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Some of us write because it's such a
waste to wake up at 3am bursting with electric thoughts and not
save them for later use. You know what I mean.


In academia, the active mode is rigor:
study and endlessly reconsider The Literature


"Knowing full well that there will be
those sages who, should they honor my telling of these matters with
the smallest part of their valuable, nay, crucial attention, will
use my own faults and literary faux pas to mock not just the
feckless teller of this tale but, indeed, the very times, events,
and persons of whom I write; knowing, then, that such criticism (or
applause) may only ensue if I put these things to light, I yet find
myself impelled to risk such by the most basic human necessity,
that being . . . ah, yes: survival. From whose errors or successes
shall we learn and prosper, if none set pen to paper? Come, then,
judge for yourselves as you must, but do come then."


Signore
Parolaio Il Colto [Sir Windbag the Learned]


". . . always pass on good advice.. . .
it is never of any use to oneself."


Oscar Fingal
O'Flahertie Wills Wilde


Youth is never lost, it
just


moves in with
someone . . . cheerier



slimmer


more
optimistic


more flexible
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In writing and illustrating HIPPIE, I
found many wonderful photographs online that you might have enjoyed
-- but my efforts to reach copyright holders mainly failed. The
joys of the internet are many, but stealing the copyrighted
creativity of others should not be one of them -- so I can only
share with you my own works, photos for which I did get
permissions, and that imagery which, under copyright law, may be
freely used. When you read in HIPPIE about someone or a thing that
captures you, go online and search for him or it using "photo" in
your search terms. Shots such as that of Juanita Hudspeth Musson
and Sally Stanford tell their own great stories, don't
they?



Dwight David Eisenhower, in office
January 20, 1953 - January 20, 1961

John Fitzgerald Kennedy, in office
January 20, 1961 - November 22, 1963

Lyndon Baines Johnson, in office
November 22, 1963 - January 20, 1969

Richard Milhous Nixon, in office
January 20, 1969 - August 9, 1974

 

"Tricky Dick
McSmear" Victor Arnautoff,
c.1953
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gentle under four presidential liars and their inter- and
multi-national henchmen. A mainly hungry world, a planet
hot-rodding out of the slow-growth millennia into and thru the
shadow of nuclear madness. This is the Earth America's kids saw,
looking across the seas and across the street, their vision fogged,
softened by the wealth of their united states and the tempting
resources of the rest of the world, their eyes tugged upward by a
Russian-made new star in space, a moon beckoning, a new young
president promising we could and would reach out and have it
all.

 

The frightened, angry young had
been dressing in black for a while, snapping their fingers to bleak
poetry and hot jazz . . . but somehow life was looking brighter, I
mean, after all, with an H-bomb hangin' over your every breath, ya
hadda find some hope, right? Never mind black, how 'bout some
partyin', wild swirling duds, some rose-colored glasses, some
looking to the mountains and beaches and woods for the beauty we
all knew must be there, there's gotta be a better way than this,
screw the draft and the gray, straight 8-hour jobs and the damn
classrooms, let's like, live, man; yeah, baby! Let's get high on
somethin' that don't kill ya, man, let's party.

 

And Hippie was born. S/he didn't
care squat for politics, and that's what this epistle is NOT about.
It's about how Hippie tried to, ok, not just live, man, but thrive,
overcome, celebrate the breathing in and out, the universe, the end
of need and greed with a little weed and a lot of "like, wow, man,
life! Peace! Keep your cool!"


 

IN THE
BEGINNING

 

Ok. You may find this a rambling
monster -- charging, blundering, given to sudden fits of laughter,
reversing mid-stride, unbelievable, familiar, kind, ugly, cringing,
brave, slathering, silly. So? That’s what life is, and was in the
60s. If you’re delusional enough to think you control life, stay
away from me.

 

The 60s: a sometimes conflicted
cocktail of sacrifice and self-indulgence. This is about the
happily, joyously self-indulgent . . .some of whom also put their
bodies on the line for peace, justice, human decency.

 

During and just after World War II
, all those (hopefully) healthy and horny young soldier folk came
home from horror to beauty . . . and, often, to unemployment. The
resulting algorithm (known in the 60s as a “formula”): leisure +
relief + a partner + uncertainty + some sort of roof over one’s
head + youthful hormones = uh, you!

