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J U N K  T R A I Na travel story

It w a s  to  b e  th e  s e c o n d  t im e  th a t  m y  g o o d  f r ie n d  S h a w n  a n d  I 
w o u ld  a t te m p t to  h o p  a  f r e ig h t  tr a in  f ro m  P o r t la n d  to  C h ic a g o . W e  h a d  
h e a rd  it  w a s  p o s s ib le  a  fe w  y e a r s  b a c k , ru m o rs  o f  a  “ h o ts h o t” , o r  h ig h -  
p r io r i ty  tr a in , le a v in g  P o r t la n d  f ro m  u n d e r  a  s p e c if ic  b r id g e  a t  a  sp e c if ic  
t im e  o f  n ig h t ,  a n d  a r r iv in g  in  C h ic a g o  s ix ty - fo u r  h o u rs  la te r . O n  o u r  f i r s t  
d is a s tro u s  a tte m p t ,  w h ic h  in c lu d e d  tw o  o th e r  f r ie n d s , w e  c a u g h t th e  tra in  
a s  p la n n e d , b u t w e  n e a r ly  d ie d  o f  h e a t  e x h a u s t io n  a s  i t  c re p t  th ro u g h  th e  
e a s te rn  O re g o n  d e s e r t  in  th e  m id -J u ly  h e a t, a n d  w e  w e re  v io le n tly  
a w a k e n e d  a n d  k ic k e d  o f f  b y  a  t r a in  c o p  in  P o c a te l lo , Id a h o . S o m e h o w  w e 
w e re  c o n v in c e d  th a t  th is  t im e  w o u ld  b e  b e tte r , o r  a t  th e  v e ry  le a s t, 
d if fe re n t .

I m e t  S h a w n  a t  th e  P o r t la n d  G re y h o u n d  s ta tio n  o n  a  b a lm y  la te -  
J u n e  a f te rn o o n ; w e  w e re  to  le a v e  th a t  n ig h t. W e  s to c k e d  u p  o n  fo o d  a n d  
w a te r  a n d  d ro p p e d  b y  o u r  f r ie n d  L u k e ’s p la c e  to  w a it f o r  n ig h tfa l l  a n d  try  
in  v a in  to  k e e p  o u r  n e rv e s  c a lm  w ith  a  c o u p le  c a n s  o f  P B R . L u k e  h a d  
b ro k e n  b o th  o f  h is  w ris ts  in  a  p re v io u s  tr a in  h o p p in g  a c c id e n t;  w e  jo k e d  
a n d  la u g h e d  n e rv o u s ly  a b o u t n o t  ta k in g  it  a s  a n  o m e n . A s  m id n ig h t 
a p p ro a c h e d , S h a w n  a n d  I b id  o u r  c r ip p le d  f r ie n d  fa r e w e l l  a n d  c a u g h t a  
c ity  b u s  to  th e  u n d e rp a s s  o n  th e  o u ts k ir ts  o f  to w n . W e  fo u n d  th e  b r id g e  
a n d  to o k  u p  o u r  f a m il ia r  p o s i t io n  a m o n g s t  th e  d ir t  a n d  b ro k e n  g la s s  a n d  
tr a in  h o p p e r s ’ g ra f f i t i ,  w e ll c o n c e a le d  f ro m  th e  v ie w  o f  tr a in  p e rs o n n e l 
b e h in d  th e  c o n c re te  p il in g s . A n d  th e n  w e  w a ite d  -  th e  m o s t d if f ic u l t  p a r t  
a b o u t tr a in  h o p p in g  -  m in u te s  w h ic h  s e e m  lik e  h o u rs , ju m p in g  a t  e v e ry  
d is ta n t  w h is t le  a n d  ru m b le .

