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This novel is dedicated to Abby for inspiring me to do this.

A Stitch in Time Saves Nine
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Forward
You are now holding my own personal favourite of the eight novels that I have written thus far.
And actually, I have written nine novels if you include the previous version of this one — but since this one is made up largely of

rehashed bits of the previous one, let’s just say that this makes my ninth-and-one-halfth novel.

Readers familiar with my previous work will know that in the past I have occasionally been guilty of breaking the rules of genre-
purity. The Pied Piper of California was sort of a fusion of faery-tale/western/social-satire/comedy, for instance.  Well, I am proud to
announce that with A Stitch in Time, I am officially continuing my lengthy tradition of pissing off purists who have their panties wound
too tight by breaking these rules yet once again!

This time, [fanfare]:
Dana has written a novel of autobiographical fiction!
(Someone has probably already done this — but if they have, then I have never heard of it…)

Since I am still middle-aged, I have taken the liberty of making up the rest of my life.
I had a lot of fun with that.
I actually start this novel with my own funeral.
That was also a lot of fun.
I have created some fictional characters with whom I interact — including several of my favourites from my very first novel The

Trip About Infinity.
I have changed my name and made myself the great-great-great-great grandson of my favourite character from The Pied Piper of

California.

With the previously mentioned caveats, though, this novel is factual.  I know because I was there.  It is usually — though not always
— easy to separate the fact from the fiction.

I wrote a previous version of this in 1982, but alas, no known copies still exist.  I remember most of it, and I have a lot more mate-
rial now than I did then, so this one is probably better anyway.  In addition, I now have access to a word-processor with a built in
thesaurus and dictionary.  Thus, some of you may notice a marked improvement in my vocabulary if not my overall what-cha-call-it.  But
still, I sure feelest gladly that my English teacher learned me how to talk English so really really goodly!  For instance, with a preposition
a sentence I will not end!  In addition, I promise all of my loyal readers, (yes, both of you!), that I will retain my ethical standards and my
spiritual purity by never using these powerful editing tools indulging in any egotistical pettiness such as, say, resorting to arbitrary poly-
syllabic sesquipedalianism just to try to impress you!

That is something up with I will not put!

Yes.  (Ahem.)  Anyway…
This was the most fun novel I have ever written.  If you have a fraction of the fun reading it that I did writing it then you are in

for a very good time.
It is about my favourite subject, after all!
Enjoy!

Dana Walker
July, 2010

Olympia, WA
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The Castles on the Ely were not guarded by a King
And the Knights thereof spoke not from armoured horses

But walked in well worn sandals, and spoke in song and rhyme
Of a time past

And a future yet to come

The serfs and natives and farmers all worked without labour
And all in Space and Time bore fruits worthy

Gaily danced the days of the Kingdom before their eyes
No King asked more of them

And they sought no King
But lived their lives in Peace and Prosperity

And in the wonders of the land
And kept knowledge in knowing that where no losing is needed

Then none is called for
For they are all one

W. James Smith wrote this poem in a coffee shop in Manitou Springs, Colorado in 1982 whilst listening to me relate my latest road adventures.
He subsequently gave it to me as a present.

To this day, it remains one of the coolest gifts that I have ever received.
Thanks.
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Prologue:  The Funeral
The day was warm, as they always were in this locale.  In a place where there existed such a thing as dreary

weather, a writer, in describing this opening scene, would probably attempt to paint the weather as miserable
whether it was or not.  Something like this for instance:  “Low, ragged, and gray clouds accompanied by cold, driz-
zling rain greeted the mourners…”

This scenario would befit a funeral very nicely almost anywhere on Earth.  This scenario would not befit anything
resembling anything like what was actually happening, though.  The first of several problems with this scenario is
the fact that on the planet of Paximus Romilar no such thing as a cold drizzling rain exists.  The rains, which come
for two hours each day in the early afternoon just as it is starting to get too hot, are themselves as warm as a
shower.  Then, the storms break up just in time to create spectacular sunsets almost every evening.  To further
confuse this struggling writer — writing from the point of view of an Earthman, anyway — the mood of this funeral
was not a normal funeral mood.  Rather than mourning over the loss of the dead person they instead stood in circles
smiling and celebrating his life.  The participants — calling them ‘mourners’ would be misleading — rejoiced in the
deceased man’s virtues and flaws, just like any other funeral on Paximus Romilar.  The only sadness at the funeral
was caused by the fact that the dead man would have been sad about being dead if he were still alive, which he
wasn’t.  Yet while this was a typical Paximus Romilarian ceremony there was unique and even historical significance
to this particular interment:  In this case the origins and the nature of the deceased man himself made this event
unique as this man the first known extra-terrestrial being ever to be buried on Paximus Romilar…

While the Alien was physically very similar to the Paximus Romilarians — and while like them he was very fond of
sex — he had been very different from them in ways profoundly more important than his pale pink skin or his lack
of a tail.  The differences became most apparent when considering the Alien’s points of view about life, the
universe, and everything.

The Alien viewed life, the universe, and everything from a very different perspective than did the Paximus
Romilarians.

No one knew much about him or about his home planet.  The Alien did not like to speak of it.  The Alien rarely
spoke of anything.  Mostly he had sex, played very strange music on a very beautiful instrument, and in the last year
of his life he wrote in a mysterious manuscript.  All that the Paximus Romilarians knew was that the alien’s planet
had been killed in some huge self-induced catastrophe.  He had been rescued by Brother Kröen Jankrael who had
subsequently brought him to Paximus Romilar.

He was somewhat repulsive physically but the Paximus Romilarians — being the Paximus Romilarians — allowed
him as many visits to the temple as he wished and/or was capable of and allowed him as much prayer with their
temple priestesses as he desired.  The very idea of denying prayer to anyone would never even occur to a Paximus
Romilarian.  The Paximus Romilarians were peaceful artists and mathematicians.  Sex art and mathematics were the
only things they considered important and these were almost the only activities in which they engaged.

There were a few exceptions:  There was a man who sat on top of a mountain trying to figure out the universe,
for instance.  Once, a Paximus Romilarian had proposed forming a government.  Another one proposed coining money
or some such crazy idea.  However, in the end the only thing that all of these people really wanted was to have lots
of sex produce lots of art and attempt to fathom esoteric mathematic equations.  Since forming governments and
coining money were such stupid ideas to begin with they never went anywhere.

When they were not indulging in art or mathematics they had lots of sex.  Constantly.  With almost anyone who
might happen to be passing by at any given moment, though the temples were by far the favoured places since sex
was literally a holy act to the Paximus Romilarians.  It was a form of prayer.  It was their path to gnosis, or a sense
of oneness with life, the universe, and everything.  It was even more beautiful than art or mathematics.
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Paximus Romilar was a paradise with free food growing in vast profusion everywhere due to the verdant fecun-
dity that the constant never-ending spring-like weather produced.  In addition Paximus Romilarian females could
only produce one offspring each.  Their physiology was such that after the birth of a child the females were inca-
pable of producing another.  All other species on Paximus Romilar also shared this attribute.

Thus, they had plenty of food and there were no problems with overpopulation.  In addition there was no need
for predators and in fact another attribute shared by all species on Paximus Romilar was that their flesh was
uniformly deadly poisonous to every other species.

Since there was nothing to fight about on Paximus Romilar they never fought about anything.  It was said that a
Paximus Romilarian had once struck another Paximus Romilarian with a piece of wood.  However, an investigation
performed by Brother Kröen Jankrael had revealed that this man had had a tumour in his brain and that this
tumour was responsible for the aberrant behaviour.

Brother Kröen Jankrael was an old and treasured friend; if the Alien was a friend of Brother Kröen’s then he
was a friend of the Paximus Romilarians.  Yet — while almost no Paximus Romilarian would ever actually consciously
think of it on their own, had they ever been directly questioned, most Paximus Romilarians — being Paximus
Romilarians — would be honest.  (Actually, Paximus Romilarians are always honest.  They never have any reason not
to be honest and the idea of being anything other than honest simply never occurs to them.)  If asked point blank,
Paximus Romilarians would have been forced to admit that as uncharitable and as un-Paximus Romilarian as it was
they would have preferred it if the Alien had never appeared.  The Alien did play music of a kind but it was strange
and incomprehensible.  His other contributions to art and mathematics were non-existent, and while over the last
year he had taken to spending almost as much time writing as he did having sex with the priestesses, this writing
was done in his alien language and was thus impossible for the Paximus Romilarians to comprehend.  In addition, he
refused to translate it even though, due to some method available to Brother Kröen, the Alien had been able to
speak the Paximus Romilarian language upon his arrival there.  In addition to his lack of contribution to art or math-
ematics, sex with the Alien was somewhat less pleasant than it normally was.  While almost no Paximus Romilarian
would ever actually consciously think of it, had they ever been directly questioned on the subject, most Paximus
Romilarians — being Paximus Romilarians — would be honest and admit that as uncharitable and un-Paximus
Romilarian as it was, due to both his physical unsightliness — besides his pink skin the Alien didn’t even have a tail
for goodness sake — and to the fact that the Alien’s spirit was so angry and so alien, having sex with him was some-
times less than beautiful.

The inhabitants of Paximus Romilar knew that the Alien had been afraid of death, but they also knew that he
now knew better.  The Paximus Romilarians had also known — although up to that point the Alien hadn’t known —
that subconsciously, death had been the Alien’s unacknowledged desire.

So there was no sadness at the funeral.  The mood matched the sunshine and the warm weather.  It was just
another spirit passing on to the next step.

After the funeral the man who sat on top of a mountain trying to figure out the universe made his way to the
now abandoned shelter where the Alien had lived.  The Alien had always fascinated the Man on the Mountain.  He
was strange and unfathomable but he still knew many fascinating things if you could go beyond the strangeness.
They had had many lengthy and very interesting if very strange conversations.

The Man on the Mountain wanted to read the controversial manuscript.
Brother Kröen had promised the Alien that he would deliver the original manuscript to his surviving descendants

on his home planet.  This was a private diary but Brother Kröen lived in yet a third reality and he couldn’t really
project himself into the realities of the other two.  Privacy rights, for instance, were a concept of which Brother
Kröen could not conceive.  Thus, Brother Kröen gladly provided a copy of the Alien’s personal diary to the Man on
the Mountain.
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At the Man on the Mountain’s request Brother Kröen had gladly used the same technology that he had used to
teach the Alien to speak the Paximus Romilarian language to teach the Man on the Mountain to read in the Alien’s
language.  There was the usual difficulty over the fact that there were words and concepts that were untranslata-
ble due to the fact that the view of reality required to understand these words and concepts simply did not exist.
This problem was in fact even worse than usual in this case, in spite of the physical similarities between the two
species.  Brother Kröen’s technology took this into account and actually added ‘footnotes’ to try to explain these
words and concepts in a reality-view with which the translator could comprehend — but this was often simply
impossible.

Whatever.  It took about three days for the Man on the Mountain to learn as much as he was capable of learn-
ing; the work was all done whilst he slept.

Then the Man on the Mountain began reading…
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Chapter 1:  Destiny
For the second time in my life I have become an old man.  For the second time in my life I am staring into the

abyss.
Thanks to some tinkering by Brother Kröen Jankrael I am now something over 600 years old.  I have spent the

last 530 years living at peace in a paradise; it has been very peaceful but it has been very boring.
The first 80 years of my life contained much more variety; that was very stressful but it was very interesting.
There are good and bad points regarding either or both states of mind.
This time, though, I am much more prepared to face the abyss…
Destiny.  What a funny thing that is.  I have often wondered whether or not we create our own destinies or

whether some outside agent creates them for us.  I think it is very likely that it is a combination of both but it is
also possible that it is neither.  I do not know the answer although I once thought that I did and, in fact, tend to
think that I still do — but then again I probably don’t.  My main lesson in life seems to be that the more I learn the
more I am shown very forcefully how incredibly very many things there are that I know absolutely nothing about.
My karma seems to be knowing a lot about how much I don’t know.

After all:  If you realize that you don’t know anything then your mind is open to everything.  It is actually quite
liberating — and I can proudly boast that I know almost nothing about anything!

However:  While I have no idea of what is going on, I do have some theories.  For instance:  Being aware of the
fact that every atom in our bodies were once inside an exploding star I think it is possible that intelligent life
represents a manifestation of the Universe endeavoring to become aware of itself…

I am convinced in the reality of destiny.  I don’t have the slightest idea why or how it works, I just know it does
because I lived on it all my life.  It could have been nothing but destiny that my destiny became entwined with the
destinies of Sophie and Outlaw Mark and Jasmine Rae and Brother Kröen Jankrael and all of the other members of
this loony-toon cast of characters that have added the backdrop for this crazy adventure of a life that I have led.
While I do not subscribe to any religious superstition I have always conceded the wisdom and credibility of the
Buddhist concept of yin and yang, or a cosmic balance of forces.  Good balances evil while up balances down and so
forth.  Again, I have no idea how or why; I just know that it works.

For instance:  On one hand, I lived in a culture that seemed unusually adept at breaking people.  On the other
hand, I have always found broken people to be much more interesting.

My great-great-great-great grandfather was named Jackson Beebe Mooreman.
I am named Jackson Beebe Mooreman.
My great-great-great-great grandfather left some writings indicating that he had a hard time dealing with all of

the constant violence, treachery, and hypocrisy that our culture seems to produce in such profusion.
I also have a hard time dealing with all of the constant violence, treachery, and hypocrisy that our culture seems

to produce in such profusion.
My great-great-great-great grandfather left writings indicating that he felt as if some huge cosmic mistake

had been made and that some demented god with a sick sense of humour had placed him in a place where he didn’t
belong in any way shape or form.

I also feel as if some huge cosmic mistake has been made and that some demented god with a sick sense of
humour has placed me in a place where I don’t belong in any way shape or form.

Yet on the other hand and simultaneously, in that yin-yangy way of the universe, my life has been the most
awesome of anyone I have ever met and one of the most awesome of which I have ever heard.  I lived the life of a
wandering adventurer.  Before traveling to outer space I wandered all over North America literally more times than
I can count.  I have done everything from vending a street paper to operating an international marijuana smuggling
operation.

At first, I traveled to run away from bad things.  However, I quickly discovered that everywhere I went then
there I was.  As soon as I worked that out, it was almost all good.  As soon as I worked that out, then rather than
traveling to run away from bad things, I began traveling to find good things.

I was often successful in these endeavours.
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I am very lucky.  I have always been very lucky.  I have always had very good karma.  For instance, I managed to
live my life at the best time in all human history to live a life and I managed to live my life in the best place in all
human history to live a life.  Not only that but I also managed to live in the best time in all human history and in the
best place in all human history that will probably ever again be for at least many generations into the future if not
forever.  For one thing I grew up in the richest empire that the world had ever seen.  However, in the yin-yangy way
of the universe, this was also one of the main problems…

But let’s talk about the good parts first — and the best part of life that I have ever found is women!
Women!  Women!  Women!  If you are going to actually read this narrative, you must understand the central

focus of my entire reality for my entire life has been dedicated to women.  Women made my life wonderful.  Women
have filled my life with beauty and light.  Women were the end all and be all of my everything.

I have dedicated much attention to many other aspects of life that have little if anything to do with women, and
this narrative is going to focus largely upon these other aspects — but women have always been the underlying core
of everything else in my life.  Sex is the foundational bedrock in all of this, and having sex with the right woman has
always been my very favouritest thing to do in the entire universe that I have ever found in my whole long crazy life
of doing all kinds of crazy things.  Absolutely nothing else comes anywhere even remotely close to second place on
my list of favouritest things to do.  No drug no music no spectacular sunset no incredible hike through Bryce Canyon
no mystical revelations no magical connection no wondrous revelation absolutely positively nothing has ever come
anywhere even close to being my favouritest thing like passionate sex with the right woman.

But here is the secret:  The sex itself is only a small part of the magic.  The truly important thing is the bond
formed as a context for the sex.  Sex without this bond is the equivalent of scratching an itch and it is worse than
useless.  Scratch your own fucking itch!  That doesn’t require another human being to invest a portion of their soul
no matter how little that investment may be.

The most important thing women do for me — whether or not sex is involved — is to bring out and reinforce the
very best parts of me.  While the sex is the ultimate expression of this aspect of the magic it is not necessarily
necessary.

And sometimes I also manage to bring out and reinforce the best parts of them — and when this bringing out
and reinforcing the best parts goes both ways then pure magic ensues.  In my reality this is the highest of highs.
This is love, and ultimately love is the most important thing that there is.  In my reality this is holy.  To me bringing
out and reinforcing the best parts of other people is the bedrock foundation and true essence of love.  To me this
is the very definition of love.  To me this is love’s true power and glory.  When two people can both bring out and
reinforce the best parts of each other it creates a synergistic effect wherein the two people together are more
than the sum of their individual parts.  I know.  I have been there more than once.

Thus, in most aspects of my life — and especially with the sexual aspects of my life — I have always been much
more interested in quality than quantity.  As a result I have never had much quantity but I have had a lot of quality.
Thus, if you are going to actually read this narrative you must understand that my thing with women goes
profoundly deeper than just sex.  If you are going to actually read this narrative you must understand that women
are the closest thing I have to a religion.  Whether or not sex is involved I love talking with women looking at
women laughing with and standing in wonder with and sharing with and crying in utter delight with women.  I love
doing pretty much anything and everything with women.  The sex is just the most wonderful part of that whole.
Women enchant and mesmerize me.  They delight and baffle me.  They lift my spirit and make my heart sing.  They
fascinate and amaze me.
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I am something of a reverse sexist:  I consider women to be a far superior species to men in almost every way
that really counts.

Basically, I love most women while I like some men.
Yes, there are many other aspects to life that I have also reveled in and I am about to relate the theme and

tone of my life succinctly; but women have always been the main thing.  Women were what made dealing with every-
thing else really worthwhile.

Women!  Women!  Women!  To my utter delight, I found myself living in a large planet stuffed full of beautiful
and intelligent and delightful women!  Women and more women with their sparkling eyes and their flowing hair and
their mysterious ways and their heart-breaking smiles!  I loved them!  I worshipped them!

Women!  Women!  Women!  There was Julie in Phoenix, and there was another Julie in Jackson Hole!
(Whhooooeeeee!  Julie in Jackson Hole!  One of my most treasured memories is of this mystical erotic faery danc-
ing naked during a thunderstorm through a Rocky Mountain meadow full of flowers!  With the wind blowing on them
the flowers appeared to be dancing with her!)  Then there was Sophie in Manitou Springs, Jean in Manitou Springs,
Michelle in Santa Barbara, Tesia in Eugene, Megan in Telluride, Laura in Aurora, Jacqueline in Calgary, DD in Fort
Collins, Patricia in Victoria, Kathy in Boulder, Cathy in Denver, Cathy in Seattle, Taryn in Seattle, Leah in Jasper,
Lisa in San Francisco, Georgine in San Francisco, Tamara in Denver, RayChelle in Denver, Karen at the Missouri Rain-
bow Gathering, Charlotte at the Pennsylvania Rainbow Gathering, Janet in Arkansas, Gabrielle in Kansas City, a
delightful prostitute named Candy that I met in a truck stop in Yakima, Amelia in Portland, Cheri in Montréal, Jana
in Logan, Jana in Arcata, Stacy in Syracuse, Dana in Norman, Samantha in Ridgecrest, Cindy in Ridgecrest, Patty in
Ridgecrest, Christy in Berkeley, Vicky in Colorado Springs, Maria in Ottawa, Joseé in Ottawa, Jasmine Rae in
Beatty, and many more!

I learned from, loved, and cherished all of the women in my life.  Every one of them was completely different
from every other.  Every one of them taught me something different.  I loved every one of them in a different way.

Combined they have helped make me into who I am.
While I have my sexual fetishes and preferences as to physical appearance and while there are a few physical

characteristics that turn me off to a point that makes sex impossible, looks were otherwise largely irrelevant.  The
most important thing was who they were.  I have had women with fashion model looks who completely turned me off
because they were so ugly and I have had little fat and dumpy girls who totally turned me on because they were so
beautiful.

I have heard men say that they are ‘leg-men’ or ‘tit-men’ or whatever, depending upon which female physical
characteristic most sexually arouses them.  As for myself, I am an ‘eye-man’.  For decades I wandered the highways
and byways of North America with guitar in hand ever ready to spring a ballad upon sparkly-eyed young lassies in
hopes of gaining their attention and/or their conversation and/or a good laugh and/or some hot and passionate sex.
Anything!  Everything!  If it involved women, I was there!

I especially liked college girls.  College girls were not only women, but they were fun, exciting, and smart! Thus,
I tended to hang out in college towns both because college towns were a lot more fun and exciting than normal
towns, because you could learn most of the cool shit that the college kids were learning without having to pay
tuition and without having to learn all the crap or put up with all the bullshit you had to put up with being an actual
student — but I especially hung out in college towns because college towns tended to contain large populations of
college girls.

As mentioned, I have thoroughly explored many other aspects of reality besides women, and these explorations
led to a fascinating and outrageously bizarre side-show of a life happening real fast all the time — but everything
else in my life has always been and will always be at least related to in some way if not wholly centered upon getting
laid...

Women!  Women!  Women!  A world full of women!
Excluding my daughter and my grand-daughter — who are in a category of their own — there are two types of

people in my life:  There are women that I have made love with, and then there is everyone else.  The sex-magic
bond is sui generis.

There are conditions:  It only works the right woman, for instance.  Sex with the wrong woman is worse than
nothing, and when I say the word ‘nothing’ in relation to sex — well, let’s just say that the mere act of placing the
words ‘nothing’ and ‘sex’ into the same sentence makes me shudder in mystical and superstitious dread.  Regardless,
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sex only works with the right woman and while I have found many right women I have also found many wrong women.
Some will inevitably call me sexist.  If they do, I will proudly assert the fact.  There are many highly significant
physiological and cultural differences between men and women, and I vigourously celebrate those differences.

Women!  Women!  Women!  There are two modes to my life:  I am getting laid or I am not.  I am a very different
person in each of these modes.  When I am getting laid on a regular basis I am a happy and peaceful man.  I feel
little need to play music or do any writing or to seek adventure.  I actually become somewhat boring.  When I am
not getting laid I am edgy and much more adventurous.  I socialize and get much more involved in life and things.  I
am much more exciting, and I actually lead a richer life in many ways.

Thus, in that yin-yangy way of the universe, having a girlfriend was both good and bad and not having a girlfriend
was both good and bad.  I experienced a lot of time in both worlds.

The kind of ladies who were drawn to me were the kind of ladies who were drawn to edgy adventurers.  However,
after hooking up with me they often became disappointed and/or bored with the happy peaceful Zen guy that I
subsequently become when I am getting laid.

This often led to problems as far as ‘long term’ relationships were concerned.  A ‘long term’ relationship might
have been possible with the kind of lady who would be drawn to the happy peaceful Zen guy, but this type of lady
was freaked out by the edgy adventurer — and I am not sure that I would really want to be in a ‘long-term’ relation-
ship with that kind of lady anyway, so it was probably all good.

Thus, by both karma and inclination, I was a serial monogamist.  Three of my romantic relationships with females
lasted for two years, several lasted for several months, and several were one-time things.  It should be mentioned,
though, that several of these ‘one-time things’ were with women who subsequently became very good friends — and
since we had shared the sex-magic bond they subsequently became very special friends.  There is a connection like
no other when the sex-magic happens.  However, while I had a long series of lovers, I had them one at a time.  As
long as I was with them I was utterly devoted to them, I was completely focused upon them, and I was completely
faithful to them — even the ‘one-time things’.