 

Often unflatteringly and narrowly
defined only as “the baby boomer.” Oh, ok, sure, some of us kids
were planned. No biggie.

 

You were in Ann Arbor. Or maybe the
East Village. The Haight, Toronto, Stockholm, or Paris. Pensacola,
29 Palms, Da Nang, or Fort Ord. Wherever. You helped make the 60s.
That the hippie persuasion of the 60s may have more or less been
birthed in Marin County and melted into young adulthood in Berkeley
is interesting, but not definitive.

 

Aw, c’mon! The 60s? Yeah, ok, maybe
you weren’t even a twinkle in your parents’ eyes just yet. It’s
still about you, see?

 

Every generation has its culture,
its expressions -- music, clothes, hairstyles, language,
technology, cool and uncool behavior. What makes all that happen
are you and me. The hopes, joys, fears, horrors, re-births, the
need to be unique, different, and – above all – noticed. Those
things don’t change. No matter what generation you call your own.
Read this as a hippie. You are, once were, or will be
one.
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Is this book about me? Sure, a
little. I was there and lived to tell it.

 

But it’s more about a time of
times, a way people saw, tasted, heard and responded as they always
have but as they never had before. It’s about the new ways born of
the special energy and excitement of the young. Which is where
evolution starts, isn’t it?

 

More folks than you and I might
care to absorb have written up 60s politics and rock. That’s not
why I asked you here – after all, a major quality of hippiedom was
to not take it all so damn seriously.

 

But a little socio-political
history explains where and why and how the 60s were born, so just
grin and bear it for a bit – there’ll be laughs later. We sure can
be ridiculous.

 



The human story is endless. It
didn’t begin on January 1, 1960 or skid to a tidy demise at the
stroke of midnight at decade’s close. The meat of an era is
flavorless without its amuse bouche, and unlikely without the contentment
or indigestion that follows dessert. Ok, try it this way: the
orgasm of a particularly orgasmic decade could not have been
complete without the foreplay and reflective cigarette after. “Was
it as good for you . . . ?”

 

Right, now we know: this is gonna
be a bestseller because it’s got sex and haute cuisine for the
hopelessly and hopefully hedonistic reader. If F. Scott Fitzgerald
thought his times were self-indulgent, hey, move over, Frank, here
came the 60s.

 

The 20th century differed bigtime
from prior human flirtations with civilization: we took the infant
Industrial Revolution to heart and loved it -- by discovering,
exploring, and exploiting the atom, the electron, microbes, and
variously-fueled mechanization. So we could learn, communicate,
manufacture, consume, reform, recreate, and travel way faster and
on grander scales than ever before. History may be full of youth
movements and revolutions, but the 20th century first produced the
internationally-linked rapid-response activism and the
self-explorations that became the 60s and beyond.

 

The limited perception of the 60s
as paisley – a decade resplendent in every pattern, texture and
color of an acid-soaked imagination – is as useless as calling the
50s gray.

 

Well, ok, the 50s were pretty gray
– the product of a murderous Depression that pretty well
out-Depressed all previous Depressions, two world wars, Korea, Joe
McCarthy, and the umbrella of nuclear fear cast a shadow over what
should have been a joyous “Hitler is gone” era. Maybe people found
shelter from the early and bewildering onslaught of post-war
inventions and the coming fast, hi-tech world in brush cuts, gray
flannel suits, and lemming uniformity.

 

But the 50s were also black:
smothering under mass nuclear fear, some built Harley choppers or
hot rods, some donned wild hairdos, beards, black wardrobes of
tight pants – “chinos” -- and turtlenecks and shake-it rockabilly
and R&B and poetry to take a wild, shuddering ride thru the
gray fog and maybe out of it and into a sunny new era. At the same
time, the radical unionists of the 20s, 30s, 40s and the war
resisters of yet another bloody century honed their convictions and
forged their children into dreamers of a better, peaceful, sensual,
creative, vividly colored world.

 

American blacks and Indians and
Asians got fed up with Jim Crow’s dregs. Riley Sunrise, Edith
Sampson, Thurgood Marshall, and Earl Warren gave hope to
frustration and a dream to a young Martin Luther King,
Jr.