O u r  tr a in  f in a l ly  ro l le d  in , r ig h t  o n  s c h e d u le , a  f a r  a w a y , d im  
p in p o in t o f  lig h t w h ic h  g re w  in to  s o m e th in g  a s  b r ig h t a n d  re v e a l in g  as  
th e  su n , a c c o m p a n ie d  b y  th e  d e e p e s t  a n d  lo u d e s t  n o is e  c o n c e iv a b le .
T h e re  is  n o th in g  th a t  c a n  d e s c r ib e  h o w  p o w e rfu l a  f r e ig h t  t r a in  is  u n til 
y o u ’re  h id in g  l i te r a lly  a  fe w  f e e t  f ro m  o n e , in  a n  o th e rw is e  d a rk  a n d  
s i le n t  p la c e . T h e  tr a in  s to p p e d , ju s t  a s  a n tic ip a te d , f o r  a b o u t te n  m in u te s  
to  c h a n g e  c re w s . (A  n e w  c o n d u c to r  a n d  b ra k e m a n  a re  re q u ire d  to  ta k e  
o v e r  e v e ry  tw e lv e  h o u rs .)  S h a w n  a n d  I e m e rg e d  f ro m  o u r  h id in g  p la c e , 
ru n n in g  in  th e  g ra v e l a lo n g s id e  th e  m o t io n le s s  tr a in , lo o k in g  f o r  th e  id ea l 
c a r  to  ju m p  u p o n . T h e  s p o t  to  r id e  o n  th e s e  “ d o u b le  s ta c k ” tr a in s  is  a  
sm a ll  c u b b y h o le ,  m a y b e  fo u r -b y - te n  f e e t  r e c ta n g u la r  a n d  th re e  f e e t  d e e p , 
a t  th e  e n d  o f  th e  b o tto m  c o n ta in e r ,  m a k in g  a  s to w a w a y  v is ib le  o n ly  f ro m  
th e  to p . W e  f in a l ly  fo u n d  a  r id e a b le  w e ll a n d  s n e a k ily  c l im b e d  a b o a rd , 
h u n k e r in g  d o w n  a n d  h o ld in g  o u r  b re a th  w ith  h e a r ts  b e a tin g  h a rd  a n d  fa s t.



W h e n  a  f r e ig h t  t r a in  s ta r ts  m o v in g , a ll th e  s p a c e  b e tw e e n  c a rs  is 
p u lle d  ta u g h t , c re a t in g  a  d e a fe n in g  m e ta ll ic  c ra sh . W h e n  th is  s ta r tl in g  
e x p lo s io n  sh a t te re d  o u r  a lr e a d y  raw  n e rv e s , w e  k n e w  w e  w e re  o n  o u r  
w ay . S lo w ly  b u t p e rs is te n tly ,  th e  tr a in  g o t u p  to  s p e e d , a n d  b e fo re  w e  
k n e w  i t  th e  s a g e b ru s h  b y  th e  tra c k s  w a s  a  b lu r , a n d  w e  w e re  le a v in g  
P o rtla n d . W ith  p u ls e  ra te s  r e tu rn in g  to  n o rm a l, w e  tw is te d  th e  c a p  o f f  a  
b o tt le  o f  c h e a p  w in e  to  c e le b ra te ,  s ta n d in g  u p  in  th e  w e ll a s  th e re  w as  
n o w  n o  o n e  a ro u n d  f o r  m ile s  to  s e e  u s , h o o tin g  a n d  h o lle r in g  a n d  lo o k in g  
a t  th e  s ta rs  a n d  p a s s in g  th e  b o tt le , f e e l in g  m o re  a liv e  th a n  ev e r .

T h e  f i r s t  s ig n  th a t  so m e th in g  w a s  a m is s  c a m e  w ith  a  c o u g h . I 
h a d n ’t  b e e n  s ic k  o r  a n y th in g , b u t a ll o f  a  su d d e n  I w a s  c o u g h in g  v io le n tly  
a n d  u n c o n tro lla b ly . T h e re  w a s  a n  a w fu l lo t  o f  d u s t  a n d  d e b r is  f ly in g  
th ro u g h  th e  a ir , w a y  m o re  so  th a n  o n  a  ty p ic a l d ir ty  f r e ig h t  tr a in , b u t w e  
d e c id e d  n o t to  w o rry  a b o u t  it. I t  w a s  a p p ro a c h in g  su n r is e , a n d  w e  w e re  
h a lf -d ru n k  a n d  th o ro u g h ly  e x h a u s te d , so  w e  la id  o u t  o u r  s le e p in g  b a g s  
a n d  c ra s h e d  f o r  h o w e v e r  lo n g  w e  c o u ld , m e  h a c k in g  m y  w a y  in to  
d re a m la n d .

