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  The truth is the best part of a man is a boy.
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  I’m Rad Tm deaf I don’t talk I’m fourteen I’m telling the story. And storytellers lie so why bother you ask.




  Because just the way any white boy would tell it there’s a place where I knew there would be a story and a story like none in my life or anyone’s and it was in the light at the end

  of the General Douglas MacArthur Tunnel.




  On the Green Tortoise bus.




  When I woke up suddenly seeing two things at once: a huge truck loaded with redwood logs headed the opposite direction out of the sun and into the tunnel and also the hairs on Jonnyboy’s

  legs glowing brighter than gold like they were fiber optics lit from inside and his skin was a solar collector.




  And I asked myself one why were the logs going north across the Golden Gate Bridge where they already had redwoods to cut of their own and two where to the south did they come from anywayz

  unless Big Sur which was practically a national park and three was it the way kweerboyz feel the way the light on Jonnyboy’s legs touched something inside me that also seemed new like being

  in San Francisco for the first time really that I could remember even though I was born there.




  All these thoughts in the time it takes to strike a match. And now it seems like signs and portents in more ways than three but then I just knew somehow it was the beginning of everything

  changing and would dead sure be a scene to scroll the screen when I breathed my last. So I made a promise to myself when the truck passed by and the rumble of the logs moved the air and Jonnyboy

  shifted his leg against mine that I’d try like a trooper to keep track of what happened so someday I’d read it and know who I was when I left home for good and made my life mine.




  Storytellers lie was right up there at the top of Jonnyboy’s rules-to-live-by list with Ignore heroes and Never make decisions based on fear. It was how

  he’d buck me up in the old days when I was head down kicking dirt while people around me grooved on someone talking and I mean fully with their eyes and the moves of their faces and it was

  just like music before I found punk rock. Because I couldn’t be part of it no way never nohow and there I was unwashed and alone in the wonderful modern world. And is it lame to wish

  you’re what you’re not and even worse something you know less than zero about. So Jonnyboy could have read me hard on that but never did. He just smiled and eyed me and moved his lips

  and it was me who did the reading.




  —Storytellers lie.




  As in don’t worry get happy. As in happy you don’t have to listen. As in most people’s stories are your basic commercial on TV that’s maybe interesting to watch but

  nothing to pump up the volume about.




  And since he was the storyteller nine times out of ten that’s really film at eleven on Jonnyboy. It wasn’t so much lying as entertaining the way he saw it. But he was proud he never

  lied about the big things. Big things like being a full-blooded kweerboy he took seriously the way some people take religion or politics or dressing in black seriously. Once he told this bigtime

  homo in Monterey he didn’t like old movies and the guy asked what kind of kweer he thought he was and Jonnyboy worried for a week I swear.




  Because he thought he was a good kweer. Just not a good S.F. kweer was what he finally decided.




  Since he came from down south.




  Since he listened to the unheard music.




  As in do U know about the Germs?




  Which is the first thing he ever asked me way back when at the Electric Light Arcade on Lighthouse Avenue in New Monterey. He saw me before I saw him and is it blushing material because I had

  full long hair in a surfer cut and worse curse an upside-down KLOS visor cap. I rode my sk8board hella fast through the open doors the way I always did and braked with my skidplate to stop hard in

  front of the pinball game I was shredding then which was Mars Attacks. And Jonnyboy didn’t waste time he just walked right up.




  He slid two quarters across the glass so we started playing doubles and did we rock that machine more than twice around the clock. And it was almost three hours later I swear after multiple new

  high scores when he finally realized I wasn’t just the silent type and popped the question with the one-inch yellow pencil stub complete with pink eraser he pulled from the piercing in his

  left ear.




  And is it surprising I didn’t know about the Germs or any other bands really except for Kiss and I only knew them because when I was little I had a cheesy old notebook with their stickers

  on it. But Jonnyboy wouldn’t take no for an answer. The way he saw it was that I knew inside and he knew I knew from the way I shredded my way into the arcade and the way he put it as in read

  my lips was:




  —You’re a punk when you’re born.




  Meaning there’s more to it than music and fashion. Which may be how it started with the New York Dolls and the Sex store in London but really the look is just a package to get attention

  for what’s inside. The look tells everybody you don’t blend in and you won’t blend in. And that was Jonnyboy hands down your pants no doubt about it. He blended in nowhere and it

  wasn’t just his hair whether it was purple or shaved or piled in a greasy high pompadour or his glow-in-the-dark nail polish or his jewelry made from old computer parts and other machines he

  scavenged from the trash in alleys behind stores and offices late at night. He was only regular-sized but everything about him seemed big from the way he smiled to the way he moved to the way he

  looked at you sometimes like the two of you just got the punch line of a rad-ass joke no one else would ever understand.




