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irst met chris the day that d in boston. it was
sort of weird, he showed up the same day as two other cats from
baltimore. i didn't get to talk to them for long, because it was
raining and they went to look for shelter while+i let my grumbling
stomach lzad me to a convenience stores in search of a bagel. when
i went back they were gone. a few days went by and i wonderad what
had happsnad to chris, but i figursd i'd either see him or i would
n't. i ended uo going to a show in new hampshire and getting arr-
ested on the way home. when i got back to boston, chris was the
first person i saw. we pooled our money .and ended up on a roof
drinking 40s with a bunch of kids. people came and went, and chris
and i drank, and got drunk til we realissd that night had begun to
fall and there was nobody left on the roof besides us. we wers
talking about some rszally personal shit, and i squattad over his
lap to give him a hug. he told me i should get up, becauss he had
a few 10s in him and wanted to kiss m=2. so i did the logical thing
and kissed him. we spent what seemed like forever talking, kissing
and spilling beer evarywhere. it was rsally sweet. i really dug
this kid. after so much time spent building a wall around my heart
he just waltzed into my life and unwittingly found the tiny chink
in my armor. down went my wall in a cloud of dust; i was falling
hard.

G PRI e
w2 spent days togsther, listening to awful music and going to
! parks ‘and gestting funny looks from people. every timsz i stuck my
tongue out at him, he bit it and i'd laugh. i was starting to
‘ fall in love, against my better judgament. we had solzmn conversa-
S tions about everything and nothing and fucked until it seem=d the
; very 2arth was shaking with us. we had an argum=nt, and then we
"screamed at each other. then we cried in our bser, mads veggie
burgers, and made up. we were rz2luctant to call it a,relationship,
but neither of us wanted to be with someonz else. we *were confused
and we became shy again and couldn't dscide whether to cuddle or
scrzam at each other or what, so mostly we shared silsnces. we'd
both been hurt before and didn't want it to happen again. love is
hard. so what did we do? we left town togsther.
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right sfter 1 first met chris, my frisnd joe and i went to ths
elvis room in NHd for a show. it was a sunday afternoon, beautiful
out, and finding parking was easy. i ran into some people i hadn't
seen in a while, the band i'd wanted to see was rsally good, and
the beer was cheap. so far, so good. after the show joe asked m=z
to kick his ass, and then we were off. i'd made him stop drinking
a while before the show ended, and then we stopped at a store so i
could get morzs beer and call rich to t=211 him i was on my way to
boston and his house. i drank a beer and then curled up for a nap.

-1 was woken a short time later by chunks of broken windshield

- v -

1 you coming over sunday night?" well...

showering into my lap. things no longer seemed ok. we'd crashed
into a road sign, and a passing truck driver had called the cops.
the car was a wreck and wouldn't start. joe had bean drinking a
bear and tossed it out the window. a couple of staties showed up
and gave joe the drunk test..."take 13 steps in a straight line.
they stopped him after he got to 3@ and put him in the back of
their car, then arrested me for minor in possession because there
was an unopened beer in the car. so we were both reeled in. they
ware paying him so much attention that i managed to bring a book
in with me and have a smoke before i attemptad to sleep. he made
such a scene that they took away his jacket and belt, and it was
cold as shit in thsre.

in the morning the cop was pissed that he gave me my breakfast
and i drank ths orange juice befors hz resalisad ws were being re-
lzased. ths next tim= i spokz to rich, he said "what happened to

FREE MUMIA with every purchase

oston, our i1ntent was just
ohllly for the woekend but chris had never really traveled besfore
and i was once again tiring of beantown, so wa decided to just
kezp going after philly and see wherzs we ened2d up. the first
night we went to baltimore, spent the night at his parsnts' house.
his mom fed us and gave us lots of clean socks. we got a late
start the next night and got lost trying to find nick's house, but
when we got there two hours late nick was waiting for us with beer
...we stayed up too late catching up and telling stories. thus wes
were running on punk rock standard time whan we finally got to the
rally 'round the courthouse the next afternoon. ]i'm working on a
colunn for gray matters zine about the rally and mumia's history.
i'm also going to put it in pamphlet format if anvbody would like
a copy...just write and send a stamp ~r two.) after the march we
~an into a friend from albany who i hadn't heard from in almost
three years, and i was quite stoked. we trudgsd back to nick's

house, said our goodbyes, and then all three of us ended up in newl
jersey at george's house later that night. we ate burritos, watch:\

2d wrestling and pored over maps. gzorge's little brother gave mea
a pair of badly needed sneakers, and after everyons want to slaz

george and i drank tea and cuddled...all told, it was a good night .

2 cops had really cared.

coufﬁ nhave beszn fined if any o
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PHILADELPHIA AND CREAM CHEESE py aRR:®

road weaRy, aNd with telliNg smudges of dirt oN my face, i stumble
iNto starbucks. my alice pack looms behiNd me, a boulder haphazard-
ly strapped to my back. i feel like Atlas, forever cursed to carry
this burdeN; oNly iN my case it's dirty lauNdry aNd the few beat-up
tapes Dee has giveN me as goodbye preseNts.