 

So the 60s rode into town on the
tailgate of Ken Kesey’s low-rider pickup, its bed populated by
Leadbelly, The Weavers, those post-war vets newly renamed Hell’s
Angels, Earl Browder, Lenny Bruce, Roy Orbison, the Everly
Brothers, the Shirelles, Woody Guthrie and the ghosts of Wounded
Knee, backed by the Ferlinghetti-Ginsberg-Fariña-Brautigan chorale.
A truckful of righteous energy that’d had it up to here. C’mon,
young Aretha, sock it to us.

 

Sidebar: the 60s were hopeful and
alive. Just entering office: the youngest elected president, also
the first Catholic president, inviting us to soar into space and
beyond, a never-before-dared dream alive, real, happening before
our eyes, a counter-balance to the nuclear cloud over us that we
could grasp, cling to, expand on. Kennedy’s Catholicism didn’t
matter much to atheists and Zen converts and pre-teens -- except
that it meant a busting of old ways.

 

Old ways are a comfort to
middle-aged and older folk, but -- to every generation’s young --
old ways are the chains of failed imagination and broken promises,
just begging for smashing. As Kennedy caricatured the hope his
candidacy had birthed by hiding from Mississippi Klan slaughter and
fostering the Bay of Pigs, the young remained
optimistic.

 

 

CHAPTER
THE FIRST: THE FIVE 60S

 

Human economics always produce a
class system. There is and always has been a class system in the
U.S., and only two classes want it: the 1% of us who are the very,
very, incomprehensibly rich rulers; and, the upper middle classers
who are oh gosh! really quite eager to clamber up into the 1%, and
who find it convenient to have a class system that controls the
poor and protects wealth.

 

The lower middle class is educated
but scrambling with few resources to become an upper or a richie,
but think they have a chance. The working class and the very poor –
the both of whom are frequently and happily confused in the minds
of the rulers – distrust power and, sometimes, education, but are
the folks that build it, maintain it, vandalize it out of rage and
frustration, hate the ruling class, resent the middle class, and
are generally regular folks trying to get by on a raw deal. Some
bitch, some don’t.

 

What do the classes have in common?
Oh! Well . . ., we all like to party, be loved, get an occasional
break, and have sex as frequently as possible. Whether with an
eager and compatible mate, or just thru our own imaginations and
hands -- whichever is the only or best available option. Didja
think the Her Majesty the Queen wouldn’t dream of it?

 

So glance with me – just a bit
more, really! -- at the fabric of the late-50s U.S. of A. The
economic explosion of mid- and post-World War II America made
possible five interweaving threads of experience for young
Americans.

 

The first thread in the weave was
the poor, both rural and urban. Poor in income, poor in education,
these kids were reactive and antisocial, consciously or not. Their
options were to scrape by at minimal jobs and drink a lot, maybe
join gangs and become variously if unhappily criminal and
criminalized, and/or join the military in a desperate grab at
escaping a dark present and a zero future.

 

With few exceptions, poor kids
lacked the tools and exposure to get the big picture of why and how
classes exist -- they weren’t stupid, just betrayed and angry --
and lashed out at the middle class. They rarely had contact with
the wealthy. Color the poor’s thread faded denim.

 

The upper class -- as always
divorced from working folks’ realities -- interacted with the less
fortunate only as stage managers: setting the scenarios, opening
and closing the curtains on our lives through their policies,
whims, and their choreography of the movements and effects of
capital. The wealthy were the deceptively pretty gold thread in the
fabric.

 

This left only the middle class
with whom the poor could and did interact. And it was the middle
class that provided the remaining three youth threads:

[image: tmp_1e657fadb90fa1ae5a783d73fb236bd5_1XLvto_html_12dd1b79.jpg]the educated and politically active right wing, such as the
inventor of the hydrogen bomb and his son, my brother’s schoolmate
– theirs is the braided red, white, and blue micro-barbed-wire
thread;

[image: tmp_1e657fadb90fa1ae5a783d73fb236bd5_1XLvto_html_m557909c5.jpg] the educated and politically active left wing, who invented
and populated public radio and TV, Parent Teacher Associations, and
the early anti-nuclear, anti-racism, and peace movements. And their
children, who created the Free Speech Movement, the Student
Nonviolent Coordinating Committee, Students for a Democratic
Society, and other 1960s left activist groups. If you’re not one of
this group, you probably color their thread pink fading to red;
and,

[image: tmp_1e657fadb90fa1ae5a783d73fb236bd5_1XLvto_html_6dc366cd.jpg] the variously educated but not
necessarily politically active: craftsfolk, artists, musicians,
writers, professionals . . . and those comfortable bums, geniuses,
free spirits and flakes who put the highest value on the fewest
responsibilities and the freest experience of this beautiful
planet. This last group happened into becoming, if they were young
enough during the 60s, the hippies. You might see them as the
greenish hemp thread in the fabric.