  And I mean no way never nohow. By the end of that first time we hung out he was calling me Radboy and I knew it was curtains for the name I used to have. Because it just felt right and walking

  out into the parking lot beside him afterwards I looked at our shadows on the pavement and mine seemed taller and badder than ever before and I knew it was goodbye forever to the generic deaf and

  dumb kid who never got in anybody’s way except sometimes on a sk8board.




  So Jonnyboy was like this real live hero to me from genesis ground zero. Especially because after my mom died all I had was trouble with my dad and my brothers and sisters and what Jonnyboy

  called the question authorities namely the cops and courts and smiley face do-gooders buying me hamburgers and patting my back and predicting I’ll go far against all odds because I know how

  to read and my complexion is clear and I can set the time on a VCR. And was that trouble sure to be continued in our very next issue with Tommy getting out of Chino and swearing to kill my dad in

  revenge for my mom. Only calling Jonnyboy a hero breaks one of his own A-list rules so I guess he was more like a sun to me with a warmth I could feel. And remember I lived my whole life where

  it’s foggy for weeks at a time.




  Or at least I did until my dad tried to kill me or maybe just scare me worse than ever before which is saying a lot.




  What happened was he had Mateus Rosé bottles lined up in front of him dead soldier style on the coffee table in our house on Grace Street the way a normal dewd might have a few Bud

  longnecks. It was like four in the afternoon and he was sitting there in his wife-beater undershirt peeling off the labels with my brother Terry’s eight-inch Buck knife when my sister Rita

  walked in and said something to him and suddenly the knife was flashing fast in her direction but not quite fast enough.




  I jumped up to run too but the power cord connected to the portable TV got in the way and when I tripped on it my dad nabbed me by the neck in an iron grip. And to tell it longer than it took to

  happen he had the knife at my throat and my sisters and my little brother Timmy going crazy in the doorway in front of us and I could feel him yelling and smell the wine so hard I couldn’t

  help but thinking if I only had a match.




  Naturally this didn’t just happen out of the blue and though we never had what you would call a father knows best kind of situation in our family things really started going downhill when

  my dad got acquitted of killing my mom on grounds of insufficient evidence and came home from jail in Salinas to live in happy harmony with the main witnesses against him.




  Namely my sisters number one Rita number two but only by seven minutes Rose and number three Rachel. And they’d been set on putting him away for life so they wanted me to testify to things

  I didn’t know for sure and it was a turning point in the trial because I was the only person who could have seen my dad push my mom down the back stairs if he did it and I didn’t see

  him do it and I wouldn’t say I did. I thought he probably did do it but it’s also true she was even drunker than usual and the steps were definitely slippery from fog and she could have

  fallen and broken her neck with no help from anybody else.




  Which is what my dad’s lawyer told the jury without even putting him on the stand.




  So my sisters thought I was covering for him out of fear I’d end up in a boys’ home if he got locked up for good and did they hate me for it and try to turn my brothers against me

  too. But I wrote letters to Tommy in Chino and to Terry in the Coast Guard in Florida explaining just how it was and that if I saw him do it I would have said so but I didn’t want to have

  perjury on me for the rest of my life. Especially not against my own dad. And they were kewl with a k about it as far as I was concerned and wrote back all Don’t worry get happy but

  let me know it would be a big mistake to get too attached to the guy if I got their drift.




  Which I definitely did.




  But thinking my dad might be counting his own days in the double digits didn’t exactly make it feel all better now did it.




  Meaning the cold flat of the blade pressed hard into the skin of my throat with the edge about a millimeter from my jugular vein. I could feel his hand shaking then realized it was his whole

  body and this weird light-headed feeling started building inside me that was almost like it wasn’t happening to me but someone I was watching from a distance and from above like a floating

  angel and then I was me again smelling the wine and feeling the cold steel but still I felt the angel looking down on me making sounds that somehow I could hear and the sounds turned out to be

  words in a whisper saying Oh pretty boy can’t you show me nothing but surrender?




  And I thought it was the voice of God I swear.




  Telling me to fight back and win.




  But before I could do anything my dad yanked my head up with my mohawk so he was in my face and started yelling and when I closed my eyes he did this clockwork orange thing jamming one eyelid up

  with his thumb so I could see his lips. Which made me feel pretty sick because what he was saying over and over was:




  —I did it! I did it!




  Meaning he killed my mom.




  Why did he have to tell me whether he meant to kill me or not. Maybe he finally figured out that living with my sisters and waiting for my brothers to show up was worse than prison and he blamed

  me for ruining his life or something. And when you’ve already killed your wife I guess that killing your son doesn’t seem like such a big deal and in fact might even later be seen as

  proof you’re crazy considering the son basically got you off the hook the first time.




  But he had to be a jerk about it the way he was a jerk about everything and he got what he always got out of it which was grief because in looking at me and yelling at me he wasn’t seeing

  or hearing Jonnyboy come charging in like a mad-ass bull.




