Widl, okay, I'm dways ready to follow Dean, so we al bustled to the new set of plans and
arranged a big night, and it was an unforgettable night. There was a party & Ed Dunkd’s brother’s
house. Two of his other brothers are bus-drivers. They sat there in awe of everything that went on.
There was alovely spread on the table, cake and drinks. Ed Dunkel looked happy and prosperous.
«Wdl, areyou al set with Gaatea now>

«Yessr» sad Ed, «I suream. I’'m about to go to Denver U, you know, me and Roy.»

«What are you going to take up»

«Oh, sociology and dl thet field, you know. Say, Dean gets crazier every year, don't he?»

«He sure does.»

Gdatea Dunkd was there. She was trying to talk to somebody, but Dean held the whole floor.
He stood and performed before Shephard, Tim, Babe, and mysdlf, who al sat Sde by sde in kitchen
chairs dong the wal. Ed Dunkel hovered nervoudy behind him. His poor brother was thrugt into the
background. «Hup! hup!» Dean was saying, tugging a his shirt, rubbing his bdly, jJumping up and
down. «Y ass, well - we're dl together now and the years have rolled severdly behind us and yet you
see none of us have redly changed, that's what so amazing, the dura - the dura - bility - in fact to
prove that | have here a deck of cards with which | can tell very accurate fortunes of al sorts» It
was the dirty deck. Dorothy Johnson and Roy Johnson sat iffly in acorner. It was a mournful party.
Then Dean suddenly grew quiet and sat in a kitchen chair between Stan and me and stared straight
ahead with rocky doglike wonder and paid no attention to anybody.

He smply disappeared for a moment to gather up more energy. If you touched him he would
sway like a boulder suspended on a pebble on the precipice of a dliff. He might come crashing down
or just sway rocklike. Then the boulder exploded into a flower and his face lit up with alovely smile
and he looked around like a man waking up and said, «Ah, look at al the nice people that are Sitting
here with me. Isn't it nice! Sdl, why, like | wastellin Min just t' other day, why, urp, ah, yesl» He got
up and went across the room, hand outstretched to one of the bus-drivers in the party. «<Howd'y’ do.
My name is Dean Moriarty. Yes, | remember you well. Is everything dl right? Well, well. Look at
the lovely cake. Oh, can | have some? Just me? Miserable me? Ed's sster said yes. «Oh, how
wonderful. People are o nice. Cakes and pretty things set out on a table and al for the sake of
wonderful little joys and delights. Hmm, ah, yes, excdlent, splendid, harrumph, egad!» And he stood
swaying in the middle of the room, egting his cake and looking at everyone with awe. He turned and
looked around behind him. Everything amazed him, everything he saw. People talked in groups al
around the room, and he sad, «Yed That's right!» A picture on the wal made him diffen to
attention. He went up and looked closer, he backed up, he stooped, he jumped up, he wanted to
seefrom dl possible levels and angles, he tore & his T-shirt in exclamation, «Damn!» He had no idea
of the impresson he was making and cared less. People were now beginning to look a Dean with
materna and paternd affection glowing in their faces. He was findly an Angdl, as | dways knew he
would become; but like any Angel he ill had rages and furies, and that night when we al |eft the
party and repaired to the Windsor bar in one vast brawling gang, Dean became franticdly and
demoniacally and sergphicdly drunk.

Remember that the Windsor, once Denver’s great Gold Rush’ hotel and in many respects a point
of interest - in the big sdloon downdairs bullet holes are 4ill in the wals - had once been Dean’s
home. He'd lived here with his father in one of the rooms upgtairs. He was no tourist. He drank in
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this saloon like the ghost of his father; he dopped down wine, beer, and whisky like water. His face
got red and swesaty and he bellowed and hollered at the bar and staggered across the dance-floor
where honkytonkers of the West danced with girls and tried to play the piano, and he threw hisarms
around ex-cons and shouted with them in the uproar. Meanwhile everybody in our party sat around
two immense tables stuck together. There were Denver D. Doall, Dorothy and Roy Johnson, a girl
from Buffdo, Wyoming, who was Dorothy’s friend, Stan, Tim Gray, Babe, me, Ed Dunkd, Tom
Snark, and severd others, thirteen in dl. Doll was having a great time: he took a peanut machine and
<t it on the table before him and poured pennies in it and ate peanuts. He suggested we dl write
something on a penny postcard and mail it to Carlo Marx in New Y ork. We wrote crazy things. The
fiddle music whanged in the Larimer Street night. «Isn't it fun> yelled Dall. In the men’s room Dean
and | punched the door and tried to break it but it was an inch thick. | cracked a bonein my middie
finger and didn’'t even redize it till the next day. We were fumingly drunk. Fifty glasses of beer s&t on
our tables a one time. All you had to do was rush around and sp from each one. Canyon City ex-
cons reded and gabbled with us. In the foyer outside the saloon old former prospectors sat dreaming
over their canes under the tocking old clock. This fury had been known by them in greater days.
Everything swirled. There were scattered parties everywhere. There was even a party in a castle to
which we dl drove - except Dean, who ran off esewhere - and in this castle we sat a a grest table
in the hal and shouted. There were a swvimming pool and grottoes outsde. | had findly found the
castle where the great snake of the world was about to rise up.

Thenin the late night it was just Dean and | and Stan Shephard and Tim Gray and Ed Dunke and
Tommy Snark in one car and everything ahead of us. We went to Mexican town, we went to Five
Points, we reded around. Stan Shephard was out of his mind with joy. He kept ydling,
«Sonofabitch! Hot damn'» in a high squeding voice and dapping his knees. Dean was mad about
him. He repested everything Stan said and phewed and wiped the swest off hisface. «Are we gonna
get our kicks, Sd, travelin down to Mexico with this cat Stan! Yed» It was our last night in holy
Denver, we made it big and wild. It dl ended up with wine in the basement by candidight, and
Charity cregping around updtairs in her nightgown with a flashlight. We had a colored guy with us
now, caled himsdf Gomez. He floated around Five Points and didn’t give a damn. When we saw
him, Tommy Snark caled out, «Hey, is your name Johnny»»

Gomez just backed up and passed us once more and said, «Now will you repeat what you said?»

«l said are you the guy they cal Johnny?»

Gomez floated back and tried again. «Does this ook a little more like him? Because I'm tryin my
best to be Johnny but | just can't find the way .»

«Weél, man, come on with us» cried Dean, and Gomez jumped in and we were off. We
whigpered franticadly in the basement so as not to create disturbance with the neighbors. At nine
o' clock in the morning everybody had left except Dean and Shephard, who were 4ill yakking like
maniacs. People got up to make breskfast and heard strange subterranean voices saying, «Yes
Y esl» Babe cooked a big breakfast. The time was coming to scat off to Mexico.

Dean took the car to the nearest station and had everything shipshape. It was a ‘37 Ford sedan
with the right-sde door unhinged and tied on the frame. The right-sde front seat was aso broken,
and you sat there leaning back with your face to the tattered roof. «Just like Min' Bill,» said Dean.
«WE Il go coughing and bouncing down to Mexico; it'll take us days and days» | looked over the
map: atota of over athousand miles, mostly Texas, to the border a Laredo, and then another 767
miles through al Mexico to the greet city near the cracked Isthmus and Oaxacan heights. | couldn’t
imagine this trip. It was the most fabulous of dl. It was no longer east-west, but magic south. We
saw avison of the entire Western Hemisphere rockribbing clear down to Tierra del Fuego and us
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flying down the curve of the world into other tropics and other worlds. «Man, thiswill findly teke us
to IT!» said Dean with definite faith. He tapped my arm. «Just wait and see. Hoo! Whesdl»

| went with Shephard to conclude the last of his Denver business, and met his poor grandfather,
who stood in the door of the house, saying, «Stan - Stan - Stan.»

«What isit, Granpaw?»

«Don’'t go.»

«Oh, it'ssettled, | 2ave to go now; why do you have to do that?> The old man had gray hair and
large dmond eyes and a tense, mad neck.

«Stan,» he amply said, «don’'t go. Don't make your old grandfather cry. Don't leave me adone
again.» It broke my heart to see dl this.

«Dean,» said the old man, addressing me, «don’'t take my Stan away from me. | used to take him
to the park when he was alittle boy and explain the swansto him. Then hislittle Sster drowned in the
same pond. | don’t want you to take my boy away.»

«No,» said Stan, «we're leaving now. Good-by.» He struggled with his grips.

His grandfather took him by the arm. «Stan, Stan, Stan, don’'t go, don’t go, don’'t go.»

We fled with our heads bowed, and the old man ill sood in the doorway of his Denver sde-
dreet cottage with the beads hanging in the doors and the overdaffed furniture in the parlor. He was
as white as a sheet. He was 4ill cdling Stan. There was something paralyzed about his movements,
and he did nothing about leaving the doorway, but just stood in it, muttering, «Stan» and «Don't
go,» and looking after us anxioudy as we rounded the corner.

«God, Shep, | don’'t know what to say.»

«Never mind!» Stan moaned. «He' s aways been like that.»

We met Stan's mother at the bank, where she was drawing money for him. She was a lovely
white-haired woman, ill very young in appearance. She and her son stood on the marble floor of
the bank, whispering. Stan was wearing a Levi outfit, jacket and dl, and looked like a man going to
Mexico sure enough. This was his tender existence in Denver, and he was going off with the naming
tyro Dean. Dean came popping around the corner and met us just on time. Mrs. Shephard inssted
on buying us dl acup of coffee.

«Take care of my Stan,» she said. «No tdling what things might hagppen in that country.»

«We I al watch over each other,» | said. Stan and his mother strolled on ahead, and | walked in
back with crazy Dean; he was tdling me about the inscriptions carved on toilet wals in the East and
in the West.

«They're entirdly different; in the East they make cracks and corny jokes and obvious references,
scatological bits of data and drawings, in the West they just write their names, Red O'Hara,
Blufftown Montana, came by here, date, red solemn, like, say, Ed Dunkd, the reason being the
enormous loneliness that differs just a shade and cut hair as you move across the Missssippi.» Well,
there was a londy guy in front of us, for Shephard’'s mother was a lovely mother and she hated to
see her son go but knew he had to go. | saw he was fleeing his grandfather. Here were the three of
us - Dean looking for his father, mine dead, Stan fleeing his old one, and going off into the night
together. He kissed his mother in the rushing crowds of 17th and she got in a cab and waved a us.
Good-by, good-by.

We got in the car a Babe's and said good-by to her. Tim was riding with us to his house outsde
town. Babe was beautiful that day; her hair was long and blond and Swedish, her freckles showed in
the sun. She looked exactly like the little girl she had been. There was amist in her eyes. She might
join uslater with Tim - but she didn’'t. Good-by, good-by.