W e  w o k e  u p  to  a n o th e r  d e a fe n in g  m e ta l b a n g  -  th e  tr a in  h a d  
a p p a re n tly  s to p p e d  a n d  w a s  n o w  m o v in g  a g a in , b u t in  th e  o p p o s i te  
d ire c tio n . S h a w n  a n d  I lo o k e d  a t  e a c h  o th e r , s le e p y  a n d  w o rr ie d , a n d  
c a u tio u s ly  a ro s e  to  a s s e s s  th e  s i tu a t io n . I t  w a s  la te -m o m in g ,  a n d  th e  su n  
sh o w n  b r ig h tly  o n  th e  m id d le -O re g o n  h ig h  d e se r t.  O u r  tr a in  w a s  in d e e d  
g o in g  b a c k w a rd s , h i t t in g  a  s id e tra c k , w h ic h  d iv e r te d  o u r  ro u te  f r o m  e a s t  
to  so u th .

“ W h a t th e  h e l l . . . , ”  S h a w n  s ta r te d .
“ I d o n ’t  k n o w , m a n !” I in te rru p te d .
“ N o ! W h a t th e  h e ll a re  th o s e ? !” h e  e x c la im e d , p o in t in g  d o w n  a t 

th e  f lo o r .
“ W h a t th e  F U C K !? !”
T h e  e n ti re  b o tto m  o f  th e  w e ll, in c lu d in g  o u r  s le e p in g  b a g s  a n d  

c o n s e q u e n t ly , o u rs e lv e s ,  w a s  c o v e re d  in  m a g g o ts . W e  s p a t a n d  sw o re  
a n d  d id  th e  s p id e rw e b  d a n c e  f o r  a w h ile ,  f in a lly  s h a k in g  a ll la rv a e  o f f  o u r  
p a rc e ls  a n d  p e rs o n s . W e  c lim b e d  o u t o f  th e  w e ll o n to  th e  a d ja c e n t  d e c k  
w h ic h , a lth o u g h  to ta lly  u n s h e l te re d , w a s  a t  le a s t  b e re f t  o f  u n b o rn  in s e c ts . 
L ig h tin g  c ig a re tte s ,  w e  c u rs e d  a n d  s p a t s o m e  m o re .

W h e re  th e  h e ll d id  th e  m a g g o ts  c o m e  f ro m ?  W h y  th e  h e ll w a s  I 
c o u g h in g  so  b a d ly ?  W h a t  th e  fu c k  w a s  in  th o s e  h u g e  co n ta in & rs?  W h a t 
th e  sh it? !  A ll o f  th e s e  q u e s t io n s  w o u ld  s o o n  b e  a n s w e r e d . . . .

T h e  tr a in  f in a l ly  s lo w e d  d o w n  a n d  c a m e  to  a  s to p  in  g re a t  c re a k s  
o f  s te e l a n d  h is s e s  o f  a i r  b ra k e s . W e  w e re  s e e m in g ly  in  th e  m id d le  o f  
n o w h e re . R o ll in g , b ru s h -c o v e re d , d e s e r t  h il ls  s u r ro u n d e d  u s  o n  a ll s id e s . 
T h e re  w a s  a  sm a ll d ir t  ro a d , s e p a ra te d  f ro m  th e  tr a in  b y  a  d ila p id a te d



barbed-w ire fence. A fter w aiting in silence fo r an  hour, it was obvious 
that the train was not going anyw here. W e clim bed off, shouldered our 
backpacks, jum ped  the fence and started w alking, dow n the dirt road in 
the direction from  w hence we had come.

T he truck ju s t kind o f appeared from  out o f  nowhere. W e could 
have been w alking fo r an hour or a day; we w ere both too  delirious to 
notice m uch o f anything.

“Y ou boys better hop in . . . ,” said the driver, “I t ’s a long way to 
tow n y e t .. .”

W e tossed our bags in  back and got into the cab o f his o ld  pick­
up w ithout a m om ents hesitation. He stepped on the gas and o ff we went, 
in silence, dow n the unfam iliar dirt road tow ard an unknow n destination. 
Shaw n finally  spoke up.

“So, w here are w e?” he asked frankly.
“B oys, this is the biggest landfill in O regon ... Thousands o f tons 

o f  garbage is brought out here from  Portland. Every single d a y ...,” he 
spoke slow ly and deliberately , “T hat train you guys was ju st on? It was 
full o f it! H ah ah ah a ...”