  I didn’t see the flying leap or the boot between the legs but I watched him break my dad’s arm so it hung limp and crooked like a broken crank and then twist it behind him wrestling

  him headfirst to the floor. Jonnyboy sat on his shoulders still twisting his arm and pounded his head on the carpet until he wasn’t moving and there was blood coming out of his nose and then

  he jumped up and stepped back and kicked the side of my dad’s chest so hard with his steel-toed boot that even through his shirt you could see it cave in a little.




  My sisters meanwhile had fled the scene but little Timmy who’s eight was still there and he went up to my dad and kicked him too but in the side of the leg where it wouldn’t have

  done much damage even with weight behind it. Then he ran away too. And Jonnyboy looked at me all sprawled on the floor and his face went white I swear. There was blood dripping from biting my lip I

  guess to stop from shaking when my dad was holding me but I didn’t realize I was bleeding at the time and I just tried to smile at him so he’d know I was all right.




  Except halfway into the smile something happened and I started crying and then Jonnyboy was kneeling beside me pressing his face next to mine and holding me tight in his arms. He was breathing

  hard and felt hot but not like hot on the surface from laying in the sun more like hot from inside from blood flowing so fast it made friction or something. I closed my eyes and could feel him

  talking to me while he ran his hand back and forth through my hair so I put my fingers lightly on his lips like I was listening and suddenly wanted for the first time ever to kiss another guy and

  did I.




  So I ended up tasting my own blood which will probably scar me psychologically for life but did serve the useful purpose of dragging me back from dreamland to reality bites. And did it hard

  because the first thing I thought of was the question authorities and all their words of grown-up wisdom.




  —Look at Helen Keller.




  —Look at Stephen Hawking.




  —They could do it and so can you.




  Never mind Hellen Killer as Jonnyboy always called her coming from some rich-ass southern slaveowner-type family or that Stephen Hawking is like the second coming of Einstein and wasn’t

  born the way he is besides. And he isn’t deaf and I’m not blind.




  Not that my own family isn’t pretty much welcome to my nightmare material except for Terry and who knows about Timmy but if my sisters are raising him I don’t need Magic 8-Ball to

  tell me the escalator isn’t headed up. Like for example the next thing that hit me while Jonnyboy was wiping my blood from his lips with the sleeve of his jacket was that by then the twins

  had 911 on the line from the neighbors next door and except for Dunkin’ Donuts there was no address the cops knew better in all New Monterey.




  So it wouldn’t be long before the domestic disturbance detail was on the scene. Thinking of the cops I looked over at my dad and could see he was still breathing and the only reason I told

  myself fortunately was for Jonnyboy’s sake. Because I didn’t really care if he was dead or alive anymore and the truth is I preferred him dead.




  Jonnyboy saw me looking at my dad and misunderstood I guess because he turned my head back with his hand so we were face-to-face and mouthed:




  —Don’t worry. I won’t leave you here.




  And I just drew a K in the air as in kewl with a k.




  Then Jonnyboy reached over and pulled my dad’s wallet out of his back pocket and fanned it open. My dad is the old-fashioned kind of guy who doesn’t write checks or qualify for

  credit cards so he carries cash and lots of it for incidental expenses like buying rounds for his fishing buddies at the Portuguese Hall and betting on the 49ers. So there were two franklins and

  three grants that Jonnyboy gave to me plus a few jacksons he kept for himself then suddenly he jumped to his feet looking wild-eyed at all the windows and doors and the way he smelled changed just

  like that to a strong almost animal smell.




  I didn’t need a help file for that one. I ran to the kitchen for my backpack and sk8board with Jonnyboy close behind me and practically pushing me out the back door because if he was

  hearing sirens it meant we had maybe thirty seconds over Tokyo to get out of their way.




  Our backyard slopes down steep from the house and we took the steps three and four at a time. I started running for the back fence to get over it and out of sight then stopped Roadrunner style

  treading air when I didn’t feel the ground vibration from Jonnyboy running too. Looking over my shoulder I caught him playing statues at the bottom of the steps and then he saw me and pointed

  to my sk8board and I realized he left his out front when he came in from the street. And we’re talking getaway vehicles here not toys so it wasn’t like autopilot to just leave it

  behind. But then I could tell from Jonnyboy’s face that he heard the sirens getting closer and he just shook his head hard and fast like he was waking up after falling asleep doing something

  important like driving and then he started running too and we vaulted blindly over a redwood fence taller than I am and ended up tangled in the strings holding up the bean plants in the

  Presteras’ garden.




  And were we crazed we just picked ourselves up and kept running flailing our arms and dragging string and poles and beans behind us until we got out to the sidewalk on McKinley Street and pulled

  all the wreckage off each other and Jonnyboy looked at me mouthing:




  —You’re the homeboy. You decide.