We roared off. We left Tim in his yard on the Plains outside town and | looked back to watch
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Tim Gray recede on the plain. That strange guy stood there for a full two minutes watching us go
away and thinking God knows what sorrowful thoughts. He grew smdler and smdler, and ill he
stood motionless with one hand on a washling, like a cgptain, and | was twisted around to see more
of Tim Gray till there was nothing but a growing absence in space, and the space was the eastward
view toward Kansasthat led dl the way back to my homein Atlantis.

Now we pointed our rattly snout south and headed for Castle Rock, Colorado, as the sun turned
red and the rock of the mountains to the west looked like a Brooklyn brewery in November dusks.
Far up in the purple shades of the rock there was someone walking, walking, but we could not see;
maybe that old man with the white hair | had sensed years ago up in the peaks. Zacatecan Jack. But
he was coming closer to me, if only ever just behind. And Denver receded back of us like the city of
sdt, her smokes breaking up in the air and dissolving to our Sght.
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It was May. And how can homely afternoons in Colorado with its farms and irrigation ditches and
shady ddls - the places where little boys go swimming - produce a bug like the bug that bit Stan
Shephard? He had his arm draped over the broken door and was riding aong and taking happily
when suddenly a bug flew into his arm and embedded a long stinger in it that made him howl. It had
come out of an American afternoon. He yanked and dapped a his arm and dug out the stinger, and
in a few minutes his am had begun to swell and hurt. Dean and | couldn’t figure what it was. The
thing was to wait and see if the swdling went down. Here we were, heading for unknown southern
lands, and bardly three miles out of hometown, poor old hometown of childhood, a strange feverish
exotic bug rose from secret corruptions and sent fear into our hearts. «What isit?»

«I’ve never known of abug around here that can make a swelling like that.»

«Damn!» It made the trip seem sinister and doomed. We drove on. Stan’s arm got worse. We'd
stop a the firg hospital and have him get a shot of penicillin. We passed Castle Rock, came to
Colorado Springs at dark. The great shadow of Pike's Peak loomed to our right. We bowled down
the Pueblo highway. «I’ve hitched thousands and thousands of times on this road,» said Dean. «l hid
behind that exact wire fence there one night when | suddenly took fright for no reason whatever.»

We al decided to tell our stories, but one by one, and Stan was first. «We've got along way to
go,» preambled Dean, «and s0 you must take every indulgence and ded with every single detall you
can bring to mind - and ill hwon't al be told. Easy, easy,» he cautioned Stan, who began telling his
gory, «you've got to relax too.» Stan swung into his life story as we shot across the dark. He started
with his experiences in France but to round out ever-growing difficulties he came back and darted at
the beginning with his boyhood in Denver. He and Dean compared times they’d seen each other
zooming around on bicycles. «One time you've forgotten, | know - Arapahoe Garage? Recall? |
bounced a ball a you on the corner and you knocked it back to me with your fist and it went in the
sewer. Grammar days. Now recadl? Stan was nervous and feverish. He wanted to tell Dean
everything. Dean was now arbiter, old man, judge, listener, gpprover, nodder. «Yes, yes, go on
please» We passed Walsenburg; suddenly we passed Trinidad, where Chad King was somewhere
off the road in front of a campfire with perhgps a handful of anthropologists and as of yore he too
was tdling his life sory and never dreamed we were passing a that exact moment on the highway,
headed for Mexico, telling our own gories. O sad American night! Then we were in New Mexico
and passed the rounded rocks of Raton and stopped at a diner, ravingly hungry for hamburgers,
some of which we wrapped in a napkin to eat over the border below. «The whole verticd state of
Texas lies before us, SA ,» said Dean. «Before we made it horizontal.

Every bit aslong. We Il bein Texas in afew minutes and won't be out till tomorrow this time and
won't sop driving. Think of it.»

We drove on. Across the immense plain of night lay the firs Texas town, Ddhart, which I'd
crosed in 1947. It lay glimmering on the dark floor of the earth, fifty miles awvay. The land by
moonlight was al mesguite and wastes. On the horizon was the moon. She fattened, she grew huge
and rugty, she mellowed and rolled, till the morning star contended and dews began to blow in our
windows - and gtill we rolled. After Dahart - empty crackerbox town - we bowled for Amarillo, and
reached it in the morning among windy panhandle grasses that only a few years ago waved around a
collection of buffao tents. Now there were gas stations and new 1950 jukeboxes with immense
ornate snouts and ten-cent dots and awful songs. All the way from Amarillo to Childress, Dean and |
pounded plot after plot of books we' d read into Stan, who asked for it because he wanted to know.
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At Childress in the hot sun we turned directly south on alesser road and highbaled across aoysmal
wastes to Paducah, Guthrie, and Abilene, Texas. Now Dean had to deep, and Stan and | sat in the
front seat and drove. The old car burned and bopped and struggled on. Great clouds of gritty wind
blew a us from shimmering spaces. Stan rolled right dong with stories about Monte Carlo and
Cagnes-sur-Mer and the blue places near Menton where dark-faced people wandered among white
wadls.

Texas is undenidble: we burned dowly into Abilene and al woke up to look &t it. «lmagine living
in this town a thousand miles from cities. Whoop, whoop, over there by the tracks, old town Abilene
where they shipped the cows and shot it up for gumshoes and drank red-eye. Look out therel»
ydled Dean out the window with his mouth contorted like W. C. Fields. He didn't care about Texas
or any place. Red-faced Texans pad him no mind and hurried dong the burning sdewaks. We
stopped to eat on the highway south of town. Nightfall seemed like a million miles avay as we
resumed for Coleman and Brady - the heart of Texas, only, wildernesses of brush with an occasiona
house near athirsty creek and a fifty-mile dirt road detour and endless heat. «Old dobe Mexico's a
long way away,» said Dean deepily from the back seat, «so keep her rolling, boys, and we'll be
kissing senoritas b'dawn ‘cause this old Ford can rall if y’know how to talk to her and ease her
aong - except the back end’ s about to fal but don’t worry about it till we get there» And he went to
deep.

| took the whed and drove to Fredericksburg, and here again | was crisscrossing the old map
again, same place Marylou and | had hed hands on a snowy morning in 1949, and where was
Marylou now? «Blow!» ydled Dean in a dream and | guess he was dreaming of Frisco jazz and
maybe Mexican mambo to come. Stan talked and talked; Dean had wound him up the night before
and now he was never going to stop. He was in England by now, rdating adventures hitchhiking on
the English road, London to Liverpool, with his hair long and his pants ragged, and strange British
truck-drivers giving him lifts in glooms of the Europe void. We were dl red-eyed from the continud
mistra-winds of old Tex-ass. There was arock in each of our bellies and we knew we were getting
there, if dowly. The car pushed forty with shuddering effort. From Fredericksburg we descended the
grest western high plains. Moths began smashing our windshidd. «Getting down into the hot country
now, boys, the desert rats and the tequila. And this is my firgt time this far south in Texas» added
Dean with wonder. «Gawd-damn! thisis where my old man comesin the wintertime, dy old bum.»

Suddenly we were in absolutdly tropica heet at the bottom of a five-mile-long hill, and up ahead
we saw the lights of old San Antonio. You had the feding dl this used to be Mexican territory
indeed. Houses by the sde of the road were different, gas stations beater, fewer lamps. Dean
delightedly took the whed to roll usinto San Antonio. We entered town in a wilderness of Mexican
rickety southern shacks without cdllars and with old rocking chairs on the porch. We stopped a a
mad gas station to get a grease job. Mexicans were standing around in the hot light of the overhead
bulbs that were blackened by valey summerbugs, reaching down into a soft-drink box and pulling
out beer bottles and throwing the money to the attendant. Whole families lingered around doing this,
All around there were shacks and drooping trees and a wild cinnamon smdl in the air. Frantic
teenage Mexican girls came by with boys. «Hoo!» yelled Dean. «5i/ Maniana'» Music was coming
from dl sides, and dl kinds of music. Stan and | drank severa bottles of beer and got high. We were
dready dmost out of America and yet definitely in it and in the middle of where it's maddes.
Hotrods blew by. San Antonio, ah-haal

«Now, men, listen to me - we might as well goof a coupla hours in San Antone and so we will go
and find a hospitd dlinic for Stan’sarm and you and |, Sal, will cut around and get these streets dug -
look at those houses across the street, you can see right into the front room and al the purty
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daughterslayin around with True Love magazines, whed Come, let’'s go!»

We drove around aimlessly awhile and asked people for the nearest hospital clinic. It was near
downtown, where things looked more deek and American, severd semi-skyscrapers and many
neons and chain drugstores, yet with cars crashing through from the dark around town as if there
were no traffic laws. We parked the car in the hospitdl driveway and | went with Stan to see an
intern while Dean stayed in the car and changed. The hal of the hospital was full of poor Mexican
women, some of them pregnant, some of them sck or bringing their little Sck kiddies. It was sad. |
thought of poor Terry and wondered what she was doing now. Stan had to wait an /entire hour till an
intern came dong and looked a his swollen am. There was a name for the infection he had, but
none of us bothered to pronounce it. They gave him a shot of penicillin.

Meanwhile Dean and | went out to dig the streets of Mexican San Antonio. It was fragrant and
Soft - the softest air I'd ever known - and dark, and mysterious, and buzzing. Sudden figures of girls
in white bandannas appeared in the humming dark. Dean crept dong and said not aword. «Oh, this
is too wonderful to do anything!» he whispered. «Let's just cregp dong and see everything. Look!
Look! A crazy San Antonio f pool shack.» We went in. A dozen boys were shooting pool at three
tables, al Mexicans. Dean and | bought Cokes and shoved nickels in the jukebox and played
Wynonie Blues Harris and Liond Hampton and Lucky Millinder and jumped. Meanwhile Dean
warned me to watich.

«Dig, now, out of the corner of your eye and as we listen to Wynonie blow about his baby’s
pudding and as we aso smell the soft air as you say - dig the kid, the crippled kid shooting pool a
table one, the butt of the joint’s jokes, y'see, he's been the butt dl his life. The other fellows are
merciless but they love him.»

The crippled kid was some kind of maformed midget with a great big beautiful face, much too
large, in which enormous brown eyes moistly gleamed. «Don't you see, Sdl, a San Antonio Mex
Tom Snark, the same story the world over. See, they hit him on the ass with a cue? Ha-ha-ha! hear
them laugh. Y ou see, he wants to win the game, he's bet four bits. Watch! Watch!» We waiched as
the angdlic young midget amed for a bank shot. He missed. The other fellows roared. «Ah, man,»
said Dean, «and now weatch.» They had the little boy by the scruff of the neck and were mauling him
around, playful. He squeded. He staked out in the night but not without a backward bashful, sweet
glance. «Ah, man, I'd love to know that gone little cat and what he thinks and what kind of girls he
has - oh, man, I'm high on this ar!» We wandered out and negotiated severd dark, mysterious
blocks. Innumerable houses hid behind verdant, dmost jungle-like yards, we saw glimpses of girlsin
front rooms, girls on porches, girls in the bushes with boys. «I never knew this mad San Antonio!
Think what Mexico'll be like! Lessgo! Lessgo!» We rushed back to the hospitd. Stan was ready
and sad he felt much better. We put our arms around him and told him everything we' d done.