His laughter flew  out the open window  and m ixed with the fine 
dust kicked up behind us, vanishing finally  w ith the sound o f the trash 
train passing by, em p ty ....



brainmachines o r .  W h a t  t h e  K id s  o f  N e w  Y o r k  D o  W h e n  Y o u ’r e  N o t  L o o k i n g

I  s u p p o s e  t h e  n i g h t  b e g a n  j u s t  l i k e  a n y  o t h e r . . . O h  w a i t ,  n o  i t  

d i d n ’ t .  R i l e y  c a l l e d  m e  o u t  o f  t h e  b l u e ,  j u s t  a s  I  w a s  p r e p a r i n g  d i n n e r .  

R i l e y ,  t h e  l o n e  A u s t r a l i a n  d r i f t e r ,  w a l k i n g  a b o u t  t h e  w o r l d ,  g o i n g  

w h i c h e v e r  w a y  t h e  w i n d  m a y  b l o w ,  h a d  j u s t  f l o w n  i n t o  N e w  Y o r k .  H e l l  

y e a h !  I  g a v e  h i m  s u b w a y  d i r e c t i o n s  f r o m  L a g u a r d i a  t o  B e d - S t u y ,  a n d  

w e l c o m e d  h i m  t o  B r o o k l y n  w i t h  a  b i g ,  s t e a m i n g  p l a t e  o f  b l a c k  b e a n s ,  

y e l l o w  r i c e  a n d  s w e e t  p l a n t a i n s .

A f t e r  d i n n e r  w e  h o p p e d  o n  t h e  A  t r a i n  a n d  r o d e  i n t o  t h e  p o s h ,  

f a s h i o n a b l e  d e p t h s  o f  t h e  C h e l s e a ,  t o  m e e t  S h a w n  a t  D r i v e - I n  S t u d i o s .

M y  f r i e n d  S h a w n  w o r k s  t h e  b a r  a t  D r i v e - I n ,  a n  u l t r a - h i g h - e n d  p h o t o  

s t u d i o ,  w h e r e  o n  a n y  g i v e n  d a y  o n e  m i g h t  s e e  J a  R u l e  a n d  J - L o  b u t t i n g  

h e a d s  w i t h ,  s a y ,  C a r r o t  T o p .  ( W e  a c t u a l l y  p r o c u r e d  P - D i d d y ’ s  “ t o - d o ”  

l i s t  o n e  t i m e !  I ’ d  p u t  i t  i n  t h e  z i n e  f o r  t h e  w o r l d  t o  s e e ,  b u t  i t ’ s  a c t u a l l y  a  

p r e t t y  s t a l e  r e a d . )  I t ’ s  t h e  b e s t  f u c k i n g  j o b ,  h e  b a s i c a l l y  h a n g s  o u t ,  r e a d s ,  

s m o k e s ,  a n d  s e r v e s  l a t t e s  t o  i n d i f f e r e n t  f a m o u s  p e o p l e ,  a n d  b e e r  t o  m e .  

T h e  m a i n  s t u d i o  a r e a  i s  a  h u g e ,  c a v e r n o u s  r o o m ,  w h e r e  s u p e r m o d e l s  a r e  

p h o t o g r a p h e d  d u r i n g  t h e  d a y  a n d  a l l  m a n n e r  o f  h i j i n k s  g o  d o w n  a t  n i g h t .  

T h e  d r u m - k i t  a n d  g u i t a r  a m p s  c o m e  o u t ,  a n d  p u n k  r o c k  e c h o e s  f r o m  t h e  

w a l l s .  T h e  f r e e  b e e r  c o m e s  o u t ,  a n d  a l r e a d y - d i s o r d e r l y  p e o p l e  g e t  d r u n k .  

T h e  s k a t e b o a r d s  c o m e  o u t ,  a n d  i m p r o m p t u  f a k i e  c o m p e t i t i o n s  a r e  h e l d  

o n  t h e  s i k e s ,  s e e i n g  w h o  c a n  h i t  t h e  h i g h e s t  v e r t i c a l  o n  t h e  p e r f e c t ,  w h i t e  

t r a n s i t i o n s ,  w h i c h  u s u a l l y  f u n c t i o n  a s  b o r i n g  p h o t o  b a c k d r o p s .  D u d e ,  w e  

f u c k  s h i t  u p .  T o t a l l y  t r a n s f o r m  t h e  e n v i r o n m e n t .  J u s t  l i k e  t h a t  D o g t o w n  

m o v i e .