  I knew the way to go farthest fastest was to head down McKinley a block and sk8 down David Avenue all the way to Cannery Row so my instinct took over and I just ran that way without thinking

  about how long and steep the hill is and how much traffic there’d be at that time of day and whether my trucks and wheels and deck could handle the weight of both of us besides. But as soon

  as we got to the intersection and looked down the hill I knew that run would be stories for the grandkids.




  It was so clear you could see all the way across Monterey Bay. And David Avenue goes straight down to the water so for a second I saw this movie where I couldn’t stop and shot out airborne

  over the bay and I told myself Dewd there’s sharks out there! But closer at hand and more like real jaws of hell was the traffic on Lighthouse Avenue maybe fifteen blocks below.

  Because we could run the stops and lights before that with some fisherman’s luck but we needed the green on Lighthouse or we’d get hit by a car or at least cause an accident because we

  dead sure couldn’t stop.




  Looking down David you could see there wasn’t room for nice wide slalom turns for speed control and with two people on board we couldn’t exactly count on the skid plate in a pinch

  now could we so there was only one way to do it and that was fast and dirty. Get down low on the board and weave in and out of cars if we had to and hang on Snoopy when the speed wobbles

  started.




  Which is exactly what we did after I pulled the sk8 wrench out of the cargo pocket of my army pants and tightened my trucks and looked at Jonnyboy who shook his head from side to side all

  Maybe I’m amazed but held his thumb sky high anywayz and motioned me forward so his weight was in back.




  I wish I enjoyed it the way I should have especially since Jonnyboy who was in all the sk8 mags and won a million contests back when they still had sk8parks later told this dewd in San Francisco

  it was the raddest thing he’d ever done on a sk8board. But at the time it was like jumping out of an airplane and sketching on the scenery and the rush of the free fall because all you can

  think about is whether the chute will open.




  Every part of me was vibing green green green to the universe at large and I was thinking green cheese green party green apple green eyed green onions green kryptonite green hand green thumb

  green lantern green house green land green tea green goddess green green grass of home and finally green eggs and ham when the light came into view and it was green all right and that green light

  is mostly all I remember about that sk8 run really except for passing a car going down with another car coming up the hill head-on and I mean coming up fast.




  After Lighthouse David flattens out and widens and there’s no cross traffic until just above Cannery Row. So we carved back and forth to slow down and bailed just before the train tracks

  but relax your mind they haven’t been a hazard to speeding wheeled vehicles since the sardines split for South America. My sk8board shot off toward Jupiter space but a switchbox got in the

  way and it came to rest wheels not so much spinning as smoking from the grease in the bearings burning abso-fucking-lutely up and my trucks oh heavens to Betsy oh suburban lawns oh kitchens of

  distinction my trucks were looser than the nasty girls in the Titty Titty Gang Bang video my brother Tommy sent me and wanted me watching regularly on a preventive basis I guess when he

  found out I was hanging with a homo.




  Jonnyboy took my sk8board from me and held it up sighting down the deck to see how warped and trashed it was then flipped it sideways and held it by the trucks like a machine gun and started

  rat-tat-tatting in every direction like Sgt. Sands of Iwo Jima. He bobbed and feinted right then charged left spinning in the air. He landed in a stance looking both ways ready for action and threw

  himself down on the ties. Then he propped the deck on the rail and ducked his head low while he panned a 180-degree field of fire. Finally he grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me running and

  tripping down the middle of the ties toward Pacific Grove with my sk8board aimed skyward in his other hand like he was leading the charge of the rad-ass light brigade.




  We kept running for a half mile only slowing down once when Jonnyboy heard a helicopter from the Coast Guard station and being from L.A. where the cops have a bigger air force than most

  countries in Europe he couldn’t waste a chance to draw a bead even if To Protect and To Serve wasn’t stenciled on the sides. Only this time my sk8 was a mortar and I had to

  help him hold it and we dug our feet into the ballast rocks to brace for the recoil which knocked me head over heels anywayz with a slight assist from Jonnyboy who’d managed it all so that by

  the time he helped me up the chopper was nowhere in sight and he could claim a kill and pound his chest like Tarzan Terminator Rambo.




  We finally stopped out past the Coast Guard station where there’s a place in the rocks we knew really well which is also the farthest we could be from a road in either direction.

  It’s a ledge like a giant couch with a backrest right over the foaming water fifteen feet below and big enough for three or four people to sit and watch the waves and I mean in style because

  the ledge faces south and a little east so there’s no wind and the overhanging bulge of rock you have to climb down to get there makes a roof to keep you dry. And it also keeps tourists and

  power walkers and amateur artists out of sight and up on deck where they can groove on local scenic wonders like the big fake smokestacks of Monterey Bay Aquarium and the shiny fleets of tour buses

  in the parking lot at Lovers Point. Which comes off all be my valentine unless you know that back in the days before birth control and rock and roll the full john hancock was Lovers of Jesus

  Point.