And now we were reedy for the last hundred and fifty miles to the magic border. We legped into
the car and off. | was so exhausted by now | dept dl the way through Dilley and Encind to Laredo
and didn't wake up till they were parking the car in front of a lunchroom at two o'clock in the
morning. «Ah,» sghed Dean, «the end of Texas, the end of America, we don’'t know no more» It
was tremendoudy hot: we were al sweseting buckets. There was no night dew, not a breeth of air,
nothing except billions of moths smashing at bulbs everywhere and the low, rank smel of a hot river
in the night nearby - the Rio Grande, that begins in cool Rocky Mountain ddes and ends up
fashioning world-valeys to mingle its heets with the Missssppi muds in the great Gullf.

Laredo was a snigter town that morning. All kinds of cab-drivers and border rats wandered
around, looking for opportunities. There weren't many; it was too late. It was the bottom and dregs
of America where dl the heavy villains snk, where disoriented people have to go to be near a
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specific elsawhere they can dip into unnoticed. Contraband brooded in the heavy syrup air. Cops
were red-faced and sullen and sweaty, no swagger. Waitresses were dirty and disgusted. Just
beyond, you could fed the enormous presence of whole great Mexico and amost smdl the billion
tortillas frying and smoking in the night. We had no idea what Mexico would redly be like. We were
a sealevel again, and when we tried to eat a snack we could hardly swalow it. | wrapped it up in
napkins for the trip anyway. We felt awful and sad. But everything changed when we crossed the
mysterious bridge over the river and our whedls rolled on officid Mexican oil, though it wasn't
anything but carway for border ingpection. Just across the street Mexico began. We looked with
wonder. To our amazement, it looked exactly like Mexico. It was three in the morning, and fdlowsin
straw hats and white pants were lounging by the dozen againgt battered pocky storefronts.

«Look - at - those - catsl» whispered Dean, «Oo0,» he breathed softly, «wait, wait.» The
Mexican officias came out, grinning, and asked please if we would take out our baggage. We did.
We couldn’t take our eyes from across the street. We were longing to rush right up there and get lost
in those mysterious Spanish dreets. It was only Nuevo Laredo but it looked like Holy Lhasato us.
«Man, those guys are up dl night,» whispered Dean. We hurried to get our papers sraightened. We
were warned not to drink tapwater now we were over the border. The Mexicans looked at our
baggage in a desultory way. They weren't like officids at dl. They were lazy and tender. Dean
couldn’t stop staring at them. He turned to me.

«See how the cops are in this country. | can't believe it!» He rubbed his eyes. «I’m dreaming.»
Then it was time to change our money. We saw great stacks of pesos on a table and learned that
eight of them made an American buck, or thereabouts. We changed most of our money and stuffed
the big rollsin our pockets with ddight.
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Then we turned our faces to Mexico with bashfulness and wonder as those dozens of Mexican
cas watched us from under their secret hatbrims in the night. Beyond were music and dl-night
restaurants with smoke pouring out of the door. «\Whee» whispered Dean very softly.

«Thasl!» A Mexican officid grinned. «You boys al set. Go ahead. Welcome Mehico. Have
good time. Watch you money. Watch you driving. | say this to you persond, I'm Red, everybody
cal me Red. Ask for Red. Eat good. Don't worry. Everything fine. Is not hard enjoin yoursdlf in
Mehico.»

«Yes!» shuddered Dean and off we went across the street into Mexico on oft feet. We Ieft the
car parked, and dl three of us areast went down the Spanish dreet into the middle of the dull
brown lights. Old men sat on chairs in the night and looked like Orienta junkies and oracles. No one
was actudly looking at us, yet everybody was aware of everything we did. We turned sharp left into
the smoky lunchroom and went in to music of campo guitars on an American thirties jukebox. Shirt-
deeved Mexican cabdrivers and straw-hatted Mexican hipsters sat a stools, devouring shapeless
messes of tortillas, beans, tacos, whatnot. We bought three bottles of cold beer - cerveza was the
name of beer - for about thirty Mexican cents»; or ten American cents each. We bought packs of
Mexican cigarettes for Sx cents each. We gazed and gazed a our wonderful Mexican money that
went so far, and played with it and looked around and smiled a everyone. Behind us lay the whole
of America and everything Dean and | had previoudy known: about life, and life on the road. We
had findly found the magic land at the end of the road and we never dreamed the extent of the
magic. «Think of these cats staying up al hours of the night,» whispered Dean. «And think of this big
continent ahead of us with those enormous Serra Madre mountains we saw in the movies, and the
jungles al the way down and a whole desert plateau as big as ours and reaching clear down to
Guatemda and God knows where, whoo! What'll we do? What' Il we do? Let’s move!» We got out
and went back to the car. One last glimpse of America across the hot lights of the Rio Grande
bridge, and we turned our back and fender to it and roared off.

Instantly we were out in the desert and there wasn't light or a car for fifty miles across the flats.
And jugt the dawn was coming over the Gulf of Mexico and we began see the ghostly shapes of
yucca cactus and organpipe on dl sdes. «What a wild country!» | yelped. Dean and | were
completely awake. In Laredo we' d been hdf dead. Stan, who'd been to foreign countries before,
just cAmly dept in back seat. Dean and | had the whole of Mexico before us.

«Now, Sd, we're leaving everything behind us and entering a new and unknown phase of things.
All the years and troubles! and kicks - and now this! S0 that we can safey think of nothing ese and
just go on ahead with our faces stuck out like this you see, and understand the world as, redly and
genuinely spesking, other Americans haven't done before us - they were here, weren't they? The
Mexican war. Cutting across here with cannon.»

«Thisroad» | told him, «is dso the route of old American 1 outlaws who used to skip over the
border and go down to old Monterrey, so if you'll look out on that graying desert and picture the
ghost of an old Tombstone hellcat making lonely exile galop into the unknown, you'll see further . .
»

«It's the world,» said Dean. «My God!» he cried, dapping the whed. «It's the world! We can go
right on to South Americaif the road goes. Think of it! Son-of-z- bitch! Gawd-damm!» We rushed
on. The dawn spread immediately and we began to see the white sand of the desert and occasiond
huts in the distance off the road. Dean dowed down to peer a them. «Red beat huts, man, the kind
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you only find in Deeth Vdley and much worse. These people don't hother with gppearances» The
first town ahead that had any consequence on the map was called Sabinas Hidalgo. We looked
forward to it -eagerly. «And the road don't look any different than the American road,» cried Dean,
«except one mad thing and if vou'll natice, right here, the mileposts are written in kilometers and they
click off the distance to Mexico City. Seg, it's the only city in the entire land, everything points to it.»
There were only 767 more miles to that metropolis; in kilometers the figure was over a thousand.
«Damn! | gotta go!» cried Dean. For awhile | closed my eyes in utter exhaustion and kept hearing
Dean pound the whed with his fisgts and say, «Damn,» and «What kicksl» and «Oh, what a land!»
and «Yesl» We arrived at Sabinas Hidago, across the desert, at about seven o' clock in the morning.
We dowed down completely to see this. We woke up Stan in the back seat. We sat up straight to
dig. The main street was muddy and full of holes. On each sde were dirty broken-down adobe
fronts. Burros walked in the street with packs. Barefoot women watched us from dark doorways.
The dreet was completdy crowded with people on foot beginning a new day in the Mexican
countryside. Old men with handlebar mustaches stared at us. The sight of three bearded, bedraggled
American youths ingead of the usud wdl-dressed tourists was of unusud interest to them. We
bounced dong over Main Street a ten miles an hour, taking everything in. A group of girls walked
directly in front of us. Aswe bounced by, one of them said, «Where you going, man»

| turned to Dean, amazed. «Did you hear what she said? Dean was s0 astounded he kept on
driving dowly and saying, «Yes, | heard what she sad, | certainly damn wdl did, oh me, oh my;, |
don't know what to do I'm so excited and sweetened in this morning world. We ve findly got to
heaven. It-couldn’t be cooler, it couldn’'t be grander, it couldn’t be anything.»

«WEell, let’s go back and pick em up!» | said.

«Yes» sad Dean and drove right on at five miles an hour. He was knocked out, he didn’t have to
do the usud things he-would have done in America. «There s millions of them al dong the road!» he
sad. Nevertheless he U-turned and came by the girls again. They were headed for work in the
fidds,, they smiled at us. Dean Sared at them with rocky eyes. «Damn,» he said under his breeth.
«Oh! Thisistoo great to be true. Gurls, gurls. And particularly right now in my stage and condition,
Sd, | am digging the interiors of these homes as we pass them - these gone doorways and you look
ingde and see beds of straw and little brown kids degping and irring to wake, their thoughts
congedling from the empty mind of deep, their selves rising, and the maothers cooking up breskfast in
iron pots, and dig them shutters they have for windows and the old men, the old men are so cool
and grand and not bothered by anything. There's no suspicion here, nothing like that. Everybody’s
cool, everybody looks a you with such straight brown eyes and they don't say anything, just ook,
and in that look dl of the human qudities are soft and subdued and il there. Dig dl the foolish
stories you read about Mexico and the deeping gringo and dl that crap) - and crap about greasers
and so on - and dl it is, people here are straight and kind and don’'t put down any bull. I'm s0
amazed by this» Schooled in the raw road night, Dean was come into the world to see it. He bent
over the whedl and looked both ways and rolled along dowly. We stopped for gas the other side of
Sabinas Hidalgo. Here a congregation of loca straw-hatted ranchers with handlebar mustaches
growled and joked in front of antique gas-pumps. Across the fields an old man plodded with a burro
in front of his switch stick. The sun rose pure on pure and ancient activities of human life.