1 feel wretched, 1 must appear a vagaboNd, if a very
youNg oNe. i staNd patieNtly iN liNe behiNd a maN weariNg delicate-
ly rimmed glasses aNd khakis. freshly iroNed khakis with the little
pleats iN the froNt. he orders a coffee cake, a bagel aNd cream

cheese, aNd coffee. it seems aN awfully large breakfast to me, hav-
iNg Not eateN iN a few days, aNd aN awfully expeNsive oNe at $6.75,
i muse, jiNgliNg the 23¢ iN my pocket.

the g the couNter is a youNg mulatto, aNd very pretty,
with bloNde streaks bleached INto her curly, dark hair. she turNs
aNd looks at me expectaNtly. .

i ask timidly if it would at 1 "just use the bath-
room". i pray she doesN't turN me back, lest my bladder explode
right where i staNd. ‘

seems 1've passed the test, relyiNg oN pity; it doesN't always
work. the gatekeeper waves me through. i thaNk her profusely, ever
the more greatful.

wheN i'm doNe i returN the key to its place at the eNd of the cou-
Nter. i mumble some more words of thaNks aNd make my way to the
door.

she 1s eyeiNg me,
smile yes.

she gestures for me to follow her to the far eNd of the couNter,
where she haNds the coffee to me, as well as a browN paper bag.
"i've beeN there," she says. "i kjow how it is." the look oN her
face 'is sereNely sympathetic. i thaNk her agaiN aNd leave. i am

left feeliNg that there must be somethiNg dirty about beiNg so
greatful. stilly i am overwhelmed by her kiNdNess.

"would you like some coffee?" she whispers; it

1 s e,
sittiNg around the corNer i sip the coffee aNd discover a bagel

aNd two iNdivid ; :
iN the brow;vkl;;j;? 1y wrapped packages of Philadelphia cream cheese

=

iNg vegaN doesN't seem
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goodbye to nick again and the thr
venturad into NYC. the streets wers barz and i couldn't find any
with too many wzak drinks in our otherwisz zmpty stomachs and

into a church parking lot just outside of atlantic city a few hour

of the people that i knew were lurking somawheres in those shadows.
s later and were almost arraested for trying to sleep ther=.

just when we were about to give up,
hind me. just a hop over a short fenca and i was face to grinning
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frze drinks i could gst befors one of thes waitrzsses asked me for

no matter what city i'm in.
ove onward,
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a bit i gave him

$20 poorer,
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BIG HAIR

i think the fact that we lost twenty bucks was the most exciting
part of our whole day in atlantic city. we endad up back in pannsyl-
vania, pittsburgh this time. ws met a ton of kids, drank beer, and
passed out on a sticky rooftop somewhers along forbes. scotty and
steoh, two kids from lansing, asked us for a ride to new orleans.
there were many shows the week we were there, but we didn't we'd al-
rzady seen all of the bands before, and it was more fun to sit outside
and listen to the music while actually being able to hear ourselves
think, telling each other stoopid jokes. one night, while we wsre stay
-ing at alicia and bri's house, a crazy old man bought me and chris a
case of beer. we brought it back to the house, and there were so many
kids, the walls were sweating. the casualties stopped by, and chris
wanted to know who they weres. everyone looked at him in shock...above
everything in zvery room, you could see the infamous hair of the. casua
-lties. nobody else spent that much time to look punk. bug brought us
to a squat. i had to pee after i'd taksn my shoes off, and theres wers=
broken tiles and chunks of plaster all over the hallway, so i drunkan-
lv verched on the sill of the second floor to piss outside. if i'd
been sober, i probably would have fallen right out. when morning came,
the grrl with us spent over ten minutes sitting on the windowsill,
afraid to jump down. i almost felt bad, but it was only the second
floor. what was she going to do, stay up there all day? i think it was
the next morning that we said goodbye to pittsburgh, with scotty and
steph in tow. 3
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the first time i went to pittsburgh was last winter, when arriel and

i were working for the $ale of the $entury. she'd hooked up with the
sunglasses-selling people the week before, and i went with her to the
next show. the ride there was a trying experience. we had to listen to
a charactar named dan the bagelman whine the whole way. we stoppgd in
connecticut somewhere so we could play‘a few slots at a casino Ji'd
never been to one before), and in about an hour he blew close to a
hundred dollars. we kept commandzering his radio, playing the dead
boyvs and david bowie and gg allin doing "don't talk to me." i don't
think dan got it, tho. i found a job working for a guy named mark: who
gave me spped and then told me what a hard worker i was. it was kind
of strange, not eating meat, but being surrounded by leather all day.
that was what mark sold. one day i put on a pair of chaps over my
jeanz. and a vest, rolled up my tshirt sleeves and wors my bandana.
arriel said i looked like a biker chick, and all of the biker guvs
kept hitting on me. i got a lot of tips that day. arriel's boss @ad
gotten a hotel room, and we stayed there with her. there was a piano
in the lounge, and arriel would play songs for me when we were doyn
there. there was an indoor/outdoor heated pool too, and it was.welrd
to be swimming outside, in pittsburgh, in february. one n%ght i stayed
in pittsburgh with some kids i knew there, and the last night we work-
ed, we hung out with arriel's friends cheez and dmitri. arriel got
guite angry with me on the ride home, cos i got drunk and passed out
and left her to deal w1th the bagelman by hesrself.

seem to remember me when lAsaw him in pittsburgh later.
;arriel and dmitri got kicked out of canaduh this summer .

e next §how was in prov1d°ndé, S0 the drlve wasn't too bad...Just

about an hour. but we stayed at arriel's house in boston and had to

make the trip three days in a row. i worked for danny the watch guy,

who she'd workad for in boston. he was a nice guy, gave me beer and

sodas while i was working and let me smoke in the booth even tho he

,cQuld have been fined if any of ths cops had really cared.
‘\ e

F

t i worked at the show was in DC. that week i work-
\ed for the useless shit guy, who sold calculators and vibrating brush-
ias and stuff. he was a ]ark but DC was ok. we ate at food for thought
;@ couple of nights, and i had the best vegan chili dogs in the world.
,1 ve heard that they've either closed down or become a bar sincs then.
‘we also had a very cool androgenous waitperson. androgenous people
‘fascinate me. i rsally dlg tough-looking grrls and pretty boys. on the
way to DC, we'd stopped in new york and ate at the d03oﬁgn saint marks
...i'd saten there, at ths same table, with the skabs a few years ago.