  We sat there a long time catching our breath and thinking and checking out the otters swimming in the kelp. Then Jonnyboy made our sign for I have seen the future which is eyes downcast

  on fingers of both hands locked together in a crystal ball at belly button level. It’s something we made up between us like a lot of the signing we did so it was like our own private channel

  to go along with our eyes and our lips and just moving a certain way plus of course my notepad and by then too it seemed we read each other’s minds I swear.




  I passed him my notebook and he pulled the old No. 2 stub out of his earlobe and started writing.




  U know what i think? we should go down south.




  Kewl with a k.




  I didn’t need to ask why L.A. because I knew it was all about Roarke who was sort of Jonnyboy’s boyfriend and who also had a band. Still we couldn’t just go buy bus tickets and

  play hopscotch with the stars on Hollywood Boulevard by sunup now could we. No cops are lazier than the bullet boyz in Monterey but it only takes a phone call to put the hound as in grey on alert

  as in red leaving one hand free to hold a donut. And with Jonnyboy’s warrants outstanding for trashing motel rooms on sk8 trips and me being a juvenile in flight or whatever it was they had

  against me it would be stupid risking getting nabbed before we even got started.




  Though was I pissed because I was the one on the brink of getting snuffed and Jonnyboy was the rescuing white hat white boy out of a million movies and who ends up on the run from john law.

  Still in my mind I harshed more on my sisters than on the cops themselves since after all their job is to be on the other side while my sisters should have known the score and looked out for me and

  Jonnyboy.




  Yeah right.




  The thing with Rita and Rose was they were born again and converted to this little storefront church in Seaside about three years ago when they were sixteen. And right off they got down hard not

  only on drinking which didn’t exactly require divine inspiration in our house but on everything else from dancing to drugs to dyed hair not to mention immorality in the form of Jonnyboy in

  his black leather jacket with Buttfuck the Majority painted on the back in big dripping red letters. Every time they saw him they asked him why somebody his age was hanging out with a kid

  my age as if he was some dirty old creepoid with a bag of candy in the bushes by St. Anthony’s Elementary instead of just ten years older than me and a sk8boarder besides.




  Plus they turned Rachel against him too same wayz they got her joined up with their church. Sometimes I’d be laying awake early in the mornings when Jonnyboy stayed over and I’d feel

  the draft from the door opening and watch Rose through my eyelashes checking out the sleeping arrangements which were always Jonnyboy in my dad’s old sea hammock and me in my bed and then

  scanning the whole room and I mean hard for slimy used Trojans I guess and probably signs of devil worship too.




  The truth is Jonnyboy never tried anything with me even though a couple of times I admit it I kind of wanted him to just to see what it was like. I mean after all at my age you do think about

  sex almost constantly and is it surprising since you want it so bad and it’s so hard to get it with anybody but yourself.




  But I knew about kweer stuff generally going all the way back to the summer I was seven or eight and Tommy came running into the backyard all out of breath and dragged me up the stairs and we

  ran three blocks to the alley behind Garfield Street and stopped at a high wood fence where he showed me where to look through a space between the boards at two grrls sitting side by side in lounge

  chairs naked. One was reading a book but she had a hand over the other’s crotch and the other grrl was rubbing her own tits. Tommy pushed me away and watched for a while and when I looked

  again they were kissing. After that we made so much noise I guess fighting to see that they must have heard us and went inside.




  I was in a daze because I never thought of anything like that before. We went back home and Tommy wrote out for me that they were dykes or as he put it dikes. And they must have been nudists too

  because we went back that night and sneaked around to the side patio and looked right in through the windows where they were careless with the curtains and there they were stark raving nude. Except

  for nipples and pubic hair we didn’t see anything we couldn’t see on a sunny day at Lovers Point and they weren’t even lipstick lesbians or anything glamorous like that but what

  Jonnyboy called lezzie boredoms when I first ran it by him. I mean instead of diving on each other they were just ironing and watching TV and eating potato chips. But it was way more exciting than

  any porno and especially for a little kid like me.




  We stayed there spying on them an hour I swear until the wind blew the curtains together and Tommy reached in to pull them aside a little and I guess one of them saw his hand moving because

  suddenly I was standing there by myself with Tommy making smoke for Grace Street after a scream that was probably the loudest thing since Krakatoa east of Java. I ran too but not fast enough to

  miss being seen by people looking out the windows of every house in the neighborhood and the next morning bright and early those dykes were at our door.




  And was I scared at first but my mom was already drinking and they could tell and once they found out about me the mad look left their eyes and I saw they were actually pretty nervous too and

  they never called the cops or anything. So a few months later at Halloween when Tommy wanted to spray paint their house and hassle them hard in costume so they wouldn’t know who it was I flat

  out just said No which was really the first time I stood up to him on something important and made it stick.




  The second time had to do with Jonnyboy which pegs me I guess as a big defender of kweerz but the truth is hella plenty need no defending from me or anybody else. I mean as many a moron learns

  too late just because a guy sucks dick don’t mean he can’t kick your ass.