A f t e r  a  g o o d  p i s s - u p ,  w e  s l o w l y  m a d e  o u r  w a y  t o  t h e  H o l e ,  a n  

i n f a m o u s  g a y  b a r  w h i c h  h o s t s  a  r o l l i c k i n g  d a n c e  p a r t y  o n  a n y  g i v e n  

n i g h t .  W e  s n u c k  i n  a  s i x - p a c k  a n d  c o n v i n c e d  a  f r i e n d  t o  b u y  u s  a l l  

w h i s k e y ,  a f t e r  w h i c h  t i m e  w e  w e r e ,  a s  t h e y  s a y ,  t h r e e  s h e e t s  t o  t h e  w i n d .

I  h a d  a  l i t t l e  d a n c e - o f f  w i t h  a  s l e a z y ,  s h i r t l e s s ,  M i c k  J a g g e r  l o o k - a l i k e ,  

a n d  t h e n  I  s p r a i n e d  m y  a n k l e .  I t  w a s  l o o k i n g  l i k e  a n  e a r l y  n i g h t  t o  b e d .

U p o n  e n t e r i n g  t h e  F  t r a i n  s t a t i o n ,  I  w a s n ’ t  l o o k i n g  f o r w a r d  t o  t h e  

u s u a l  h a l f - h o u r  w a i t ,  b u t  I  w a s  p r e t t y  m u c h  t o o  i n e b r i a t e d  t o  c a r e .

S h a w n ,  R i l e y  a n d  I  s t o o d  a r o u n d ,  s w a y i n g ,  t a l k i n g  w i t h  d r u n k e n  

e n t h u s i a s m  a b o u t  s o m e t h i n g  i r r e l e v a n t ,  w h e n  w e  s u d d e n l y  t j e a r d  a  l o u d  

c r a s h ,  f o l l o w e d  b y  a n  i n h u m a n  m o a n .  I  t u r n e d  a r o u n d  t o  s e e  d ' - m a n  l y i n g  

o n  t h e  s u b w a y  t r a c k s  a n d ,  i n s t a n t l y  s o b e r e d ,  r a n  d o w n  t h e  p l a t f o r m  t o  

h e l p  h i m .  A f t e r  l o o k i n g  d o w n  t h e  t r a c k s  t o  a v o i d  i n s t a n t  d e a t h ,  I  j u m p e d  

d o w n ,  p l a y i n g  i n  m y  h e a d  t h e  s c e n e  f r o m  “ B e a t  S t r e e t ”  w h e r e  S p i t  a n d  

R a m 6 n  a r e  t o a s t e d  o n  t h e  e l e c t r i c  t h i r d - r a i l .  H e  w a s  d e a d  l i m p ;  g e t t i n g



him up required Shawn and Riley pulling his arms from above, while I 
pushed from below. After what seemed like a few minutes of struggle, 
all the while anticipating a speeding train, we got him onto the platform, 
where he lay, softly whimpering.

He was a young and smartly dressed dude, he almost looked like 
someone I know, but no... he’d never get as fucked up as this kid was. 
We got him to sit up after a minute; as he came to, he’d kind of look 
through me with pinpointed, bloodshot eyes and let out these long, feral 
animal screams. Time passed as I held his hand and tried to calm him.

“What’s your name?” I asked slowly and repeatedly.
“Chhhaaaaooossssssss...” he finally answered. I half-expected 

his head to turn a full circle.
“Where do you live, Chaos?”
“Braaaainnmmaaachiinesss...”
“What?! What are you talking about, Chaos?”
“Braaainmachinesss dot commm...”
“Brainmachines dot com, huh?” Seemed like a funny time to be 

plugging a website.
A train finally came by, but we opted not to take Chaos aboard, 

we didn’t even know where he lived yet. A couple undercover cops came 
by, and he was suddenly a bit more coherent, telling them his real name 
and his address when they asked. He was still visibly fucked out of his 
mind, but we told the cops we’d get him home. After what seemed like 
an hour, another F train rolled through. We took our incapacitated new 
friend by the shoulders and climbed aboard.

Here’s where things got really strange. The only other passenger 
on this four o’clock a.m. train was another young, smartly dressed, white 
guy who sat... no, who lay on the bench across from where we settled. 
Legs up across the seat and head resting on the window, he casually 
looked in our direction, a condescending grin on his pudgy face 
intermittently broken to take a large, sloppy bite of a falafel sandwich he 
was consuming. After a fair bit of scrutiny, he finally addressed our 
companion.