There are many ironies concerning my affairs with the fair sex.  For instance, I am not a man that lots of women
find sexually attractive.  I often went through long periods with no sex at all.  I am the kind of guy that all the girls
always want to be ‘just friends’ with.  For most of my life, most women — including many that didn’t seem to me to
be in any position to be too picky — would not give me the time of day sexually.  While I am not ugly I am also far
from a hunk.  My looks are usually described as having ‘character’, whatever that means — though I tend to think
that in most cases it usually means little good as far as getting laid is concerned.  I will soon explain why this has
ultimately turned out to be a good thing but it was also a thing that drove me crazy at times.

However, the important thing is that the small handful of women who did take me seriously were always spec-
tacular brilliant beautiful intelligent and stunning exemplars of the very finest in the realm of female-dom.  These
women could be with almost anyone they wanted and they wanted me.  Since the kind of women who were drawn to
‘character’ rather than to hunky-ness were the kind of woman I wanted anyway it was all good.

When it comes to women I have been with the best if not the most.  As a result, I am very spoiled.  I wouldn’t
have it any other way.  I can very easily relate to those less-than-desirable ladies who sometimes gave me the cold
shoulder:  I cannot afford to be all that picky myself — but I am anyway.

While the number of women in my life has always been far less than I would have wished, it was probably a
healthy level as far as the quality of my life was concerned, so that was all good too.

Now that I can get laid anytime I want with anyone I want, sex has become another delight amongst many.  It
has become a joy rather than an obsession.

In the yin-yangy way of the universe, this is both good and bad.

There was a paradigm in my culture that perfectly exemplified my culture’s failure:  Sex had been denigrated
and turned into a ‘sin’ whilst killing people in war had been glorified into a virtuous and patriotic duty.
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In my mind this perfectly encapsulates why our culture was sick and dying, and why it probably deserved to do
so.

Another example:  A man like Pat Robertson can make millions of dollars using child slave labour to mine rare
metals in Africa yet remain a highly respected religious leader while I spend years in prison over marijuana.

There are a lot more good parts coming in this story of my life, and some of them don’t even involve woman, but
now I must deal with some of the downer parts of the equation…

I mentioned that I lived in the richest empire the planet had ever seen.  The reason that my empire possessed
such astronomical wealth was because my empire had been looting the rest of the world via genocidal slaughter
starvation and the mass murder of women and children for its entire existence.  My empire was formed when my
ancestors stole an entire continent by conducting a genocidal slaughter upon the people who were already living
there.  Then they kidnapped and enslaved many millions of other people to do a lot of the hard work.  After they
‘subdued’ this continent they set their sights upon everyone else’s.  During the entire course of my life people were
either living in agony and terror or dying in vast numbers and in horrible manners all over vast swaths of the rest of
the world in order to pay for my privileged lifestyle.  By the time my daughter had a daughter my empire was
spending more on its military than the entire rest of the world combined.  There were 190 countries on the planet
and my empire had military bases in 130 of them.  My empire supported fascist dictators who took payoffs from
American corporations in return for allowing these corporations to rape their country.  Any time any leader and/or
any popular uprising tried to upset this status-quo my empire rained in guns and money to suppress it.

And here is a kicker:  What was happening was partly my own fault.

I did some research into all of this in my younger days.  It felt like sticking my hand into an overfull spittoon.
After grimacing in disgust and wiping off my hand I told myself that since there was nothing I could do about it
then I would just pay no heed and live the best life I could — while taking advantage of my country’s ill-gotten
wealth.  I tried to educate people about the slime-balls that they were trusting to run the world.  I went to many
protests and the lifestyle I chose was pretty subversive in and of itself — but my motivation for attending these
protests was more centered upon meeting passionate girls than because I thought that the government would give
the slightest shit what a bunch of hippies thought about anything.  I believed in it but I thought it futile.

The point is that I knew what was going on and for most of my life I ignored it.  The problem was that in this
paradigm if you were not part of the solution, then you became part of the problem.  Thus, I became part of the
problem rather than part of the solution.  The evil monsters that caused all of this misery depended upon my
apathy.  My apathy was the only reason they were able to get away with what they did.  Everyone but fanatical
idiots knew what was going on.  Everyone was just pretending that everything was OK.  All of us were convinced that
there was nothing we could do about anything and we believed this because that was what their Media Machine
drilled into our heads over and over.

But most of all we believed because it was what we wanted to believe.  We believed because it was what we
desperately needed to believe.  How can you make a phone call on a cell phone knowing that the metals in your phone
were mined by child slave labour?  How can you survive when by the very act of spending American money you are
contributing to some of the vilest evil ever perpetrated?  Thus, almost everyone ignored the ugly underbelly and
took advantage of the incredible wealth that my empire possessed.  After all, they made it so easy to just go along
and they made it so incredibly difficult to rock their boat.  They made it so effortless to just live your life and
ignore all of that ugly stuff.  I am convinced that this is why there was so much violence and mental illness in my
culture:  We had many millions of people full of suppressed guilt.

And so I ignored it.  As a result my life was awesome humbling profound good bad beautiful ugly loving indiffer-
ent and it has all just blown my mind very much.  It was the best time to live a life and the best place to live a life
for many other reasons as well.  I even came of military age during that brief window between ‘wars’; I was too
young for Viet-Nam, and I was too old for Iraq.  Thus I was never even expected to go to some Third World coun-
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try and mass-murder women and children so that Exxon Goldman Sachs Monsanto NBC News General Electric Halli-
burton ad infinitum could make a bunch of money.

I also lived at a time when the courts had actually been enforcing some of the often-ignored civil-liberties parts
of the Constitution, which had always been my personal favourite parts of the whole thing let me tell you!  It was
becoming very difficult to prevent those pesky citizens from exercising their constitutional rights, especially now
that they had some money.  I could actually get away with criticizing my government as long as too many people
didn’t start listening to what I said.

And it wasn’t just wealthy white people who were the recipients of these new civil-liberty guarantees!  They
actually began protecting the rights of black people and women and poor people!  They actually made a rule that the
police had to let someone know that he had some rights before trying to take those rights away!

And best of all, there was so much money lying around everywhere that it was very easy to do almost anything
you wanted to do. It was very easy to live an exciting and non-conventional lifestyle as opposed to one that was
boring and/or pointless and/or backbreaking.

I was also very lucky in this aspect.  There are many rich places on the planet where almost everyone lives in
abject misery.  This, in fact, has been the normal state of affairs in almost every civilization that has ever been in
all of human history:  A small handful of people owned everything and lived in decadent luxury while everyone else
begged for scraps from the table and were willing to do almost anything to feed their children.  Africa, for
instance, is one of the richest places on Earth.  It’s just that everyone who actually lives there is poor.

It was not that way for me.  Almost uniquely in human history I lived in a time and place were the wealth was
being distributed in a more or less fair manner — at least among the citizens of the empire.  Most productive
people could actually manage to live a descent economic life from the produce of their labour.  My father raised
four kids in a nice house with two cars, a boat, a horse, half an airplane, and a two-week paid vacation every year
while my mother and then later my step-mother stayed home and raised the kids.  He financed all of this with a
Civil-Service engineer’s salary.

Then, between the birth of my daughter and the birth of her daughter there was the most massive ‘redistribu-
tion of wealth’ in the history of humanity.  This redistribution was conducted solely from the bottom to the top.  By
the time my daughter had a daughter it was no longer possible for a working-class father or mother to support
their family on a single income.

I managed to slip through all of these cracks.  I had the opportunity to live a spectacular and awe-inspiring life.
I was on it — and I got away with it.

Sharing the wealth and extending liberty to almost everyone was good for almost everyone.  The United States
was full of factories that were making all kinds of shit and they were being operated by a bunch of workers who
were being paid enough to buy all the shit that the factories were making.  Everyone up and down the scale made
lots of money.  Education was available to almost everyone and a lot of really smart people started learning about a
bunch of really trippy stuff.  We started making the best music anywhere and we went to the Moon and all kinds of
cool things.

Eventually, though, several problems cropped up.  Foremost among these were the aforementioned redistribution
of wealth, and the aforementioned daughter and granddaughter.  I knew very well that they were not going to be as
lucky as I had been.

In fact, I feared for their very survival.
And what really sucked was that it didn’t have to be that way.
As for the aforementioned redistribution of wealth:  While fairly distributing the wealth was good for almost

everyone, for a certain very small and numerically insignificant minourity of the populace this paradigm was
completely unacceptable.  Unfortunately this very small and numerically insignificant minourity of the populace had
money wealth and power out of all proportion to their numbers and to their worthiness to wield such power.  Now
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that the commoners had some money and were educating themselves they had begun wanting to know what was
going on inside their government, and they had begun wondering to what purpose their tax-money was being put.

And worst of all they started refusing to fight wars unless the government could convince them the war was
worth fighting.

Then, in 1960, they actually elected a president who kissed all of the correct asses in order to get elected but
then abruptly turned upon his patrons once assuming office; he bit the Goldman Sachs hand that fed him.

They actually had to murder a president…
All of this was happening because the commoners were no longer ignorant and impoverished serfs.  Now they had

money.  Now they had civics classes.  Now they were learning about the Constitution.  Now they were wondering why
the government so routinely ignored that Constitution.

This very small and numerically insignificant minourity of the populace who had money wealth and power out of
all proportion to their numbers and to their worthiness to wield such power missed the good old days.  Thus, they
decided to put the commoners back in their place.  They decided to take all of their money away from them…

I personally make a distinction between free-enterprise and capitalism.  In fact, I not only make a distinction, I
maintain that they are diametrically opposed opposites.

Free-enterprise is when productive people freely trade goods and services with each other.  This is usually a
good thing.

Capitalism is when a small handful of useless parasites that produce nothing and do nothing but manipulate paper
steal all of the wealth that productive people create and impoverish them in the process.  This is usually a very bad
thing.

There is a video clip in existence that shows President Ronald Reagan giving one of his famous ‘go-get-em’
speeches.  Then, as the crowd goes wild, the camera and the microphone catch Donald Regan, who was supposedly
President Reagan’s Chief of Staff, harshly ordering Reagan to wrap up his speech.  Reagan looks slightly startled
for an instant — but almost at once and without question he immediately starts wrapping up his speech…

Who was this man condescending to the president of the United States?
Before becoming Reagan’s Chief of Staff Donald Regan had been the CEO of Merrill-Lynch.
In 2008 Donald Regan’s Wall Street descendants conducted the biggest rip-off in all human history.  The

thieves evicted from the homes and stole the life-savings of all the innocent productive people who had had nothing
to do with their economic chaos.  The response of the United States government was to give hundreds-of-billions
of tax-dollars to the thieves.  The taxes to pay for these ‘bail outs’ were taken from the hides of the victims.  The
Wall Street crime bosses continued paying themselves eight-figure bonuses only now it was the taxpayer footing
the bill.  This entire charade was conducted to do precisely what it did:  The Wall Street thieves consolidated their
already insanely too powerful grip upon the world’s economy and not coincidently they continued giving themselves
eight-figure bonuses.  It was time to go back to the good old days where a small handful of people owned everything
and everyone else was begging for scraps from the table and willing to do almost anything to feed their children.

It was time to go back to the good old days when no one questioned government expenditures or why they were
fighting a war.

It was time to go back to the good old days when no one gave a shit about Constitutional rights.
Another thing that was happening was that their civilization was about to collapse.  They had built a huge society

with almost nine-billion people that was utterly completely and definitively dependent upon a healthy environment
and an overabundance of cheap energy.  By the time my daughter had a daughter the environment had largely been
destroyed and the energy was soon going to be neither cheap nor abundant.  There was three days worth of food at
any given time in any given city.  If the trucks ever stopped rolling for any reason people would start going hungry in
three days.  The entire infrastructure that supported these trucks was actually quite fragile.  There were a large
number of reasons why the trucks might stop rolling.  They had built their civilization like a sand castle waiting to
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be washed away by the first waves.  They had built their civilization in a completely unsustainable way by destroying
the Earth’s ecosystem which was a very complex and fragile resource.  There were and had always been viable
energy alternatives available that did not destroy the planet but these alternatives were very expensive and it took
a long time to build the necessary infrastructure.  Construction on this infrastructure should have started ten
years previously.

But it wasn’t.  And then it was too late.  Game over.
We were trapped growing exponentially at a time when sustainability was no longer an option.  We were soon to

hit nine-billion in numbers at the same time as a major portion of our farmland was about to go under the sea.  We
were experiencing the largest extinction of species since the dinosaurs died.  Every mother’s breast milk in the
United States contained mercury.  90% of the large fish in the ocean were gone.

We had become a disease upon the planet — but it turned out that the Earth’s ecosystem had some pretty
impressive self-defense mechanisms.

We didn’t really have to worry about Her.  She could take care of Herself.  If we disappeared She would heave a
large sigh of relief and immediately start healing Herself.

No, we didn’t have to worry about Her.
We had to worry about us.

By the time my daughter had a daughter it was very obvious that no matter what happened several billion people
were about to die and things were about to get very ugly.  This was the world my daughter and her daughter were
inheriting and it was largely my fault.

Then I spent six years in a federal prison.  As a result of this experience I became un-apathetic.

As a result of this experience I decided to try to make a stitch in time.

As a result of this experience I went and literally took over the world…
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Chapter 2:  History
When the gangsters in the U-District stole my safe with $70,000 in it, ($50,000 in pot and $20,000 in cash), I

had to either respond or quit.  If I tried to stay in business without responding everyone in three surrounding
states would have pulled out their guns and started lining up to rob me.  In order to communicate with the gang-
sters I had to speak a language they understood and the only language they understood was violence.  If you had
more muscle than they did and/or of you had more guns than they did then they respected you; then they listened
to your words and took your concerns seriously.  My strategy when employing violence is to respond with such over-
whelming tactical superiority that the mere thought of resistance simply does not occur.  This way the point is
made and no one gets hurt unless they are incredibly stupid, in which case an argument can be made that they
deserve to be hurt.  Thus, I hired four of the scariest looking people you have ever seen.  These were people that I
hired through a friend of mine; I did not personally know them.  Then, with these four masked Demon Riders of the
Apocalypse, I orchestrated an armed invasion of the gangster house.

I had two names:  Melvin and Trevor.
I did not know either of them.
Upon our forced entry we discovered that there were about twenty people in the house.  I did not know any of

them either except for one person named Jay, whom I had reason to believe was probably at least peripherally
involved in stealing my safe.

Thus, when I greeted Jay, one of my hired guns — a seven-foot-plus black guy who was built like a weight-lifter
and who was wearing a muscle shirt and a masque that made him look like a demon from Hell — took the biggest
Glock I had ever seen in my life and gave Jay a good sharp Glock-clock to the forehead before inserting the barrel
deep into his ear.  Feeling that we had now created the proper ambiance to encourage cooperation I began ques-
tioning Jay concerning the whereabouts of Melvin and Trevor in general and of my safe in particular.  Since Jay was
convinced that murder would ensue should he admit any knowledge of Melvin and Trevor in general or of my safe in
particular he denied that either Melvin or Trevor were in the house and that he knew nothing of my safe — even
though, as I later learned, Melvin was actually sitting right next to Jay on the couch at that very moment.  I also
later learned that immediately following our departure Melvin very quickly and with great alacrity instigated a
hasty departure of his own.  He swiftly found Trevor and both of them very rapidly left town at 3AM that very
morning.  They got busted in Minnesota three days later, whereupon whatever was left of my $70,000 was seized
by the Minnesota police.  I didn’t get my money back but these gangsters had been robbing my kids all summer and
dealing with that little rat-nest had already been on my list of things to do anyway.  While I lost a lot of money I
performed a public service ridding the U-District of a very bad crew and ultimately I am very glad with hindsight
that I didn’t know Melvin was sitting right there in front of me as serious violence very likely would have ensued.

I had made my point.  No one was hurt.  It was almost perfect.
As we drove away I told my hired guns with great sincerity that I was very glad that they were on my side

because they were the scariest mother-fuckers I had ever seen in my life.
Another positive effect was that no one ever ripped me off again — which been the whole point in the first

place.
That was Jack vs. the gangsters.  Jack won.

The Seattle police finally chased me out of town but they had been trying unsuccessfully to arrest me for over
two years because the Seattle Police themselves have their own grow-ops and are among the largest purveyors of
marijuana in the area.

By importing from Canada, I was stepping directly on their toes.  Since I detest crooked cops I was in their face
about it the entire time.

One night there were three under-covers in my coffee shop.  Over the next two hours I did over $500 in busi-
ness right under their noses and they didn’t have the slightest clue.  Fortunately most police — with some notable
exceptions — are, overall, not very bright.  Two of these geniuses were at a window seat pretending to play chess as
they watched everything but their chess game.  These two gentlemen regularly traded intense and meaningful looks
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at another guy sitting at the back of the cafe in a corner seat.  They didn’t seem to notice that an inordinate
number of people were bumming smokes from me or that I always handed them the entire pack when they did so.

This was almost literally Keystone Cops stuff.
That was Jack vs. the Seattle Police.  Since they never really got me, Jack won.

Then, while the feds finally did get me, they had to cheat to do it.  They never actually caught me with a single
gram.  The feds then utilized their tried and true spirit-breaking institutional-strength pride-busting sexually-
neutering torture regimé on me for over six years.  The entire purpose of this entire multi-billion dollar industry is
to break people.

Except for some minour changes — some of which I actually enjoy — they completely failed to break me.
That was Jack vs. the United States government.  While I can’t really say I won, I can say that I fought them

to a draw…

I am a very strong and powerful person.  I make a decision then I make it so.  I am very good at this.  I have
gotten away with living a crazy action filled life that often made no logical sense, often in very dangerous situations,
often when I had no clue where I even wanted to end up.  I trusted and followed my magic and it almost always
worked.

Of course, I have an Achilles Heel.  (Don’t we all?)

The last time I got taken down and seriously broken was by a twenty-six year old girl…

This actually precipitated my pot-dealing phase and you must understand that ruining my life was absolutely the
last thing on Jennifer’s mind at the time.  It was a completely unintentional side effect.  I was collateral damage.

Jennifer was brilliant beautiful talented mysterious and she was hot! She was an accomplished ballet dancer.
She read shit like Albert Camus.  She had sadness in her eyes and in her demeanour that made men want to hold
her and make it all better.  To this day, Pachelbel’s Kanon makes me think of Jennifer, both because she was the
one who originally turned me onto the piece and because the movement itself is sad and beautiful, just like her.

Jennifer could have had almost any man she wanted.  In some ways she was the most awesome girlfriend I have
ever had.

I enjoyed three months of blissful unending heaven.  I loved it.  Jennifer seemed to love it.
We were on a great adventure together.  We communicated well.  Our lives were great.  Our sex was great.  It

seemed as if this were going to last a while.
I wanted it to last forever.
As you probably already guessed, it didn’t.
One day, without a scintilla of warning, Jennifer abruptly ended our relationship.  There was no apparent reason

and she offered no explanation of any kind.  Her demeanour whilst breaking my heart was not sad or dramatic in any
manner.  She wasn’t angry or passionate or emotional; it was much worse:  It was indifferent.  It seemed that
Jennifer simply didn’t care enough to justify or explain why one of the most wonderful periods of my entire life was
being unceremoniously ended.

She seemed almost bored.
I tried to talk her out of it.  She seemed surprised and puzzled by this.  She asked, “Why would you want to be

with someone who doesn’t want to be with you anymore?”
Since this was a very good question to which I had no good answer I dropped this line of reasoning.  I assumed

that while Jennifer had become the most important aspect of my life I had evidently never been that big a deal to
her.

This turned out to be an erroneous assumption.
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I went through all of the depressions and emotional upheavals you might expect in such a situation.  I was very
seriously bummed and freaked out — but these things happen and indeed they had already happened to me in
various ways with various intensities various dynamics and in various contexts numerous times in the past; there is a
healing process and then you move on.

In this case, though, that process was abruptly and radically altered three months later…

With hindsight, I now know what was happening.  What was not apparent to me at the time was that poor
Jennifer had some very seriously serious things very seriously broken in her poor brain.  Three months after ending
our relationship Jennifer experienced a schizophrenic breakdown.  She got lost inside her own head — in that
mysterious place where the core elements of our beings dwell.

Evidently Jennifer’s brain was a very scary and angry place to be.  I know this first-hand because Jennifer spent
three days and three nights on my bus with me during this period.  No one else seemed to want to deal with her and
I really wanted to help.  I thought that I could help.  Wrong.  Instead of bringing Jennifer back to a deal-able-with
reality she came very scary close to dragging me into the Abyss with her.  I had never dealt with anything even
remotely similar to this in my entire life.  I had especially never dealt with anything even remotely similar to this
with someone that I was completely in love with.  It was by far the most bizarre and scary experience I have ever
had in a long life of bizarre and scary experiences.  Looking into Jennifer’s crazy genius eyes made me realize how
easy it was to just plunge off the deep end and keep going…

I still sometimes have nightmares about her eyes.
Jennifer made marionettes.  She had custom made a Grateful Deadhead for me and I named her Sugar Magnolia.
The one coherent wish that Jennifer expressed to me during that wild-and-wooly three days was that I destroy

Sugar.  Jennifer was convinced that Sugar’s energy had had something to do with the suicide of a co-worker.
Sugar contained essential Jennifer energy and I had become quite attached in the three months Jennifer had

been gone.  That Sugar was responsible for the suicide of someone that as far as I knew neither Sugar nor I had
ever met seemed farfetched, so I wrote off Jennifer’s request as crazy talk.

However:  Sugar scared little kids, gave my angelic ex-wife the creeps, and after Jennifer went off the deep
end I realized that the frigging puppet had those same far-distant-looking but totally-empty eyes that Jennifer
had had on my bus — and Sugar gave even me the creeps afterward, in spite of my emotional connection.

Sugar was on my bus when I went to Club Fed.  She was gone when I got back.
Maybe she is out in the world spawning evil?

Anyway, Jennifer had screwed me because she was collecting guilt for her upcoming battle with her core reality.
Screwing someone like me earned her a lot of guilt — but ultimately I was just the sideshow for the starring act,
which was her father.

I can’t say exactly what but there was some sort of seriously screwy shit going on in Jennifer’s relationship with
her father.

Jennifer had too many very seriously serious problems of her own to spare much concern for my well being over
the three days she spent on my bus.  She was hallucinating reliving past periods of her life and going to bizarre
places far removed from any recognizable reality.  She had completely lost all touch with anything that was actually
happening — at least as far as the rest of us were concerned.  And the truly scary thing was that maybe she was
the one living in the true reality…

Jennifer did not sleep for the entire three days and three nights.  Someone had to watch over her 24-7 because
she kept doing crazy shit.  I managed brief and interrupted naps during this period only because I had a helper and
my helper was down…

I managed brief and interrupted naps during this period only because I had a helper — and unlike me, my helper
was down.

My helper’s name was Alicia.  Alicia took over Jennifer’s care and did a damn good job with it.  Alicia seemed to
have a magical psychic sense of knowing where to go with this.

This was fortunate as I turned out to be worse than useless.  I was way too far emotionally involved to be an
effective dealer with schizophrenia, and especially with Jennifer’s schizophrenia.

Alicia, though, was like a Zen-master.
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Eventually, Alicia also helped me with my own less serious but still highly alarming brush with the dark side.

Alicia was a fourteen-year-old street kid that I had sort of adopted.  She had been living on my bus for two
weeks.