Now we resumed the road to Monterrey. The great mountains rose snow-capped before us, we
bowled right for them. A gap widened and wound up a pass and we went with it. In a matter of
minutes we were out of the mesquite desert and climbing among coal arsin aroad with a stone wall
aong the precipice Sde and great whitewashed names of presidents on the cliff Sdes- ALEMAN!
We met nobody on this high road. It wound among the clouds and took us to the great plateau on
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top. Across this plateau the big manufacturing town of Monterrey sent smoke to the blue skies with
their enormous Gulf clouds written across the bowl of day like fleece. Entering Monterrey was like
entering Detroit, anong great long wals of factories, except for the burros that sunned in the grass
before them and the sight of thick city adobe neighborhoods with thousands of shifty hipsters hanging
around doorways and whores looking out of windows and strange shops that might have sold
anything and narrow sidewalks crowded with Hongkong-like humanity. «Yow!» ydled Dean. «And
al in that sun. Have you dug this Mexican sun, Sa? It makes you high. Whoo! | want to get on and
on - this road drives me!!» We mentioned stopping in the excitements of Monterrey, but Dean
wanted to make extra-gpecid time to get to Mexico City, and besides he knew the road would get
more interesting, especialy ahead, dways ahead. He drove like afiend and never rested. Stan and |
were completely bushed and gave it up and had to deep. | looked up outside Monterrey and saw
enormous weird twin peaks beyond Old Monterrey, beyond where the outlaws went.

Montemorelos was ahead, a descent again to hotter dtitudes. It grew exceedingly hot and
strange. Dean absolutely had to wake me up to see this. «Look, Sa, you must not miss.» | looked.
We were going through swamps and dongsde the road at ragged intervas strange Mexicans in
tattered rags walked along with machetes hanging from their rope belts, and some of them cut at the
bushes. They dl stopped to watch us without expression. Through the tangled bush we occasiondly
saw thatched huts with African-like bamboo wals, just stick huts. Strange young girls, dark as the
moon, stared from mysterious verdant doorways. «Oh, man, | want to stop and twiddle thumbs with
the little darlings,» cried Dean, «dut notice the old lady or the old man is dways somewhere around -
in the back usudly, sometimes a hundred yards, gathering twigs and wood or tending animas.
They’re never done. Nobody's ever done in this country. While you've been deeping I’ve been
digging this road and this country, and if | could only tdll you dl the thoughts I’ ve had, man!» He was
swesting. His eyes were red-streaked and mad and aso subdued and tender - he had found people
like himsdlf. We bowled right through the endless swvamp country a a steedy forty-five. «Sd, | think
the country won't change for along time. If you'll drive, I'll degp now.»

| took the whed and drove among reveries of my own, through Linares, through hat, flat swamp
country, across the sleaming Rio Soto la Marina near Hidalgo, and on. A great verdant jungle valey
with long fields of green crops opened before me. Groups of men watched us pass from a narrow
old-fashioned bridge. The hot river flowed. Then we rose in dtitude till a kind of desert country
began regppearing. The city of Gregoria was ahead. The boys were degping, and 1 was donein my
eternity at the whedl, and the road ran straight as an arrow. Not like driving across Carolina, or
Texas, or Arizona, or lllinois; but like driving across the world and into the places where we would
findly learn ourselves among the Felahin Indians of the world, the essentid drain of the basic
primitive, wailing humanity that stretches in a belt around the equatorid bely of the world from
Maaya (the long fingernail of China) to India the great subcontinent to Arabia to Morocco to the
sdfsame desarts and jungles of Mexico and over the waves to Polynesa to mysic Sam of the
Y edlow Robe and on around, on around, so that you hear the same mournful wail by the rotted walls
of Cadiz, Spain, that you hear 12,000 miles around in the depths of Benares the Capitd of the
World. These people were unmistakably Indians and were not at al like the Pedros and Panchos of
dlly civilized American lore - they had high cheekbones, and danted f eyes, and soft ways, they were
not fools, they were not clowns; they were greet, grave Indians and they were the source of mankind
and the fathers of it. The waves are Chinese, but the earth is an Indian thing. As essentia asrocksin
the desert are they in the desart of «history.» And they knew this when we passed, ostensibly sdif-
important moneybag Americans on alark in their land; they knew who was the father and who was
the son of antique life on earth, and made no comment. For when destruction comes to the world of
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«higtory» and the Apocaypse of the Fellahin returns once more as so many times before, people will
dill gare with the same eyes from the caves of Mexico as well as from the caves of Bdi, whereit al
began and where Adam was suckled and taught to know. These were my growing thoughts as |
drove the car into the hot, sunbaked town of Gregoria

Earlier, back at San Antonio, | had promised Dean, as ajoke, that | would get him agirl. It wasa
bet and a chdlenge. As| pulled up the car at the gas station near sunny Gregoria akid came across
the road on tattered feet, carrying an enormous windshield-shade, and wanted to know if 1'd buy.
«You like? Sixty peso. Habla Espanol? Sesenta peso. My name Victor.»

«Nah,» | said jokingly, «buy senorita»

«Sure, surel» he cried excitedly. «l get you gurls, onny-time. Too hot now,» he added with
distaste. «No good gurls when hot day. Wait tonight. Y ou like shade?»

| didn’'t want the shade but | wanted the girls. | woke up Dean. «Hey, man, | told you in Texas
I’d get you agirl - dl right, stretch your bones and wake up, boy; we' ve got girlswaiting for us.»

«What? what?» he cried, lesping up, haggard. «\Where? where?»

«Thisboy Victor's going to show us where.»

«WEell, lessgo, lessgo!» Dean legped out of the car and clasped Victor’'s hand. There was a group
of other boys hanging around the station and grinning, haf of them barefoat, dl wearing floppy straw
hats. «Man,» said Dean to me, «an't this a nice way to spend an afternoon. 1t's so much cooler than
Denver poolhdls. Victor, you got gurls? Where? 4 donde he cried in Spanish. «Dig that, Sd, I'm
spesking Spanish.»

«Ask him if we can get any tea. Hey kid, you got ma-ree-wa-na?»

The kid nodded gravely. «Sho, onnytime, mon. Come with me.»

«Hee! Whed Hoo!» ydled Dean. He was wide awake and jumping up and down in that drowsy
Mexican dreet. «Let's dl go!» | was passing Lucky Strikes to the other boys. They were getting
great pleasure out of us and especiadly Dean. They turned to one another with cupped hands and
rattled off comments about the mad American cat. «Dig them, Sd, talking about us and digging. Oh
my goodness, what aworld!» Victor got in the car with us, and we lurched off. Stan Shephard had
been deegping soundly and woke up to this madness.

We drove way out to the desert the other side of town and turned on a rutty dirt road that made
the car bounce as never before. Up ahead was Victor's house. It sat on the edge of cactus flats
overtopped by afew trees, just an adobe cracker-box, with afew men lounging around in the yard.
«Who that?» cried Dean, all excited.

«Those my brothers. My mother there too. My sgar too. That my family. | maried, | live
downtown.»

«What about your mother?» Dean flinched. «What she say about marijuana.»

«Oh, she get it for me» And as we waited in the car Victor got out and loped over to the house
and said afew wordsto an old lady, who promptly turned and went to the garden in back and began
gathering dry fronds of marijuana that had been pulled off the plants and l&ft to dry in the desart sun.
Meanwhile Victor's brothers grinned from under a tree. They were coming over to meset us but it
would take awhile for them to get up and walk over. Victor came back, grinning swestly.

«Man,» said Dean, «that Victor isthe sweetest, gonest, fran-ticest little bangtail cat I've ever in dl
my life met. Just ook at him, look at his cool dow walk. There's no need to hurry around herex» A
steady, indstent desert breeze blew into the car. It was very hot.

«You see how hot? said Victor, stting down with Dean in the front seet and pointing up at the
burning roof of the Ford. «Y ou have maree-gwanaand it no hot no more. Y ou wait.»

«Yes» sad Dean, adjusting his dark glasses, «I wait. For sure, Victor m'boy.»
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Presently Victor's tdl brother came ambling dong with some weed piled on a page of
newspaper. He dumped it on Victor's lap and leaned casudly on the door of the car to nod and
gmile at us and say, «Hdlo.» Dean nodded and smiled pleasantly at 4im. Nobody taked; it was fine.
Victor proceeded to roll the biggest bomber anybody ever saw. He rolled (using brown bag paper)
what amounted to a tremendous Corona cigar of tea. It was huge. Dean stared at it, popeyed. Victor
casudly lit it and passed it around. To drag on this thing was like leaning over achimney and inhding.
It blew into your throat in one great blast of heet. We hed our breaths and dl let out just about
smultaneoudy. Ingantly we were dl high. The sweet froze on our foreheads and it was suddenly like
the beach at Acapulco. | looked out the back window of the car, and another and the strangest of
Victor’'s brothers - atal Peruvian of an Indian with a sash over his shoulder - leaned grinning on a
post, too bashful to come up and shake hands. It seemed the car was surrounded by brothers, for
another one appeared on Dean’'s sde. Then the strangest thing happened. Everybody became so
high that usud formdities were dispensed with and the things of immediate interest were
concentrated on, and now it was the sirangeness of Americans and Mexicans blasting together on
the desert and, more than that, the strangeness of seeing in close proximity the faces and pores of
skins and cdluses of fingers and generd abashed cheekbones of another world. So the Indian
brothers began talking about us in low voices and commenting; you saw them look, and sze, and
compare mutudities of impression, or correct and modify, «Yeh, yeh», while Dean and Stan and |
commented on them in English.

«Will you d-i-g thet weird brother in the back that hasn't moved from that post and has't by one
cut hair diminished the intengty of the glad funny bashfulness of his amile? And the one to my |eft
here, older, more sure of himsdf but sad. like hung-up, like a bum even maybe, in town, while Victor
is respectably married - he's like a gawddam Egyptian king, that you see. These guys are red cats.
Ain't never seen anything like it. And they’re talking and wondering about us, like see? Just like we
are but with a difference of their own, their interest probably resolving around how we're dressed -
same as ours, redly - but the strangeness of the things we have in the car and the strange ways that
we laugh so different from them, and maybe even the way we smell compared to them. Nevertheless
I"d give my eye-teeth to know what they’re saying about us>» And Dean tried. «Hey Victor, man -
what you brother say just then?»

Victor turned mournful high brown eyes on Dean. «Y egh, yesh.»

«No, you didn’t understand my question. What you boys talking about»

«Oh» said Victor with great perturbation, «you no like this mar-gwana?»

«Oh, yeah, yesfinel What you ralk about?»

«Tdk? Yes, we tak. How you like Mexico?> It was hard to come around without a common
language. And everybody grew quiet and cool and high again and just enjoyed the breeze from the
desert and mused separate national and racid and persona high-eternity thoughts.

It was time for the girls. The brothers eased back to their station under the tree, the mother
watched from her sunny doorway, and we dowly bounced back to town.