“Yo! Jeff! How ya doin’, man?”
“Not so good,” Shawn answered for Jeff, who was still incapable 

of forming a sentence, “We just saved this dude from being killed by a 
train after he got too fucked up and fell on the tracks!”

“Oh dude! Jeff’s doin’ this kinda shit all the time! Aren’t you, 
man? Hahaha...”

Jeff sort of mumbled something about DMT and Ketamine.
“Yeah, “ the cocky bastard continued, “You guys should listen to 

everything this guy says. He’s a fuckin’ genius, I’m telling ya...”



Oh man. From  w hat little inform ation w e’d squeezed out o f Jeff 
so far, and now w ith this sm ug, arrogant, falafel-eating, feet-on-the-seats 
m otherfucker vouching for his divine intelligence, I decided that they 
m ust be involved w ith a super-secret cult brotherhood o f som e kind. I 
decided not to  ask any m ore questions, and w hen the doors opened at Jay 
S treet/Borough Hall, I stepped o ff the train w ith m y friends, the three of 
us feeling put-on, fucked with, and confused beyond belief.

Epilogue: Shaw n took a long shot and checked out 
“brainm achines dot com ” the follow ing m orning at work. He discovered 
that they w ere a loosely knit group o f psychedelic explorers, urban 
sham an, and nom adic travelers. W e had ju st, not but tw elve hours 
previous, rescued their high priest, as I ’d like to  believe it, from  a 
psychedelic, bloody death under a speeding subw ay train, and w hat did 
we get? N ot even so m uch as a “thank you” ! Ungrateful h ipp ies....



c r a p p y  j o b  s t o r i e s  p a r t  o n e  
p i c o ' s  t a c o  s h o p  E n c i n i t a s ,  C A

R ico ’s T aco  Shop is som ew hat renow ned (especially in the 
flourishing Southern C alifornia skate and high school scenes) fo r being 
one o f the better, cheaper and faster burrito  jo in ts, w e ll... anyw here. If 
you ever m eet anyone from  betw een San D iego and Los A ngeles, and 
y o u ’re passing Encinitas on the 1-5, they will probably rem ark, “Hey - 
w hat say we stop into R ico ’s fo r a $3.25 vegetarian burrito? T h ey ’re 
super good and they d o n ’t use lard in their beans or anything!” T o  w hich 
y o u ’ll o f course reply, “R ight on, dude” and m aybe throw  a quick shaka 
if  y o u ’re totally  fe e lin ’ i t . . .  W ell, i t ’s true. The burritos are super-hella- 
fuckin-good, but that d o esn ’t change the fact that the ow ners are super- 
hella-fuckin-assholes. Let m e elaborate.

I w as n ineteen, and after a year o f  traveling, I returned hom e to 
Encinitas tired, broke, and in love w ith a C anadian girl. I was fix ing on 
living w ith m y folks, saving a little m oney, and getting North as soon as 
possible, w hich m eant o f  course getting a job . R ico ’s sounded alright; I ’d 
patronized it on lunch breaks and skate sessions throughout m y 
adolescence, and it w as the kind o f  ship I w ou ldn’t feel too bad about 
jum ping com e tim e. So I took an application to  D ina, one o f  the owners, 
and I was hired on the spot.

A h, D ina and Chris. A  crabby old G reek couple who figured that 
opening a healthy, fast, M exican restaurant in a suburban strip-m all 
w ould be a lucrative business opportunity , and w ouldn’t you know  it? 
W ithin a few  years the place gains nationw ide notoriety in tiny subsects 
o f society! Skaters and touring bands the w orld over know  about R ico ’s! 
Y o u ’ve never heard o f  it? Sham e on you, fr ie n d ...