they have a lot of good vegltarlan food too. we stopped therz again on
the way home, bought roses for my crush and arriel's boyfriend at a
stand. we bought books from tables set up on the sidswalk, visitad ABC
no rio and annoysd their dog, and went to shapiro's wine next door. :
the guy gave us dixie cups of wine and told us that we'd missed their
tasting/brewery tour the night before. he let us take a picture with
him too, but later i lost the film. i got a huge bottle of grape wine
and °nded up w1§p horrible stomach cramps after i drank it.
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we want from pittsburgh to cincinatti, where we were supposed to
meet up with will and his girlfriend. we went straight to short
vine, where they told us to look for them, but theres wasn't much o
there except a lot of cops who looked like they were in navy uni-
form. we all walked around aimlessly for a while, ducking into
bars and the like, but nobody knew will. i found a bar where they
12t me use the bathroom and talked to a metalhead, and the dready
guy at the piercing shop was nice, but that was about it. the way
cincinatti was set up kind of reminded me of portland...anyway, we
decided to kzep moving and found a well-1lit ATM to scour our maps.
when we were just about out of gas, a rzally nics chick at a gas
station somewhere in kentucky gave us gas and food monzy. before
crashing, we acquired a half-dozen burritos and rolling tobacco.
it wasn't such a bad night after all.
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OVER IN THE CLAMSHELL

e.

of fame, which
we later found out was actually in memphis. none of us knew anyone
there, but i used to distro some 7"s for the fun girls from mt.
pilot., who'res from that arsa. i'd sincs lost their address. some
peoples we ran into told us to check out a rzcord store downtown,
but it didn't open until 8 or 9 at might, so we found our way to
cantennial park and hung out there. the park was bzautiful. thera
werz rad wooden swings scattered throughout, and a big, dried-up
fountain shaped like a clam shell, and the liquor stores was only
half a block away. perfection. so we mostly hung out there the
first couple of days, sewing and reading, telling jokes for change
to buy cheap vodka. while bumming change for booze we met thomas,
who had once datzsd one of the boys from the fun girls. he didn't
know how to get ahold of them anymorz, tho. then scotty and stzph
met jt, who let us stay at his haus whan it was raining ons night.
chris and i were fighting again, so things were weird and it was
hard to fall asleep. the next day, after making applebutter sand-
wiches and getting kinky in the park, chris started crying and
told me that he was falling in love with me. for more than a month
he'd been afraid to call me his girlfriend. things were definitely
getting more and more confusing.

d 1le we wer2 1n nashville, We ware
one of those woodzn swings in the park, and a park ranger Eolflted
up to us, said we fit the descriptions of people who were suppose-
dly being raunchyv. people had made complaints. but he said it did-
n't make sense in the open, whers we wera2. he said he'd expect
that "over in thes clam shell"...when we saw scotty and steph 1atgr
they said it was them, fucking not 50 feet from where we were...in
broad daylight, over by the clam shell. ha.

SO ATTST 2 night at jt's and the funny shit in the park, w2
found day labor at a car wash for a few days., so w2 wouldn't have
to panhandle in new orleans. we found the kids, told them what was
up, and then went to the clam shell to rszad and cuddle. a little
while later it started to rain, and when we went back to where the
car was parked, it was gone. at first chris thought it had been
towed, but i laughed at him. when we'd first met scotty and steph
i'd thought they were shady characters, but i swallowed it bescos i
didn't want to be an asshole and chris thought they were cool. i
guzss i should've followed my gut instinct, tho, cos it usually
does me right. thay'd definitely taken the car, along with all of
our clothes, music, my address book and zine originals...betwesen
the two of us, we had a couple of books, the clothes we were wear-
ing, and a blanket, all of which was getting socaked. they could
have at least left us our packs! our little storm turned into a
tornado, knocking down trees all over nashville like so many domi-
noes . .

aventually we went to the holiday inn across thes stregt. determ-
ined that we'd sit out the,worst of the storm in their bby- bgt
they sure showed us...they didn't want a couple of filthy kids in
their lobby all night, so they gave us a frees room. we got to take
showers. have sex in a bed for the fi-=t time, and even made a pot
of coffee in the morning. it was nice until we remembered hgw we'd
gotten there, with our shelter and transportation gone. ch;xs
called his mum and we took a bus to baltimore. where h1§ sister
picked us up the next day. thera was a guy on the bus with a dread
mohawk who lookgd sorta like this cat scooter i used to know...he

had avoided us the whols ride, thinking i was his exwife, til we
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nailed him down at a truck stop and talked to him. the whole thing
m%j’was pretty funny. . ;
e <= N WAL
// and that, folx, is how i ended up in maryland for four months.
we stayed with chris' parsnts for about thrze weeks. his mum was a
total sweetheart, bought me new underwear and socks and made. surs n
we had lots of tofu and veggie burgers, she even made us vegap pan =+
-cakes for breakfast when she wasn't working. we went to the 1lib- —1 @
rary often and drank gallons of coffee at denny's, and chris spent :'C
hour after hour playing vidso games. i rszsad a lot and hung out :
with his mum. oncz in a whils, we'd have a good night...one tims 5 |
4
n