Alicia had been raped by her father throughout her childhood.
In one way this broke her spirit; in another way it made her strong.
This is how a fourteen-year-old girl gets real smart real quick.
This is how a fourteen-year-old girl gets real tough real quick.
Almost everyone who met Alicia loathed her.  She was loud rude obnoxious and intentionally annoying.  She often

called people vile names and/or spit on them.  Under normal circumstances Alicia was one of the most selfish people
I have ever met.

However:  When the shit truly hit the fan there is no one I have ever met in my entire life that I would rather
have at my back than Alicia.

A couple of years later I was hanging out in a park in Vancouver with Alicia and an asshole named Josh with
whom I had sort of an unpleasant temporary business relationship; I had a load of pot en-route to a nearby apart-
ment and we were awaiting word of its arrival.  Alicia and I were on our way to do something else and she was to
wait in the park while Josh and I took care of business.  Instead, a football that was being thrown back and forth
by two nearby couples who were obviously students at the nearby University of British Columbia struck Josh.  Josh
expressed snarky displeasure (by far his favourite mode of expression) and one of the UBC girls gave a snarky
answer.  Alicia swore at the UBC girl and the UBC girl told Alicia where to stick it.

Alicia was by then sixteen years old but she still looked fourteen; she looked, in fact, like a cute little porcelain
doll.  She was less than five feet tall and she weighed less than 100 pounds.  The UBC girl looked mid-twenties five-
foot-seven and weighed an athletically muscular 160 pounds.

Without hesitation or warning Alicia broke into a dead-run and then leaped, literally flying through the air with
all claws fully extended and dripping fangs barred…

That poor UBC girl never even knew what hit her.
As the UBC girl’s friends later tended to her wounds they simultaneously made fun of her for getting her ass

totally kicked by a little girl.

For those infamous three days and three nights on my bus Alicia kept right up with Jennifer the entire time and
even Jennifer occasionally gazed in wonder at Alicia as if asking, “How does she know all this?”

While we definitely gather more knowledge the older we get my experience has indicated that knowledge with-
out wisdom is often useless at best — and at worst it can be the most dangerous thing in the world.  Wisdom,
though, seems to have no corollary to age.  Octogenarians often have absolutely none while teenage throwaways
living on the streets of Seattle often have it in overabundance.  I have always placed a much higher priority upon
wisdom than upon knowledge.  Knowledge is just facts; wisdom consists of knowing what to do with facts.

Wisdom without facts, in fact, often works just fine.
Facts without wisdom, on the other hand, are what killed my home planet.

As a result of the Jennifer debacle, I became suicidal.  My life was saved by yet another teenage shaman named
Lisa.  Like Alicia, Lisa gave of herself one-hundred percent to try to heal my abused soul.  Like Alicia, Lisa was rock-
solid and rock-steady on my side and solidly at my back.  Like Alicia, Lisa showed wisdom that was evidently just
already there and required no long lifetime of searching for it.

While we definitely gather more knowledge the older we get my experience has indicated that knowledge with-
out wisdom is often useless at best and dangerous at worst.  Wisdom, though, seems to have no corollary to age.
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Octogenarians often have none while teenage throwaways living on the streets of Seattle often have it in over-
abundance.

I have always placed a much higher priority upon wisdom than upon knowledge.
Knowledge is just facts; wisdom is knowing what to do with those facts.
Lisa was literally a lifesaver — yet she later freaked out and became upset when I started getting my shit

together, especially when I began constructing my little pot-dealing kingdom.
Again, I did not understand at the time what was happening.
Again, hindsight was required…
You never get a second chance to make a first impression.  Lisa met me at the lowest point of my whole life.  As

far as she knew, especially with her somewhat limited experience due to the fact that she was seventeen years old,
this was who Jackson Mooreman was.  Actually, it was almost nothing like who Jackson Mooreman was.  Jackson
Mooreman is generally an upbeat and happy person who enjoys his life most of the time.  He is also a pretty power-
ful person who can kick ass take names and get things done.

This was not the Jackson Mooreman that Lisa had nursed back to health.  That man was a helpless emotionally
disturbed and very sad man.  Lisa had taken a proprietary interest in that man.  She was a central focus of his life
and her wisdom was balm to his psychic wounds.  In a slightly unhealthy but very real sense Lisa and I loved each
other.

It is just that I was not actually the person that Lisa loved.
Lisa was the person that I loved, though.
When Jackson Mooreman started becoming Jackson Mooreman again Lisa seemed personally affronted.  She

started saying, “You can’t do that!”
This, in fact, became Lisa’s standard response to almost everything that I not only could in fact do but every-

thing that I was in fact doing.
We parted company not friends.  The way our friendship ended has always saddened me.

I have since heard that Lisa has become a nurse.  I cannot think of a more appropriate profession for her.  I am
quite sure she is one of the most awesome nurses who ever lived.

After Jennifer any woman anywhere near my life was unthinkable.  I was in a battle for survival.  Women had
suddenly become a very dangerous and scary force.  It was as if my bedrock faith had been shattered.  It was
literally as if my best and most trusted friend had turned out to be a monster.

I survived by brutally suppressing a lot of the most powerful forces that drive male humans in general and me in
particular.

From this experience I learned that while numbness it is a poor substitute for an actual life it is better than
nothing and it can still be a lot of fun.

Like I said, brains are the weirdest frigging things I know of.  How ‘ethical’ we are often depends upon what we
have to do to survive.  I decided that if I could not have love then I wanted money.  Fortunately, due to a curious
idiosyncrasy in the Law of the Land, there was one completely ethical way available to make a lot of money without
hurting anyone.  However, I began dealing pot because I made a conscious decision that I wanted to stay alive.

From this experience I learned that while money is a very poor substitute for love it is better than nothing and
it can still be a lot of fun.  I thoroughly enjoyed always having tens of thousands of dollars worth of ‘disposable
income’.  I thoroughly enjoyed throwing hundred-dollar bills to panhandlers.  I thoroughly enjoyed being able to buy
anything and everything I wanted at any time I wanted, from $3,000 guitars to $3,000 computers to $3,000 digital
cameras.

I also consider pot-dealing to be the most ethical way to earn a living that I have ever engaged in.
As mentioned, I made a lot of money without hurting anyone.
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Marijuana is a gentle herb that is not only harmless but has a large variety of medicinal uses.  The only reason it
was made illegal was to provide a financial windfall for organized crime, to provide an excuse to eliminate civil liber-
ties, and to provide an excuse to put lots of black people in prison.

Since I was dealing with friends the War Machine did not get any of my money.  Since from grower to customer
I was dealing with friends organized crime did not get any of my money.  This is almost impossible with any ‘legal’
business.

Arguably the most important aspect of any rule of law is to maintain credibility.  When a government passes bad
laws then large numbers of people are quite naturally and quite rightly going to have contempt for these bad laws.
This creates an atmosphere wherein breaking the law becomes not only acceptable to large numbers of people but
actually becomes a celebrated event.  I would suggest that creating such an atmosphere is very bad for society in
general and for the rule of law in particular.  I considered the marijuana laws to be an unconstitutional and unac-
ceptable infringement upon my personal freedom and therefore I felt not only a right but a duty to do everything I
could to undermine the credibility of their marijuana laws.

My ability to suppress emotion came in very handy during my six years at Club Fed.  After getting out I was so
happy to not be in prison that I was able to ignore the underlying loneliness and frustration.  Suppressing all the
bad feelings, though, also means suppressing the good ones.  Thus, for twelve years I existed more than lived.
While I was not suicidal I also was not excited, which had been my perpetual state of mind in the old days.  Getting
out of prison was the only real joy or happiness I experienced during this entire decade.

When I first walked out the gates, I was proud.  They had me for six years and they didn’t break me.
However, I began to notice some differences:  Whereas before I had made conscious and effective effort to

make every day of my life as different from every other day as I possibly could, after prison I found myself want-
ing routines and sameness.  I had lost my sense of adventure.  I no longer required insanity to maintain my sanity.
Another difference was that before I had simply ignored the police or if anything looked at them with contempt.
After my release I was afraid of them.  Every time I saw a cop my heart skipped a beat.

After my release I was hoping that I could just live the rest of my life in quiet obscurity without falling victim
to a police state or a collapsing civilization or something.  I wanted to take my family to some isolated place with
lots of fruit trees and good weather.

And actually, due to an offhand prank played by some genius hippy friends of mine (and with some help from
Brother Kröen Jankrael) my friends and I took over the world and civilization collapsed as a result, though this
collapse was an unintentional side-effect on our parts.  By the time civilization collapsed we were all living happily on
top of a mountain in Guatemala.

Then I got bored with being happy on top of a mountain.  I decided to return to America and see what had
happened.  After a horrific journey I discovered that almost everyone was dead.  I discovered an intact city that
had no people.  Since I had almost been murdered several times on my journey north a return journey seemed unde-
sirable.  Thus I ended up living a lonely but livable life all alone in a dead city contentedly surviving in quiet obscu-
rity.  Predictably, just as I thought I might get away with doing this for the rest of my life the shit hit the fan.
Predictably, just as the shit hit the fan Brother Kröen Jankrael showed up.  Predictably, when Brother Kröen
showed up, things quickly became very weird.

Predictably, when Brother Kröen showed up, things quickly became sublime…

I was born in the middle of the 20th Century in the United States of America.  This meant a lot of things.  There
was a popular television show during my youth called Leave It to Beaver. Other than the fact that I am pretty sure
my parents shared the same bed this television show perfectly caught the tone of my life as a child.  I was very
fond of Leave It to Beaver.  My life was zoned against reality.  I was so naïve that I thought Eddie Haskell was a
really rotten guy.

I have some philosophies that more often than not prove to be appropriate.  Some of these philosophies are
based upon empirical evidence and some are based upon anecdotal evidence that I have seen firsthand.  One of
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these philosophies is that the best way you can screw your kid is to make life too easy for them.  If you make life
too easy for them they don’t have the appropriate tools with which to deal with major shit when it happens.  There
are exceptions to this rule.  Except for one incident when she was in her mid-twenties Vivian has never had to deal
with any highly unusual shit happening and she was the closest thing to a saint that I ever met.  Most of the time,
though, people who are meant for some sort of greatness — as opposed to the usual myriad paths available leading
to mediocre oblivion — need some sort of major kick-to-the-ass to set them upon the path they need to follow.

In my case this kick-to-the-ass was administered by a drunk-driver who drove his car through my mother’s car
and killed her when I was eleven years old.

Beaver never had to deal with this.
This meant that my entire destiny was shaped by a drunk driver.  Where the hell else would I end up?
My father married my mother’s sister three months later.  Since I was a kid at the time I didn’t think anything

of this but after I grew up I realized that marrying your dead wife’s sister three months later was a pretty weird
thing to do and that marrying your dead sister’s husband three months later was a very weird thing to do.  Playing
the armchair psychologist here it helps to understand that my mother was always much prettier much smarter and
much more popular than my aunt.  In addition to living in my mother’s shadow my aunt also had to contend with two
younger identical-twin brothers.  In further addition, both of the twins were Mensas, or in the top 1% of the world
in IQ.  Since boys were given much more attention than girls and since this was especially the case when the boys
are cute twins my aunt had a lot of competition for attention.  Whether this competition for attention justified my
aunt taking out her anger and frustration upon me my brother and her own two children is open for debate; the only
communication I had with her for several years consisted of her hysterically yelling at me for something; consider-
ing my extreme reaction to the death of my mother having my aunt/step-mother exacerbating the living hell that
my teenage-hood had already become did not help matters in the least.

(As an interesting side note, one of these twins later became one of the world’s leading experts in computer
security whilst the other spent most of his life in prison for killing cops…

(As another interesting side note, one of my aunt’s two sons went to prison for shooting someone’s eye out
during a drug deal whilst the other became a cop…

(As another interesting side note, I became a slightly homophobic wandering adventurer while my brother
became an accomplished stage actor and a militant in-your-face homosexual…)

Thus I spent my teenage years in a condition of insanity which I kept at bay with massive doses of a large
variety of drugs.  My home was an alien feeling place where I had no desire to be.  My school was an alien feeling
place where I had no desire to be.  My head was an alien feeling place where I had no desire to be.

The only place I desired to be was under the influence of drugs.
Any drugs.  All drugs.  Whatever drugs I could get my hands on in any amount I could get my hands on.  I ate

snorted shot and smoked powders pills plants and capsules of every size shape configuration and colour.  I smoked
banana peels I ate the seeds of a plant that drove cows insane and I consumed a drug meant to tranquilize
elephants.  We had a lot of fun and since we were the bad kids we were free to do as we pleased.  Once at 3 AM
about fifteen of us left a party en-masse.  We wandered the streets of Ridgecrest, California until we saw a cop
and we knew that he had seen us, whereupon we began running as fast as we could in fifteen different directions.
Running from any predator is an invitation for them to chase you and the police are no exception.

An hour later those of us who had not been caught by the police gathered together again back at the party.  We
engaged in raucous laughter and told stories of our adventures running from the cops.

John Dancy had been caught hiding in a dumpster.  He never lived this down.  Since we hadn’t actually done
anything there was not really anything the police could do even when they did catch us.  (Remember, this was back
in the days when the police actually had to obey the law for the most part — especially when dealing with middle-
class white kids.)  It was also during this period that I experienced an event that was to help shape the future of
my life:  When I was fourteen years old the prettiest girl in school let me kiss her.  Her name was Betsy.  It was
the most magical and mystical experience of my young life thus far and I later named my Guild 12-string for her.

Yes, there was a lot of fun and a lot of laughs and a lot of excitement adventure and danger involved.  This was a
life fully lived in a spirit-killing culture located in a boring small town that was a dull cultural cul-de-sac located in
the middle of a literal desert.  My hometown, Ridgecrest, California, was about was far from anywhere as was
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possible to be while yet remaining anywhere at all.  It was located in an endorheic basin in the Mojave Desert.
Death Valley was the closest place that anyone had ever heard of and even Death Valley was over 100 miles away.
Ridgecrest was adjacent to the China Lake Naval Weapons Center.  The China Lake Naval Weapons Center was a
navy base located over 120 miles from the nearest ocean.  There were very few actual military personnel there.
The China Lake Naval Weapons Center was a research and development center.  Michelson Laboratory was located
there.  Michelson Laboratory’s ten acres of floor space was dedicated to inventing and engineering weapons with
which to kill America’s enemies, especially the flying kind.  Inventions tested and refined at China Lake included the
AIM-9 Sidewinder missile, the AGM-62 Walleye TV-guided glide bomb, the AGM-45 Shrike antiradar missile, the
AIM-95 Agile missile, the AGM-122 Sidearm antiradar missile, the AGM-123 Skipper II laser-guided missile, the
light-stick, and the continuous-rod warhead.

Since it was more a scientific research center rather than an actual military base most of the residents of
Ridgecrest were scientists and engineers.  Thus Ridgecrest was sort of like an upper-middle class suburb except
that it wasn’t attached to any city.  This also meant that the residents of Ridgecrest were overall wealthier, better
educated, and of higher intelligence than the average American town.

Another interesting contribution to Ridgecrest’s unique culture was the fact that it had become a popular
hideout for outlaw bikers who were on the run from the law.  Evidently some biker sometime in the past had discov-
ered that Ridgecrest was very isolated and that the local police force was, to be generous, somewhat incompetent.
In addition there were a lot of construction jobs available.  Thus, an entire network for bikers on the lam was
developed wherein they could obtain false IDs and jobs and where the police were unlikely to figure anything out.

This was the period when the government was implementing their infamous War on Drugs.  Thus many of the
scientists working for the Department of Defense whose kids had started doing drugs in the city had moved their
families to this isolated back-water in the middle of the desert thinking that their kids would be unable to obtain
drugs there.  Many had moved from one of the numerous naval facilities located in San Diego.  Thus, they took kids
who already had a propensity for doing drugs and moved them to a place where there was absolutely nothing to do
except do drugs.  While my friends were wealthier better educated and of higher intelligence than the average
American we still did lots of drugs — and we had absolutely no problem obtaining them.

Paul was a genius.  His father worked with my father as radar engineers for the United States Department of
Defense.  Paul built guitar amplifiers out of spare radar parts that our fathers brought home.  He was overhauling
car engines for his father’s friends at age fifteen.  He charged $100 for labour, which was a small fortune for a
teenager in those days.  Paul picked up a guitar and was proficient within two weeks.  I also picked up the guitar at
this time.  While I also eventually became proficient it took me a good deal longer than two weeks to do so.

Paul’s mother had a particularly cruel disease.  She was crippled and appeared to be an idiot when actually she
was quite intelligent.  However, she could barely talk, she was very hard to understand when she tried, and she
acted just like an idiot; so everyone treated her like an idiot — especially her son.  Paul psychologically tortured
this poor woman.

Paul was a master criminal.  He could hotwire any car neutralize any alarm system and pick any lock.  For two
years we could enter any store we wanted and steal anything we wanted.

This was an American teenager’s idea of heaven.
A couple of years later, when Paul was sixteen and I was seventeen, I heard my brother, the treasurer of his

middle-school, complaining to my father and stepmother about how the school administration had failed to deposit
over $3,000 in the bank and that it was instead ensconced in the school safe not earning any interest.

This precipitated a fast and excited phone call to Paul.  $3,000 was a lot more than $100.
The next night my wicked aunt/step-mother caught me sneaking out my bedroom window at 1 AM. Thus, I missed

the action that night.

Paul hotwired a school truck and used a school dolly to wheel the safe into the truck, whereupon he took the
safe to his shop and spent the rest of the night cutting the metal layers open with a cutting torch and smashing the
chicken-wire-concrete layers with a sledgehammer.  He finally broke through only to discover that the school had
deposited the money that very day.

The receipt was in the safe.  There was $32 that had been left to purchase some pins.
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Then the stolen truck stalled right behind Paul’s house and would not start.  Paul collected me and Anders, who
was our other partner in crime, and we pushed it about 30 metres so that it was parked behind the home of another
noted juvenile delinquent who lived in the neighborhood.

Since the burglary had happened on a navy base Naval Intelligence investigated the matter.  Naval Intelligence
was not fooled by Paul’s misdirection.  They found Paul’s hotwire in his pocket.  They chemically traced the grease
on the hotwire to grease on the truck.  Paul confessed.  In fact, he boasted.  He laughed in their faces over the
fact that a teenage kid had been able to make asses of them for over two years.  The front page of the next day’s
newspaper featured a picture of Paul accompanied by several Kern County Sheriffs retrieving the remains of the
safe from an abandoned mine-shaft.  The accompanying article stated that “…an unusual level of criminal sophistica-
tion was displayed for someone so young…”  Paul had successfully hotwired and stolen a large truck, had successfully
neutralized the school alarm system, had successfully picked the locks, had successfully stolen the safe, and then
had successfully cut the safe open.  He had then hidden the safe in a place where it most likely would never have
found in a thousand years had Paul not led them to it…

A year later, when he was eighteen years old, Paul did a bunch of reds and rode my motorcycle over a cliff going
about 50 MPH on a road barely safe at 25 MPH and flew headfirst into some rocks.

Shortly after this Paul’s father died with my father when my father crashed his airplane at Lake Tahoe.  This
happened shortly after my aunt/stepmother left my father for, literally, his best friend.  I don’t know what
happened to Paul’s mother after losing both her son and her husband.

There had also been two women on the fatal flight…

Then, there was Eddie Adams.  Eddie Adams was crazy.  Eddie Adams had two older brothers who were both
members of a notorious motorcycle gang called ‘The Gents’.  Brother Steve was a nice guy unless you pissed him off.
He wasn’t that big but when he attacked he attacked full force with crazy energy.  Brother Dale was a huge
monster of a man.  To accentuate his already alarming features Dale sported a full beard and a fu-Manchu style
patch of hair on the back of an otherwise shaved head.  When Dale went to PTA meetings he was amused by the fact
that the adults looked everywhere except at his haircut while the kids all laughed at pointed at it.  No one was
about to criticize Dale’s haircut to his face.  He looked like Genghis Khan.  It was easy to imagine Dale screaming
and charging down upon you astride a huge hairy chopper with knives sticking out of the axles as he twirled a chain
with one hand and fired a Kalashnikov on full-auto with the other…

The Matriarch of the Adams clan was a painfully shy teeny-tiny little-old-lady bird of a woman who was far
under five feet and well under 90 pounds.

Eddie Adams was a chip off the old Adams block.  I watched at a party one night as Eddie Adams and another
friend named Don Sweet faced each other as lit cigarettes lay lengthwise on their arms and burned.  This left a
scar on their arms that forever after displayed their manliness.

Eddie Adams and I once hitched into the Central Valley of California.  We wanted to go to Kingman Arizona
because Eddie Adams had a relative there with a ranch who would give us work.  While the Central Valley is a desert
and is usually warm we happened to journey there at one of the few times it was really cold.  An icy wind blew
straight in from Canada.  We were not dressed for it.  I had a windbreaker and a t-shirt.  No one would give us a
ride.  We stood in the icy wind all day.  We almost froze to death.  We finally got a ride out of the Central Valley
into the high desert country around Palmdale, where the wind was even colder.  A night watchman at a school picked
us up and rather than allowing us to freeze to death he loaned us his car and asked us to pick him up at nine.  When
we dropped him off at the school Eddie Adams was joyous that we now had a ride all the way to Kingman.

This incident led me to learning that I was not like Eddie Adams.
“Eddie, this guy just saved our lives and now you want to steal his car?”
The idea of not stealing the car had evidently never entered his tactical thinking.  He looked at me like I was an

idiot.  “The idiot just gave us his car, man!  Anyone that stupid deserves to be ripped off!”
“Eddie, the guy gave us his car because he cared enough about us to take a risk on us.  The guy gave us his car

because he is a good human being, even if he is incredibly stupid.  We need more people in this world who will not
leave kids to freeze to death beside highways.  If we steal his car the next time he has a chance to save a couple of
kids maybe they will be the ones to freeze to death.”
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Eddie Adams couldn’t understand this train of thought.  “Why should we care about them? How do you even
know that will ever even happen?”

We ended up not stealing the guy’s car.  Eddie Adams conceded as soon as he figured out that I was serious.
However, we got lost and could not find the guy’s school.  We ended up sleeping in his car and then leaving it in a gas
station the next morning with a note explaining what had happened.  Eddie Adams was disgusted.  Forever after he
repeated this anecdote often.  He did not do it in a complimentary manner but as an insight into how not very bright
I was.

When he was in his early twenties, Eddie Adams did a bunch of Quaaludes and drove his car into a bridge abut-
ment at over 100 MPH.

Then there was Nevada.  (His actual name was ‘Doyle’, which makes it easy to understand why he preferred
‘Nevada’.)  Nevada was the big hunky good-looking bad-boy that the girls all loved.  He treated them like shit so
they practically took numbers to line up in order to be emotionally abused by him.  I was in love with Nevada’s girl-
friend Cindy.  Nevada constantly cheated on Cindy and treated her like shit but I considered macking on my friend’s
girlfriend to be unethical.  I did not yet understand that someone like Nevada has no ethics and that someone like
Nevada has no friends.

As it was, I made love with Cindy several years later and she turned out to be the worst lay that I ever had.

Then there were the brothers Shane and Eddie Udell.  Eddie was a good-time womanizing party guy while Shane
was a bit of a spiritual mystic.  Shane had thick fluorescent red hair that hung perfectly straight without a single
split end far below his waist.  The Udell brothers tended to be a little more level-headed than the rest of our
crowd.  They eventually escaped Ridgecrest and moved to Pleasant Grove, Utah with their mother.