So there I w as, an honorary R ico ’s em ployee. I tied  on an apron 
and, fo r $5.75 an hour, I w ent to work. I was probably on the clock fo r a 
sum -total o f  fifteen  hours w hen I realized that I absolutely hated m y 
bosses. In hindsight, C hris was ju s t a dem anding, senile old guy, w h o ’d 
forget everything he to ld  m e to  do  tw o m inutes later, so I c a n ’t really 
hold a grudge against him , but D ina? Fuck Dina. She was in com plete 
control o f  her m ental capacities and deliberately w aged w ar upon my 
som ew hat unstable teenage em otions -  o f  this I am  convinced! 
Everything w ould be going along ju s t fine w ithout her -  food getting 
served, tables being bussed, salsa refilled, etc. -  and suddenly sh e ’d 
storm  through the doors, w earing that grotesque, perm anent grim ace o f 
som eone w ho has led a  bitter and angry life. She w ould im m ediately find 
som ething that I ’d “m essed up” , yell about that fo r aw hile, then stand 
behind me barking orders about E V ER Y TH IN G  TH A T H A D  BEEN 
G O IN G  A LO N G  FIN E W ITH O U T H ER, not allow ing m e to  stop fo r a 
m inute, even if  every person was served, every tray w ashed, every



surface cleaned, etfuckingcetera. She repeatedly ousted my friend 
Brandon, the nicest kid with the best punk rock style ever, saying, “I 
don’t like your hippy friend. I don’t like him coming in when you work.” 
Hippy friend?! Fuck you! Get with the times, eh? She’d pull that whole 
yelling-at-employee-in-kitchen-then-smiling-at-cute-suburban-family-at- 
counter thing. Steal employee tips. Shit like that all the time. And once 
she actually physically assaulted me! Really! I was carrying a stack of 
dirty trays to the dishwasher, and I must’ve been in her way or 
something, because next thing I know I ’m pushed from the back and I 
drop the whole fiberglass armload to the floor. Well, I wasn’t going to 
take that, now was I? An already pissed off, underpaid, teenage punk? 
Hell no! I picked her up and dunked her head in the Mexican bebida 
machine until she drowned in Horchata. Just kidding. But I did push her 
back; just a light, “What the hell was that for?” kind of shove to the 
shoulder. I think she was scared of me from that moment on.

Another month passed. I had saved enough nickels and dimes to 
leave Encinitas for my Canadian sweetheart, so it was time to quit. I 
spent a very fun and productive night with some friends, getting wasted 
and thinking of super dramatic ways in which to make my exit, 
preferably something that’d go down in Encinitas history. Someone 
suggested knocking over the entire bebida machine - Orange Bang, Pina 
Colada, Horchata and all. Johnny suggested venturing into the kitchen, 
smearing refried beans and rice all over my face, and stumbling out into 
the restaurant screaming, “Don’t eat the beans! The beans is people! It’s 
PEOPLE!”, Soylent-Green-style. What I ended up doing was easy and 
perfect, however.

It was my last ten minutes on the job; I hadn’t told Dina this, but 
in my head I knew I couldn’t take another day. My dad called from out 
of the blue, asking about my dinner plans or something, and when I hung 
up the phone Dina accosted me in her typical, interrogational way.

“Who was that?” she demanded.
“That was my dad,” I answered.
“What did he want?”
“He said something big has come up. W e’ve gotta leave the 

country tomorrow.”
“What?! What something?” She was baffled, “Explain it to me, I 

don’t understand...”
“Well, it’s none of your business, really...” And with those cool, 

calm words, I removed my apron and walked out into the warm, calm 
night.

I still wonder to this day what kind of crazy, fantastic, family-on- 
the-run story she must have fabricated in that stupid, mean head of 
hers....



l e  m o n s i e u r  s e x e  

fantastique a  P a r i s i a n  lo v e  s to r y  *

It wasn’t as if I wasn’t warned.
“Don’t bother going to Paris,” they told me, “Unless you’ve got 

some friends there. It’s fucking huge, and the people don’t ever seem too 
kind.”

Of course, I took this as, “Go to Paris. It’s beautiful and exciting. 
You’ll run into some hospitable punks in no time at all.”

So after three rainy days in Bordeaux, I stuck out my thumb and 
caught one good ride to the big city. The weather gradually cleared and 
my luck was looking up. At the advice of my ride, I got off the Metro at 
Chatelet, the dead center of the city, where posh commercialism and 
shameless tourism clash with seedy sex shops and blatant prostitution. 
Having one vague contact who wasn’t home at the moment, and who I 
obviously didn’t think of calling before reaching Paris, I aimlessly 
wandered the streets, just exploring and trying to keep warm in the mid- 
October night.

“He should be home in an hour or so,” I thought to myself.
So I tried again at nine-thirty, then ten, ten-thirty, then eleven. 