 

The first hippies came from the
upper middle class -- with sprinklings of the rich and the lower
middle class --, strongly influenced by the working class’s
passions and arts and by the poor’s visibility and living
conditions. A 60s educated, leisurely middle class kid had the
resources – or at least the sense of the economic surety of things
-- to kick back, look around, and think about what was beautiful
and what was sickening about it all, and whether to, in Brother
Leary’s words, “turn on, tune in, and drop out.”

 

 

CHAPTER
TOO: WHY AND WHERE

 

History? C’mon, mostly it’s just
Theirstory. Politicians, the wealthy, the famous, their
biographers: the media, paid flacks, ghost writers. Authors with
Agendas (who, me?). Public-sector budget committees and librarians.
The latter two decide what to keep and who gets exposed to it, the
former write it.

 

So, yeah: history as our schools
and media offer it has been an editorial. Hardly a snapshot of
universal reality. Thus, it’s no surprise that the media legend
persists. You know, how the hippies sprang into existence all at
once, a stoned virgin birth in San Francisco’s Haight
Ashbury.

 

The Haight: a neighborhood named
for the intersection of then-mom-&-pop store Haight Street with
residential Ashbury Street. It’s been easy for the media to stick
with the They Came
Out of Nowhere One Night on Planet Haight myth, ‘cause it
sold more copy and still does. I mean, everyone knows San
Francisco’s the birthplace and home of all things weird,
right?

 

Wrong. Wrong side of the bridge,
anyway. No, the other bridge – the Golden Gate. San Francisco is
the tip of a peninsula that sweeps north from San Jose and Monterey
Bay to separate the southern half of fat-cigar-shaped San Francisco
Bay from the usually-blue Pacific. The northern half of the bay is
similarly separated from the ocean by another peninsula sweeping
south from the Napa/Sonoma wine country.

 

The two peninsulas face each other
across El Puerto de Oro, the Golden Gate, that miraculous hole in
the coast that gave the Spaniards access to a huge safe harbor and
opened California to the world’s trade (L.A. was still its
naturally waterless-desert-self back then). Luckily for the 60s –
which might, I suppose, have otherwise evolved – some nice folks
had built a bridge across that gorgeous gateway earlier in the 20th
century.

 

That other peninsula north of the
glittering gate comprises most of Marin County. Home to the hamlets
of Sausalito, Mill Valley, Tiburon, and adjacent points. I say
“adjacent points” not to disrespect other Marinists (Marinites?
Mariners? Marineros? Yeah, fine, all of those) but because the rest
of Marin in the 60s consisted of barely-inhabited coasts, open
ranchland, coastal mountain woodlands, and sleepy townlets just
edging toward fledging into the early stages of wealthy suburbia.
If the post-World War II Bay Area Beat Generation was one parent of
the hippie –ok, we’ll get to them, just hold on --, Marin was the
other.

 

Today, Marin County is the
wealthiest in California and possibly the U.S. But in the 50s,
Sausalito and tiny nearby Tiburon were mainly railyards leading to
train- and auto-ferry docks – the final points of connection for
trainloads of Humboldt County redwood lumber, Northern California
daytrippers, and Northern tourists to the Port of San Francisco and
its far-off markets.



Sausalito, Tiburon and Mill Valley
were populated by a few professionals, a tiny handful of the
eclectic wealthy, and lots of working folks. Working-class housing
prices are always a magnet for poverty-stricken intellectuals.
Artists and writers, folk and jazz musicians, seers and songsters,
crafters and weavers, poets, chefs, and harlots flocked to
Sausalito and Mill Valley as they do to San Francisco’s and
Oakland’s warehouse districts today.