Shane Udell overdosed on heroin at age nineteen.

Yes, these were times of a million laughs.  Eddie Adams was crazy while Paul was nuts.  We went to Camp Wanna-
Do-It at Whiskey Flat Days in Kernville every year.  Whiskey Flat Days were three days of incessant party in the
great outdoors.  Drunken revelries resulted in numerous fights and car wrecks.

Yes, it was a barrel of laughs — but as you may have noticed, my friends were dropping like flies.
Don Sweet passed out in the middle of a dirt road in the middle of the night and was run over by a car.  Yep, it

was all just a barrel of laughs!  Ha ha ha ha hey help me because I can’t seem to quit laughing!  And while the best
of us all died, asshole Nevada survived and ended up trying to steal my Volkswagen from me.  John Dancy survived
and ended up becoming a cop working for the Ridgecrest Police — the very same cops that used to chase us and who
had once arrested John inside a dumpster.

Finally, I was placed in a juvenile jail as an out-of-control teenager for seven months.  This gave me time to clear
up my head.

I decided that I did not want to die.
After release from the juvenile jail at age eighteen I borrowed $800 from my grandfather.  I bought a

Volkswagen bus and with the $15 I had left over I drove away from that town.  My $15 got me to Utah where
Shane and Eddie Udell were living.  I hung out in the Utah Valley for a couple of months making my living by stealing
shit.  Then I almost got caught trying to steal tires from a Volkswagen dealership.  I hid in an adjacent fireworks
stand as a police spotlight searched for me.  I left town as soon as the cops left.  I was forced to leave my jack
holding up the Volkswagen bus whose tires I planned to steal.  I siphoned a tank of gas that night in the Salt Lake
City suburb of Sandy and then picked up two college-student hitchhikers the next morning who paid for my gas to
take them to Boulder, Colorado.  I worked as a dishwasher in a restaurant for the rest of the summer.  I decided
that I did not wish to live in a Volkswagen bus in Colorado in the winter so I decided to go to New Orleans.  Instead
I picked up a hitchhiker in Amarillo, Texas who was on his way to Richmond, Virginia.  He had mailed himself two
pounds of marijuana from New Mexico.  He was going to sell it in Richmond for a healthy profit.  He paid for my gas
to take him to Richmond.  I ended up stealing his two pounds of marijuana, but when I went to an army base in
Petersburg, Virginia to sell it I ended up backing into a sergeant’s car in a parking lot and was forced to give him
the marijuana to pay for the damage so that he would not call the MPs.  I would later learn that this was ‘karma’.
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Next, I decided to make my way to Atlanta.  However, as I was passing through Fayetteville, North Carolina, I
remembered that I knew someone there — then I remembered that Nevada had joined the army and that he was
stationed at Fort Bragg, which was located just outside Fayetteville.

Nevada was very surprised to see me.  He was very bummed out because Cindy had caught him having sex with
another woman and she had left him and returned to Ridgecrest.  In spite of the fact that he constantly cheated
on her and treated her like shit Nevada seemed to be very attached to Cindy.  He was depressed about her leaving
him and this was all he spoke of.

Then there was a crisis in the Middle East and Fort Bragg was placed upon red alert.  Nevada suddenly realized
that he was expected to go defend his country against its ‘enemies’.  Nevada thought little of this idea.  “They want
me to go shoot Arabs.  I don’t even know any Arabs!  Why should I go shoot at them?”

Nevada could never be accused of possessing any overabundance of intelligence but sometimes he did show some
innate wisdom.

Thus, Nevada went AWOL.  He paid for my gas to drive him all the way across the country to Utah where Shane
had come up with a bunch of LSD.  Nevada and I then drove to Ridgecrest to sell the LSD at a handy profit and
Nevada successfully talked Cindy into coming back to him yet once again.  Since we figured the army would be look-
ing for Nevada in Ridgecrest and since on the cross-country trip I had finally figured out that Nevada was an
asshole and that I did not like him very much I let him and Cindy drive my bus back to Utah while I tried to sell the
LSD.

I later learned that Nevada tried to steal my bus.  However, Shane wouldn’t let him take it as Shane figured
that I now owed him my bus due to the fact that in the meanwhile I had lost all of his money on the LSD deal in
Ridgecrest.

Then Shane got busted in my bus.  I returned to Utah to retrieve my bus from the police.  Shane ended up join-
ing the army to avoid a jail sentence.  He shortly thereafter died of the previously mentioned heroin overdose.

I ended up living in my bus during winter in northern Utah. It was very cold.  Then my transaxle malfunctioned
and the repair shop wanted $700 to fix it.  I authorized the repair and then stole the bus out of their yard after
the repairs were completed.  Then I got caught trying to steal a tank of gas to make my getaway.  I spent three
days in jail.  Upon release I learned that my bus had been impounded and that the impound yard wanted $40.  I
stole several car batteries that the impound yard agreed to accept as payment.  Then, just as I was walking back to
the yard to get my bus, the repairman who had fixed my transaxle came running up waving his bill.  The mechanic
ended up being very cool.  He let me live in my bus on his lot while I tried to come up with his money.  The Mormon
Church ended up getting me a temporary job working for Utah County.  I worked for a month shoveling snow at the
county courthouse in Provo to make enough money to pay the repairman his $700 and enough gas to make it some-
where warmer.

I ended up in Phoenix, Arizona.  It was warm.  There was a Saint Vincent De Paul which served free meals.  The
Hare Krishna sect served free vegetarian meals in the suburb of Tempe every weekend.

Then one day I went to the Saint Vincent De Paul to eat lunch and there amongst all of the hairy and smelly
winos and bums was a pretty girl!

I immediately joined her.
I learned that her name was Julie.  Julie and I hit it off.  She became my first lover.  We decided to go on a

hitchhiking adventure for the rest of the winter.  We hitched to New Orleans and then we followed the Gulf coast
all the way to Key West, Florida.  In Key West we met a young girl who wanted to go to Lexington, Kentucky, and so
we hitchhiked with her as an escort before making our way back to Phoenix.  Julie then got a job as a waitress.
When summer arrived we decided to go to eastern Washington to pick cherries with some people we had met at a
hot spring in central Arizona.  We made an average of $1 per hour in 100 degree-plus heat.  We decided to head for
the cooler coast region.  We ended up shearing Christmas trees in Shelton, Washington for the rest of the summer.

It was during this period that I began a tradition:  Before finding our jobs Julie and I had spent a weekend
hitchhiking around the Olympic Peninsula and while on this trip one of our rides provided us with a $5 loan.  He said
we would someday meet someone else who needed some money and that would be when our loan would come due.
Since then I have paid this loan back many times over with a lot of interest by providing similar loans.

The next fall we went to Julie’s hometown of Colorado Springs, Colorado.  I liked Julie, I liked having sex with
Julie, and we shared similar worldviews and a vagabond adventurer lifestyle; but there was no great passion involved
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here.  It was comfortable and easy and I thought that this was love since I had never yet actually experienced the
real thing.  Then, Julie experienced an emotional depression during which she stabbed herself in the leg with a
steak knife.

This freaked me out.  I found it to be a complete turn-off.  It touched something in myself that I was very
uncomfortable with.  My stomach churned every time I saw the wound on her leg.

I left Julie soon thereafter.
We remained friends, though.  I would love to see her now.
After taking a road trip — wherein I almost froze to death in Nashville, Tennessee and met Brother Kröen

Jankrael as a result — I spent some time in Guatemala.  Then I moved to a town called Manitou Springs, which was a
hippy-artist community located in the foothills of the Rockies just west of Colorado Springs.

A few months later I met a woodcarver named Sophie and my life was forever changed…

I was twenty years old at the time.  Sophie was forty.  Before becoming a hippy woodcarver, Sophie had been a
Catholic nun for ten years.  Sophie taught me the magic of women.  Sophie taught me the meaning of true, passion-
ate love.  I had never imagined.  Sex with Sophie was a mystical, magical, wondrous journey into the realm of
fantasy and wonder.  Sophie inspired in me true and utter abandon to sex.  It was the most fantastic high in the
universe.  Sex with Sophie was better than any drug.  Sex with Sophie was better than anything else I could ever
imagine.

Sophie taught me many other invaluable things as well.  She taught me to become aware of the law of karma.  I
had made my living by being a thief for several years.  I knew it was wrong, but I knew of no other way to avoid
being trapped by the Machine.  I had thus spent most of this period being hungry and cold.  I almost froze to death
twice during this period, and did not even realize it until years later when I read about the symptoms indicating
advanced hypothermia.

After becoming aware of karma, I quit stealing and I started living my life in an ethical manner.  I implemented
the Golden Rule, and I went to great lengths to treat people right.  I did not lie, pillage, plunder, deceive, or
consciously hurt anyone.

And it worked.  I have no idea of how it works, or why it works, I just know that it works because I have been
living on it for my entire adult life.  After I cleaned up my karma, I was never again hungry or cold, this in spite of
the fact that I spent the next several decades living life on the Edge.

Sophie also taught me that we are whatever we think we are, that we can change what we think, and that it is to
our advantage to think highly.  Thus, I decided that my life was an adventure story, and that I was the hero of my
story.  Thus, I had to become a hero.  At first, I had to consciously ask myself what a hero would do in any given
situation — but after awhile I simply became a hero.  I no longer had to think about it.

In addition to all of this, Sophie was also responsible for the fact that I spent the rest of my life worshipping
women…

As essential as Sophie was to my life, though, there were large parts of her that were missing.  Sophie spent
most of her time inside her own head.  In and of itself that was fine and I now live almost completely inside my own
head myself; but at this point, I was like a child suddenly thrown into a room chock-full of the coolest toys I had
ever seen or imagined!  I wanted more.

In addition, with Sophie it seemed to me that I was more of a part time hobby than any serious career move.
Our age difference made any long-term commitments somewhat problematic.  There was also a major imbalance of
power in that I was sort of like Sophie’s acolyte rather than any kind of equal partner…

But most of all, now that Sophie had taught me what was possible with a woman, I wanted to go explore the
possibilities.

Even more with hindsight, I now realize what a very wise woman Sophie was.  I wasn’t the only one to see it.
There was a guy in Manitou named ‘Space Mark’.  Space Mark was the model for my fictional character from The
Pied Piper of California named Sammy the Swineherd.  Space Mark was always at the coffee shop every morning and
he was always at all the parties every night and he was always at all of the events — yet Space Mark never said
anything to anyone unless it was absolutely necessary, and even on the rare circumstances where Mark was forced
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to say something, he would with say it in as few words as possible and with obvious great discomfort.  Then, to his
great consternation, he was often required to repeat what he had said because he had mumbled the answer into his
own chest and no one could hear what it had been.

After years of this, Space Mark was just an accepted part of the Manitou scene.  He was just the guy who was
always there yet was never really there.

Then one night at a party, of all the people he could have chosen to reveal himself, Space Mark chose Sophie.
He leaned over to her, and in a conspiratorial whisper he said, “You know — I think I have finally achieved a state
where no one ever expects anything out of me!”

We later learned that Space Mark was an ex-Ivy League college professor.
Two to three times a week, I spent the night making love with Sophie.  I would have loved it every night.
I would have loved it every day!
While she severely limited how much of her space she shared in every other area of her life, for whatever

reason, Sophie really liked having sex with me — and when we made love, she was wholeheartedly and undeniably
there! Making love with Sophie was a religious experience.  Making love with Sophie was like going to heaven.

Sophie has always occupied an almost mythical presence in my memory, and I am seriously bummed that it ended
up as a sad story.  Understand:  At this point of my life, I knew nothing.  I had just emerged from wasting my teen-
age-hood in a barely remembered drug-haze.  I grew up in a very small, very isolated, and very insulated town made
up mostly of nerds, bikers, and drug dealers.  Some of these people were truly scandalous.  Besides burning ciga-
rettes on his arm and doing lots and lots of Quaaludes, Eddie Adams liked to go to Los Angeles so he could beat up
and rob homosexuals.  This was a guy I hung out with.  I hung out with these people because there had been no one
else who would hang out with me.  I was a lost soul.  I had no idea of whom or what I was.  I had no clue of what I
wanted to be.  I was an empty vessel.

Sophie helped to fill that vessel.  Sophie became a vital part of creating the man that I have now become, and
overall I am well pleased with that man. Sophie was able to ignore who I was at that time and see what I could be.

Thank you, Sophie.

However:  Sophie and I never made any formal ‘commitments’.  Without a lot of conscious thought on the
matter, in my mind this failure to vocalize or delineate any commitments meant that there were no commitments.
In the ignorant and selfish headspace that I occupied at that time, I thought this meant that I could do whatever
I wanted to do.  I truly failed to understand that the mere act of sharing what I had shared with Sophie made our
love into magic, and that magic requires a great deal of respect.  Simply sharing such powerful magic was a commit-
ment in and of itself, spoken or not.  While I now fully recognize the implied commitment in that verity, I did not
then.  At the time I was incapable of understanding that even though I did not seem all that important to Sophie, I
was actually very important to Sophie.

My failure to recognize that fact is my ignorance and my shame.

One day I was en-route to a bus stop to catch a bus from Colorado Springs to Manitou Springs when I walked by
a parked van containing two beautiful girls who were laughing uproariously.

I smiled and waved.  They smiled and waved back.  They enchanted me.  This turned out to be an historical event.
When I reached the bus stop, I turned, and saw that the van with the two beautiful girls was pulling out.  I

stuck out my thumb.  They pulled over and picked me up.  Thus, I met Vivian.
I was at that moment preparing to head to California to see my relatives for Christmas.  Amazingly, Vivian

happened to be from a small farm town only ten miles from the small farm town where most of my family lived, and
amazingly, she was also heading there for Christmas.

It was high-voltage electricity the instant I looked into her eyes.  They sparkled with a real and powerful love of
life and everything to do with it…
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It was on.  It was happening.  It was powerful.
It was even better than with Sophie.

Before that night I would not have thought that this could even be remotely possible…

Vivian turned out to be my favourite person I have ever met in my entire life either before or since.  Vivian is
the definition of a ‘good person’.  Vivian is the kindest, warmest, and most loving and caring person I have ever met.
Vivian is the closest thing to a saint that I have ever met.

Making love with Vivian was like making love with an angel.
Vivian became pregnant with our daughter within a week.
I tried to become a responsible parent.  I got a job I hated, and I prepared to work for the next eighteen years

to raise my daughter.  It did not work.  I was accustomed to a life of almost complete freedom.  I was accustomed
to a life where I could go anywhere I wanted to go and do anything I wanted to do at any time I wanted to do it.
Now I felt trapped.  I often found myself dreaming of the good old days of standing beside some highway with no
particular destination in mind, no worries and no responsibilities.  I became an asshole.  I was short-tempered with
Vivian. I was always in a bad mood and ever-ready to snap and yell.

Vivian, being a very strong and a very happy person, did not think much of this new me.  Neither did I.

Then Denny got killed, and that proved to be the final straw.

Ten-year-old Denny was the son of Vivian’s brother.  Vivian’s brother had remarried after Denny’s birth, and
then had another son with his new wife.  Vivian’s brother’s new wife treated Denny like shit while treating her own
son like gold.  Partly for this reason, Vivian and her mother took Denny under their wings and he became their
favourite.  They adored him and showered attention upon him.  One night, Vivian and I were staying over at her
parent’s house.  Denny and a friend of his were also staying over.  I was the last grownup to go to bed.  A few
minutes after retiring, I heard what I quickly understood was a gunshot.  Then I heard a kid start screaming inco-
herently.

Denny and his friend had got to playing with a gun that Vivian’s father kept on top of the refrigerator, and
Denny’s friend had shot Denny dead.  I was the first on the scene.  I knew that Denny was dead the instant I saw
him.  I could not bring myself tell anyone, though.  Instead, I drove Vivian’s father’s Lincoln Continental 100 miles-
per-hour to the hospital looking through a small hole in the ice on the windshield.

The spiritual vultures smelled death and arrived the next day.  When I came into the house, I saw a man who
was wearing that singular expression unique to preachers which combines deep soulful concern with a hunger to
feed upon your soul.  His mission was successful.  He got every member of the family except me.  Vivian’s entire
family remained born-again evangelical Christians forever after.  While this was not the reason Vivian and I parted
ways, it was the icing on the cake.  She knew well what I thought of Christianity, and my views on the subject were
now incompatible with hers.  We came to a consensus that I should hit the road.

Thus, I returned to my life of adventure and romance.  I visited my daughter every year around the time of her
birthday.  Vivian married a mutual friend named Phil who was a responsible working man with lots of practical job
skills.

Thus, my daughter sort of grew up with the best of both worlds:  She had a responsible and secure father who
was there every day and she had a second father who came once a year and took her on crazy adventures.

She attended her first Rainbow Gathering at age 12.
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I had not seen Sophie before leaving for California with Vivian.  When I returned two years later, I joyously ran
up to her when I saw her at the coffee shop — and she did the metaphorical equivalent of slapping me in the face.
When she rudely and with no small amount of venom refused to share a cup of coffee with me I took it very
personally until I learned that no one ever joined Sophie for morning coffee anymore.  I still took it personally, but
now in a much more wholistic manner.  Sophie had become a bitter and angry person who wanted little to do with
anyone else.  I soon learned that while she had always been something of a hermit, she was now almost fully with-
drawn from the world.

I couldn’t help but wonder how much responsibility I held for this condition.

This all blew my mind and made me very sad.

I did then and still to this day love Sophie very deeply.  Upon my return, I had even been foolish and insensitive
enough to think that there might be a possibility of Sophie and me taking back up where we had left off…

This was one of the saddest things that has ever happened in all of my relations with women.

And yet, while Sophie was upset with me and no longer wished to be my friend, and while this blew my mind and
made me very sad, Vivian and I had so obviously been meant to be that I couldn’t really feel too much regret over
what had happened.  I just really wish that it could have happened without such emotional injury to Sophie.
Evidently this was our karma.

Even so, I really wish we could have remained friends.

Sophie — maybe inadvertently and maybe not — thus taught me one final and very valuable lesson:  Always treat
love with utmost respect.  Never take it for granted.

I am proud to say that since that day — with but a few largely unavoidable and karmically appropriate excep-
tions — I have left every woman who has ever shared a deep part of me in a better place than where I found her.

Thanks to Sophie, that is now a very important thing to me and this is one of the things that I now like about
myself.
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Chapter 3:  Freedom
I spent the next twenty years going anywhere I wanted to go and doing anything I wanted to do at any time I

wanted to do it.  I had a converted school bus that served as a home and a traveling circus.  I traveled all over
North America literally more times than I can count in my bus, on a motorcycle, in an 18-wheel truck, and hitchhik-
ing.  I hiked to the top of Mount Whitney and to the bottom of the Grand Canyon.  I was a busker in Victoria, I sold
flowers in Denver, I landscaped in Jasper, I worked in a greenhouse in Golden, I painted car dealerships in Los
Angeles, I drove a forklift in Reno, I painted the hangar where the Stealth Bomber was to be constructed in
Palmdale, I worked on a Forest Service survey crew in the Sequoya National Forest, I worked in a car wash in Rich-
mond, I installed satellite dishes in Reno, I was a telemarketer in Eureka, and I drove an 18-wheel truck all over the
lower 48 states moving household furniture.  I made pot-pipes and went on tour with the Grateful Dead selling
them, and I attended the Rainbow Gathering every July.  I went to concerts, barter faires, and music festivals.  I
was always ready to go anywhere and do anything that sounded cool at any time.

I lived a rich, full, and very rewarding life.
My very best hitchhiking ride I ever got lasted for three days, and I ended up fifty miles further from my

destination than when I started.  A rich guitar-playing doctor from Boise, Idaho and his beautiful girlfriend were
on vacation on the Oregon coast, and when he saw that I also had a guitar he suggested that I should join them.

Part of those three days was spent in the rich doctor’s airplane following whales around.
The worst ride I ever got was also along the Oregon coast when three drunken Native American women picked

me up.  Within minutes I was in fear for my life.  They were understandably quite upset with how their race had
been treated by my race in the past, and though I had had no personal involvement in these events, they evidently
still held me personally responsible.  Fortunately, they ran out of gas near Portland, and when the driver left to get
some gas the other two passed out and I was able to make my getaway.

One year my motorcycle broke down in Ottawa, Ontario, and I was stuck there for three weeks.  It turned out
to be the best three weeks of that entire summer.  Among the delights I experienced whilst stuck in Ottawa were
a night with Maria, whose French accent I found thoroughly delightful, and Joseé, who was the most beautiful girl
in the world until I met Jasmine Rae…

During the later Guatemala phase of my life, the children would sometimes ask me who was the most interesting
person that I ever met in my travels.  Brother Kröen Jankrael came to mind, but for obvious reasons, I never told
anyone about Brother Kröen.

The kids might think that Brother Kröen was fictional.
In my experience, kids tend to be real smart.
That left Outlaw Mark.
Mark Pollock and his friend Danny picked me up hitchhiking at the crack of dawn one New Mexico morning.  I was

on my way to southern California to visit my daughter.  I had just had breakfast at the Union 76 Truck Stop at the
junction of I-25 and I-40.  After breakfast, I began hitching west, and a seeming man/woman couple pulled over to
give me a ride.

Due to the early morning light, the razor stubble, and to the fact that I am a keen student of female anatomy, I
immediately identified the seeming woman as a man pretending to be a woman.

I told myself that this was going to be interesting.
This turned out to be major understatement.
We traveled in silence for a few miles before Danny laughed and said, “You know, Mark aint no girl.”
“Yes, I had already noticed,” I replied.
Danny laughed again.  Then he said, “Yeah, that old truck driver was looking for a pussy, and Mark aint got one!”
This was a provocative statement.  This was interesting.
“What truck driver?”
It turned out that Mark Pollock was making his living pretending to be a truck-stop prostitute, and then trying

to make off with the driver’s wallet before the driver realized that this chick had a dick.  As you may guess, this
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led to some interesting situations.  For instance, Mark and Danny had just escaped from an outraged truck driver at
the very truck stop where I had just eaten.

This turned out to be one of the less amazing stories in the life of Mark Pollock.
Breaking out a notebook binder filled with newspaper accounts of his exploits, Outlaw Mark began telling me

about his life...

Mark Pollock had been arrested for marijuana several years previously in his hometown of Oregon, Ohio, and a
suburb of Toledo.  Mark discovered that he really hated jail.  He broke out.

He was recaptured a few days later, and given additional time for escaping.
He did not like jail any better the second time.  He broke out again.  He was again recaptured, and again given

more time.
Again, he escaped…
And again…
Mark Pollock ended up escaping from the Oregon jail six times over the next year.
His actions caused a major scandal.  The police chief was fired, and Oregon constructed a new jail as a result of

his exploits.
He was not done yet, though.  Over the next few years, Mark Pollock escaped seventeen times out of twenty-one

attempts from various penal institutions, including the Ohio state prison.  Other than the original marijuana arrest,
all of his sentences were for escape, and for escapes from escapes that he had already escaped from.  One of the
newspaper pundits wondered to what legitimate uses Mark’s Houdini-like skills might have been employed had he not
been branded an outlaw because he smoked marijuana.

Another aspect to Mark’s exploits was that he had an entire harem consisting of some of the most beautiful
women I have ever seen in my life.  Many of them assisted in his escapes by phoning in bomb threats and driving
getaway cars.  Mark had pictures of some of the hottest babes I have ever seen draping their lovely bodies all over
him as he wore his trademark female attire.