But now the bouncing was no longer unpleasant; it was the most pleasant and graceful billowy trip
in the world, as over a blue sea, and Dean’s face was suffused with an unnatural glow that was like
gold as he told us to understand the springs of the car now for the first time and dig the ride. Up and
down we bounced, and even Victor understood and laughed. Then he pointed Ieft to show which
way to go for the girls, and Dean, looking left with indescribable ddight and leaning that way, pulled
the whed around and rolled us smoothly and surely to the god, meanwhile listening to Victor's
attempt to speek and saying grandly and magniloquently «Yes, of course! There's not a doubt in my
mind! Decidedly, man! Oh, indeed! Why, pish, posh, you say the dearest things to me! Of course!
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Yesl Please go on!» To this Victor taked gravely and with magnificent Spanish oquence. For a
mad moment | thought Dean was understanding everything he said by sheer wild indgght and sudden
revelatory geniusinconceivably inspired by his glowing happiness. In that moment, too, he looked so
exactly like Franklin Delano Roosevet - some delusion in my flaming eyes and floating brain - that |
drew up in my seat and gasped with amazement. In myriad pricklings of heavenly radiation | had to
struggle to see Dean's figure, and he looked like God. | was so high | had to lean my head back on
the seet; the bouncing of the car sent shivers of ecstasy through me. The mere thought of looking out
the window a Mexico - which was now something ese in my mind - was like recoiling from some
glorioudy riddled glittering treasure-box that you're afraid to look at because of your eyes, they bend
inward, the riches and the treasures are too much to take dl at once. | gulped. | saw streams of gold
pouring through the sky and right across the tattered roof of the poor old car, right across my
eyeballs and indeed right insde them; it was everywhere. | looked out the window at the hot, sunny
Sreets and saw a woman in a doorway and | thought she was listening to every word we said and
nodding to herself - routine paranoiac visions due to tea. But the stream of gold continued. For a
long time | logt consciousness in my lower mind of what we were doing and only came around
sometime later when | looked up from fire and slence like waking from deep to the world, or
waking from void to a dream, and they told me we were parked outside Victor’'s house and he was
dready at the door of the car with hislittle baby son in hisarms, showing him to us.

«Y ou see my baby? Hees name Perez, he Ssx month age.»

«Why,» said Dean, his face il trandfigured into a shower of supreme pleasure and even bliss,
«heisthe prettiest child | have ever seen. Look at those eyes. Now, Sd and Stan,» he said, turning
to us with a serious and tender air, «l want you par-ti-cu-lar-ly to see the eyes of this little Mexican
boy who is the son of our wonderful friend Victor, and notice how he will come to manhood with his
own particular soul bespesking itsdlf through the windows which are his eyes, and such lovely eyes
surely do prophesy and indicate the lovdiest of souls» It was a beautiful speech. And it was a
beautiful baby. Victor mournfully looked down a his angd. We al wished we had a little son like
that. So great was our intensity over the child’'s soul that he sensed something and began a grimace
which led to hitter tears and some unknown sorrow that we had no means to soothe because it
reached too far back into innumerable mygeries and time. We tried everything; Victor smothered
him in his neck and rocked, Dean cooed, | reached over and stroked the baby’s little arms. His
bawls grew louder. «Ah,» said Dean, «I’m awfully sorry, Victor, that we' ve made him sad.»

«He is not sad, baby cry.» In the doorway in back of Victor, too bashful to come out, was his
little barefoot wife, with anxious tenderness waiting for the babe to be put back in her arms so brown
and soft. Victor, having shown us his child, dimbed back into the car and proudly pointed to the
right.

«Yes» sad Dean, and swung the car over and directed it through narrow Algerian streets with
faces on dl sides watching us with gentle wonder. We came to the whorehouse. It was a magnificent
edtablishment of stucco in the golden sun. In the street, and leaning on the windowslls that opened
into the whorehouse, were two cops, saggy-trousered, drowsy, bored, who gave us brief interested
looks as we walked in, and stayed there the entire three hours that we cavorted under their noses,
until we came out a dusk and a Victor's bidding gave them the equivdent of twenty-four cents
each, just for the sake of form.

And in there we found the girls. Some of them were reclining on couches across the dance floor,
some of them were boozing at the long bar to the right. In the center an arch led into small cubicle
shacks that looked like the places where you put on your bathing suit at public municipal beaches.
These shacks were in the sun of the court. Behind the bar was the proprietor, a young fellow who
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ingtantly ran out when we told him we wanted to hear mambo music and came back with a stack of
records, mostly by Perez Prado, and put them on over the loudspeaker. In an ingant al the city of
Gregoria could hear the good times going on a the Sda de Balle. In the hdl itsdf the din of the music
- for thisis the red way to play a jukebox and what it was originaly for - was so tremendous that it
shattered Dean and Stan and me for a moment in the redization that we had never dared to play
music as loud as we wanted, and this was how loud we wanted. It blew and shuddered directly at
us. In afew minutes haf that portion of town was a the windows, watching the Americanos dance
with the gds. They dl sood, sde by sde with the cops, on the dirt sdewak, leaning in with
indifference and casualness. «More Mambo Jambo,» «Chattanooga de Mambo,» «Mambo Numero
Ocho» - dl these tremendous numbers resounded and flared in the golden, mysterious afternoon like
the sounds you expect to hear on the last day of the world and the Second Coming. The trumpets
seemed 0 loud | thought they could hear them clear out in the desert, where the trumpets had
originated anyway. The drums were mad. The mambo best is the conga beet from Congo, the river
of Africaand the world; it'sreally the world beat. Oom-ta, ta-poo-poom - cOm- ta, ta-poo-poom.
The piano montunos showered down on us from the speaker. The cries of the leader were like great
gasps in the air. The find trumpet choruses that came with drum dlimaxes on conga and bongo
drums, on the great mad Chattanooga record, froze Dean in his tracks for a moment till he
shuddered and swested; then when the trumpets bit the drowsy air with their quivering echoes, like a
cavern’'s or a cave' s, his eyes grew large and round as though seeing the devil, and he closed them
tight. I mysdlf was shaken like a puppet by it; | heard the trumpets flail the light | had seen and
trembled in my boots.

On the fag «Mambo Jambo» we danced franticaly with the girls. Through our ddiriums we
began to discern thar varying persondities. They were greet girls. Strangdy the wildest one was haf
Indian, half white, and came from Venezuela, and only eighteen. She looked as if she came from a
good family. What she was doing whoring in Mexico at that age and with that tender cheek and fair
aspect, God knows. Some awful grief had driven her to it. She drank beyond dl bounds. She threw
down drinks when it seemed she was about to chuck up the last. She overturned glasses continualy,
the idea dso being to make us spend’ as much money as possible. Wearing her flimsy housecoat in
broad afternoon, she frantically danced with Dean and clung about his neck and begged and begged
for everything. Dean was so stoned he didn’t know what to start with, girls or mambo. They ran off
to the lockers. | was sat upon by afat and uninteresting girl with a puppy dog, who got sore at me
when | took a didike to the dog because it kept trying to bite me. She compromised by putting it
away in the back, but by the time she returned | had been hooked by another girl, better looking but
not the best, who clung to my neck like aleech. | was trying to break loose to get a a Sixteen-year-
old colored girl who sat gloomily ingpecting her navel through an opening in her short shirty dress
across the hal. 1 couldn’t do it. Stan had a fifteen-year-old girl with an dmond-colored skin and a
dress that was buttoned hdfway down and hafway up. It was mad. A good twenty men leaned in
that window, watching.

At one point the mother of the little colored girl - not colored, but dark - came in to hold a brief
and mournful convocation with her daughter. When | saw that, | was too ashamed to try for the one
| redly wanted. | let the leech take me off to the back, where, as in a dream, to the din and roar of
more loudspeskers inside, we made the bed bounce a haf-hour. It was just a square room with
wooden dats and no celling, ikon in a corner, awashbasin in another. All up and down the dark hall
the girls were cdling, «dgua, agua caliente!» which means «hot water.» Stan and Dean were aso
out of sight. My girl charged thirty pesos, or about three dollars and a hdf, and begged for an extra
ten pesos and gave along story about something. | didn’t know the value of Mexican money; for al |
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knew | had a million pesos. | threw money at her. We rushed back to dance. A greater crowd was
gathered in the Street. The cops looked as bored as usua. Dean’'s pretty Venezuelan dragged me
through a door and into another strange bar that apparently belonged to the whorehouse. Here a
young bartender was taking and wiping glasses and an old man with handlebar mustache sat
discussng something earnestly. And here too the mambo roared over another loud* spesker. It
seemed the whole world was turned on. Venezuela clung about my neck and begged for drinks. The
bartender wouldn't give her one. She begged and begged, and when he gave it to her she spilled it

and this time not on purpose, for | saw the chagrin in her poor sunken lost eyes. «Take it easy,

baby,» | told her. | had to support her on the stool; she kept dipping off. I’ ve never seen a drunker
woman, and only eighteen. | bought her another drink; she was tugging a my pants for mercy. She
gulped it up. | didn't have the heart to try her. My own girl was about thirty and took care of hersdf

better. With Venezuda writhing and suffering in my arms, | had a longing to take her in the back and

undress her and only tak to her - this | told mysdf. | was delirious with want of her and the other
little dark girl.

Poor Victor, dl this time he stood on the brass rail of the bar with his back to the counter and
jumped up and down gladly to see his three American friends cavort. We bought him drinks. His
eyes gleamed for a woman but he wouldn't accept any, being faithful to his wife. Dean thrust money
a him. In thiswelter of madness | had an opportunity to see what Dean was up to. He was so out of
his mind he didn’t know who | was when | peered at hisface. «Yegh, yeah!» isdl he sad. It seemed
it would never end. It was like a long, spectrd Arabian dream in the afternoon in another life - Ali
Baba and the aleys and the courtesans. Again | rushed off with my girl to her room; Dean and Stan
switched the girls they’d had before; and we were out of sght a moment, and the spectators had to
walt for the show to go on. The afternoon grew long and codl.

Soon it would be mysterious night in old gone Gregoria. The mambo never let up for amoment, it
frenzied on like an endless journey in the jungle. | couldn’t take my eyes off the little dark girl and the
way, like a queen, she walked around and was even reduced by the sullen bartender to menid tasks
such as bringing us drinks and sweeping the back. Of dl the girls in there she needed the money
most; maybe her mother had come to get money from her for her little infant/ Ssters and brothers.
Mexicans are poor. It never, never occurred to me just to gpproach her and give her some money. |
have afeding she would have taken it with a degree of scorn, and scorn from the likes of her made
me flinch. In my madness | was actudly in love with her for the few hoursit dl lagted; it was the same
unmistakable ache and stab across the mind, the same sighs, the same pain, and above dl the same
reuctance and fear to approach. Strange that Dean and Stan aso failed to approach her; her
unimpeechable dignity was the thing that made her poor in awild old whorehouse, and think of that.
At one point | saw Dean leaning like a Satue toward her, ready to fly, and befuddlement cross his
face as she glanced coolly and imperioudy his way and he stopped rubbing his belly and gaped and
findly bowed his head. For she was the queen.

Now Victor suddenly clutched at our armsin the furor and made frantic Sgns.