  Ok so Jonnyboy’s an extreme example but he took my dad who weighs 250 down just like that and afterwards he wasn’t even touched except for one chipped knuckle and a floor burn on his

  knee. While I felt like my ribs were broken just from being grabbed by my dad so it was more than kewl with me if we laid low until we found a safe way out of town. Though our hangout options were

  pretty limited since even though Jonnyboy’s dad lived in Marina they were on strictly yelling terms with each other over Jonnyboy being kweer and also a tweeker. So he decided to go home by

  himself after dark and collect his stuff and hook up with me again later at my dad’s fishing boat in the harbor where we could sleep in the berths and no one would bother us.




  We watched the sunset together and it was one of those bloodred heart drop into the water sets you see in early summer before it heats up in the Salinas Valley and the big fog bank sits on the

  bay like the lid of a coffin closing forever. We looked for the green flash and high-five palm-slap wristlock fingerpull there it was and I leaned back against the rock with Jonnyboy’s arm

  around me and my head on his shoulder thinking Oh swell maps another gorgeous green light and the next thing I knew I was waking up with a start alone in the dark looking up at the stars

  with my lips still quivering from my little kid dream that comes back again and again where I’m sitting at the kitchen table with my mom and I understand what she’s saying and she

  understands me and it just goes on that way fully casual till she stops mid-sentence realizing with her mouth wide open and jumps up from her chair spilling her coffee and that breaks the spell and

  I’m reading her lips instead of hearing the words.




  —Call the doctor call the doctor call the doctor call the doctor call the doctor call the doctor call the doctor.




  I never slept anymore that night or the next. When I met Jonnyboy at the harbor he was all cracked on as in the snap crackle pop of crystals of meth and he wanted to get his sk8 back and I mean

  wanted hard and single-mindedly in true blue tweeker style though how could I blame him since it was an original Jay Adams Santa Monica Airlines board he got flowed out the back door of Rip City

  Skates and to any sk8er who knew anything it was basically the neutron bomb. Plus he’d been thinking about money and how we needed more cash to be styling like white men once we got down

  south and wham bam thank you man bright before my inner eyes was my dad’s coin collection on the top shelf of his bedroom closet.




  Which my sisters hardly knew about and might never be missed if something happened to my dad. There was one penny with the year struck twice by mistake that was worth at least $200 and the way

  everything was organized in navy-blue foldout pages with labels and slots for the coins made it easy to snag and easy to carry and bet on it easy to sell. Just not in Monterey because sure we were

  punks but we weren’t stupid.




  So we went back up the hill to check things out and got Jonnyboy’s sk8 back easy since it was on the front porch right where he left it and if you’re thinking storytellers lie in

  crime-ridden America remember my family has a reputation which is better than a starving rottweiler for making sure that homeboyz just walk on by with their hands in their pockets. But even though

  it was three A.M. there were mass lights on including the light in my dad’s bedroom and Jonnyboy heard voices inside.




  Not just my sisters either. There was a man’s voice too though definitely not my dad’s. And it kind of crazed me for a while because somehow I got the idea it was my brother Terry

  and I wanted to see him and the idea wouldn’t go away. So I made Jonnyboy try to listen outside for like half an hour which shows you what Jonnyboy was made of since Terry couldn’t have

  gotten there from Florida that soon if Rita called him right after 911 and he shipped himself FedEx.




  I guess it kind of creeped me out going back and hiding in the dark. Not so much because I thought it was wrong to lift the coin collection. More because I felt superstitious about going back in

  there again after I got away once. As in don’t tempt fate. It was this waitress Dolley at Eddie’s coffee shop in downtown Monterey who helped relax my mind afterwards and made it easy

  by telling Jonnyboy a story. And was it a coincidence because she didn’t mean it that way of course but it was all the inspiration we needed to take action and I mean right away.




  We were the only customers there who weren’t counting down the early morning minutes until six when the bars on Fremont Street came back online and she was sitting in the booth with us

  filing her nails and flirting with Jonnyboy the way she’d flirted with scruffyboyz there in the same booth with the same kewl little jukebox on the wall and the same food on the menu for like

  thirty years. She always wore lots of little charms pinned to her blouse that her regular boyz had sent her from all over the world and she was always telling Jonnyboy he looked like Errol Flynn

  who was an actor in movies with Reagan I think. Everybody reminded Dolley of somebody in show business. I was a dead ringer for the older kid in Flipper which I think had a lot to do with

  me being blond and taking my shirt off whenever it got hot.




  But it worked the other way too and the soap opera hunk on the front page of the Star she had spread open on the table was mistaken identity material for some guy she and her best

  girlfriend had teenage crushes on but who didn’t even know they existed. So they found out where he lived and dressed up with clipboards in hand and knocked on the door pretending to be

  taking a survey about high-school student attitudes toward world government which they knew this guy was big on from being president of the civics club or something. And he fell for it totally and

  ended up asking her girlfriend out who reported back that he never tried anything nasty so they both lost interest and I mean immediately.