If it meant having girlfriends like that, I was ready to go put on a dress of my own!
I am pretty sure it was more than the dress, though…
I have a message for the girl with the black choker:  I forget what Mark said your name was, but if you ever

read this, I would really like to meet you!  Really!

I have often wondered about Outlaw Mark’s eventual fate…

This turned out to be an interesting trip in both directions.  On my return from California, I had what I now call
my ‘Trinidad Flophouse Experience’…

I had done the Colorado-to-California-and-back trip several times by this point, and the return journey started
out typically, i.e., I quickly got a ride to Barstow, California.  This is the last civilization for over a hundred miles,
and normally I stood there all day until just before nightfall when someone who wanted to drive all night would
usually pick me up.

That is exactly what happened on this trip.  A pleasant looking young man who was heading for the east coast
picked me up.  He was planning on driving all night and he wanted some company.

This turned into a rather unique experience as I found this man to be sexually attractive.  This had never
happened before, and it has never happened since, and to this day it mystifies me why it happened in this particular
instance.  I have always found the mere thought of having sex with another man to be repulsive to even think about,
so I found this experience fascinating.  I had always considered my homophobia to be a character flaw, and it elimi-
nated the possibility of getting laid by half the population!

I did not follow through as I did not sense the slightest interest on the young man’s part, but I was tempted to
ask if he wanted to pull over into the desert and wing each other’s wangs!
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As usual, I arrived in Albuquerque at dawn and jumped out in order to take I-25 north into Colorado.  I once
again had breakfast at the same Union 76 truck stop.

From previous experience, I knew that New Mexico allows people to hitch right on the freeway whilst Colorado
requires you to stand on entrance ramps.  From stories heard in hitchhiking circles, I knew that for this reason
there were several small towns in southern Colorado where you did not want to get stuck.  Among the most infamous
of these were Walsenburg and Ludlow — but the most notorious was the dreaded burg of Trinidad.  It was said
that the skeletal remains of stranded hitchhikers could still be found littering the sides of that infamous entrance
ramp.

Thus, I decided upon a strategy of waiting in New Mexico until I got a ride all the way through to Colorado
Springs.  I congratulated myself upon my brilliance.

Then, I saw a young girl pulling over.  My strategy was instantly forgotten.  I immediately jumped in.  It was late
afternoon by this point, and I had not slept the previous night.  As anyone who has experienced sleep deprivation
can tell you, you eventually experience a sort of second-wind and enter a heightened state of awareness.  Upon
entering the young lady’s car, I experienced such a second wind.  I am normally a rather quiet and shy man around
people I do not know well.  Upon entering the young lady’s car, though, I suddenly burst into an explosion of exposi-
tion, launching into a lengthy monologue about nearly everything in the universe.  I don’t even remember the
subjects of my conversations now, but I do know that the young lady seemed somewhat surprised, somewhat
intrigued, and somewhat perplexed.

Suddenly, I had a terrible thought.
“So — where are you going, anyway?”
To my horror, she said what I thought she was going to say.
She said:  “I am going to Trinidad…”

So there I was.  The dreaded ramp looked as if it were exactly as advertised.  In addition, night was swiftly
approaching.  In further addition, the weather report had said that an unseasonable snow storm was moving in that
night.  I had not slept the previous night.  I was hallucinating by this point.  The thought of going to sleep and
waking up covered with snow was abhorrent to me…

I looked toward downtown Trinidad.  I noted that every other business along the main street was a bar.  I knew
from years of traveling experience that any town where every other business is a bar usually also has a place where
lodging can be obtained for a very reasonable price, though these types of places also often harboured a large
population of parasitic insects that liked to come live on your body with you.  I trudged into downtown Trinidad, and
sure enough I found a flophouse located between two bars.  It looked reasonably clean for an establishment of this
sort.

I entered and informed the desk-man that I wanted a room for the night.  To my horror, when the man started
speaking to me I could not understand a word that he was saying!  I recognized the language as English, but it was
as if my ears had been thrust into a funhouse mirror where sounds were distorted beyond recognition.  The possi-
bility that I had suffered some sort of seizure occurred to me.  I wondered if this might prove a permanent condi-
tion.  Then, gazing through the fog of my depleted consciousness, I realized what the problem was:  The man had a
harelip!  I was actually relieved.  My senses had not become permanently distorted.  With effort, I was able to
understand what he was saying.  He informed me that he had a third-story room available for $12, which I immedi-
ately took.  The room proved to be acceptable.  I sat on the bed and prepared to go take a shower.  There was a
window that I assumed looked out over the main street of Trinidad.  However, when I glanced at the window, I saw
possibly the very last thing I would have ever expected to see in a third-story hotel window in downtown Trinidad.

I instantly closed my eyes against the shock of what I had just seen.  Again, I thought I had possibly lost my
mind.
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There was absolutely no way in hell that I just saw a deer staring at me through my third-story downtown Trini-
dad hotel window.  It could not be.  Finally, I had to look again.  My eyes had not deceived me.  There was indeed a
deer staring at me through my third-story downtown Trinidad hotel window.

Finally, I decided that there must be some rational explanation for this phenomenon.  The first hint I had that
this was not an impossible event was the fact that the deer did not twitch a muscle for the several seconds that I
sat staring at it.

Finally, I rose to investigate and discovered that there was indeed a somewhat rational explanation for why a
deer was staring at me through my third-story downtown Trinidad hotel window.  I discovered that rather than
looking out over a street or an alley, as I had originally surmised, my window was internal, and it instead provided a
bird’s eye view of the hotel lobby two stories below.  The deer had been killed, its head had been cut off and
stuffed, and the stuffed head had been mounted on the wall perpendicular to the wall in which was located my
window.  The dead deer was thus perpetually forced to stare into my hotel room with its dead fake eyes.

It was very weird, but it was understandable.  Kind of.

I undressed down to my long-underwear and left to go down the hall and take a shower.  When I closed the door
to my room, the door-handle came off in my hand.  Upon completion of my shower, I discovered that the door would
not open without the door-handle attached, and that the door-handle could not be reattached while the door was
shut.

A search failed to find the proprietor.  Two drunks sitting in the lobby simply stared at me wordlessly when I
enquired as to his possible whereabouts.

Thus, I decided to break into my own room.  I climbed up some moulding onto a ledge outside my window.  I was
forced to skirt the dead deer head in order to do so.

The two drunks in the lobby muttered to themselves as they watched all of this.  The window did not have a
lock, so I was easily able to lift it and enter my room.

After dressing and reattaching my doorknob, I decided to go to one of the bars flanking the hotel on both sides
and call Jean in Manitou Springs.  Jean was a real crazy lady and I thought that she might enjoy driving down to
Trinidad and spending the night making love with me in a flophouse under the gaze of a dead deer.

I turned and entered the bar to the left of the flophouse.  I was almost all the way to the bar when I suddenly
noted several alarming facts.  First, I noted that everyone in the bar except me was an Indian.  I noted that upon
my entry, every Indian had ceased doing whatever they had been doing before my arrival in order to glare at me
with looks that were not friendly.  The juke box joined into the fun by picking this very moment to stop playing
music, and since everyone had quit talking in order to glare at me, an ominous silence suddenly descended.

I thus suddenly found myself facing over two dozen Indians who appeared ready to take my scalp.  I realized
that I was suddenly in a very touchy situation.  Turning around and walking back out was not an option.  Instinct
took over.

Normally, I am a completely honest person.  Telling fibs, even in fun or jest, is simply not part of my character.
Since I was a hero, lying was not something I did.  I have found that they best way to avoid lying is to not do
anything that requires lying, and so I never needed to lie about anything.  This situation was sui generis, though.
Without conscious thought, I walked right up to the bar and ordered a beer.  (I normally do not drink alcohol of any
kind in any amount.)  Then, I suddenly launched into a completely fabricated bullshit story about how I had just lost
my job, how my wife had left me, and how my dog had just been run over.

I did not have a job, I had no wife, and I had no dog — but that was irrelevant.  Suddenly, the Indians were full
of sympathy and concern.  I was a fellow loser.  I was also a victim of the cruel White Man’s world.  I was one of
them.  Advice flowed like a river.  I was told of a rescue mission just down the street where I could stay, and of a
food bank where I could get some food.  We became comrades in arms.  They bought me two more beers, and a
300-pound Indian woman let me know that I was welcome to spend the night with her.  I left an hour later —
without the 300-pound Indian woman.

My plan to call Jean was forgotten.  I immediately fell asleep, and woke at noon the next day.  The dead deer
had kept watch all night.  I walked back to the freeway on-ramp and almost immediately got a ride straight to Mani-
tou Springs.
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The next spring, I took off on another hitchhiking adventure.  I first went to a hot spring near Steamboat
Springs, Colorado.  Then I decided that I wanted to go for a hike in Glacier National Park.  When I went to start
hitching, there was another gentleman already there.  I always either travel alone or with a woman, so I greeted
him as I walked by and then set up shop just past him.

For the next several rides, though, the people kept picking both of us up.  We finally decided that we were
meant to travel together for awhile.  It turned out that his name was Chris, he was Canadian, and he was heading
for Calgary to visit his uncle.

I had never been to Canada.  I always gave top priority to places I had never been.  My plan to hike in Glacier
was abandoned.

Since the most important requirement for entering Canada was that I have money, and since I didn’t have any
money, Chris was kind enough to temporarily loan me $100 to get me across the border.

Chris’ uncle turned out to be a Catholic priest who lived in a humongous Catholic priest mansion on the Bow River.
I spent a night there, and then set off to explore Canada.

I first went to a mall in downtown Calgary and began busking to make some money.  Whilst doing so, I caught the
eye of a lovely young lady named Jacqueline, who seemed to enjoy my music.  We began talking.  Jacqueline had a
French accent, which always intrigues and enchants me.  I assumed she was from Québec, which is the French-
speaking portion of Canada, but it turned out that Jacqueline was from the French-speaking portion of Switzerland.

We hit it off.  We went to a park to make some lunch.  I had some peanut butter and bread.  Jacqueline had
some fruit.

Then, one female and two male Indians accompanied by three children joined us and indicated that they were
hungry.  We began making peanut butter sandwiches, and when the peanut butter ran out we made banana sand-
wiches, and then when the bananas ran out no one was hungry and everyone smiled.

Then, one of the young Indian men began playing absolutely horrible renditions of old Jimmy Rogers’ songs on my
guitar.  Jacqueline and the children held hands and danced in circles as the rest of us clapped and laughed.

We smiled, the Indians smiled, and even businesspeople walking by on the pedestrian overpass just above us
smiled, and the world was good.

Jacqueline and I spent the night together.
The next day we hitchhiked to Jasper.  We rode in the back of a pick-up along the Icefields Parkway, which is

the most insanely beautiful highway I have ever seen.
Jacqueline knew of a free campground that was a three mile hike outside Jasper.
Thus I was introduced to the Free Camp…

The Free Camp was actually part of the charter for Jasper National Park.  It was meant to provide camping
space for young people who could not afford normal amenities, but still wanted to experience the Park.

There was a core of approximately fifty people who lived there full-time every summer, and at any given time
there were usually around 150 other people who were passing through.  A large portion of these people played
guitars.  The Free Camp was basically a summer-long party every year in an insanely beautiful place with a lot of
really good live music.  In addition, there were a lot of jobs in town at the restaurants and motels.  Since living in
Jasper was very expensive, these jobs paid well.  Since we paid no rent in the Free Camp, this was a great oppor-
tunity to spend the summer working in an insanely beautiful place and saving a lot of money whilst playing music and
partying with a whole bunch of very cool people at night.

I spent five of the next six summers living at the Free Camp.
A short little elf-like gentleman named Willie was literally in charge.  He was paid by the Canadian government to

live in the Free Camp every summer and watch over things.
Only in Canada would such a job exist.  Only someone with very good karma would find such a job.  Willie was

made for this job.  He was loved by everyone who knew him, and he was a perfect diplomat in dealing with all of the
problems that arose between campers and officials.  He also played harmonica and sang.
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And there is one other group of Free Campers that I must mention here, i.e. the bears…
There is a common saying amongst Free Campers that bears are people too.  The bear population is admired,

loathed, respected, and cursed amongst the human Free Campers.  Since the same bears tended to show up every
night, we soon got to know them personally.  Every bear was different than every other bear.  They all had very
distinct personalities.  Some of the bears were OK to kick in the ass when they stole your food; others we knew to
just leave alone.

This is the Free Camp paradigm:  The bears try to steal the human’s food, and the humans try to prevent the
bears from stealing their food.

The bears usually win.  In the five summers I spent in the Free Camp, I spent approximately $300-$400 on bear
food.

Once when Jacqueline and I were hiking in the back country, I threw a rope over a tree branch, raised our bag
of food up into the air, and then tied the rope to a second tree.  The bear figured out to climb the tree that the
rope was tied to and broke the rope.

I once forgot to lock the shed where the trash cans were stored at the restaurant where I worked.  The next
morning I spent 45 minutes picking up the trash that had been spread out all over the surrounding landscape for
several acres.

The City of Jasper passed a law that all businesses were required to purchase a new type of ‘bear proof’ trash
can.  These trash cans were so complicated to operate that many humans could not figure them out.

The bears had them down within days.
You would think that it would be unnecessary to say this, but you do not want to piss off a bear.  There are

actually people who do need to hear this, though.
There was a Free Camper who had constructed a very elaborate two-story tree house that became famous.

People occasionally hiked in all the way from town just to see this tree house.
One day, a bear began climbing the ladder to the tree house while the Camper was in it.  He pulled out an axe

and chopped off a couple of the bears toes.  The bear screamed and ran off.
The Camper left his tree house to report what had happened to Willie.  It was a very good thing that he left.

The bear returned a half-hour later and completely destroyed the tree house.
One year some idiot tourist — an American, of course — shot a bear in a crowded campground when the bear

stole a steak off his grill.  With a pistol.  It is very difficult to kill a bear even with a high-powered rifle, much less
a pistol.  Fortunately, he managed to kill the bear.  I say fortunately, for a wounded bear is not something you want
to deal with, especially in a crowded campground with lots of children everywhere.  Pistols in vehicles are very
illegal in Canada, especially in a national park.  The American was arrested, and everything he owned was
confiscated.

In another incident, a bear learned a lesson about pissing off humans:  There was an American biker staying at
the Free Camp.  This gentleman kept a journal.  This journal was his life.  He had been keeping it for over a decade,
and it contained addresses, phone numbers, various writings and drawings of his own and of many other people who
had touched his life in one way or another.  One day, he returned to his tent to discover a bear destroying his jour-
nal.  Bears often vandalized tents and such when they could not find any food.  Evidently, this bear had found no
food, and he was upset over this fact and decided to trash the journal.

The biker went insane.  Literally.  He began screaming incoherently.  He pulled out a large hunting knife and
began chasing the bear.  The last we saw of them, the bear was running into the woods for his life with the
screaming biker hot on his tail.

While we were sad that the biker had lost his journal, we also saw humour in a screaming man chasing a bear into
the woods.  Since bears can run forty miles-per-hour, we had no fear that the biker would actually be able to catch
the bear.

Then, about ten minutes later, about twenty people were gathered around the main fire and around the tree
that grew near the fire.  Suddenly, the bear came charging back out of the woods with the biker still chasing him,
still screaming, and still brandishing his knife.  The bear charged right through our circle and climbed the tree in
our midst.  The biker placed his knife in his teeth and began climbing after him.

If the biker actually caught the bear, either the bear or the biker or both were going to get hurt.  The only
reason a bear would climb a tree right in the middle of a large group of people was to tell us to deal this person, and
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that if we didn’t deal with him then he would.  We listened to the bear’s message.  We physically restrained the
biker.  He fought us with fury.  Four of us were required to restrain him, and it was difficult even then.  For several
minutes we held him as he fought us, screaming the entire time about killing that fucking bear.  Finally, we were
actually forced to tie the biker to the tree.  As soon as he was restrained, the bear descended from the tree and
disappeared into the woods.

Finally, the biker began crying.  We untied him at this point.
He subsequently left the Free Camp, probably the most bummed out person that I have ever seen.
The government finally shut the Free Camp down in 1984.
When Jacqueline and I left that fall, we hitched to Victoria, took the ferry to Port Angeles, Washington, and

then proceeded down the coast to California before heading over to Colorado.  Jacqueline spent a week with me in
Colorado before returning home to Switzerland.  A few years later, Jacqueline spent a summer in Boulder, Colorado
and we once again spent some time together as lovers.  It was good.

Another adventure I had was going on tour with the Grateful Dead.  The Grateful Dead were an old 60s rock
band that survived into the 90s.  The Grateful Dead were in a symbiotic relationship with their fans.  Several tens
of thousands of fans literally followed them around on tour.  They made their living selling things to locals in the
parking lot.  The parking lot at a Grateful Dead show is the most awesome craft faire I have ever seen.  In addition,
you could buy all kinds of very good food, and there was always lots of pot and LSD.  Thus, the Deadheads made
their living off the Dead, and the Dead made their living off the Deadheads.  There were several lyrics from Dead
songs that became part of the Deadhead lexicon.  For instance, ‘I need a miracle’ meant that you needed a free
ticket to the show.  People received such ‘miracles’ more often than one would think.  True Deadheads have literally
hundreds of hours of recordings of live Dead shows, and this was the only music that they ever played.  As for
myself, while I liked some of the songs of the Grateful Dead, (Uncle John’s Band, for instance, is a true master-
piece), there were a lot of other Dead songs that I could totally do without, (‘Bertha’, for instance).  There were a
lot of other bands that I liked much more than I liked the Grateful Dead.  (This is speaking sacrilege in some
circles.)  However, the main attraction Dead shows held for me was the atmosphere that the Dead created at their
live shows; it was like no place else that I have ever been.  There is a spirit that manifests between the Grateful
Dead and their audience that has no peer that I know of.  It is pure magic.

In 1983, I was in a relationship with a lady named DD.  I don’t really know why.  She worked for me when I was
doing the flower business in Fort Collins, Colorado, and we just sort of fell together.  It was a very rocky relation-
ship.  She drank alcohol.  I didn’t.  I was politically subversive.  She wasn’t.  We split up and got back together
several times before it was over.  We went to the Free Camp for its last year of existence, and then she left me
there to go home to Milwaukee.  While she was gone, I made love with — and then married — a friend of mine
named Patricia.  The marriage was with the understanding that it was a marriage of convenience, i.e. I wanted legal
status in Canada and Patricia wanted legal status in the United States.  However, after we were married, Patricia
informed me that she had been in love with me for years and that she wanted to be married for real.

By this time, DD had returned and we were back together.  I thought it was less than honest of Patricia to wait
until after we were married to tell me this.

Once Patricia understood that I did not want to be really married, she filed for divorce.
Eventually, I had the rather unique experience of introducing my girlfriend to my wife.
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DD and I next went to Reno, Nevada.  We both worked in a warehouse.  Finally, in June of 1984, we decided to
part ways for good.  We had a large bundle of free drink tokens, so we spent our last night together partying and
getting drunk on free booze.

As always when I drink, I became very ill.

I had been hearing of an event called the Rainbow Gathering for several years, and it sounded like my cup of tea,
especially now that the Free Camp was no more.  This year, the Rainbow Gathering was being held just 150 miles
away from Reno, and so the morning after parting ways with DD I drove my bus to the Gathering.

I had to pull over to vomit several times on the way there.
Within minutes of my arrival at the Gathering I thought that I had died and gone to heaven.

It is usually axiomatic that any time anything happens, look for who is making money by that thing happening and
you will have also found the person who is making that thing happen.

The Rainbow Gathering is the glorious exception to that rule.
A mind-numbing amount of work, resources, logistics, and planning go into the Rainbow Gathering every year.

Work for next year’s Gathering begins as the last one ends, and a large number of people make a large number of
contributions in time, money, back-breaking labour, and resources to make it happen.

And yet, in theory — and pretty much in fact — no one makes any money off the Rainbow Gathering.  The Rain-
bow Gathering is truly a labour of love.

The Rainbow Family of Living Light has no officials, organization, or officers.  There are no presidents, CEO’s, or
leaders.  No one assigns work or gives orders.  It just gets done.  It is longstanding Rainbow Family consensus that
nobody ever has, or ever will, represent the Rainbow Family as a whole. It is the largest non-organized organization
in the world.

There are sweat lodges, tipis, and workshops on everything from yoga to identifying herbs.  Political activists of
every stripe are advocating for their issues.

At the North Carolina Gathering in 1987, to the wonderment of the hippies and to the consternation of the
North Carolina State Police and the Forest Service, the Hare Krishna brought a live elephant to the Gathering.

If you want to experience some insanity, you can just go hang out at the CALM tent, which is the medical center.
When some exceptionally powerful LSD is on site, the CALM tent can be very a very interesting place.

Then there is the music!
Then there is more music!
On any given night, it is possible to wander around the Gathering site and at any given kitchen hear some of the

best music you have ever heard.  There are also storytellers, shamans, magicians, jugglers, mystics, and clowns
everywhere all the time.

And — not least of all — there are multitudes of the most beautiful women I have ever seen! Hippy girls!  I love
hippy girls!  And at the Rainbow Gathering there are beautiful hippy girls behind every tree!  Complete with their
radiant smiles, their shining eyes, and their colourful clothes!  The Rainbow Gathering is a woman-worshipper’s
paradise!

Rather than saying the Family has no leaders, it would be more accurate to say that everyone is a leader.  The
Rainbow Family consists of road-dogs, religious nuts, doctors, scientists, drunks, hippies, rednecks, Christians,
Pagans, musicians, computer programmers, and so on.  The only requirement is that you have a belly-button.  Every
year, between 10,000 and 30,000 people from all over the planet gather in a national forest.  It is in a different
state every year.  They gather to show the world that it is possible for a large and diverse number of people to live
together in peace.  The Gathering is often the largest town in the area, yet there are no police, jails, or courts.
There are shanti sena, or keepers of the peace, who volunteer to intervene in disputes.  Anyone with an aggressive
temperament is discouraged from being shanti sena.  There are ‘focalizers’ who do exactly as the name suggests.
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These positions are purely voluntary.  No one assigns anyone, no one organizes anything, and no one keeps a role or a
ledger.  If you want to be shanti sena, you simply become shanti sena. If you want to build a kitchen, you simply
build a kitchen.  If you want to make a trail, you make a trail.

The only time the police were called was to remove child molesters.  The Rainbow Gathering is wide open, out in
the woods, and there are always numerous children.  (There is, in fact, a ‘Kid City’ that is an entire camp built just
for the children.)  Messing with the kids is the one thing that will not be tolerated.

If someone were murdered, the police might be called — but not necessarily.  It would depend…

Why do they come?  There are as many reasons as there are attendees.  Generally, you can find whatever you
are looking for.

Various kitchens are spread out over several square miles of forest.  There is everything from the Hare Krishna
to the Pagans.  Each kitchen has its own ambiance and atmosphere.  Everything, including the labour, is donated.  All
food is always served for free.  The Gathering is financed by a ‘magic hat’ that is passed around at main circle.
Some throw in spare change, some throw in $100 bills.  There is always enough.

While nothing is exactly forbidden, alcohol is strongly discouraged.  (Marijuana, on the other hand, is usually
encouraged.)  While no one will actually kick you out if you break out some booze, so many people will give you so
much shit about it that it is generally not worth it.  (There is a special camp called ‘A Camp’ in the parking lot, which
is generally located a lengthy hike from the Gathering itself.  This is where the consumers of alcohol generally
congregate.)