«What's the matter?» He tried everything to make us understand. Then he ran to the bar and
grabbed the check from the bartender, who scowled at him, and took it to us to see. The hill was
over three hundred pesos, or thirty-ax American dollars, which isalot of money in any whorehouse.
Still we couldn’t sober up and didn’t want to leave, and though we were al run out we gtill wanted to
hang around with our lovely girls in this strange Arabian paradise we hed findly found at the end of
the hard, hard road. But night was coming and we had to get on to the end; and Dean saw that, and
began frowning and thinking and trying to straighten himself out, and findly | broached the idea of
leaving once and for al. «So much ahead of us, man, it won't make any difference»
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«That'sright!» cried Dean, glassy-eyed, and turned to his Venezudan. She had findly passed out
and lay on a wooden bench with her white legs protruding from the slk. The gdlery in the window
took advantage of the show; behind them red shadows were beginning to creep, and somewhere |
heard a baby wail in a sudden lull, remembering | was in Mexico after al and not in a pornographic
hasheesh daydream in heaven.

We staggered out; we had forgotten Stan; we ran back in to get him and found him charmingly
bowing to the new evening whores, who had just come in for night shift. He wanted to start dl over
again. When heis drunk he lumbers like a man ten feet tal and when he is drunk he can’t be dragged
away from women. Moreover women cling to him like ivy. He ingsted on staying and trying some of
the newer, stranger, more proficient senoritas. Dean and | pounded him on the back and dragged
him out. He waved profuse good-bys to everybody - the girls, the cops, the crowds, the children in
the dreet outsde; he blew kisses in dl directions to ovations of Gregoria and staggered proudly
among the gangs and tried to spesk to them and communicate hisjoy and love of everything this fine
afternoon of life. Everybody laughed; some dapped him on the back. Dean rushed over and paid the
policemen the four pesos and shook hands and grinned and bowed with them. Then he jumped in the
car, and the girls we had known, even Venezuela, who was wakened for the farewell, gathered
around the car, huddling in their flimsy duds, and chattered good-bys and kissed us, and Venezuda
even began to weep - though not for us, we knew, not atogether for us, yet enough and good
enough. My dusky darling love had disappeared in the shadows indde. It was dl over. We pulled
out and left joys and celebrations over hundreds of pesos behind us, and it didn't seem like a bad
day’s work. The haunting mambo followed us a few blocks. It was dl over. «Good-by, Gregorial »
cried Dean, blowing it akiss.

Victor was proud of us and proud of himsdf. «Now you like bath? he asked. Yes, we dl
wanted wonderful bath.

And he directed us to the drangest thing in the world: it was an ordinary American-type
bathhouse one mile out of town on the highway, full of kids solashing in a pool and showersinsde a
gtone building for a few centavos a crack, with sogp and towd from the attendant. Besides this, it
was aso a sad kiddy park with swings and a broken-down merry-go-round, and in the fading red
aun it seemed s0 strange and s0 beautiful. Stan and | got towes and jumped right into ice-cold
showers insde and came out refreshed and new. Dean didn't bother with a shower, and we saw him
far across the sad park, strolling arm in arm with good Victor and chatting volubly and pleasantly and
even leaning excitedly toward him to make a point, and pounding his fist. Then they resumed the
am-in-arm postion and strolled. The time was coming to say good-by to Victor, o Dean was
taking the opportunity to have moments aone with him and to ingpect the park and get his views on
thingsin generd and in dl dig him as only Dean could do.

Victor was very sad now that we had to go. «Y ou come back Gregoria, see me?»

«Sure, manl» said Dean. He even promised to take Victor back to the States if he so wished it.
Victor said he would have to mull this over.

«l got wife and kid - ain't got amoney - | seex» His sweet polite smile glowed in the redness as
we waved to him from the car. Behind him were the sad park and the children.
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Immediately outside Gregoria the road began to drop, great trees arose on each sSde, and in the
trees as it grew dark we heard the great roar of billions of insects that sounded like one continuous
high-screeching cry. «Whoo!» said Dean, and he turned on his headlights and they weren't working.’
«What! what! damn now what?» And he punched and fumed at his dashboard. «Oh, my, we ll have
to drive through the jungle without lights, think of the horror of that, the only time I'll see is when
another car comes by and there just aren’t any cars And of course no lights? Oh, what'll we do,
dammit>

«Let’sjust drive. Maybe we ought to go back, though?»

«No, never-never! Let’s go on. | can barely see the road. We Il make it.» And now we shot in
inky darkness through the scream of insects, and the grest, rank, amost rotten smell descended, and
we remembered and redlized that the map indicated just after Gregoria the beginning of the Tropic of
Cancer. «We€'re in anew tropic! No wonder the smell! Smell it!» | stuck my head out the window;
bugs smashed a my face; a great screech rose the moment | cocked my ear to the wind. Suddenly
our lights were working again and they poked aheed, illuminating the lonely road that ran between
solid walls of drooping, snaky trees as high as a hundred fedt.

«Son-of-a bitch!» ydled Stan in the back. «Hot damn!» He was Hill so high. We suddenly
redized he was dill high and the jungle and troubles made no difference to his happy soul. We began
laughing, dl of us.

«To hdl with it! Well just throw ourselves on the gawd-damn jungle, we' ll degp in it tonight, let’s
go!» yelled Dean. «Ole Stan isright. Ole Stan don’t care! He's o high on those women and that tea
and that crazy out-of-thisworld impossi-ble-to-absorb mambo blasting so loud that my eardrums
still best to it - whed he's so high he knows what he's doing!» We took off our T-shirts and roared
through the jungle, bare-chested. No towns, nothing, lost jungle, miles and miles, and down-going,
getting hotter, the insects screaming louder, the vegetation growing higher, the smell ranker and hotter
until we began to get used to it and like it. «I’d just like to get naked and roll and rall in that jungley»
said Dean. «No, hell, man, that’s what I’'m going to do soon’s | find a good spot.» And suddenly
Limon appeared before us, a jungle town, a few brown lights, dark shadows, enormous skies
overhead, and a cluster of men in front of a jumble of woodshacks - a tropica crossroads. We
stopped in the unimaginable softness. It was as hot as the indde of a baker’s oven on a June night in
New Orleans. All up and down the street whole families were stting around in the dark, chatting;
occasiond girls came by, but extremey young and only curious to see what we looked like. They
were barefoot and dirty. We leaned on the wooden porch of a broken-down genera store with
sacks of flour and fresh pinegpple rotting with flies on the counter. There was one ail lamp in here,
and outside afew more brown lights, and the rest al black, black, black. Now of course we were so
tired we had to deep a once and moved the car a few yards down a dirt road to the backside of
town. It was so incredibly hot it was impossible to deep. So Dean took a blanket and laid it out on
the soft, hot sand in the road and flopped out. Stan was stretched on the front seat of the Ford with
both doors open for a draft, but there wasn't even the faintest puff of a wind. I, in the back seet,
suffered in apool of sweet. | got out of the car and stood swaying in the blackness. The whole town
had instantly gone to bed; the only noise now was barking dogs. How could | ever degp? Thousands
of mosguitoes had dready bitten al of us on chest and arms and ankles. Then a bright idea came to
me: | jJumped up on the sted roof of the car and dretched out flat on my back. Still there was no
breeze, but the sed had an dement of coolness in it and dried my back of sweset, clotting up
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thousands of dead bugs into cakes on my skin, and | redized the jungle takes you over and you
become it. Lying on the top of the car with my face to the black sky was like lying in a closad trunk
on asummer night. For the firg time in my life the weather was not something that touched me, that
caressed me, froze or sweated me, but became me. The atmosphere and | became the same. Soft
infinitesma showers of microscopic bugs fanned down on my face as | dept, and they were
extremdy pleasant and soothing. The sky was Sarless, utterly unseen and heavy. | could lie there dl
night long with my face exposed to the heavens, and it would do me no more harm than a velvet
drape drawn over me. The dead bugs mingled with my blood; the live mosquitoes exchanged further
portions; | began to tingle dl over and to smdl of the rank, hot, and rotten jungle, dl over from hair
and face to feet and toes. Of course | was barefoot. To minimize the sweet | put on my bug-smeared
T-shirt and lay back again. A huddle of darkness on the blacker road showed where Dean was
deeping. | could hear him snoring. Stan was snoring too.

Occasiondly a dim light flashed in town, and this was the sheriff making his rounds with a wesk
flashlight and mumbling to himsdf in the jungle night. Then | saw his light jiggling toward us and heard
his footfals coming soft on the mats of sand and vegetation. He stopped and flashed the car. | sat up
and looked & him. In a quivering, dmost querulous, and extremely tender voice he sad,
«Dormiendo? indicating Dean in the road. | knew this meant «deegp.»

«S, dormiendo.»

«Bueno, bueno» he sad to himsdf and with reluctance and sadness turned away and went back
to his lonely rounds. Such lovely policemen God hath never wrought in America. No suspicions, no
fuss, no bother: he was the guardian of the deeping town, period.

| went back to my bed of sted and Stretched out with my arms spread. | didn’'t even know if
branches or open sky were directly above me, and it made no difference. | opened my mouth to it
and drew deep breaths of jungle atmosphere. It was not air, never air, but the papable and living
emanation of trees and swamp. | stayed awake. Roosters began to crow the dawn across the brakes
somewhere. Still no air, no breeze, no dew, but the same Tropic of Cancer heaviness held us dl
pinned to earth, where we belonged and tingled. There was no sign of dawn in the skies. Suddenly |
heard the dogs barking furioudy across the dark, and then | heard the faint clip-clop of a horse's
hooves. It came closer and closer. What kind of mad rider in the night would thisbe? Then | saw an
gpparition: awild horse, white as a ghost, came trotting down the road directly toward Dean. Behind
him the dogs yammered and contended. | couldn’t see them, they were dirty old jungle dogs, but the
horse was white as snow and immense and amost phosphorescent and easy to see. | felt no panic
for Dean. The horse saw him and trotted right by his head, passed the car like a ship, whinnied
softly, and continued on through town, bedeviled by the dogs, and clip-clopped back to the jungle
on the other sde, and dl | heard was the faint hoofbeat fading away in the woods. The dogs
subsided and st to lick themsdalves. What was this horse? What myth and ghost, what spirit? | told
Dean about it when he woke up. He thought I” d been dreaming. Then he recdled faintly dreaming of
a white horse, and | told him it had been no dream. Stan Shephard dowly woke up. The faintest
movements, and we were swegting profusaly again. It was Hill pitch dark. «Let’'s sart the car and
blow some air!» | cried. «I’'m dying of heet.» «Right!» We roared out of town and continued aong
the mad highway with our hair flying. Dawn came rgpidly in a gray haze, reveding dense swamps
sunk on both sides, with tdl, forlorn, viny trees leaning and bowing over tangled bottoms. We
bowled right dong the rallroad tracks for a while. The strange radio-gation antenna of Ciudad
Mante appeared ahead, asif we were in Nebraska We found a gas station and |oaded the tank just
as the lagt of the jungle-night bugs hurled themsdves in a black mass againg the bulbs and fell
fluttering a our feet in huge wriggly groups, some of them with wings a good four inches long, others
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frightful dragonflies big enough to eat a bird, and thousands of immense yangling mosquitoes and
unnamable spidery insects of al sorts. | hopped up and down on the pavement for fear of them; |
findly ended up in the car with my feet in my hands, looking fearfully at the ground where they
swarmed around our whedls. «Lesgol» | ydled. Dean and Stan weren't perturbed at al by the
bugs, they camly drank a couple of bottles of Misson Orange and kicked them away from the water
cooler. Their shirts and pants, like mine, were soaked in the blood and black of thousands of dead
bugs. We smdlled our clothes deeply.