  Even before Jonnyboy finished running this by me on a page of my notebook I could see him connecting dot after dot after dot in his mind’s eyes and at the end he asked me what rooms in my

  house had phones and were any of them cordless and which of my sisters would likely be home at what times on that day of the week. Because he wanted to call up when only one of them would be there.

  Preferably Rita or Rose. Then disguise his voice and say he was a polltaker on subjects of prayer in school and abortion and Christian values in the home and really get her going while I sneaked

  inside and snagged the coins.




  And it seemed like a plan to me since there was some church youth fellowship deal that Rose took Rachel to every Thursday night dragging Timmy along and I could either slip in through the front

  if Rita answered the phone in the kitchen or up the back stairs if she was talking in the living room. So Jonnyboy went in the bathroom to do a bump of speed for inspiration and together we wrote

  up lots of white boy sounding questions at Eddie’s then spent the morning sk8ing Custom House Plaza and the afternoon as usual playing pinball. Just not at E.L.A. where everybody knew us but

  incognito with all the geeky tourist boyz around the indoor carousel at the Edgewater Packing Company on Cannery Row.




  Around seven we split up with Jonnyboy going to the pay phone in the back of the entrance lobby because it was quiet there and me heading back up the hill one more time where sure enough Rita

  was jabbering away in the kitchen. So I took off my shoes and went through the front door and down the hall and opened the door to my dad’s room feeling cocky as Big John Holmes.




  Until I saw my dad sitting bolt upright in bed staring straight at me with his head wrapped in bandages and his arm in a cast. And was I Bambi with brights in my eyes. I couldn’t move. I

  stood there like a statue in the middle of taking a step with one foot off the floor and my arm in midair. My dad didn’t move either and it was too dark in the room to see if his eyes were

  moving. I couldn’t even tell if he was breathing.




  After the total shock wave crested my first insane thought was to touch his hand on top of the blanket to see if it was warm. I finished my step but aimed it toward the bed without thinking at

  all. I took another step starting to think and one more which brought me to the end of the bed before I stopped again. Even though I had my senses back finally and knew I should get the H E double

  L out of there my arm was on autopilot and I started reaching out.




  Then my hand froze. I looked him right in the eye and didn’t see him blink. But he might have blinked his eyes when I blinked mine. I drew my arm back still watching his eyes. And I

  thought to myself Maybe he’s blind now.




  Which I admit it made me smile.




  It took maybe half a minute to get the coin books out of the closet and into my backpack. I didn’t really look at my dad again. Though I would have noticed if he moved or anything. And for

  the first time in my life I wished I smoked because if I did I would have sat down in the chair next to the bed I swear and made it a real father and son farewell jamboree. One last cigarette with

  Dad.




  Back down at the Edgewater Packing Company Jonnyboy was still on the phone with my sister and upholding a tweeker tradition by doing most of the talking. And when Rita did manage to get a word

  in edgewise he passed me little notes and held his hand over his mouth to keep from busting up.




  have U heard the news?




  disabilities R a test from god.




  read all about it, Radboy.




  the holocaust came from jews disrespecting jesus.




  I just yawned and watched the horses on the carousel go round and round. I guess I got kind of hypnotized. Eyes closed or open the view was the same.




  I saw horses.




  All directions.




  And I remember wishing we could go back to the boat and the big berth in the bow and get rocked to sleep like little babies but it just wasn’t in the deck of cards and the next time it was

  rise and shine for your boy Radboy was coming out of the General Douglas MacArthur Tunnel in San Francisco which like I said is where the story really begins.




  





  

    

      TWO


    


  




  Kewl with a k is the word for the day even though this bus smells like incense which I hate. And there aren’t any regular seats but beanbags

  and cushions covered with tapestries and tie-dyes. But you know what they say about going to San Francisco.




  Be sure to wear some flowers in your hair.




  If you’ve got any hair. Which I don’t anymore since Jonnyboy chopped my mohawk off in Monterey to better travel incognito.




  Of course San Francisco isn’t exactly on the road to L.A. from Monterey now is it. So maybe you’re thinking I must be at least a little retarded which is a common reaction that comes

  from misunderstanding the expression deaf and dumb. I don’t mind really since it gives me a little edge. When you’re deaf and you don’t say anything it makes hearing people

  nervous at first and sometimes you get special attention that bites if you’re shy but once the novelty is gone you might as well be the Invisible Man. And the end result is you get to find

  out a lot of things that nobody realizes you know because they either forget about you or don’t even notice you in the first place.




  Like these two other boyz on the bus for example. Who Jonnyboy’s been making friends with ever since the Bay Bridge being shut down for earthquake repairs forced us up to Oregon

  practically just to get to San Francisco. He didn’t even notice them until I passed him a note and pointed them out. Just by watching them awhile I pegged them for tweekerboyz first and

  kweerboyz second. Or actually it was the other way around because there was something about the way the boy with the shaved head looked at me when we first got on the bus in Monterey. It sent a

  message to my body with a cc. to my brain instead of the other way around.