In spite of the fact that there is far less violent crime than in any other similar sized gathering of people in the
country, the government, of course, hates the Rainbow Gathering.  People living in peace was considered un-Ameri-
can.  However, since they were doing nothing illegal, since the Constitution guaranteed the right to peacefully
assemble, and since the only way to stop the Rainbow Gathering would be to drag 30,000 naked hippies one by one
out of the woods and arrest them, there was not much they could do.

There is a drum circle at the main circle that goes 24-7 except on the morning of the 4th of July.
At the crack of dawn on the 4th, silence descends upon the Gathering.  The majority of attendees gather at the

main circle for a peace prayer.  I don’t know if you have ever prayed silently with 30,000 other people, but it is a
powerful experience.  Then, at noon, an ‘ohm’ chant begins.  This continues for several minutes.  They ‘ohm’ weaves
and dances through the circle.

Then, when the ‘ohm’ chant ends, 30,000 people break into a cheer that trembles the earth.
Then, the drums resume — and the festivities begin!
The kids, fully decked out in costumes and face-paint, parade through the circle as everyone cheers.  The danc-

ing is enthusiastic and wild.  The smiles are numerous and radiant.

In a long life of looking for cool things to do, the Rainbow Gathering is, by far, the coolest thing to do that I
have ever found…

I met Jasmine Rae whilst riding my motorcycle through Beatty, Nevada, and I decided to try an experiment.  I
knew that Beatty was the home of several houses of prostitution, and I had never bought a prostitute before.  I
wondered what the experience would be like.  Plus, as already mentioned, sex is my very favouritest thing in the
entire universe that I have ever found to do, and getting laid would be a fine icing on my experimental cake.  I
accepted the possibility that there would be no woman who met my standards, for as previously mentioned, while I
can’t really afford to be that picky, I am anyway.  After experiencing sex with the likes of Sophie, Vivian, and
Joseé, it was impossible to just ‘settle’ for just anyone.  I had been spoiled.  I knew what it could be, and if it
wasn’t what it could be I wanted nothing to do with it.  I had found that while waiting was very frustrating, it was
usually worth the wait if I waited.
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If none of the prostitutes lit my fire, I would just say sorry and leave.  The sex was relatively unimportant.  I
was open.  I was into experimentation.  I was into learning.  I entered the cat house.

The usual procedure was to hang out for a while and have a couple of drinks whilst the damsels paraded their
wares and you made your choice.

Suddenly, I saw the most beautiful woman in the world!
Then, I realized that it was Her! The legend had come to life!  My most profound and important sexual fantasy

had suddenly appeared in front of me, and she was available!
For my entire adult life I had been envisioning this woman in my most perfect dreams!  It was her! It was the

Perfect Woman!
Her skin was like spun satin, translucent and looking like it would melt in your mouth!  Her eyes sparkled with

mischief and intelligence!  There was a magical mystical aire to her being that entranced and astounded me!  She
was short, thin, and small breasted, just as I pictured the Perfect Woman to be!

I was somewhat surprised when I finally noted the fact that she was a redhead, but after noticing, I realized
that she could be nothing else…

Without another word, in shock, I simply pointed.  I paid the $50 for fifteen minutes, we went into a room, and
I spent those fifteen minutes ravishing this incredible work of feminine art.

This was the ultimate sexual experience that I have ever experienced in a long life filled with a lot of sex with a
lot of women.  It was more than the fact that she was the most beautiful woman in the world.  She was also a
sweet, enchanted, and thoroughly delightful young lady.

Most surprising of all — and adding greatly to the level of my passion — she was with right there with me
emotionally!  Since I knew that she must do this many times every day, I was delighted and honoured.  Even if it was
simply a good act, at least she cared enough to put on the act.  However, when we were done, she very matter-of-
factly said, “That was the best sex I have ever had.”

This statement blew me away.  Many women had told me this in the past.  I had always assumed that this was
simply something that most girls said to most boys.  However, while I had never had sex with another man, and
while I had never watched any other man having sex with a woman, I could not confirm it — but I had a distinct
feeling that this woman was being truthful when she said this.  Considering how many people had surely had sex
with her, this was somewhat astonishing.

A few years later, my suspicion that she was being truthful was confirmed.  At this time I had a girlfriend
named Taryn.  If it is possible to be honest to a fault, then that was Taryn.  It would be accurate to describe Taryn
as ‘brutally’ honest.  She always simply said whatever was on her mind without any thought whatsoever as to how
her words would impact anyone else.  You would need to know her to truly understand what I mean, but saying some-
thing that was not true simply to make someone feel better or to boost their ego would simply never cross Taryn’s
mind.  Taryn also told me that I was the greatest sex she ever had.  In addition to her propensity for blunt
honesty, another factor supporting the truthfulness of Taryn’s assertion was the fact that she did not really like
sex very much.  (This proved an irreconcilable difference.  Our relationship did not last very long, though Taryn
remained a highly valued friend for the rest of my time in the United States.)

So, you may ask, what is my ‘secret’ to being good at sex?  It is actually rather simple:  You must simply love the
holistic experience of sex more than anything else in the universe.  You must fully immerse yourself, soak in, cher-
ish, and treasure every millisecond of it.

Back in Beatty, after making love with this incredible woman three times in the space of fifteen minutes, I tried
to pay for another round — but there were already four other customers waiting for her.

She was by far the most popular girl in the establishment.
I am sure that she was by far the most popular girl in the State of Nevada.
As I was leaving, I realized that I was missing a vital piece of information.  I said, “Jeez, what is your name?”
She smiled a smile that melted me and said, “My name is Jasmine Rae.”
“That figures.  So tell me, Jasmine Rae, would you consider marrying me?”
She laughed.  “I am afraid that that is against company policy.”
“Screw company policy!  I am in love with you!  I want to spend the rest of my life making love with you!”
Suddenly, Jasmine Rae gave me a very strange look.  Then she said something completely unexpected.
She said, “You have seen the spaceships.”
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To the Madame’s consternation, Jasmine Rae insisted upon another round with me.
We would not be having sex this time, though.

I had never before mentioned Brother Kröen Jankrael to anyone.  No one would have believed me, for one thing.
Yet somehow, Jasmine Rae knew…

In amazement, I asked, “How did you know?”
She just shrugged and said, “I don’t know.  I just did.”
“Does this happen to you often?”
“It has never happened before.”
“You have met Brother Kröen?”
“They did not say their names.”
This was my first indication that while our encounters were close, they were not similar; Brother Kröen always

traveled alone.
“Describe your experience.”
“Well, I was five years old, and I was sitting in a meadow when their spaceship landed.  They entered my mind

and viewed reality through my eyes.  There were butterflies and flowers and it was very beautiful.  Then they re-
boarded their spaceship and left.”

“What did they look like?”
“They were hamster-sized creatures with slimy green bodies.  Their eyeballs sat atop two long antennae that

stuck out of the top of their heads, and moved independently of each other.  They smelled like a sewer, and they
dripped mucus all over everything everywhere they went.  They constantly slobbered and farted, and their voices
sounded like a hyena with a barbed stick up its ass.”

This was definitely something entirely different.  Brother Kröen never entered gravity without his gravity-nulli-
fier, and thus he was perfectly round.  He had thirty pairs of eyes and ten appendages protruding from his round-
ness.  Each of these appendages ended in several fingers with which he was amazingly dexterous, and all ten of
which he could manipulate independently and simultaneously.  He was covered with shiny purple scales.  I don’t
believe he ever farted, and he had a pleasant voice.

I would have to ask Brother Kröen about this if/when I ever saw him again.

In spite of our common alien interests, I was unable to persuade Jasmine Rae to leave with me.  When my time
was up for this unprecedented second round I was politely informed by a large bouncer that I must now leave.
Immediately.

Had I known that Jasmine Rae had met the Orgonians, I would have been much harder to get rid of…

I got a job in Beatty wiping slot-machines and picking up coin wrappers in a casino just so that I could spend
weekends visiting Jasmine Rae.  On my third visit, I asked, “Why do you do this?  You are obviously very intelligent,
and you seem to be educated.  You could probably do anything you wanted to do or marry anyone you wanted to
marry.”

“I am doing what I want to do.  It brings people great joy to have sex with me.”
“Why don’t you just date?”
“Because this way there are no strings attached, and no one has any expectations other than the joy of the

moment.  When I have sex with people under any other circumstance, they always end up wanting me to be exclusive
to them, and they become very upset when I refuse.  I have a sacred gift, and I want to spread it as far as possi-
ble.  My greatest joy is to bring joy to as many others as I can — and I am very good at it.”
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I didn’t argue with this contention.  Having sex with Jasmine Rae was literally a transcendental experience.  I
was transported into another reality that was pure ecstasy.  In the vale of tears that constituted my culture, I
couldn’t help but admire Jasmine Rae’s desire to spread as much joy as she could.

I visited her every weekend for a month.  The next time I came, though, she was gone.  An openly hostile
Madame informed me that Jasmine Rae had moved on to greener pastures.

The Madame seemed to blame me.
I didn’t bother to ask if she knew where Jasmine Rae had gone.
I wondered if maybe Brother Kröen could help me find her…

I met Brother Kröen Jankrael when he kidnapped me.  He materialized me aboard his ship when I was about to
freeze to death hitchhiking on a freeway ramp in Nashville, Tennessee.

He was sort of a scout/scientist/outlier for the Universal Brotherhood of Sentient Beings.  He kidnapped me to
perform medical research upon me.  I had been hitchhiking on Interstate 40 during a snowstorm at 2AM when I
spotted what I immediately knew to be a spaceship hovering over a gas station a short distance away.  Exhaustion,
hypothermia, a desperate desire for a ride, and the general nature of my nature all contributed to my somewhat
unusual reaction to seeing a spaceship hovering over a gas station on Interstate 40 during a snowstorm at 2AM in
Nashville Tennessee.  My first thought was:  Wow!  The Ultimate Ride!  And so I did what I deemed to be the
logical thing to do in this particular situation:  I stuck out my thumb.  When I didn’t get any immediate reaction
from the spaceship, I remembered a cardinal rule of the hitchhiker:  In order to obtain a ride it was necessary to
be seen, and to be noticed by the traffic. Thus, I began jumping up and down and crying out, “Take me with you!
Take me with you!  I can play music!  I am an interesting person to talk to!  I can help you drive!  Please!  Give me a
ride!”

Then, suddenly, right in the middle of one of my pleadings, I found himself not only aboard the spaceship, but
facing the imposing personage of Brother Kröen Jankrael, Ambassador Extraordinaire of the Universal Brother-
hood of Sentient Beings.

I once again did what I deemed to be the logical thing to do in the situation in which I found myself.  I asked,
“Wow, man, thanks for the ride!  How far are you going?”

Brother Kröen eventually explained that his interest was purely scientific, and he assured me that I would not
be harmed.

If he did any harm, then I am unaware of it, and considering that I had been one step from freezing to death at
the time, anything had seemed an improvement in my situation.

We spoke of many things, and Brother Kröen seemed truly interested in my perspectives.  He seemed especially
interested in my thoughts on war, which is evidently a rare occurrence in the universe, especially when they are
intra-species.  He seemed very pleased when I stated that I would only fight in a war if I or my family were being
directly threatened, and that I perfectly understood that modern wars were merely a tool that rich people used to
make lots of money whilst sacrificing millions of innocent lives.

While reading the thoughts of a round purple alien with thirty pairs of eyes was somewhat problematic, Brother
Kröen seemed to like me.  Eventually, I asked him if he knew the Answer.

Brother Kröen said that he had missed the Question.
I sadly informed him that if he knew the Answer, I would have no need to ask the Question.
After a brief hesitation, he said, “Oh.”
Then he said, “I’m afraid that we are a purely scientific species and that our thought processes work in a purely

logical and rational mode.  We don’t have the answer to your mysterious ‘question’.  You should ask the Orgonians
about that.”
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It was obvious that Brother Kröen wished he could take those words back as soon as he spoke them.  (Having
thirty pairs of eyes may make seeing much easier, but it also makes being seen much easier…)  But I had to ask the
inevitable question:  “Who?”

Brother Kröen answered, “The Orgonians.”  After a questioning pause, Brother Kröen continued impatiently, “You
may meet them someday and they may be able to supply your Answer, but until then, they can continue their job,
and I will continue with mine!”

He extracted a blood sample as he said this.
I said, “Ouch!  The Orgonians, eh?”
Brother Kröen replied, “Yes!  And I have already said too much just by saying that since they probably would

rather you knew nothing of their existence, so please, no more questions!”
After donning a pained expression for a moment, I smiled again and said, “Can I ask just one more question?”
With as close as it was possible for Brother Kröen to come to exasperation, he said, “What now?”
Still smiling, I asked, “When you are done, do you suppose that you could drop me off in Guatemala?”

I was living life to its fullest.  Every day was completely different than every other day, and I never knew what
was going to happen next.  After I became aware of karma, almost everything that happened was almost always
good.  It was exciting and educational.  It was filled with adventure and romance.  Every morning was a cause for
excited anticipation.  Every evening was a cause for celebration.  Hitchhiking made it possible to travel all over
North America with virtually no money.  In addition, hitchhiking was especially interesting in that the relationships
with my rides were very personal since I was sitting in their car with them, but were simultaneously very anonymous
in that we almost certainly would never meet again.  Thus, people often revealed secrets to me that their closest
personal friends were unaware of.  Others often gave me guided tours of their little part of the world, and shared
interesting historical and/or cultural attributes of the local area.

Whatever happened, more often than not it was interesting and/or educational and/or exciting…
Then Jennifer happened.

As previously mentioned, after Jennifer everything changed.  Suddenly, women were no longer an option.  With-
out women, everything seemed empty and pointless.  I needed a new center.

As previously mentioned, I decided to fill the gap with money…
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Chapter 4:  The Smuggler
I was living in my bus in the U-District of Seattle.  I had been moving furniture with a local moving company

called Starving Students, but I could no longer maintain my enthusiasm for working whilst recovering from the
Jennifer debacle, so I quit.

One of the many things I found to be angry about during this period (if you look for it there is a lot there to
find…) was the fact that while, ironically, I was making good money at Starving Students, I still had to seriously
ration how much marijuana I could smoke due to the expense.  I knew people had to make a profit, and I knew that
since marijuana was a ‘crime’, then you had to pay the people risking jail to sell it to you.

However, the prices still seemed excessive to me.
Then I learned that the big movers and shakers in the local Seattle pot world were the Seattle Police.
I loathe corrupt cops.  I am an outlaw, but I am an honest outlaw.  I am in your face about it, in fact.  I am proud

of it.  I am not a hypocrite.  A cop takes on the literal power of dealing life and death to citizens with near impunity
(as long as the person he is killing is poor and/or coloured, anyway).  He pledges to uphold the law.  He is given
extraordinary powers to accomplish that stated goal.  When a cop breaks the law, then there is no longer any law.
For all of these reasons, police should be held more accountable to obey the law.

Then I heard some life-changing news:  Marijuana was selling for $2,000 a pound in Canada, and for $3,600 in
Seattle.

I understood that I could afford to sell it for $3,400 and still make major ‘bank’, as it is so colloquially yet accu-
rately put.

I knew all the people I needed to know to sell marijuana in Seattle.  I had already been sneaking in and out of
Canada on a regular basis my entire adult life.

To me, being me and all, this was a career move that required little conscious thought.
I did some quick research and learned that for selling marijuana in the State of Washington, I would probably

receive a few weeks the first time caught, a few months the second offense, and a few years the third time.  I
stood to make hundreds of thousands of dollars to hike back-packs full of marijuana through beautiful mountains
and woods under deep-frozen full-moons whilst comets sometimes lit the night sky.  For this, I was definitely not
willing to spend years of my life in prison.  However, I was more than willing to risk a few months…

I decided I would go for this until they caught me twice.  If I had any luck at all — and I tend to have very good
luck, as I believe I have already illustrated ad nauseam — I could make enough money in a year or two to retire my
whole family wherever in the world we wanted to go.

‘Luck’, though, can be an objective thing.  Good things often come from bad things and if you need those things
then you can get them with little effort.

I convinced a friend of mine to start fronting me ounces.  I broke the ounces down into grams and eighth-ounces
and sold them for profit until I could save enough to go to Canada and start importing.  I ran a completely up-front
and ethical business.  I always had the best pot and all of my bags were always full weight.  Everyone knew this, and
thus I was always the first person they came to.  I did not make nearly as much per sale as my competitors with
their skimpy little bags, but I much more than made up for it in volume and good karma.  Since I charged much less
than anyone else, I could pick and choose who I wanted to do business with.

Soon, I had a small army of homeless street kids out selling the grams and eights and I was teaching them the
advantages of conducting business in an ethical manner.  Most of these kids ended up owing me a bunch of money
that I never saw, but since I never fronted anything I couldn’t afford to lose this never put me out of business.  I
was the best pot connection in the city of Seattle.  If you wanted to fuck me off, you were fucking no one but
yourself because I would simply never deal with you again.  I had all the business I wanted or needed.  I was doing
fine.

That is the True Magic of the pot business:  There was so much to be made that you could share it with anyone
and we could all get rich selling a magical wonderful physically harmless herb that made people feel really good.
There was enough for everyone! There was no need to be greedy!  In addition, we could cut the cops and the gang-
sters out of the deal too! None of our money going to pay the war machine either. We weren’t paying to mass
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murder Third World women and children.  None of these economic interests appreciated my success at this busi-
ness model and I eventually did battle with all of them, but let’s start from the beginning…

In all my work with the street kids, two of them played the game with honour, and both of them went on to make
fortunes of their own thanks to my guidance and connections — which I freely shared.

Soon after I started going to Canada I let all the growers know that I was willing to pay more than the going
rate.  Since I was willing to pay more than the going rate, I had every grower in BC wanting to do business with me,
and so I could also pick and choose who I wanted to do business with there.  Thus, I never had any trouble buying all
the pot I wanted.  Then, in Seattle, I had the best deals in town, and so I never had any trouble selling all the pot I
could buy.  Plus, everyone I did business with loved doing business with me.

My business kicked ass.
Since I had started off dealing locally, at first I was selling pot grown by the Seattle Police themselves, and

thus they had no problem with me.  In addition to selling their pot for them I was also providing gainful employment
for a lot of street kids and keeping them out of trouble.  Occasionally, a policeman would even drop by my bus with
some out-of-town parents who were looking for their runaway teenagers seeking my help in finding them.  When
possible, I gladly provided help since most of these street kids had parents who didn’t give a shit at best and who
beat and/or raped them at worst.

It was good to see parents who cared.
The goodwill exhibited by the police quickly evaporated as soon as I started importing pot from Canada.  They

put me on their hit list.  Shortly thereafter, they sent in a snitch to do two controlled buys so they could get a
search warrant.  Then, while the Grateful Dead were in town and I was working the show, they raided my bus.
Fortunately, I was not there, I had already sold all of my pot, and they only found a total of 42 grams — if you
included a cigar box full of stems that I had.  I sat a half-block away and watched the raid.  Finally, when it
appeared that they were going to arrest two friends of mine who had been hanging out at my bus, I approached and
informed that I was the person they were looking for.  I was arrested and taken to jail in a van along with seven
cops dressed in full riot gear.

Upon entering the van and seeing my escort, I sarcastically said, “Is all of this for me? I am honoured!  Really,
dudes:  Do you really actually have nothing better you could be doing?”

In Washington State, possession of over 40 grams is a felony.  However, the King County criminal justice system
is so overburdened by the War on Drugs that you basically tell the prosecutor what you are willing to plead guilty
to.  I refused to plead guilty to any felony, and since they had a weak case anyway due to the fact that they had to
include over 10 grams of stems to make 40 grams, and because I had been busted at a huge concert and it was obvi-
ous that large numbers of people were hanging out at my bus.

I pled guilty to misdemeanour possession.

Then, on the third trip into Canada, I tried a smuggling route that had been suggested by a friend.  It was in a
town.  I had parked my car three blocks away from the border.  Before retrieving my car I stashed my six pounds
in some bushes planning to retrieve my car and bring it back so I wouldn’t have to walk the three blocks carrying
the pot.  Just as I came to the road, I suddenly found myself surrounded by Border Patrol.  It turned out that the
Border Patrol had motion sensors on this route.  I was searched, and they found two grams of personal stash in my
pocket.  Then they searched the bushes and found my six pounds.

Since they had not actually caught me with the six pounds, I thought I had a good chance to beat the charge.  I
figured that once again the prosecutor would accept a plea of guilty to misdemeanour possession.

However, I hired a lawyer who turned out to be a drunk.  I missed a court date as a result, and a warrant was
issued for my arrest.  I learned of this court date several weeks later when I was arrested in Omak, Washington.

Of course, me being me and all, I had a few grams of personal stash in my pocket when I was arrested in Omak.
Since this meant that they had found pot in my possession since I now always had pot in my possession, this

meant my second misdemeanour.
The prosecutor in Whatcom County, where my other charge was still pending, copped an attitude toward me

because I had hired a drunken lawyer.  He proved un-inclined to accept a plea bargain.
Thus, I went to a full jury trial.
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The prosecutor was a very pleasant man when he wasn’t destroying people’s lives.  After months of battling with
this otherwise funny and pleasant man, (he once noted that he enjoyed marijuana cases because he could joke with
the defendant on these cases.  He explained that this would be inappropriate with a child-murderer case, for
instance.)

Then, after all these months of expense and hassle and maneuvering, when the jury retired, the prosecutor said,
“To be honest, I don’t have much hope of winning this one.”

Shit.  Why didn’t he say that six months ago?
As it turned out though, he had almost been right.  The initial vote and been eleven to convict and one to not to.

However, it took the one no voter a little over three hours to convince the others.
It is said that you can tell the verdict as soon as the jury returns: If they look at you, you won.  If they don’t,

you lost.
This is ‘common wisdom’ about a complex issue that is actually often true.  In my case, the first three jurors

who walked out didn’t look at me and appeared uncomfortable.  This did not look good.  However, the fourth juror
immediately sought me out and gave me a heartfelt smile.

I had gotten away with it.  In all reality, everyone knew it was my pot.  However, everyone also knew that they
hadn’t proven it.  For the sake of everyone, you must always make them prove it.  If you don’t make them prove it to
a jury they can arrest anyone they want.  I was found guilty of my third misdemeanour possession charge for the
few grams that were found in my pocket, but I was found not guilty of possession with intent to distribute the six
pounds that was found in the bushes.

I had dodged another bullet.

Over the next few years I smuggled millions of dollars worth of marijuana into the country.  I always had tens
of thousands of dollars in my pocket.  I loved this shit.

Then, while at a music festival in Seattle, I borrowed a car to give one of my kids, a sixteen-year-old girl named
Lila, a ride home when the festival was over.  The car I was driving had a bad muffler, and my route took me
through a very shady part of town.  Two vice-cops saw me with a very young girl in that part of town late at night
and decided to investigate.  They pulled me over for a noisy muffler.  After explaining that it was not my car, I
went to open the glove box and search for the paperwork.  One policeman stood at the driver’s window and another
stood at the passenger window.  Both cops were shining their flashlights on the glove box as I opened it.  What
happened next was like a skit from a comedy scene:  When I opened the glove box, the two police flashlights very
effectively illuminated an ounce of pot as it slowly rolled out of the glove box and plopped onto the tray formed by
the glove box door.