£

we got beer and went to this creepy, beautiful placs in the woods -1 ~
-..wishing rock, i think it was called. he held my hand while he Q
led me up the path in the woods in the dark, and we sat on a gar- ﬁ
gantuan rock in a big clearing for a while, talking for oncs, “}3
drinking boh and sharing the occasional comfortable silence. w2 i =
told ghost stories and tried to scare each other and i was as
havov as i'd been on the roof the night wes first hung out, only
less inebraited. most of the tim2, tho i just felt weird because
we were at his mum's house. sex was strange when every noisz made
© us jump, wondering if she was gonna walk in on us. and i just did-
in't like feeling stuck in that town and having to dspend on people
i but i wasn't at all rsady to say goodby= to chris yet...
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e duriNg our stay together iN that little towN Near baltimore, we weNt to oNe (=
= show at the laff N' spit. it was a really fuckiNg cool place, everyoNe just
~—= kiNd of haNgiNg out, seemiNg to get aloNg. i didN't eveN Notice aNyoNe goiNg \.i
out of their way to trash the place, which used to be a big problem iN bostoN ==
| sometimes. ochlocracy aNd objectioN to opressioN were the two baNds i'd really
| waNted to see, but it's beeN so loNg aNd i'd draNk so much beer that i couldNt!
{ tell you who thejother baNds were. i.wish i could remember, tho. i hate wheN i ’['¢
eNd up doiNg that at shows. we raN iNto justiN, oNe of the kids i'd met iN ‘kg
bostoN wheN chris showed up...aNd i mat a rad grrl Named bri who had the same =
pierciNgs as me. all of the baltimore kids were super Nice, aNd after the show /]

we weNt to alleN's haus, where there was goNNa be a party. but we were tired,
so we drove back to the haus. i later fouNd out that the laff N' spit closed
dowN sooN after. it's too bad that we hadN't made it to aNother show there, or i
| at least stuck arouNd for the party, because chris hadN't really kNowN maNy of (=
M .:' those kids either, aNd they had totally welcomed us with opeN arms.
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we welNt to oc city for the weekeNd, to lool fgf jobs aNd away for a lT
: few days. we.raN %Ntohis frieNd johN, who had a haus arouNd there and said we 3
|/ could stay with him. we both got blisters walkiNg forever iN sweaty feet i
'g first lookiNg for work aNd theN lookiNg for his mm's vaN because we cou]'.dN't
rgmenber where exactly betweeN 1st aNd 12th we'd parked it. oceaN city was
Nice to lool.c at, but oNly if you igNored all the SNooty, suNburNt tourists. i
= could tell it was goiNg to be aN iNterestiNg summer...we fiNally got jobs at
= tr_\e Jc_)lly roger, 'the oNly amusemeNt park iN oc where they'd trust you to ruN a
ride if you had pierciNgs aNd fuNNy hair...
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we weNt back to the baltimore area...we left agaiN a week later, driviNg the
car that chris had owNed before the oNe that got stoleN. his dad had giveN it E
back to him wheN we weNt crawliNg back to marylaNd. .she sure was a beauty... )
the suNroof glass was missiNg, driver's side wiNdow wouldN't opeN, oNe of the !
locks seemed to be possessed aNd worked oNly wheN it waNted to, the traNsmiss-
ioN was oN its deathbed aNd there was a huge crack iN the wiNdshield, but it s
/ raN. it got us back to oceaN city that secoNd time. for almost a moNth, we ac-g"
" tually lived iN salisbury, a fairly sleepy towN about half aN hour's drive fr-
aom OC. that was at johN aNd jasoN's haus, where we'd stayed the first time we
. veNtured dowN. we worked 5 or 6 days a week, from 2:00 til midNight, ruNNiNg
. rides at the jolly roger. OC's pretty tame for a resort towN...there was real-
ly NothiNg to do wheN we got off work except haNg out oN the boardwalk, aNd
that lost its appeal pretty fast. after a week there, i already felt like i'd
experieNced everythiNg OC had to offer. we fell iNto a rut. mostly we'd just
“ 4 go home after work, driNk beer if we had it, aNd chris would play video games
while i cooked diNNer or read. the 24 hour grocery stores aNd late-Night sex &
- shops quickly became two of our best fr
e 7 £ R ST
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; 1INto workiNg at JR,
slow, so i was lettiNg people stay oN

& N ; :
og flume a
/ slc _ as loNg as they waNted, i i
: fé,l,Nt aﬁgsg}::stﬂ't awitchJ.Ng. tickets were really expeNsive, m)'/ r;slggsmie:lhlg-
5 was also a good way to get tips...so this aNdma started
~ talkiNg to me while her daughter and ids w ey X
: graNdkids were o N the ride f i
aNd she turNed out to be pretty hi, : v
C p. before they left, she
Number for a fr_1eNd of hers who had aN efficieNcy apa.;tmeth‘EZ§ ZEN:::he hzoza?mefl
, was vee, she said that fraNk better like me despite my bihawks and pJ:.erciNgs ﬁ-”_
2y ’
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i called aNd spoke with fraNk a few days later. he seemed like a Nice guy aNd i

"* had a slight southerN acceNt that was sort of charmiNg wheN you first heard it
-.# we had a bit of a loNg coNversatioN, aNd i must have passed that first test,
! because he iNvited chris aNd i to look at the apartmeNt the Next day. of cour-
8% se it was small, but Not too bad for OC. the bathroom was huge. the kitcheN — w«
i was tiNy but came with all of the dishes aNd appliaNces we could possibly Need;fﬁ
% ...there was a washer aNd dryer iN the garage, which our bathroom opeNed oN at ;i
4 oNe eNd., there was a tv, vcr, aNd a turNtable iN the bedroom, which had a cou
ch aNd doubled as the liviNg room. it was decorated iN that cheesy tourist:
¥ style, mostly piNks aNd blues with seascapes oN the walls iN cheap plastic
. frames. it was late iN the seasoN aNd the $200 a week they asked for reNt was §:'
almost cheap by OC staNdards, so add that to the fact that the half hour drivei\.
twice a day was gettiNg extremely tiresome, aNd we were more thaN happy to 3
sigN oN the dotted liNe. fraNk said we'd have a.place to stay til labor day...[J
- we got paid that thursday Night aNd moved iN friday afterNooN. we fiNally had f
somethiNg to call our owN, a place to keep our records aNd have sex wheNever .
we waNted without worryiNg about beiNg too loud, a situatioN where we oNly hadf "
to depeNd oN each other, NooNe else § :
e R Y . :

e pee,
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such a scesne that thsy took away his jackst and belt,

cold as shit in Lhere.