«You know, I'm beginning to like this smell » said Stan. «I can't smell mysdf any more»

«t's a strange, good smell,» said Dean. «I'm nor. going to change my shirt till Mexico City, |
want to take it al in and remember it.» So off we roared again, cresting air for hot. caked faces.

Then the mountains loomed aheed, dl green. After this climb we would be on the greet centrd
plateau again and ready to roll ahead to Mexico City. In no time at al we soared to an eevation of
five thousand feet among misty passes that overlooked steaming yellow rivers a mile below. It was
the great River Moctezuma. The Indians dong the road began to be extremely weird. They were a
nation in themselves, mountain Indians, shut off from everything ese but the Pan-American Highway.
They were short and squat and dark, with bad teeth; they carried immense loads on their backs.
Across enormous vegetated ravines we saw patchworks of agriculture on steep dopes. They walked
up and down those dopes and worked the crops. Dean drove the car five miles an hour to see.
«Whooeg, this | never thought existed!» High on the highest peak, as greet as any Rocky Mountain
peak, we saw bananas growing. Dean got out of the car to point, to stand around rubbing his belly.
We were on a ledge where a little thatched hut suspended itsdf over the precipice of the world. The
sun created golden hazes that obscured the M octezuma, now more than a mile below.

In the yard in front of the hut a little three-year-old Indian girl stood with her finger in her mouth,
watching us with big brown eyes. «She's probably never seen anybody parked here before in her
entire lifel» bresthed Dean. «Hd-lo, little girl. How are you? Do you like us?» The little girl looked
away bashfully and pouted. We began to talk and she again examined us with finger in mouth. «Geg,
| wish there was something | could give her! Think of it, being born and living on this ledge - this
ledge representing al you know of life. Her father is probably groping down the ravine with a rope
and getting his pinegpples out of a cave and hacking wood a an eighty-degree angle with dl the
bottom below. She'll never, never leave here and know anything about the outsde world. It's a
nation. Think of the wild chief they must havel They probably, off the road, over that bluff, miles
back, must be even wilder and stranger, yesh, because the Pan-American Highway partidly civilizes
this nation on this road. Notice the beads of sweat on her brow,» Dean pointed out with a grimace of
pain. «It's not the kind of sweat we have, it's oily and it's always there because it's always hot the
year round and she knows nothing of non-sweet, she was born with sweat and dies with sweat.» The
swegt on her little brow was heavy, duggish; it didn’'t run; it just stood there and gleamed like a fine
olive ail. «What that must do to their souls How different they must be in their private concerns and
evauaions and wishes» Dean drove on with his mouth hanging in awe, ten miles an hour, desirous
to see every possible human being on the road. We climbed and climbed.

Aswe climbed, the air grew cooler and the Indian girls on the road wore shawls over their heads
and shoulders. They hailed us desperatdly; we stopped to see. They wanted to sdll us little pieces of
rock crysta. Their great brown, innocent eyes looked into ours with such soulful intensity thet not
one of us had the dightest sexud thought about them; moreover they were very young, some of them
eleven and looking dmogt thirty. «Look at those eyes!» breethed Dean. They were like the eyes of
the Virgin Mother when she was a child. We saw in them the tender and forgiving gaze of Jesus. And
they stared unflinching into ours. We rubbed our nervous blue eyes and looked again. Still they



172

penetrated us with sorrowful and hypnotic gleam. When they taked they suddenly became frantic
and dmogt slly. In their silence they were themsealves. «They’ve only recently learned to sl these
crystds, snce the highway was built about ten years back - up until that time this entire nation must
have been silent!»

The girls yammered around the car. One particularly soulful child gripped a Dean’s sweety arm.
She yammered in Indian. «Ah yes, ah yes, dear one» said Dean tenderly and dmost sadly. He got
out of the car and went fishing around in the battered trunk in the back - the same old tortured
American trunk - and pulled out a wristwatch. He showed it to the child. She whimpered with glee.
The others crowded around with amazement. Then Dean poked in the little girl’s hand for «the
sweetest and purest and smallest crysta she has personally picked from the mountain for me» He
found one no bigger than aberry. And he handed her the wristwatch dangling. Their mouths rounded
like the mouths of chorigter children. The lucky little girl squeezed it to her ragged breastirobes. They
stroked Dean and thanked him. He stood among them with his ragged face to the sky, looking for
the next and highest and final pass, and seemed like the Prophet that had come to them. He got back
in the car. They hated to see us go. For the longest time, as we mounted a straight pass, they waved
and ran after us. We made a turn and never saw them again, and they were il running after us. «Ah,
this breaks my heart!» cried Dean, punching his chest. «How far do they carry out these loydties and
wondersl What's going to happen to them? Would they try to follow the car dl the way to Mexico
City if we drove dow enough?»

«Yes» | sad, for | knew.

We cameinto the dizzying heights of the Serra Madre Orientd. The banana trees gleamed golden
in the haze. Grest fogs yawned beyond stone walls dong the precipice. Below, the Moctezuma was
a thin golden thread in a green jungle mat. Strange crossroad towns on top of the world rolled by,
with shawled Indians watching us from under hatbrims and rebozos. Life was dense, dark, ancient.
They watched Dean, serious and insane at his raving whed, with eyes of hawks. All had their hands
outgtretched. They had come down from the back mountains and higher places to hold forth their
hands for something they thought civilization could offer, and they never dreamed the sadness and the
poor broken delusion of it. They didn’t know that a bomb had come that could crack al our bridges
and roads and reduce them to jumbles, and we would be as poor as they someday, and stretching
out our hands in the same, same way. Our broken Ford, old thirties upgoing America Ford, rattled
through them and vanished in dugt.

We had reached the approaches of the last plateau. Now the sun was golden, the air keen blue,
and the desert with its occasiond rivers ariot of sandy, hot space and sudden Biblica tree shade.
Now Dean was desping and Stan driving. The shepherds appeared, dressed as in first times, in long
flowing robes, the women carrying golden bundles of flax, the men staves.

Under great trees on the shimmering desert the shepherds sat and convened, and the sheep
moiled in the sun and raised dust beyond. «Man, man» | yelled to Dean, «wake up and see the
shepherds, wake up and see the golden world that Jesus came from, with your own eyes you can
tell»

He shot his head up from the seet, saw one glimpse of it dl in the fading red sun, and dropped
back to deep. When he woke up he described it to me in detail and said, «Yes, man, I'm glad you
told me to look. Oh, Lord, what shdl | do? Where will | go?» He rubbed his belly, he looked to
heaven with red eyes, he dmost wept.

The end of our journey impended. Great fields stretched on both sides of us; a noble wind blew
across the occasond immense tree groves and over old missons turning sdmon pink in the late sun.
The clouds were close and huge and rose. «Mexico City by dusk!» We'd made it, atota of nineteen
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hundred miles from the afternoon yards of Denver to these vast and Biblicd areas of the world, and
now we were about to reach the end of the road.

«Shdl we change our insect T-shirts?»

«Naw, let’swear them into town, hell’s bells» And we drove into Mexico City.

A brief mountain pass took us suddenly to a height from which we saw al of Mexico City
sretched out in its volcanic crater below and spewing city smokes and early dusklights. Down to it
we zoomed, down Insurgentes Boulevard, straight toward the heart of town a Reforma Kids
played soccer in enormous sad fields and threw up dust. Taxi-drivers overtook us and wanted to
know if we wanted girls. No, we didn’t want girls now. Long, ragged adobe dums stretched out on
the plain; we saw londy figures in the dimming aleys. Soon night would come. Then the city roared
in and suddenly we were passing crowded cafes and theaters and many lights. Newsboys ydled at
us. Mechanics douched by, barefoot, with wrenches and rags. Mad barefoot Indian drivers cut
across us and surrounded us and tooted and made frantic traffic. The noise was incredible. No
mufflers are used on Mexican cars. Horns are batted with glee continud. «\Whee!» yelled Dean,

«Look out!» He staggered the car through the traffic and played with everybody. He drove like
an Indian. He got on a circular glorietta drive on Reforma Boulevard and rolled around it with its
elght spokes shooting cars a us from al directions, left, right, izquierda, dead ahead, and yelled and
jumped with joy. «This is tréffic I’ ve aways dreamed of’ Everybody goes’» An ambulance came
baling through. American ambulances dart and weave through traffic with sren blowing; the great
world-wide Felahin Indian ambulances merely come through at eighty miles an hour in the city
dreets, and everybody just has to get out of the way and they don't pause for anybody or any
crcumstances and fly straight through. We saw it reding out of sght on skittering wheds in the
breaking-up moil of dense downtown traffic. The drivers were Indians. People, even old ladies, ran
for buses that never stopped. Young Mexico City businessmen made bets and ran by squads for
buses and athletically jumped them. The bus-drivers were barefoot, sneering and insane, and sat low
and sguat in T-shirts a the low, enormous whedls. Ikons burned over them. The lights in the buses
were brown and greenish, and dark faces were lined on wooden benches.

In downtown Mexico City thousands of hipgters in floppy straw hats and long-lapeled jackets
over bare chests padded dong the main drag, some of them sdlling crucifixes and weed in the dleys,
some of them knedling in besat chapels next to Mexican burlesque shows in sheds. Some aleys were
rubble, with open sewers, and little doors led to closet-sze bars stuck in adobe walls. You had to
jump over aditch to get your drink, and in the bottom of the ditch was the ancient lake of the Aztec.
You came out of the bar with your back to the wal and edged back to the street. They served
coffee mixed with rum and nutmeg. Mambo blared from everywhere. Hundreds of whores lined
themselves dong the dark and narrow streets and their sorrowful eyes gleamed at us in the night. We
wandered in a frenzy and a dream. We ae beautiful steeks for forty-eight cents in a strange tiled
Mexican cafeteria with generations of marimba musgicians ganding & one immense marimba - dso
wandering Singing guitarists, and old men on corners blowing trumpets. Y ou went by the sour stink of
pulgue saloons, they gave you awater glass of cactus juice in there, two cents. Nothing stopped; the
dreets were dive dl night. Beggars dept wrapped in advertisng pogers torn off fences. Whole
families of them sat on the sdewdk, playing little flutes and chuckling in the night. Ther bare feet
stuck out, their dim candles burned, al Mexico was one vast Bohemian camp. On corners old
women cut up the boiled heads of cows and wrapped morsdls in tortillas and served them with hot
sauce on newspaper ngpkins. This was the great and find wild uninhibited Fellahin-childlike city thet
we knew we would find at the end of the road. Dean walked through with his arms hanging zombie-
like at his Sdes, his mouth open, his eyes gleaming, and conducted a ragged and holy tour that lasted
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till dawn in a fiedd with a boy in a straw hat who laughed and chatted with us and wanted to play
catch, for nothing ever ended.