The two cops looked at each other over the top of the car.  The look on the one’s face that was standing at my
window was wondering if they could just pretend that they had not seen this.  They were vice-cops.  They didn’t
give a shit about marijuana.  However, they evidently came to the conclusion that they could not ignore it.  Both Lila
and I were cuffed as they searched the car.

Then, upon looking into a backpack that was in the back seat, one of the cops threw it down in disgust and cried,
“Shit!  There is at least a quarter-pound in here!  Now we’ve got to deal with a fucking felony!”

It did not help matters that I had over $8,000 distributed in several pockets and that I had no idea how much
money I had.  When the police inquired, I guessed that I had around $4,000.

However, they still had a weak case.  It was not my car.  I certainly would not have opened the glove box had I
known that it contained marijuana.  While the quarter-pound did indeed belong to me, it was entirely plausible that
someone else had left it stashed in the car during the festival.

I was not charged.  The next time I was not so lucky.
While they never took me down, the Seattle Police were getting close, and I knew it.  In addition, after the

home-invasion on the gangster house I was now associated with guns and this completely changed the dynamic.  I
decided to move my headquarters to Olympia.  Therefore, on my next load I went and checked into a motel in what
I thought was Olympia.  I later learned that it was actually in the Olympia suburb of Lacey.  Lacey is widely known
as a mini-police state.  Had I known the motel was in Lacey, I would have gone elsewhere.

The next morning I left to do some laundry.  The chambermaid came to clean my room while I was gone.  When I
arrived back at the motel, I noted that the chambermaid’s cart was blocking my door, she had left the television on,
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(I never watch television), and that my room was only half made up.  In addition, I had not realized how smelly the
pot was until I came back and the smell hit me like a wall.  The thought entered my head:  Could the chambermaid
have smelled my pot and called the police?  This seemed farfetched, but this situation seemed really weird.  In
addition, I had a strong feeling that this was indeed exactly what had just happened, and I had long since learned
to trust my feelings.  I grabbed my duffel bag full of pot and went out the back door of the motel and literally ran
smack-dab into two policemen.  One of the policemen said, “We had a report that the chambermaid smelled mariju-
ana in your room…” whereupon he hesitated a moment, took a whiff, and then said, “…and I believe I can smell
marijuana right now.”

Busted.

Thus, after two years of the Seattle Police trying and failing to take me down, the Thurston County Drug Task
Force literally stumbled over me the first time I ever came onto their turf.

I bailed out.  Then, I learned that the Seattle Police had been waiting for this.  They had filed charges on the
quarter-pound they had found in the borrowed car.  I found this out when they raided the home of a friend of mine
in an attempt to arrest me.  (I had been receiving my mail there.)

I decided that I was through.  I jumped bail and moved to Canada.  I retired from smuggling.  I decided that I
was going to buy an espresso stand and live happily ever after selling espresso to Canadians.  I rented an apartment
in the Canadian Rockies near the town of Nelson, British Columbia.

Then, I got a call from Dallas.  Dallas was one of the kids who had worked for me and then moved on to do his
own thing.  While we no longer worked together, we occasionally helped each other out under special circumstances.
When I had been arrested the last time, Dallas had gone to my apartment and he had moved all of my belongings
into a self-store warehouse at his own expense.

I owed him a favour.
Dallas and his partner Dave were running some buds over the border on a snowmobile and the driver who was

supposed to give them a ride to the snowmobile had no-showed at the last minute.
I really didn’t want to do it, but I couldn’t really say no.
I agreed on condition that I didn’t touch the buds and that I didn’t cross the border.
Dave went ahead on his own to set things up.
When I picked Dallas up, he had five duffel bags.  This meant he had somewhere around 100 pounds of pot.
This was not cool.
I had told him numerous times in the past to never take over twenty pounds at a time.  He could make $40,000

on twenty pounds of pot and risk only a few months of jail time.  If he were to be caught with 100 pounds he would
do several years of fed time — and the feds didn’t plea bargain or give shit for good-time.  I said to him, “Man, this
is stupid to have this much pot!  If you get caught with this much you’re going to a federal pen for years!”

Then I learned that this was not the only advice of mine that he had chosen to ignore; Dallas had a habit of
leaving his vehicle parked out in the woods right on the American side of the border for the several days that it
took him to round up his buds in Canada.  If the feds noticed a rented van parked in the woods right next to the
border for several days, they were very likely to become curious.

And finally, whenever I ran the border, I always paid someone $500 to sit on the American side with a walkie-
talkie to watch for border patrol.  Before crossing I could call and make sure the coast was clear.  For the kind of
money I was making, this was cheap insurance.  Plus, I got to give some homeless street kid $500 and a free trip to
eastern Washington to go sit out in the woods for a few very-early morning hours.  Since my lookout was never
actually with the pot, he/she faced a very small risk of getting busted.

Dallas evidently felt even this minimal security measure was unnecessary.  He had no eyes on the south side.
I am sure you guessed what happened:  The Border Patrol had staked out Dallas’ van, and they were waiting for

him to arrive.
Dave had returned to find the tires slashed.  His attempts to fix this problem led to everyone in the very rural

area knowing what was up.
Since he had no one watching, Dallas rode right into their trap.
Dave sent two other kids to go buy tires.  I have forgotten their names but they were a couple, and they were

both really smart and really beautiful.
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Dave waited alone at the van for Dallas and for the kids with the tires.  The Border Patrol showed up.  Dave had
not prepared himself for this eventuality.  Dave was not the sharpest pencil on the desk.  He came up with a really
lame story that made absolutely no sense whatsoever, and so the BPs set up an ambush.

Dallas had actually gotten caught twice before, but both times he had gotten away himself; once in a dark
meadow at night by simply escaping their attention whilst his girl friend and another couple were all caught; and
once by driving wildly with a car full of pot and people on a rural high-speed chase through the dirt roads of the
vertiginous mountainous landscape — finally jumping out of his vehicle — with his backpack full of pot — and simply
outrunning the cops.  He left his girlfriend and a mentally-impaired kid that Dallas had adopted behind to get
busted, but he got away.

I never had to try to outrun the cops myself, but since all of the action was on the Mexican border at that time,
most of the Border Patrol on the northern border were the ready to retire overweight older gentlemen.  Dallas, on
the other hand, was a noted athlete and ex-Eagle Boy Scout.  Since two other friends of mine had also outrun the
cops, evidently it was rather easy to do…

Dallas almost pulled it off again:  Two BPs tried to block him on his snowmobile.  Dallas gunned the engine.  One
of the BPs was too slow:  Dallas ran over his foot.

The chase was on.  The two BPs jumped into their 4-by and chased the hurtling snow machine.  Dallas took a
sharp turn and dumped his trailer with his one hundred-twenty pound load.

He got away, though.
He found his friends driving back with the new tires.  He dumped his snowmobile and jumped into the truck.
They probably would have gotten away, but a local saw Dallas jump off the snowmobile and into the truck without

turning the snowmobile off and became suspicious.  He/she called and reported it.  Dallas got caught, and now he
had involved the two kids giving him the ride.

When I had told Dallas that he would spend several years in a federal pen if he got caught, what he should have
told me was, “No, if I get caught, you will spend several years in a federal pen and Dave will spend a few months in a
halfway house as a reward for snitching on you.”

I was arrested by the Royal Canadian Mounted Police and taken to the border in chains where they turned me
over to the Americans.  I thought I was facing a year of state time at the most.  The feds had not caught me with
a single gram, so I figured they had no case.  Anyone who has ever actually dealt with the feds are probably now
laughing at that presumption.

The feds don’t need no stinking evidence.
I did not know this, though.  I also did not know that the feds could prosecute me for something I did in Canada.
I quickly learned the error of my presumptions.

I was first sent to King County to be prosecuted for the quarter pound.  I began learning the methods used to
coerce defendants into pleading guilty.  Since I had a hold from Thurston County, I could not post bail.  If I pled
guilty, I would be given time served and immediately released — which, since I had a charge pending in Thurston
County, meant I would immediately be transported there to deal with that charge.  If I pled not guilty, I would be
held in King County for another three months until trial.

In other words, if I said I did it they would let me go, and if I said I didn’t do it, they would keep me in jail.
I just wanted to get this over with.  If I could get this over with and get to Thurston County, I would again be

eligible for bail.  Thus, I pled guilty even though I could probably have beaten the charge.  Another factor in my
decision is the fact that the King County Jail is a thoroughly nasty place.  I called it ‘The Dungeon’.

However, upon being booked into the Thurston County Jail the jailer there told me that I now had a federal
hold.  I laughed.  I still thought the feds had no case.  I figured they were trying to scare me into becoming a
snitch.

I quit laughing when I realized that a federal hold meant that I was still ineligible for bail.  And, as I was soon
to learn, a federal hold is no laughing matter.

Even though this state case was two years old by this point, the same chambermaid still worked at the same
motel, and she was willing to testify.

And of course, I had been caught red-handed and I had been caught completely legally by the police themselves.
I plea bargained for a one year sentence.
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I was sent to the Stafford Creek Correctional Institution in Aberdeen, Washington.  With good time, I would be
out in eight months.  I figured that as soon as the feds figured out that I was not going to tell them anything that
they would drop their charges.  I still did not realize that the feds could prosecute me without a single shred of
evidence other than the testimony of bribed and blackmailed snitches who were provided with overwhelming incen-
tive to say whatever the prosecutor wanted to hear.  I still had no idea that the feds could prosecute me for some-
thing that I did in Canada.  I soon learned better.

The feds plucked me out of Stafford Creek and shipped me to Spokane to face a federal charge of Conspiracy
to Import Marijuana.  As soon as I started researching conspiracy laws, I knew that I was in deep shit.  Under
federal statute, you don’t have to actually break a law; all you have to do is ‘conspire’ to break a law.  The only
‘proof’ they need to convict you for ‘conspiracy’ is two people saying you ‘conspired’ with them to break the law.  No
other ‘evidence’ is required.  If I was willing to plead guilty, I would probably get a 41 month sentence.  If I went to
trial, I was looking at 10 years.  I pled guilty.  I received a 41 month sentence.  Since the feds only give 15% good
time, I was looking at just over three full years in prison.

I had not bought or sold any pot on this deal.  I had not even crossed the border.  I was not even paid, and did
not plan to be.  Both Dave and Dallas snitched on me.  However, Dallas told the actual truth, i.e. that I was just a
driver and had no direct involvement with the pot deal.  Dave lied and basically reversed our rôles, saying that he
was the driver and that I was Dallas’ partner.  Since Dave told them what they wanted to hear while Dallas told the
truth, Dallas received two enhancements; one for being a kingpin, and the other because he had run over a cops’
foot.

He got 41 months.
Dave, who had bought the pot, and who was going to take it into the US, received six months in a halfway house.
The feds were not done with me, though.  They knew that I could take down most of Washington State and good

portions of British Columbia were I so inclined.  They were very upset with me for my failure to what they call
‘cooperate’ and what I call selling your soul to a devil.  Thus, on the day after my sentencing, I received a visit from
a Customs agent named Johnny Walker.  I entered the ‘visiting cubicle’ which is a cement hole divided in half by a
cinder block wall containing a bullet-proof glass window through which you talked on a telephone.  An old shriveled
and arrogant-looking man was sitting on the visiting stool.  An attractive early-twenties couple stood at attention
behind him.

I didn’t know who they were but the girl was beautiful.  Walker was an arrogant and condescending prick.  Mr.
Walker informed me that since I had failed to ‘cooperate’, then I was being charged with a second Conspiracy to
Import charge.  He showed me some paperwork.  Upon perusal of the paperwork, I realized that I had had nothing
to do with this operation.  While I slightly knew a couple of the defendants, with but one exception I had never
engaged in any criminal activity with any of them other than sharing an occasional toke.  All of them worked for
Mike, who was the exception in that he was the second kid who had once worked for me but had since moved on to
doing his own thing without my involvement.  Both Mike and Dallas had started their operations selling twenty-bags
and eighths that I fronted to them.  Both of them got busted with hundreds of pounds of freshly smuggled pot.
Dallas and especially Dallas’ friend and partner Dave Hoover both sold me to the Man to reduce their own
sentences.  Mike, on the other hand, did the right and honourable thing.  He said nothing.

It was Mike’s crew.
I had never worked with Mike’s crew.  I had never even met most of Mike’s crew.
I protested:  “I didn’t have anything to do with this!”
Mr. Walker said, “Well, I have three witnesses who say different, so it doesn’t really matter.”
I stared at the paperwork in shock.
Then I realized what was happening…
“You piece of shit...”

Mr. Walker just gave me an evil smile.  He was a little shriveled man who probably had a little shriveled penis and
had to make up for it.  He had probably been the weenie everyone had picked on in school.  Mr. Walker’s smirk was
highly annoying.

I decided that I wanted to wipe that smirk away.  I said, “I understand that things like honour and courage are
alien concepts to someone in your line of work, but I am afraid that they are concepts that I live by.  Sending
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someone to prison for something that you know they didn’t do is fifty times worse than the worst thing I have ever
done in my life and you are an exceptionally vile human being.  I have no intention of giving you so much as the time
of day much less accept your filthy lucre for selling my friends to you, so you just go ahead do whatever you’re
going to do and then go fuck yourself.”

With one last contemptuous and condescending smile, I dismissed Johnny Walker and without warning I beam-
ingly smiled at the pretty girl.  I was hoping to maybe catch a glimmer of amusement or satisfaction or something in
her eyes, but all I got was that icy cold emotionless glare that all cops are either trained to wear or just everyone
who wants to be a cop is naturally inclined to adopt.  (It was most likely a combination of both.)  My hope was
dashed.  The Machine had either already killed the pretty girl’s soul or she was very good at effectively hiding it.

My disappointment over this reaction was greatly mitigated by that of Mr. Walker, though.  It was like a magic
transformation.  His smirk was gone.  He had almost instantly transformed from the cynical and cruel humour of an
omnipotent bully into the open hatred of a vulnerable bully being faced with honour and courage.

You will always be screwed for doing the right thing.  The satisfaction you get from doing it sure makes you feel
better about yourself, though, and I think that is what is important.

And besides, what was he going to do?  Throw me in jail?

After a sad and disappointed smile at the girl, I turned my back on them.  I pushed the button signaling the
guard that this visit was over.

It turned out that yes indeed; Mr. Walker was undeniably and in fact going to throw me in jail.  Mr. Walker was
undeniably and in fact going to throw me in jail for many more years, in fact.

When I was sent to Montana for my trial, (a place I had never been other than to pass through), I immediately
filed a motion for discovery, which means that I wanted to see what evidence the prosecutor was going to use.  I
was informed that the prosecutor did not have any evidence.  My prosecution was based solely upon witness testi-
mony, and that he wasn’t going to tell me what the witnesses were going to say.  According to the ‘law’, this is
acceptable because I would be able to cross-examine the witnesses at trial, albeit that I had no idea what they
were going to say, nor even who they were, and so faced daunting prospects as far as preparing for trial went.
Being innocent made it worse as I had no idea what these ‘witnesses’ were going to say that I did.

According to the judge, I was expected to mount a defense when I had no idea what I was defending myself
against.

Finally, three weeks before my trial date, my attorney obtained a copy of the accusations from the attorney of
one of my ‘co-conspirators’ — albeit a ‘co-conspirator’ that I had never met in my life.  Upon perusal of this docu-
ment, I was overjoyed!  They were saying that I was smuggling marijuana in eastern British Columbia when I had not
only been hundreds of miles away, but I could prove that I had been hundreds of miles away!  In addition to unim-
peachable witnesses, I had a cell phone during this entire period, and my cell phone records would show that I was
in western Washington every day during the entire period they were saying I was in BC!

My attorney informed me that he didn’t have time to obtain my cell phone records before trial.  This did not
seem to be a problem:  “Well, postpone the trial!”

Evidently, though, it was a problem:  “I doubt if the judge will agree to that.”
My jaw literally dropped. “Let me get this straight:  Those records prove that I am innocent, and those records

are the only hard evidence in this entire charade of a trial, and you are saying the judge will not postpone the trial
long enough for me to obtain them?”

“Yes.”
Wow.  We filed a motion to postpone the trial long enough for me to obtain evidence vital to my ability to defend

myself.  The motion was denied.  Then, the prosecutor engaged in SOP:  He offered to lower the charge to Posses-
sion with Intent to Distribute if I would plead guilty, and that he would recommend a sentence of 36 months to run
concurrent with my previous sentence.  Evidently actually possessing marijuana was a less serious charge than
merely conspiring to possess it.  If I went to trial and lost, I was again looking at ten years.

Even without my phone records, I would probably win at trial.  For one thing, Vivian was willing to witness that
she saw me in western Washington every day during this entire period.  Besides being the sweetest and most lova-
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ble human being I have ever known, Vivian was an evangelical Christian and a ranking member of her church.  She
often went on missions to Third-World countries to help starving people.  It would be Vivian’s word against that of
convicted felons who had overwhelming incentive to lie to reduce their own sentences.

However — if I lost, I would be in prison for ten years.
This was the worst nightmare I could imagine.
If I accepted the plea-bargain, I would be out of prison at the same time I would that have been out anyway —

or so I thought.
Thus, I did the hardest thing to do that I have ever done:  I pled guilty to something I did not do.
I did not feel good about it.  After all these years I had still not learned that I should never do anything that I

didn’t feel good about.  Either my karma needed to teach me a very harsh lesson, or this was the biggest mistake I
ever made in my entire life.

Knowing reality as I do, I think it more likely that it was a combination of both.
The judge is under no obligation to follow the prosecutor’s recommendation — and once you plead guilty, you

cannot take it back.  As you may have guessed, I got screwed.  I not only received a 57 month sentence for this
second charge, but 36 months of this sentence was to run consecutive to my previous sentence.  This meant another
three years on top of the three years I was already doing.  This meant a total of almost six years behind bars.  In
addition, I also had four years of probation during which time I could be sent back to prison on the whim of a
probation officer.

I spent time with child molesters and bank robbers and people who stole millions of dollars from grandmothers
who received less than half the time in prison that I did for telling a cop to screw himself.  They don’t like people
who spit in their eyes.  They do their best to discourage such activities.  They go to great lengths, in fact…

I learned many things from this experience.  I learned that there were several reasons for the ‘Drug War’, i.e. it
was to provide astronomical profits for organized crime, to be able to arrest large numbers of black people, and to
vastly increase the government’s ability to intrude into the personal lives of nearly everyone.  I learned that in
spite of (because of?) 30 years of the Drug War, there are now more drugs and drug users than ever.  In the
decade of the 90’s, deaths from causes related to the use of illicit drugs doubled from 3.1 to 6.3 per 100,000.
Thus, the ‘War on Drugs’ appears to be accomplishing the exact opposite of its stated purpose of reducing drug use.
And unfortunately, when we scrutinize these predictable results (having already experienced the exact same situa-
tion during Prohibition), we begin to understand the true purpose of the ‘War on Drugs’.  As I previously mentioned,
it is axiomatic that anytime anything happens, look for who is making money by that thing happening and you will also
have found the person who is making that thing happen.  The most singular accomplishment that has been eventu-
ated by the ‘Drug War’ is to provide the greatest financial windfall for criminals in all human history.  Last year,
Exxon/Mobil took in over $40 billion in profits — the largest profit ever recorded by a single company.  The Bureau
of Statistics estimates that during that same period the illicit drug trade took in over $600 billion.  That figure
represents over 8% of all world trade, and makes Exxon/Mobil look like a mom and pop country store.  Drug traf-
ficking represents 20% of the American economy and 60% of the Mexican economy.  To place these figures in
perspective, $600 billion is more than the GNP of all but a half-dozen of the planet’s wealthiest industrialized
countries.  The Earth’s inhabitants spend more money on drugs than they spend on food.  They spend more on drugs
than they spend on housing.  More than they spend on clothing, education, medical care, or any other product or
service.  When entire nations depend upon a highly profitable venture, legal or not, there will be no real efforts to
curb that venture.

These astronomical profits are a direct result of the ‘War on Drugs’.  By making drugs illegal, the government
instantly transformed cheap and easy to manufacture drugs into an incredibly valuable commodity.  Thanks to the
‘Drug War’, it now costs pennies to produce a product that sells for hundreds of dollars.  In actual production costs
it is more expensive to produce a gram of salt than it is to produce a gram of cocaine.  This paradigm is directly
attributable to the ‘Drug War’.  Thanks to the ‘Drug War’, drugs have become by far the largest and most profit-
able enterprise in the world.  And when there is that kind of money to be made, there will always be people lining up
to participate in the drug trade, and these people will naturally seek to increase their customer base.  Since drug
addicts are constantly dying and going to prison, drug dealers saturate schools to insure a steady supply of new
users.  Since drugs are so expensive due to their illegality, drug addicts are forced to pillage and plunder the nation
in order to support their drug habits.
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Another direct result of the ‘Drug War’ is that drug money has completely corrupted large portions of the law
enforcement apparatus.  Drug dealers make all of the money they need to buy all of the police, judges, and politi-
cians that they need in order to assure that no one ever kills their source of income by decriminalizing drugs.

Yet another result of the ‘Drug War’ that has recently gained wide attention, (this wide attention being brought
to us, ironically enough, by the nation’s leading anti-drug warriors), is that terrorist organizations are using drug
trafficking to financially support their activities.

The fact is that the problems caused by the ‘Drug War’ are exponentially worse by almost infinite magnitude
than all of the problems caused by drug abuse itself.  The social costs due to illicit drugs are almost entirely due to
the fact that they are illicit, not because they are drugs.  Drug dealers shooting people is a result of the ‘Drug
War’, not of drugs.  Drug users stealing and prostituting themselves in order to pay for artificially expensive drugs
is a result of the ‘Drug War’, not of drugs.  The saturation of our schools with drugs is a result of the ‘Drug War’,
not of drugs.  The diversion of tens of billions of dollars from the prosecution of violent street crime and fraud to
the prosecution of hundreds of thousands of non-violent drug sellers and users is a result of the ‘Drug War’, not of
drugs.  The exportation of tens of billions of American dollars to foreign countries each year is a result of the
‘Drug War’, not of drugs.  The spectacular increase in the income and influence of organized crime is a result of the
‘Drug War’, not of drugs.

And there is no fix for this problem. True, decriminalizing or legalizing drugs would eliminate virtually all of the
problems caused by the Drug War.  After all, if drugs are such a dangerous product, why wouldn’t the government
want to control and regulate them, rather than leaving that responsibility to criminals who are accountable to no
one, and whose only incentive is to sell as many drugs as possible?  The murder rate in the United States decreased
by over 70% the year after Prohibition was repealed.  Decriminalizing drugs would instantly put every drug dealer in
the country out of business.  They would no longer prowl the schools trying to get the kids hooked on drugs as
there would no longer be any financial incentive for them to do so.  (Any high school kid will tell you that it is easier
to obtain drugs at school than it is to obtain alcohol or cigarettes.  The purveyors of alcohol and cigarettes are
licensed and legal, and therefore have incentive to obey the law.)  Decriminalizing drugs would free up tens of
billions of dollars currently wasted in the futile and counterproductive efforts to catch and jail drug users.  This
money could then be used much more effectively in educating the kids about the dangers of drugs and on programs
to help those already addicted.  It has been proven in study after study that treatment for drug addiction is much
more effective than prison sentences in getting people off drugs, and that it accomplishes this feat a fraction of
the cost of incarceration.  Plus, drug addicts would be much more likely to seek treatment if they no longer had to
fear arrest.  Decriminalizing drugs would deal a serious financial blow to organized crime and to numerous terrorist
organizations.  Decriminalizing drugs would increase government revenue through taxation rather than generating
astronomical outlays trying to enforce unenforceable laws.  Regulating drugs would greatly decrease deaths due to
overdose and from bad cuts.  Regulating drugs would significantly lower drug prices so that addicts would no longer
be forced to commit crimes in order to support their habits.  Decriminalization of drugs would free hundreds of
thousands of prosecutors, police, judges, jailers, probation/parole officers, and lawyers to find something useful to
do with their lives.