and it was

y %p
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afte:gmblgg:ocaystmﬁbgaﬁsnbl\igﬁaﬂgvédnm@mm‘ ‘splacs N
P 1mm,m@$imﬁewmﬁ¢m'dhgxmvmWamm
vasht}emshs,sovgstqpaiatﬂe?—ﬂ.tiaevasawtegyuﬁdbgmmﬁe,n
. coultter who had save piercilgs & Nice tattocs: i really Needed to helg aut with
- samede other thall chris aNd he was the most: iNterestiNg persalN i'd burped iNto
there...s0 a faw Nichts later whel diris & i were tweaked aut aN walderilNg the
ﬁs&eetscfd;,ilefttﬁmdﬁﬁehnr&alk@qjﬁbgtostaaltaeramw@twﬂe
g5, /-1 bo see if mr. ptk gy hed aly persclality. ...

.#@. G : o
: S v\‘\:»
‘é\i his Name was james. busiNess was slow, whil \
Y mostly me yammeriNg oN at him for a good hour or two before i zipp-
% ed back to the boardwalk to fiNd chris aNd mike with a galloN milk
.- jug full of beer pilfered from aN outdoor beer tap. james had a lot
' more persoNality thaN i'd aNticipated...i thiNk i huNg out with him -~
# more thaN aNyoNe else this summer, maybe eveN more thaN chris. he N
@l actually listeNed to me aNd coNtributed to our colwersatioNs, eveN
S wheN i was hopelessly druNk or rolliNg aNd could barely staNd up.
; T L RETEY \ 2 - T
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whelever i’ eNBEd Up COMNIWN at NIgHE, 110 alweys &6 vp TalkG s TS valk |
’~mtm711mmmadbMdtihn&idnta&nwghhﬂhmzsbéﬁzxg e
!+, cat lod's has. i figured i could slip up dibe & eat it, silce it was free ad

e stoleN fron a stupid corporatia. with all the voda i'd ooNeued, i left ae

. of the pizzas iN the ovall til well after the cheese had turlNed browV &g i GIN'E

~ thitk ayce was brave eluh to eat it. 1loyd lived dowstairs from my frield milo
'.vto@caiat'ﬁe.akwﬂwevaemvgm‘atﬂatmgt,nﬁbjnstlpa\ﬁdis;p- .
. eared iNto thiN air. 1loyd's door ves opelY, S0 i offered to share my half gallcN if -+
i could chill there. the last thiNg i reverbered was beily dod¥stairs whel i woke
llp‘atnqlo'smﬂgnmﬁbg.mnystedssarebetba'létmmlval..

'

i'd lost taxch with him for a while, hut receitly i've beeN talkiNy to james oN
-the phae. becaee i always warked WNtil midvight aNd he usially welt to wark at
the same time, the dly place we ever saw,each other vas at the 7-11 ar at the R
dboe ar twice whell i hooked him up with passes. we mede plas a few times, but it
seamed like d¥e of us (usally me) always overslept aNd didN't meke iy, i miss o
icht cdWersaticdNs at the stare a¥ it seams like OC would be a Nicer
place iN the off-seascN. i'd like to stop beck there to fudk shit wp agaiN <~
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Iy
0]



t few weeks that chris aNd i speNt together were chaotic...woN
-gfluialf horrific, paiNful aNd sweet. we were really fuckN alive u:;di,
VE seethiNg with raw emotioN aNd eNergy. vlve were together most oflt.hel._im
PUNK ROCK LO time, at work aNd at home, but we didN't talk much. we did yell a lot.
after telliNgmeforn’oNthsthathelovedmetmtdidNtwaNttobem
a relatioNship, he iNformed me that he waNted to start datiNg this
grrl from VA who had stayed at our place while she was visitiNg OC. i
was outraged, Notbecausehewasd:oosi.Nghexovetmorsmes@ju—
veNile bullshit, but because he'd beeN campletely misleadiNg r:a all
summer..."if i did waNt to date aNyoNe 1twouldb?ym, but i'm too
(THE fucked up to have a grrlfrieNd right Now..."...he'd also told me sev-
END) emlunmﬂmtiwaammdmNagrrlfri@ldeaﬂdbe...thatim
like his mother, little sister, best frieNd, grrlfrieNd aNd meNtor all
iN oNe. sareobbmknowsbomofuslaterguessedumthemp\mmg
llleawaybecauéehedidcamamut:malotbuthekNewthathemated
grrls like shit aNd didN't waNt to do that to me...do guys really
thiNk like that??. .

b
at the begiNNiNg of august, i thiNk, chris t at the JR.
rsum: g;?:; aﬂ;t’.'?\e'd told me about the oﬂle.rq;i:rl. T ﬂigedi;u:agume
/ 7 screamed aNd waNted so badl: puNch
 face aNd make him hurt too. for gt vt o
iNgtoneaNdwetalkedabwtaxrfri@ldshipaNdalot
-..thiNgs maybe wereN't lookiNg so bad right about
gotothebeerstoreandiaskedhimtowaitfotm
,ioouldtakethewalkwithhim.buthewasafraidthatthestoremld
closeaNdleftwiﬂxoutme.iwaitedupforhim, driNkiNg tea aNd read-
iNg. he stumbled iN after suNrise, shitfaced, briNgiNg his obNoxious
ftieNdwit;hhimaNd1gotupsetaga1NaMisawNopoiNt1.Ntryi.Ng'to
SN g:EaNyﬂuNgtlmx;ht}mtthickahﬂlofhls, except maybe a baseball
\.-'v.