 

Mill Valley: Hobbiton of the
Redwoods. Sun and fog filtered thru conifer needles to mellow ferns
and folks alike, even the kids at Tamalpais High. Sausalito: a
scenic place where you could afford, more or less, a roof over your
head and some chow. Yes, the madame of one of the Bay Area’s
hottest brothels, Sally Stanford, was also Sausalito’s mayor – some
hold that the United Nations was born in her cathouse parlor. The
no name bar was and is the chosen local watering hole.
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Tiburon, 1960

 

The ferries that plied Tiburon’s
docks played parts in the hippy epoch. For it was the long-retired,
beached, and sinking-into-the-bay-mud ferry S.S. Charles Van Damme that, in its
final mooring at Sausalito’s Gate 5, would become The Ark, the sometime coffee
house, sometime Juanita’s Gallery restaurant, sometime home to those
latter-day beatniks, folkies, bikers, rockers, comedians, poets,
and other beneficent lunatics who would primarily influence Tam
High’s students to sample pot and cross-whites (aka Benzedrine aka
bennies).
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The Charles Van Damme, 1967 . . . .
Juanita Hudspeth Musson, Sally Stanford

 

 

CHAPTER
THREESOME: TRUCKIN’ AND TUNES

 

But that was only a part of the
ferries’ role. Drugs, like hippies, also don’t appear by virgin
birth.

 

Out in the dry southwestern
vastness, dirt tracks and sun-melted asphalt meander north and west
from the Mexican border, carrying assorted nourishments to the huge
and hungry coastal metropolises. Lowell George’s Willin’ (yes, the
Little Feat/Linda Ronstadt/Seatrain tune): truckers hauling cattle,
ore, food, beverages -- the basics of American productivity – also
have hauled sensory enhancements up from south of the border (and,
yes, thru Tinseltown as well) ever since the first trucks hi-balled
out of the primordial oil field sludge.

 

All southwestern roads eventually
lead to L.A., and all west-coast cities link to Ciudad Santa Maria
de Los Angeles via U.S. Highway 101 – Interstate 5 didn’t quite
exist yet in the early 60s.
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Truckin’, early 60s

 

Drugs were, in those early days of
hippieocrity, brought in by northbound 101 truckers crossing into
and through Marin by bridge, road, or, yup, ferry. Carried to keep
the truckers awake and tolerant of the mind-numbing boredom of the
long-haul asphalt, the drugs filtered into local hands as a
secondary means of trucker income.

 

As we’ll see later, 101 does and
did pass thru and influence the more southerly Palo Alto and its
fledgling music scene. But it was the teens of Tamalpais High who
introduced me to pot – no surprise from an arts community -- , and
a Santa Rosa biker who later introduced me to bennies and who told
me he could get drugs anytime in San Rafael from the 101
conduit.

 

One of the regular-route ferries,
the Eureka,
played a role in hippiedom when, retired and moored under the S.F.
end of the Bay Bridge, the Eureka’s comfy staterooms rented for a 1964 buck a
year to an in-the-making psychedelic band in return for the four
super-long-hairs acting as the ferry’s security guards.
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The 1890 Eureka, rebuilt
in 1923, was variously operated by the SF &
Northwestern, California Pacific, & Northern Pacific
RRs

 

So now I haveta digress, since
we’re on the boat -- hooboy, here come the 60s. One of these furry
ferry musicians had stumbled onto my guitar pickin’ on Berkeley’s
Telegraph Avenue and invited me over to their floating fantasy to
party with them.

 

These guys were maybe in their
early 20s, very stoned, and had found, earned, or been fronted
enough money to buy a full array of very fine electric guitars,
bass, drum kit, and Marshall/ Fender amp stacks. This was the Cream
and Jimi Hendrix days: the amps were the most powerful then
available, atop six feet or so of double-high stacked speaker
cabinets – guaranteed to provide sound wave vibration to every
bone, skin pore, hormone, and, oh, yeah, ear-drum within a pretty
big coupla blocks.

 

So there we were, stoning around on
the Eureka’s
open top deck. Guitars, kit chrome, and stack hardware all
a-shimmering, gleaming in the California sun. And of course, you
start your jammin’ with rigorous preparation: you whip out, smile
over, and joyously inhale several fat and happy joints (doobie,
spliff, or other such pot monikers, if you prefer).

 

These guys had some goooOOOOoood
shit and we got, well, quite happy. Glaze-eyed happy, if you need
some clearer metric of the quality of this fine bud we were
enjoying that loverly afternoon. Good, clean matchboxes cost $5 –
imagine removing all twigs and seed and leaving only finely crushed
leaves and buds in a small matchbox --, so it was a cheap loverly
afternoon.
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THE ARK IN 1967
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Juanita in muumuu, Sally Stanford in mink, 1960.
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