Then | got fever and became delirious and unconscious. Dysentery. | looked up out of the dark
swirl of my mind and | knew | was on a bed eight thousand feet above sea leve, on aroof of the
world, and | knew that | had lived a whole life and many others in the poor atomidic husk of my
flesh, and | had dl the dreams. And | saw Dean bending over the kitchen table. It was severa nights
later and he was leaving Mexico City dready. «What you doin, man> | moaned.

«Poor Sd, poor Sd, got sick. Stan'll take care of you. Now listen to hear if you can in your
gckness: | got my divorce from Camille down here and I'm driving back to Inez in New York
tonight if the car holds out.»

«All thet again?> | cried.

«All that again, good buddy. Gotta get back to my life. Wish | could stay with you. Pray | can
come back.» | grabbed the cramps in my bely and groaned. When | looked up again bold noble
Dean was standing with his old broken trunk and looking down & me. | didn’'t know who he was
any more, and he knew this, and sympathized, and pulled the blanket over my shoulders. «Yes, yes,
yes, I've got to go now.

Old fever SA, good-by.» And he was gone. Twelve hours later in my sorrowful fever | findly
came to understand that he was gone. By that time he was driving back aone through those banana
mountains, thistime at night.

When | got better | redized what a rat he was, but then | had to understand the impossible
complexity of hislife, how he had to leave me there, sck, to get on with his wives and woes. «Okay,
old Dean, I'll say nothing.»
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Dean drove from Mexico City and saw Victor again in Gregoria and pushed that old car dl the
way to Lake Charles, Louisiana, before the rear end findly dropped on the road as he had dways
known it would. So he wired Inez for airplane fare and flew the rest of the way. When he arrived in
New York with the divorce papers in his hands, he and Inez immediately went to Newark and got
married; and that night, telling her everything was dl right and not to worry, and making logics where
there was nothing but inestimable sorrowful swests, he jJumped on a bus and roared off again across
the awful continent to San Francisco to rgoin Camille and the two baby girls. So now he was three
times married, twice divorced, and living with his second wife.

Inthefdl | mysdf started back home from Mexico City and one night just over Laredo border in
Dilley, Texas, | was standing on the hot road undernesth an arc-lamp with the summer moths
smashing into it when | heard the sound of footsteps from the darkness beyond, and lo, atdl old man
with flowing white hair came clomping by with a pack on his back, and when he saw me as he
passed, he said, «Go moan for man » and clomped on back to his dark. Did this mean that | should
a last go on my pilgrimage on foot on the dark roads around America? | struggled and hurried to
New York, and one night | was standing in a dark street in Manhattan and called up to the window
of aloft where | thought my friends were having a party. But a pretty girl stuck her head out the
window and said, «Yes? Who isit™

«Sal Paradise,» | said, and heard my name resound in the sad and empty street.

«Come on up,» she cdled. «I’'m making hot chocolate.,» So | went up and there she was, the girl
with the pure and innocent dear eyes that | had always searched for and for so long. We agreed to
love each other madly. In the winter we planned to migrate to San Francisco, bringing al our beeat
furniture and broken belongings with us in a jaopy pand truck. | wrote to Dean and told him. He
wrote back a huge letter eighteen thousand words long, al aout his young years in Denver, and sad
he was coming to get me and personaly sdlect the old truck himsdlf and drive us home. We had six
weeks to save up the money for the truck and began working and counting every cent. And suddenly
Dean arived anyway, five and a haf weeks in advance, and nobody had any money to go through
with the plan.

| was taking awak in the middle of the night and came back to my girl to tdl her what | thought
about during my, wak. She stood in the dark little pad with a strange amile. | told her a number of
things and suddenly | noticed the hush in the room and looked around and saw a battered book on
theradio. | knew it was Dean’ s high-eternity-in-the-afternoon Proust. Asin adream | saw him tiptoe
in from the dark hall in his stocking feet. He couldn’'t tak any more. He hopped and laughed, he
stuttered and fluttered his hands and said, «Ah - ah - you must listen to hear.» We listened, dl ears.
But he forgot what he wanted to say. «Redlly listen - ahem. Look, dear Sal - sweet Laura - I've
come - I’'m gone - but wait - ah yes» And he stared with rocky sorrow into his hands. «Can't talk
no more - do you understand that it is - or might be - Buit listen!» We dl listened. He was listening
to soundsin the night. «Y esl» he whispered with ave. «But you see - no need to talk any more - and
further.»

«But why did you come so soon, Dean»

«Ah,» he said, looking a me as if for the first time, «so soon, yes. We - we'll know - that is, |
don’'t know. | came on the railroad pass - cabooses - old hard-bench coaches - Texas - played
flute and wooden sweet potato al the way.» He took out his new wooden flute. He played a few
sgueaky notes on it and jumped up and down in his stocking feet. «See? he said. «But of course,
S, | can talk as soon as ever and have many things to say to you in fact with my own little bangtail
mind I’ ve been reading and reading this gone Proust dl the way across the country and digging a
great number of things I'll never have TIME to tell you about and we STILL haven't taked of
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Mexico and our parting there in fever - but no need to talk. Absolutely, now, yes?»

«All right, we won't talk.» And he sarted telling the story of what he did in LA on theway over in
every possible detal, how he vidgted afamily, had dinner, talked to the father, the sons, the sigters -
what they looked like, what they ate, their furnishings, their thoughts, their interests, their very souls; it
took him three hours of detalled ducidation, and having concluded this he sad, «Ah, but you see
what | wanted to REALLY tdl you - much later - Arkansas, crossing on train - playing flute - play
cards with boys, my dirty deck - won money, blew sweet-potato solo - for sailors. Long long awful
trip five days and five nights just to SEE you, Sd.»

«What about Camille?>

«Gave permisson of course - waiting for me. Camilleand | dl straight forever-and-ever . . »

«And Inez?»

« -1 -1 want her to come back to Frisco with me live other sde of town - don’'t you think?
Don't know why | came» Later he said in a sudden moment of gaping wonder, «Well and yes, of
course, | wanted to see your sweet girl and you - glad of you - love you as ever.» He stayed in New
York three days and hastily made preparations to get back on the train with his rallroad passes and
again recross the continent, five days and five nights in dusty coaches and hard-bench crummies, and
of course we had no money for atruck and couldn’t go back with him. With Inez he spent one night
explaining and swesting and fighting, and she threw him out. A letter came for him, care of me. | saw
it. It was from Camille. «<My heart broke when | saw you go across the tracks with your bag. | pray
and pray you get back safe. ... | do want Sal and his friend to come and live on the same street. ... |
know you'll make it but | can’'t help worrying - now that we ve decided everything. . . . Dear Dean,
it sthe end of the firgt half of the century. Welcome with love and kisses to spend the other haf with
us. We dl wait for you. [Signed] Camille, Amy, and Little Joanie» So Dean's life was settled with
his most congtant, most embittered, and best-knowing wife Camille, and | thanked God for him.

Thelast time | saw him it was under sad and strange circumstances. Remi Boncoaur had arrived in
New York after having gone around the world severd times in ships. | wanted him to meet and
know Dean. They did meet, but Dean couldn’t tak any more and said nothing, and Remi turned
away. Remi had gotten tickets for the Duke Ellington concert at the Metropolitan Opera and inssted
Laura and | come with him and his girl. Remi was fat and sad now but dill the eager and formd
gentleman, and he wanted to do things the right way, as he emphasized. So he got his bookie to
drive us to the concert in a Cadillac. It was a cold winter night. The Cadillac was parked and ready
to go. Dean stood outside the windows with his bag, ready to go to Penn Station and on across the
land.

«Good-by, Dean,» | said. «I surewish | didn’'t have to go to the concert.»

«D’you think | can ride to Fortieth Street with you?> he whispered. «Want to be with you as
much as possible, m’boy, and besides it's so durned cold in this here New Yawk ..» | whispered to
Remi. No, he wouldn’'t have it, he liked me but he didn’t like my idiot friends. | wasn't going to Sart
al over again ruining his planned evenings as | had done at Alfred’'s in San Francisco in 1947 with
Roland Mgor.

«Absolutely out of the question, Sal!» Poor Remi, he had a specid necktie made for this evening;
on it was painted a replica of the concert tickets, and the names Sal and Laura and Remi and Vicki,
the girl, together with a series of sad jokes and some of his favorite sayings such as «Y ou can't teach
the old maestro a new tune.»

So Dean couldn't ride uptown with us and the only thing | could do was st in the back of the
Cadillac and wave a him. The bookie a the whed aso wanted nothing to do with Dean. Dean,
ragged in a moth-eeten overcoat he brought specidly for the freezing temperatures of the Ead,
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walked off done, and the last | saw of him he rounded the corner of Seventh Avenue, eyes on the
sreet ahead, and bent to it again. Poor little Laura, my baby, to whom I'd told everything about
Dean, began dmogt to cry.

«Oh, we shouldn’t let him go like this. What' |l we do?» Old Dean’s gone, | thought, and out loud
| sad, «He Il be dl right.» And off we went to the sad and disndlined concert for which | had no
stomach whatever and dl the time | was thinking of Dean and how he got back on the train and rode
over three thousand miles over that awful land and never knew why he had come anyway, except to
seeme.

So in America when the sun goes down and | St on the old broken-down river pier watching the
long, long skies over New Jersey and sense dl that raw land that rolls in one unbelievable huge bulge
over to the West Coagt, and dl that road going, al the people dreaming in the immengty of it, and in
lowa | know by now the children must be crying in the land where they let the children cry, and
tonight the stars'|l be out, and don't you know that God is Pooh Bear? the evening sar must be
drooping and shedding her sparkler dims on the prairie, which is just before the coming of complete
night that blesses the earth, darkens dl rivers, cups the pesks and folds the find shore in, and
nobody, nobody knows what’s going to happen to anybody besides the forlorn rags of growing old,
| think of Dean Moriarty, | even think of Old Dean Moriarty the father we never found, | think of
Dean Moriarty.
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