{

i i got home from work the Next Night, saw that chris was still out,
’) aNd poured myself a big cup o' space bag. he got home shortly after :.
aNd fotlowiNg a few miNutes of meaNiNgless "how was yer day?” small
talk, he got all serious aNd told me that. he'd decided to go back to
§| baltimore two days later; he had a buNch court dates for old parkiNg
aNd speediNg tickets aNd they were gollNa put warraNts out for him if
he didN't show. wheN chris was teachiNg me how to drive i had crashed
. his car, so he couldN't stay iN OC aNd make the court dates. his mm
b had offered tachelp him take care of all of his fiNes aNd everythiNg
if he weNt home...i felt like he was desertiNg me. i had two. dayg+th
fiNd aNother roommate or get kicked out because i couldN't pay, reit
my owN. if i've ever beeN utterly speechless iN my life, that &53‘31!;.
tears just started pouriNg dowN my face aNd my voice wouldy'tawork.!i

couldN't eveN focus my eyes oN aNythiNg. i was a fuckN mess..beca

hedidN'tkl‘bdwhatelsehod)amt}nx;htiwasbeimmffshﬁy.feal
me wheN i Needed him the most. No-hug or
v

weta.lkedalittlemhegothane,mmeverﬂmtm.byﬂ!e
daywe'dbothrealisedkmmnd&weweregomgtomi
both had our faults aNd kNew it aNd we decided to make the best
ﬂmpreciwsfewhourswehadtoqethet.iweﬂttowotk

tle
uNtil he had gotteN me out of those wet clothes. that Night, we had
the rauNchiest, sweetstsexever.ihadtogetoutopmordertoget

dnmkcoshemldN'tkeephishaNdsoffaneloﬂngcr
% afewswills.weshaxedwrhopesanddreansaﬂdapo :
kissedammuredmnestomkeupforrmaeverlwgitmmtobe
wemetagaiN.wecmnnedsonnx:hiNtoaday...hepad(edivaet—
bouts of wrestliNg, driNkiNg, goiNg to the movies...we smoked |
some crazy pot aNd weNt to the theatre hopelessly stoNed. it was a bad
X movie, butweweresoscat'edweheldea&ottnr'shaNdsmtilmey
() [oarly bled. we raN a toN of erraNds the day that he left, aNd wheN we
N parfedwayssoheomldgetcﬂdnhxsabﬁicuﬂdqotomrk, i diant
be.lieveitwasreallyhameﬂiNg.ihalfexpectedtoseehimﬂ:ere-
d ,l;nis msdopeysmile, wheN 1 got hame. : - - }'

e AR e g1 Y vy aht. 0 tiysbor preseNioths hurt ad cot-
; ioN from ruiNiNg me; “but™i did a 1 eNough job of that myself aNy
. i still cried myself to sleep ifore ofteN thaN Not. so this was
...i was takeN iN by the local baNd of NocturNal party kids, who
made thiNgs more bearable mt.imes.i.atlleast i wasN'tralways SdriNk-
.iNg aloNe. i missed them wheli i fiNally lafi, sty ,
— o O NG OF THEW &

_mg_t,lyablux:.imtkeior7daysawe&




There's this feeling you might get

M sometimes that you're part of

4 something much bigger and greater than

# yourself. I'm not talking about a
higher power making decisions about

@l your life for you, I'm talking about
samething that's partly your creation,
that you have a role in building. I'm
talking about connections and people
and life in the underground. The

Ml feeling's not samething you have to
define with words but it's scamething

 you know is a part of you and will be
a part of you wherever you travel and

whatever situations you find yourself in. It's not necessary samething 7

f¥ you claim allegiance to, like a soldi coun
B talking ‘about an unspoken bond between p:g:i: fightt:ocf!;,'rta Sl R

’
Sametimes you can feel

it when you're with a bunch of your friends - a big group working

. "
ogether on big things. Sometimes you catch glimpses of it in small

B things, what might be just a £ i
‘ . unny coincidence i ;
be. That's when the feeling hits and you renenb:‘:t R

night during the Austin leg of the festival I ended up talking to this

8 trainhopper kid Jeff who I'd never met before. Jeff was from Olympia,
Washington and had been on the road for a while and was decked out in
the nearly universal traveling punk uniform - boots, black encrusted
and sown up jeans, black denim jacket covered in spikes and patches,

§ face piercings, dirty dreadlocks. I have kind of this habit of checking

B cut the patches on traveling punks' attire cause in the past few years
anarchist groups and bands from' all over the place have been printing

B and distributing patches and you start to see the same ones after a

8 while. If you have an eye for it and you're pretty up on the different
scenes around the country, it's pretty easy to tell where people have
been or where they're fram by the patches on their clothes. It's a
whole little underworld of symbols and hidden meanings really only
meant for a small group of people. e # -