There is one major problem with decriminalizing drugs, though:  If drugs were decriminalized, the entire world
economy would collapse.  You cannot just eliminate a $600 billion industry without serious economic consequences.
But don’t worry!  Since the American government and many of the most powerful people in the world derive signifi-
cant income from laundering drug money — if not direct participation in the drug trade itself — then decriminaliza-
tion of drugs is not a concern.  It aint gonna happen.  American drug policy has completely and intentionally avoided
the core of the problem, i.e. the economic ties between the legal and illegal worlds — between criminals and the
large financial corporations that handle and launder the drug money.  This goes all the way to the top.  The Bank of
America and Citigroup knowingly launder drug money.  The Bushes, the Kennedys, and the Clintons did not deal drugs
but they all knowingly and directly profited from it.

Yes, my prison experience taught me many things.  I learned that our vaunted ‘criminal justice’ system is a
complete sham.  If the feds can hand out 20-year sentences strictly upon the word of coerced and blackmailed
snitches, then they can put anyone in prison that they want.  I learned that prison is a very expensive way to make a
problem much worse than it was originally.  I learned that everyone thinks that everyone in prison claims to be inno-
cent when they are actually all guilty.  The truth is that people who are guilty not only almost always freely admit
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their guilt, but they boast about it.  I learned that most people who claim to be innocent actually are.  I learned
that the United States has more people in prison, both proportionally and in total numbers, than any other country
in the world.  American citizens constitute only 5% of the world’s population, yet they represent 25% of the world’s
prison population — and a huge proportion of our prison population consists of non-violent drug offenders.  It costs
taxpayers $15 billion a year to support its prison population.  (It is cheaper to send someone to college than it is to
send them to prison.)  I learned that county jails are ten times more violent and dangerous than prisons are, even
though most of those in county jails have yet to be convicted of anything.  I learned that there is nothing rational,
comprehensible, or even sane about sentencing policy.  While doing my time, I met child molesters and bank robbers
who received less than half the time I got for marijuana.  I was in prison with a white-collar guy who stole several
tens of millions of dollars, wiping out the life-savings of old women, and received 18 months.  Corporate CEOs
engage in practices that kill and sicken thousands and nothing happens to them while people in California receive life
sentences for stealing pizzas.

I learned that dealing with the criminal justice system is like dealing with politics and economics, i.e. like drink-
ing used toilet water…

This was the world that I was leaving to my daughter and granddaughter.

I finally decided to try do something about that.

I finally decided to try to make a stitch in time.
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Chapter 5:  The Extraterrestrial
As previously documented, with the help of Brother Kröen Jankrael some friends of mine and I took command of

the United States nuclear missile arsenal, and thus took command of the entire world for a brief period of time.
Then, we decided that we would rather go live in the jungles of Guatemala.* First, though, we took over the world
using a few marijuana bribes to security officials, a cocaine bribe to a general, and a little psychic manipulation by
Brother Kröen.  Our unlikely troupe, led by my friend Jos, was able to take control of NORAD.  NORAD was in the
middle of a mountain just outside Colorado Springs.  NORAD was the computer that ran the entire United States
Nuclear Arsenal.

The phrase ‘push the button’ was popular amongst slightly nervous persons when speaking of starting a nuclear
holocaust.  NORAD was the metaphorical button.  (Actually, it was two keys that needed to be turned simultane-
ously, but that is not nearly as ominous sounding as ‘push the button’.)  My friends and I managed to get our fingers
on the button, (i.e. the keys).  Then we told the world that if they did not start doing what we told them to do, then
we would blow it up.

While we never would have actually done such a thing, the world did not know that.  After learning that a bunch
of drug-crazed American hippies had their finger on the button, the world wisely capitulated.

Thus, Jos became Ruler of the World.  Next came the task of figuring out what to do with it.  Jos just wanted
to smoke pot and joke around, so he left all of the major decisions to his staff.  We had a lot of very good ideas,
and some of these ideas were even implemented, but we eventually realized that all of our ideas were completely
unrealistic, and that the world was in such a complete mess that it was completely beyond our power to save.  Thus,
we decided to leave the world to its own devices.  We retired to the jungles of Guatemala to eat magic mushrooms,
make babies, and live happily ever after.

When we had been in Guatemala for five years we heard word of civilization’s collapse.  I did not learn that we
had been directly responsible for the world’s collapse until years later.  I don’t think my friends and family in
Guatemala know it to this day.

Since my family was now safely ensconced far from the dangers of civilization, and since I had now regained
some of my lost sense of adventure, I volunteered to journey north and investigate.

I rode north on my horse Jackson, and I had a horrific nightmare of a journey through Mexico.  Anarchy
reigned, and there were numerous armed gangs roaming around everywhere and killing anyone for anything.  Luckily,
I had thoroughly armed myself before my journey.  No one actually called my bluff.  I never had to shoot anyone
and no one ever shot me, but it was a tense and very very scary journey that I wouldn’t care to repeat.

Fortunately, this problem became less problematic the further north I rode until I finally entered a region
where there appeared to be no one living at all.  This area was ‘haunted’ according to the few people I had met with
whom my relationship had gone deeper than instantly taken aim upon with them with my AK47.  This suited me fine.
If it was ‘haunted’, then no one else would bother me.

What I didn’t know was that the reason northern Mexico was unpopulated was because everyone there had been
killed by radiation from bombs going off in the United States.

When I arrived in San Diego, I discovered that the city had been destroyed by a radiation bomb.  This meant
that while the radiation had killed every living thing, the city itself had survived intact.  Another advantage to a
radiation bomb is that the radiation is relatively short lived.  Thus, San Diego was perfectly safe by the time I
arrived.  I had a more-or-less intact city all to myself.  I had no desire to return through Mexico.  Instead, I
quietly and unobtrusively occupied the formerly great City of San Diego as its only resident.  The Norte was now
haunted land to those in the southern latitudes.  I was maybe possibly safe to live out the rest of my life quietly
and peacefully in the ruins of the civilization that I so loathed; I was sort of thumbing my nose at it.

I was approaching seventy years now.  I was ready to retire.  It was lonely, but there were some advantages to
not having to deal with other people.  There was plenty of food.  Everything perishable had perished long ago, but
there was all the canned and freeze-dried food I could ever eat in several lifetimes.  I moved into a library.  I thus

* See The Trip About Infinity for details of this operation.
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had all of the entertainment and intellectual stimulation I could possibly want.  I stabled Jackson in the main lobby.
The climate of San Diego meant that there was no requirement for heat or air-conditioning.

Nature was already reclaiming San Diego.  The transformation was, in fact, moving in with astonishing rapidity.
It would soon be conquered territory.  There was enough for me for as long as I was likely to be alive, though.  It
was almost perfect.  I was lonely, but I could deal with that.  I felt very bad for the billions of people who had evi-
dently died, but as far as the Earth was concerned, people had become a disease plague anyway, so ultimately, even
the end of civilization was probably a good thing overall.

This idyll lasted for five years.
Then the previously mentioned shit hit the previously mentioned fan…

I woke one morning just like every other morning since I had been there.  I fed Jackson and then went for a
ride just like I had every other morning since I had been there.

As I rode by a Sachs 5th Avenue store, I saw a bunch of mannequins modeling wedding dresses.  These manne-
quins had been subliminally bugging me for months, and so on pure impulse I chose this morning to blow them to
pieces with my AK-47.

It was a hoot.
I was still smiling in satisfaction when I rounded a corner and found myself suddenly confronting several dozen

soldiers…

They were Asian.  They wore the red star of Communist China.  Since they had heard my shots, they were
already primed for action.

I screamed, and made it back around the corner just as a fusillade enveloped the entire area that I had just
occupied.

I encouraged Jackson to full speed.  He got it.
Evidently, the Chinese had moved in.
This meant that it was time for us to move out.
I was near the San Diego City College.  Balboa Park was just the other side of Interstate 5.  I figured that if I

could reach the park, I could probably lose myself until nightfall and make my escape from the city.  The probability
of this plan actually succeeding probably was dependent upon how many soldiers they had and how badly they wished
to catch me.

The freeway created a bottle-neck wherein I needed to ride through either the 11th Avenue underpass or the
Park Boulevard overpass to reach the park.  I hit 11th and turned left only to find myself facing another several
dozen armed Chinese psychopaths.

I did a hasty u-turn, headed east on Russ, and then left onto Park.  Just as I was about to cross the Park Boule-
vard overpass, a military truck came squealing off the freeway off-ramp and cut me off.  Jackson and I jumped a
hedge to the left into a parking lot, and then proceeded west until we found ourselves in a baseball field.  I knew
that the 11th Avenue underpass was just the other side of the baseball field, so we tore across the field at full
speed.  Bullets began whizzing by my head as soldiers started shooting at me.  We jumped a fence onto 11th — and
again found ourselves surrounded by soldiers — but this time by hundreds of them!

There was nowhere to go.  Hundreds of automatic weapons were simultaneously being raised and pointed at me
from every direction.  This was it.  There was no escape.

Thinking to maybe save Jackson, I dismounted and ran a few feet before throwing up my hands and closing my
eyes…

Suddenly, I felt a change in temperature and air pressure, and all ambient sound suddenly ceased.
I did not hear numerous weapons firing.
I did not feel numerous projectiles piercing my body.
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In fact, I heard nothing except a quiet hum of machinery.
And, of course, the biggest giveaway:  I was weightless.

I had heard this sound before.  I had experienced this sudden change in temperature, ambient sound, and air
pressure before.

And of course, I had previously experienced the biggest giveaway:  I was weightless.
Thus, I was not overly surprised when I opened my eyes and found myself inside Brother Kröen Jankrael’s

spaceship facing the purple rotundity himself…

“Hello, Brother!  It is good to see you!”
“It is also good to see you.  You do manage to get yourself into some fixes, don’t you?”
“Yeah, well, you know me.”
“Yes, I do.  Probably better than you know yourself.”
I laughed at Brother Kröen’s joke even though it was not a joke.
I was overjoyed to see that Brother Kröen had also brought Jackson aboard.
“Wow, thanks for bringing my horse!”
“Ah, I have yet to study a horse, so I have an academic interest, though your emotional attachment to the beast

was also an important consideration in avoiding you bitching me out for something.
I stared at Brother Kröen in wonder.  Did he just make a joke? It appeared that Brother Kröen was becoming

adept at human euphemisms — but I couldn’t help but feel his heart was really in it.  It was done by rote.  This
completely alien aspect of Brother Kröen’s character made me feel vaguely creepy for a moment, but I had to admit
it:  “So, you’ve saved my butt twice now.  Some would say that I am in your debt.”

“Not at all.  My association with you has been well worth everything for the entertainment value alone, not to
mention the valuable physiological and psychological information that you have so generously provided.”

“So what did those soldiers see when we disappeared?”
“Nothing.  I induced a persuasion for all of them to simultaneously look away for a moment, and when they looked

back, you were simply gone.  None of them actually saw you disappear.  They all wrote reports stating that you
escaped by an unknown route.”

I laughed.  “All right!  You are the coolest, Brother Kröen!”
“Actually, my body temperature is significantly lower than yours is, but I suspect that is not what you meant.”
“No.  That was another colloquialism.”
“You are very lucky I am so fond of you.  I am likely to receive yet another reprimand from the Brotherhood for

interfering with the locals to such a degree.  They were already very upset about that whole NORAD thing.”
“Believe me, I appreciate it.  So what’s up now?  Where are we headed?”
“Where do you want to go?”
I thought about it for a minute.  Returning to my family in Guatemala came first to mind, but while I missed

them, I suspected that they did not really miss me all that much.  Besides, I was now getting old.  I didn’t have a lot
of time left.  I had here a golden opportunity.  I could probably literally go anywhere I wanted to go.  I didn’t know
how Brother Kröen’s ship made its way around the universe, but he seemed to have no problem.  I evidently had the
whole Universe to choose from, and I was ready for it.  And besides:  The thought of intergalactic sex intrigued me
to no end.

“Well, you know me, and you know what I like.  I would really like to see some gas giants, and a black hole would
be ultra-cool if happens to be one of those on the way.  You are much more familiar with extraterrestrial venues, so
I am open to suggestions.  Can you think of anywhere that I might like?”

I swear Brother Kröen smiled, even though he doesn’t really have a mouth to speak of.  “Yes, as a matter of fact,
I think I know of a planet that you would love.  First, though, I have arranged a rendezvous with some beings that I
think you would be interested in meeting.  They also have a passenger that I believe you already know.”
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My heart skipped a beat.  Could he possibly…
“These beings don’t happen to be from Orgone, do they?”
“Ha!  To coin a colloquialism:  Bingo!”

Just a few hours later we rendezvoused with an Orgonian spaceship.
When we boarded, I was alarmed to find that the Orgonians were even more repulsive than Jasmine Rae had led

me to believe.
They stank! It was a foul, rank, and nauseating odour that I cannot even describe.
Their voices did indeed sound like a hyena with a barbed stick up its ass, and all of them seemed to constantly

use these voices at great volume simultaneously.  There was an insanely loud non-stop cacophony the entire time I
was aboard their ship.

They were ugly! Their little hamster sized bodies were distorted and asymmetrical, and they were covered with
growths that looked like warts.  In addition to being a thoroughly putrid and sickly looking colour and texture, their
skin was slimy!

Their eyes, which did indeed sit atop two stalks coming off the top of their heads and did indeed move inde-
pendently of each other, looked like the eyes of a psychopath.

Their entire ship was coated with the slime that constantly dripped off their bodies everywhere that they went.
And did I mention that they stank!
I was torn as to whether to seek the Answer or to immediately get out of this smelly madhouse.  As I tried in

vain to avoid the slime that coated every surface on the ship, I asked Brother Kröen to ask the Orgonians whether
they knew the Answer.  However, before I could get out a single word, I froze in mid-sentence when I saw someone
who immediately made me forget everything else that was going on…

It was Jasmine Rae!

I couldn’t believe it!  The ultimate realization of every romantic and erotic fantasy that I had ever had!  The
definitive exemplar of superlative feminine perfection!  This Ultimate Assertion of Beauty managed to maintain her
majesty even whilst coated with Orgonian slime!  I stared in shock!  She was standing right there!  She was smiling
at me in all of her shocking, mind-blowing, cock-swelling glory!

“Jasmine Rae,” I cried in delight!
“Hello, Jack.”
“What are you doing here?”
“The Orgonians rescued me just before a hydrogen bomb destroyed Las Vegas.”
“Jasmine Rae!  This is wonderful!  Brother Kröen says he knows a really cool planet where we can go live!  Pack

your bags, girl!”
Jasmine Rae gave me a sad smile.  “I am sorry to break your heart again, Jack, but I am perfectly content right

where I am.”
I couldn’t believe my ears.  I again looked around at these miniature horror-show creatures with their stinky

slimy spaceship.
It was even more disgusting than the initial perusal had been.
“You want to stay here? Why in heavens would you want to live with these disgusting beasts?”
“The Orgonians are the wisest race in the Universe, Jack.  Their knowledge and wisdom have no peer.”
One of the slimy little creepers approached Jasmine Rae — and she started giving a blow-job to one of its eye-

stalks!  The thing was obviously in ecstasy, quivering and moaning like a cat in heat!
I turned away in disgust.
Jasmine Rae interrupted her task to address me:  “Jack, these beings know the Answer, but you are just too

ignorant to understand.  The Answer is hidden in plain sight right in front of your eyes, but you do not have the



Dana Walker

62

consciousness to recognize it, else you would not feel the way you do about the Orgonians.  Do not condemn some-
thing you know nothing about.  I am sorry, but I am not going with you.  I wish you well.”

Then, she resumed with her sexual liaison with the stinky slug.
I turned to Brother Kröen and said, “Get me out of here before I puke!”

We returned to Brother Kröen’s spaceship.  Brother Kröen said he would take me to a planet that I would really
like.  Before we got there, though, we were waylaid…

Suddenly, Brother Kröen’s ship shook, there was a muffled but loud explosive type noise somewhere, and
Brother Kröen became visually upset.  Both of us looked to the monitor, and there was another spaceship right
there next to us.

Brother Kröen said, “Oh, my!  That is a Gallavaton ship!”
“I take it that is bad?”
“Yes, it is usually very bad indeed.  We refuse to trade with them, and generally the only communication we have

with them is when they blow our ships up.  It is strange that we were not blown up, actually.  They usually don’t
miss.”

“They are pretty badass, eh?”
“Oh, they often destroy entire planets just for spite.”
Then, I heard a strange beep.
“What is that?”
“The Gallavatons want to communicate.  That is also very strange.”
Brother Kröen then engaged in some sort of conversation that I could not understand.
Then, he said, “They want you.”
This was probably the last thing I expected.
“They want me?”
“Yes.”
This strange race of beings of whose existence I had previously been completely unaware of and they wanted

me? How did they even know of my existence?
“And they can blow up entire planets, eh?”
“Yes.”
“Why do they want me?”
“They probably want to take over your planet, and they probably want to see if your race would make suitable

slaves.”
“Wow.  That sucks.  What are you going to do?”
“Well, I cannot hand you over to them as you would lead a very miserable and a very short life.  The only other

option is to be blown up.”
“I refuse to accept that.  I assume you have no way to blow them up before they blow us up?”
Brother Kröen actually winced.  “We do not blow sentient beings up.”
“Yeah, I thought not.  That is one of the things I like about you, though I wish it wasn’t so right at the moment.

Well, come on, you’re the big bad space traveler!  If you are going to scoot around a galaxy filled with Gallavatons
and lord knows what else, surely there is some survival strategy for such situations?”

“Maybe.  I have an escape program I can launch, but the Gallavatons often figure out our codes, so it is no guar-
antee.”

Brother Kröen implemented an escape strategy.  He used a technology he called ‘Relativity Drive’, wherein we
evidently traveled in relation to other parts of the Universe rather than to the part that we were actually occupy-
ing at that specific point in time or some such thing.  During the chase, we evidently traveled through several folds
in space and we evidently traveled all over several galaxies.

The Gallavatons kept right up with us.
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Brother Kröen said, “This is bad.  They seem to know every move in the manual.”
I thought that there must be some mistake in translation.
I said, “I think there must be some mistake in translation.  It sounded like you just said, ‘They seem to know

every move in the manual’.”
“Yes, that is what I said.”
Suddenly, one of the large limitations to Brother Kröen’s thinking became obvious.
“You have a manual?”
“Yes.”
“And this manual has all of your escape strategies listed?”
“Yes.”
“Let me guess:  This manual is stored in your computer?”
“Yes, of course it is.  Where else would it be?”
I was amazed.  How had a race so ignorant managed to build spaceships?
“Of course they’ve read the fucking manual, you idiot!  You just leave it laying around for any Tom, Dick, or

Gallavaton to find!”
Brother Kröen was silent a moment.  Then, he said, “Yes, I imagine you are right.”
“So, what now?”
“I guess we die.”
I found this attitude unacceptable.
“Come on, there must be something!”
“There is nothing in the manual to cover such a situation.”
I almost screamed:  “You fucking idiot, do something that is not in the fucking manual!”
Suddenly, another of the large limitations to Brother Kröen’s thinking became obvious.  He said, “I don’t know

how to do anything that is not in the manual.”
I stared at him in disbelief.
Brother Kröen’s communicator beeped again.  The Gallavatons were probably calling to issue some sort of ultima-

tum.
Then I said, “Well, doing things that aren’t in any manual is my specialty, so let me think about this a minute.  I

am thinking that we can’t just flip a quick u-turn and peel a little space rubber?”
“You have been watching too many movies.  This ship is incapable of such a maneuver, and even if it was, the

manual does not contain the information.”
“Ok.  Hmmm.  There is always something!”
As an afterthought, I said, “How about if we just stop?”
Brother Kröen looked at me blankly.  With almost all sixty of his eyes simultaneously.  “Stop?”
“Yes.  Stop.  Pull over.  Cease movement in relation to the space that we are actually occupying at this specific

point in time.”

It worked.  It was not in the manual, and Brother Kröen knew how to do it.  We simply stopped.  The Gallavatons
streaked away and disappeared into some unknown space warp.

Brother Kröen finally dropped me off on a planet called Paximus Romilar.  It is inhabited by a peaceful and beau-
tiful species that are amazingly human in appearance except that they have green skin and tails.  (And what they
can do with those tails…)

They spend most of their time having sex with each other.
They actually have temples where sex is the central ritual.
Brother Kröen was right.  I do love it here.  For over 500 years I have spent my days having a lot of sex, playing

a lot of music, and over the last year I completed the manuscript that you are now reading.
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Brother Kröen has promised to return my manuscript to my descendants in Guatemala after I die.
I am not showing it to the Paximus Romilarians because they probably wouldn’t understand a word of it in the

first place, and even if they did manage to understand any of it they would probably become highly alarmed — which
is a virtually unknown state of mind on this planet and it is not one I would want to introduce.

The closest thing I have to a friend is a man who sits on top of a mountain trying to figure out the universe —
that is, he tries to figure out the universe in between lengthy bouts of sex with all of the girls who are fascinated
by his unusual hobby.  He is honest and sincere in his desire to understand the universe, though.  He does not do it
just to get laid; getting laid is no problem here anyway, so what would be the point?  I manage to find more to say
to the Man on the Mountain than I do anyone else here, though.  He has actual interests that are wider than just
sex, art, and mathematics.

However, even with the Man on the Mountain our core realities are so profoundly alien to each other that there
is not a lot of common ground for understanding.

He is still a Paximus Romilarian, after all…
The Man on the Mountain has expressed interest in my journal, and I have considered showing it to him, but

even he would probably be messed up by reading it, so why bother?
Anyway, this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind for my retirement, but it sure beats the hell out of everything

that I did have in mind, so it’s all good.  I have lived by magic, and I suspect that I will die by magic.

Right now, though, I think I will go to the temple and get laid.

Adios…
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Epilogue: The Man on the Mountain

The Alien had died just as he achieved orgasm with one of the Temple Priestesses.
He had stated several times that this was exactly how he wished to die.
After reading the Alien’s manuscript the Man on the Mountain set it down with a puzzled expression.  He did not

have the context to understand most of what he had read.  The parts he did understand were bizarre beyond
comprehension.

The Man on the Mountain was wise enough to understand that he didn’t want to understand.

After learning of how violent and insane the Alien’s world had been the Man on the Mountain was very glad that
he was a Paximus Romilarian.  The biggest puzzle of all, though, was this:  The Answer was so plain and simple: If
you knew the Answer there would be no more Questions; with no more Questions then what would be the point?

The Man on the Mountain had known this all his life.  Everyone on Paximus Romilar knew this all their lives.  It
was self-evident.

With all of their miraculous technology why couldn’t the Earthmen understand such a simple thing?



Dana Walker

66

About the Author

The author has a naturally rebellious nature and this often leads to differences of
opinion with authority figures.

He is pictured here negotiating a settlement with some of their agents.

He sometimes loses these arguments.