Midnight passed and it was still the same unfamiliar, French, female 
voice on Matt’s answering machine. By this time I was completely lost 
and freezing cold, my legs felt like useless, rusty, iron prosthetics after 
ten miles of walking with my huge pack on, and I realized that I was, in 
fact, stranded.

I frantically formulated another plan: To get to the train station 
and hop on something, anything, northbound. What I failed to realize 
was that all trains stop running at midnight, so after finding my way to 
the station (losing my skateboard and having to backtrack on the Metro 
in the process), I was, once again, hopelessly stranded. Oh well.

Just as I was about to hit the streets again in search of a place to 
sleep, I was approached by a short, middle-aged Frenchman.

“Where are you going?” he asked.
“I’m trying to get out of here,” I replied, “But it doesn’t look like 

it’s going to happen tonight.”
“No. It certainly doesn’t . . .”
We began a conversation in Spanish, as it was our mutually 

understood language, and he seemed like an honest person. When he 
offered me a place to sleep I obliged, primarily out of desperation, 
though he seemed trustworthy enough that under any circumstance I may 
have agreed. The fleeting thought of, “I wonder if this is one of those old 
perverts who hangs out in train stations to pick up on young, stranded 
travelers?” was quickly pushed out of my mind.



Upon reaching his tiny apartment, he put on some tea and turned 
on a movie, some dumb comedy, and we sat and talked a bit about 
traveling. He asked if I needed to take a shower and I said no, I’d just 
cleaned up in Bordeaux. Time passed - drinking tea, smoking cigarettes, 
not laughing at the dumb movie, being exhausted, etc. -  and he asked the 
question again. I found his insistence to be a little creepy, but truthfully I 
hadn’t showered in weeks, so I must’ve stunk to high heaven. I locked 
the bathroom door and enjoyed a long shower - soap and everything.

Upon exiting the bathroom, I faced an extraordinary scene - half- 
hilarious, half-terrifying. Dude had transformed his previously 
nondescript apartment into a “love den” of sorts. Candles flickered, 
incense burned, new-age music drifted softly from the stereo, and a 
really bad soap opera played on the tele.. .no, wait.. .that’s a porno.

“Do you like this?” he asked, pouring me a shot of Bailey’s, 
which I quickly consumed.

“No, not particularly," I replied coldly, “Can I have some more 
booze?” Anything to anesthetize myself against the soon-to-be awkward 
situation at hand.

He changed the channel. It was four a.m. and I was absolutely 
exhausted by this time, so I asked if there was somewhere for me to 
sleep. “Sleep” being the key word. He unfolded the couch-bed, which 
took up most of the small room, and we both laid down.

I was barely drifting into a pleasant dream about riding a 
supersonic train away from Paris, when I awoke to his leg resting heavily 
over mine. The porno was back on, the new-age jams were turned up 
way high, and he was shamelessly jerking off next to me. Fuuuck... I 
was so tired, and really, really, really just wanted to sleep, not deal with 
any unwelcome advances, but naturally it wasn’t long before he had his 
dirty paws all over me.

“I’m sorry, man,” I started, “You’ve been kind and hospitable 
and all, but I’m really not into this right now.”

“Don’t be so uptight,” was his predictable response, “Just relax. 
Free yourself.”

Free myself?! “No, I’m not uptight, I’m uncomfortable. Now 
please stop.”

Then he started in with some total bullshit. “Oh! (all passionate- 
and-flustered-like) I believe in all aspects of LIFE and LOVE! You’re 
young, you don’t understand!” \

“Yes, I understand completely. You want to get laid and I want 
to sleep. Now STOP!”

He acted all exasperated and went on with more philosophical 
nonsense about how he’s liberated and I’m not (but could be!), all the 
while making that peace-dove-freeing motion with his hands, before



putting them  back onto me to further his sexual advances. This exchange 
continued fo r about fifteen  m inutes. D on’t ask w hy it took me so long, 
but I finally  realized that I w asn’t going to get a w ink o f sleep unless, o f 
course, I w anted to  m ake sw eet love to this creepy, ugly, rude man.

I’d had enough. I got out o f bed, turned on the light, and 
haphazardly threw together all m y stuff. “Fuck you. I’m  leaving. Let me 
out."

He casually  sat up and lit a cigarette. He w alked to the door and 
unlocked it. In the tone o f  som eone closing up shop fo r the evening, he 
bade me goodnight and sent me out onto the cold, cold Paris streets.