It might seem uninteresting to most and for good reason, but I have

this funny history with patches that started when I was fourteen and
caming of age in the punk scene in New York. Back then there was this
waman who sang for one of the local anarchist squatter bands who I was
totally in awe of and respected almost to the point of worship and one
day this waman gave me a silkscreened canvas patch' with her band's logo
on it that I'd only ever seen people in her band wearing. ese were

the days before patches were all over the place and everyone was making [
and distributing them, so it was a big deal to an impressionable kid

like me. I sowed it in a praminent place on my punked out jacket and

wore it proudly until it faded and eventually got so dirty it was
unreadable. It was a powerful thing, that patch, because it meant I was &%
h.ooked into the scene I'd only watched from afar, and it made me feel

like I was a part of samething real for the first time in my life. B
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Anyway, that memory stuck with me and when I was sixteen I took a high S
school printmaking class and cut out my first silkscreen. It was a
simple two color rectangular design - the black and red Anarcho-
syndiclist flag from the Spanish Civil War with the silhouette of a
figure holding a rifle in the background. My art teacher, Mr.
Leventhal, told me it was a good example of crude talentless propaganda
and I'd be better off making linoleum blocks of cows because they had
more soul. Nonetheless, I was really proud of it and found a strip of
painting canvas in the back of the roam and cut it up into little
rectangular pieces to make my first patch. I printed about fifteen of
them before the screen died and I gave them out to a bunch of my
friends. I figured if I could give samething to people around me that
would inspire them nearly as much as that patch the woman had given to

le years earlier, it would be totally worth it.

Skipping over a lot of time, about four years later I was i i

‘punk rock band myself and practic@ng at C-squat, playing shngyiiguss "

|the neighborhood and getting
ready to do a small tour in |,
Canada. We decided we wanted to §
print up a bunch of patches and
shirts for the tour, so my
friend who silkscreened for a
living and had a whole shop ou
in Broocklyn, hooked us up with
his light table and taught a

couple of us how to do it. We
ended up stealing a whole lot
of ink fram a big art supply
store in the city and
dumpstering a bunch of shirts
and the whole thing cost us
next to nothing. It was cool
Jbeécause we could print right
outside our shows, straight on
to people's clothes for free

[ ICILL YOUIR BB oo ot s
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and didn't have to cost a lot

“intlng patches and made up a

und
. f screens with different people's a:tyork aid :Zzzi:;otbAt
S : s all the time to my friends. I liked the el
| giVingpzzztzzgctﬁis underground currency Fhaﬁizzdxnzr::iizd Jeyjey -
i i in the circ 3
g, btct:asiﬁiz:eizzsr::roducinq these powerful symbﬁizég -
oLia NC BBl ifts without the use of nnney.‘NOF ever e
Fii nnd‘ex.changlngsgor feeling like I was very a_rtlst_x.c, lt.: e
Bos 2::: making samething concrete and solid and i
fiﬁ:ttzi::eInggle all over the place wearing stuff I made.
g ; L
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Eventually I really needed money and I
started selling them on the street for a
dollar and actually financed a journey
across the country almost entirely fram
thu? money, showing up in towns and
laying out my goods in the main square.
I'd always end up giving away a bunch of
patches to cool people I met, but
surprigingly I got pretty good at
selling them to almost anyone from frat
Eoys to old ladies. Taking sanething
iram our scene and marketing it seemed
pretty sketchy to me, but it was really
small time on the street and we're not
talking about samething with mass appeal

;;anyway, just a handy means of survival for a
traveling quy such as myself. Anyway, that's my
story with the patches. : I T

=g
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So with that all out of the way, we're back at the
Church in Austin last summer and I'm talking to
Jeff the trainhopper kid and checking out the
patches on his jacket cause there are a bunch I've
never seen before. One of them strikes my eye
because it's two colored and I move closer to get
a better look at it. Suddenly I'm thrown into this
state of amazement and disbelief and I get even
closer to make sure I'm right. Usually when I meet
sameone who's wearing one of my patches it's a
cool little reminder of how tight-knit our scene
is, but this was too strange.

(= =1

it Ty

“Where...where did you get that?" I manage to
get out of my stunned mouth because I know
I'm right but it doesn't make any sense. "Oh,
that. I traded it with this girl I was
traveling with from the East coast, but I
don't know where she got it fram. I think
it's really old." We never even figured out
how it happened or where the connection was
and in the end it didn't really matter
because the whole thing was so beautiful and
mysterious we didn't need to know. Here I was
in Austin, Texas - talking to a quy from
Olympia, Washington who samehow ended up
wearing one of the fifteen old Anarcho-
Syndiclist patches I printed wilen I was
sixteen years old in New York.
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~ marcia was the cute bloNde grrl .who worked oN the bumper boats
33 the JR. i GON't eveN kNow where to begiN talkiNg about her...i first

started haNgiNg out at each other's rides oN our breaks, aNd the - . i
%, Next thiNg i kNew, we were frieNds. oNe day we were at work aNd she §%
¥ came up to my ride, said "you look hot bri." i wiped my sweaty brow
® with my baNdaNa aNd replied "it must be a huNdred fuckN degrees out
here..." "No, i meaN you're weariNg eyeliNer aNd it looks good. i've '
° Never seeN you wear makeup before." OUCH. grrls scare me. arouNd o A
. cute oNes, i ofteN exhibit sigN$ of foot iN mouth syNdrome. she cane.\“
to our place for the first time that Night. she played guitar for me
while we sat arouNd driNkiNg boh aNd siNgiNg jaNis jopliN soNgs. she
abhorred puNk music, aNd the oNly music we had that she waNted to
M listeN to was patsy cliNe, the beastie boys aNd dead milkmeN. i wal-
ked her home later. i couldN't get up the Nerve to kiss her good-
Night. i really felt like a shmuck for Not at least askiNg her, giv-
iNg it the ol' college try. i d
G/ W )
wheN chris left towN, marcia saved my ass moviNg iN wi
Next morNiNg we were kicked out, without reasoN. i speNt two hours
baNgiNg oN fraNk's door before he would come out and talk to me, the
fuckN coward. he also made it pretty clear that if we tried to stay
he'd make our lives hell, aNd i doN't thiNk squatter's rights hold
W up very well-iN OC, so we trashed the place aNd packed up our meager
beloNgiNgs. marcia moved back iNto the roomiNg haus she'd just left. s
i left some of my stuff there, aNd some with the kid daN who lived
) behiNd our back yard. i called vee aNd fouNd out that fraNk's daugh- 1
ter had come to visit aNd Needed a place to stay aNd that's why the
bastard had giveN us the boot. ~y - -
A /

: o;egp@ltothathe Next week or so stayiNg with marcia. they wereN"l.t all-
e Ve guests, so she sNuck me iN aNd out through the back
loN;.gglsat up all hours of the Night, talkiNg aNd driNkiNg haviNg
talks.MreredidEittookeverde:opof eNgth'
: : Str
to hJ.t ON her, because i was hgrribly afraid of fucklsg up what waN:t
McxuNgthat i :a\s/egnmsmthif;i?b}dsm;).afshe met a New guy aNd told her boy
: or me. ter a short time i ed i i
1 the old carNie guys from the JR who i ey
i e lived right behiNd th i
¥ didN't have to wake i - g par:k'l\leakl
WS o T upforworktll1.30,aNdididN'thavetos

- "
i

mthel;ggv‘i;:w?srmmgm:xiabkiwegotpffmrkearly so i weNt
b jmbefore:h;hpaul,otﬂeofthecamie guys.wedram'coNefifth
4 showaNdbrou;htasecoNdwithus.bythemiddle

t just shut tood
advised him to take his owN advice aNd for salx:s'r::s;Nshe digp ;!‘:N

we t ther

stogg uphmtef arilf told the o guys, they woNdered why paul hadn'
— bg;ve.rttle 18'year old me, but i'm bigger thaN him aNywat
ewrmch MimdruNk.lhadtogobacktothetheatreay

days later
o g am»:atdxﬂxemvieagau.i, because i couldN't remem--

Y R R AR
‘ .marcia started speNdiNg a lot more time with her New boy aNd didN't
show,up for work much aNymore. she disappeared from my life almost' _
as quickly as she's stepped iNto it. but i'll Never forget her.... |
people come aNd people 9o, but it sure was fuN while it lasted. |
/A A VOIS [U AU S TN




chris aNd the guys at the haus iN salisbury had told me about their frieNd
sixx...they'd speNt previous summers iN OC with him. i heard lots of stories,
aNd i was sure he was the same sixx i'd met iN my travels a few years before.
he called the haus oNe Night aNd i talked to him for a bit aNd he thought that
i could have*beeN a bri he met rememberiNg iN NYC or somewhere oNce upoN a
time. i was really aNxious for him to visit so i could solve that great myst-
ery, as & couldN't put a face to the Name. oNe morNiNg, very early, wheN every
-olNe else was asleep, i was sprawled out oN the couch aNd heard someoNe iN the
kitcheN lookiNg for a beer 5

gy —-

e mystery was solved. he'd brought someoNe else with him, aNd we talked
some more. they left a few hours later, or maybe it was the Next day. i was
kiNd of disappoiNted...he seemed like aN alright guy. he came+back a few weeks
later, though, aNd huNg out a lot loNger. he aNd johN stopped by our place oNe
Night. we had some other cats over too...some gutter hippy kids who followed

us to the food lioN to talk to us aNd some grrls that chris was flirtiNg with
because he was mad at me or sumthiN'. aNyway, the hippy kids got oN my Nerves,
especially the stupid grrl who picked up my sMuff tiN, said "what's this?" aNd
before aNyoNe could aNswer, spilled it all over the table. so sixx aNd i (aNd
johN, wheN he wasN't sleepiNg) sat up gettiNg hammered aNd tradiNg travel sto-
ries aNd bad jokes all Night. chris kept half wakiNg up aNd grumbliNg, so eveN
—tually sixx aNd i weNt dowN to the boards. we made the mistake of takiNg his
vaN aNd it took us 45 miNutes just to fiNd parkiNg so we could sit at plim
plaza aNd driNk free coffee. Nobody really cared if we were there driNkiNg the
yuppies' free coffee aNd eatiNg their food, as loNg as we didN't tease the
tourists too much. we were hot aNd sweaty, tired aNd irritable aNd figured we
were goiNg to have horrid haNgovers wheNever we fiNally passed out aNd theN
woke up, but we had fuN. i was supposed to work that day, so he dropped me off
at home after coffee aNd drove back to the haus iN salisbury. Neither chris
Nor i made it to work that day.

A E W

ole Night, after i had moved iN with the carNie guys aNd sixx had
beeN goNe for a while, i bumped iNto his exgrrlfrieNd at the 7-11.
she gave me his graNdpareNts' Number back iN PA, where he's from. i
had a pilfered calliNg card, so i called him right away. it was wed-
‘ Nesday Night...i told him that if he could drive dowN for the week-

t home aNd he could stay with me if
he waNted, he said he'd see what he could do aNd would try to show

-iNg closiNg time at the JR the Next Night aNd the fucker showed up
at my ride!! i met him oN the boards after i got off work, got a few
bottles of mad dog...the salisbury kids were goiNg outta towN that

Night aNd the boardwalk iN OC isN't very excitiNg (as i may have meN
~tioNed before), so we eNded up oN my porch, driNkiNg with doiNy, my
crippled roommate. (he was teariNg dowN a rollercoaster wheN part of
it fell oN him aNd kNocked him out. he'd had to get a shitload of

stitches iN his head aNd leg aNd couldN't walk without crutches far
a loNg time.)

guys all
pretty hard, so
blatz anNd patsy cl
op.uNtil after ﬂuelzNuN rose,
iNg vague travel p. A
come to visit, but wheN he eveNtually drove O 2 AL Sy
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