  Almost a thrill. Like the way I felt yesterday when I was waiting for Jonnyboy to score at the old lobster grotto on Cannery Row and I noticed the Green Tortoise flyer for the Tibetan Freedom

  Concert in Golden Gate Park and right there on the list of performers just before the names got down to no bottles cans or cameras size was Roarke’s band Chaotic Stature.




  I checked the date to make sure it wasn’t history already and then the pages of my brain calendar were flying off hurricane style the way they do in old movies until the freeze-frame

  close-up on December 25. Because did I feel like a kid again with reindeer on the roof and presents under the tree. Plus on the true-meaning-of-Christmas level the flyer seemed to bless our journey

  the way the Portuguese priest blessed my dad’s boat and the rest of the Monterey fishing fleet every year on Saint Somebody’s day.




  The thrill part came from knowing for sure that something would happen and I mean something kewl. And is it scary in a way to have the same feeling about a total stranger who looks at you

  one-seventh of a second on a smelly old hippie bus. But he’s not a total stranger anymore. His name is Finn short for Finnegan and he’s half-English and half-Irish and full skinhead.

  His boyfriend who’s more of a generic alternative type with piercings and bleach blond hair and black fingernail polish is Critter. They’re around Jonnyboy’s age and they’ve

  been down south somewherez at Critter’s dad’s funeral but they live in San Francisco. Which is the photo-op backdrop when we all hang out together at the rest stop overlook on Highway

  101 before we cross the Golden Gate Bridge.




  By skinhead I don’t just mean Finn’s #1 cropped hair but the tight Sta-Prest Levi’s rolled halfway up his fourteen-hole Grinders and the narrow red spaghetti-strap braces over

  his black-and-white checked Ben Sherman long sleeve shirt. I recognized the look right off thanks to all the punk stuff Jonnyboy flowed me the first time he left Monterey and went back to L.A. He

  promised he’d keep me up on the scene and did he with big envelopes filled with record sleeves and articles and pictures ripped from zines and crazy long letters written in different colored

  pencils with all the things he said that came from songs in red. I taped the kewlest of the kewl to the walls of my room and seeing Finn for the first time brought it all back because at least

  three or four pictures of skinheads ended up on the back of my bedroom door despite their bonehead reputation.




  I guess because I like their style. Which is weird because it’s the total opposite of punk rock DIY as in Do It Yourself. You have to look a certain way and even wear

  certain brands of clothes. It’s been that way for like thirty years. There’s none of this It’s what’s inside that counts crap. A skinhead’s always in your

  face as in 24/7. And I like that. I’m kind of the opposite and I wish I wasn’t.




  His clothes aren’t the only reason Finn stands out from the rest of the crowd when we get off the bus. Here we are in the shadow of the skyscraping red tower of the Golden Gate Bridge with

  all San Francisco spilling over its hills across the glittering blue bay and Finn stands leaning back with one leg bent at the knee so the sole of his boot is planted flush against the rock wall of

  the overlook and what’s he looking at. The sloping parking lot and the bumper-to-bumper traffic snaking down toward the bridge from the twin tunnel mouths on the highway above. He’s the

  only person not facing San Francisco.




  The only person facing me.




  I can see the city and the bay and the bridge and sure it’s pretty but I stay back from the edge so I can look at Finn. Because now I’ve got this idea he actually is one of the

  skinheads on my bedroom door. And I watch him nonstop hoping he’ll hold his head a certain way with one eyebrow kind of cocked and prove it beyond reasonable doubt. Only I probably keep it

  from happening at all by staring too much and making him nervous. Because he mostly just looks down and when I start a notepad conversation he takes his time responding to everything I write and I

  mean takes his time saying next to nothing.




  I never met a true skin before.




  Fancy that.




  It must be hard to find those clothes over here.




  ’Tis.




  Do you like any punk bands?




  Is Bedlam Ago Go punk?




  I don’t know them. What do you mostly listen to?




  Trad ska.




  Trad?




  Traditional.




  Anything else?




  Northern soul.




  That’s it?




  ABBA




  ??




  Critter plays it at home. Techno at work, as well.




  You like techno?




  Despise it.




  You boyz are pretty good friends?




  The best of.




  Ever sk8board?




  Never.




  Know any deaf boyz?




  Now I do.




  Which he definitely scribbles with a smile. Still it isn’t quite the gabfest Jonnyboy and Critter are having a few feet away. I can’t read their lips in profile but it’s

  obvious they’re spinning at 45 instead of 33[⅓] and interrupting each other so often I couldn’t have followed even head-on fullface. Though I really don’t need

  to. I know Jonnyboy and how his mind works and as soon as I proved to his satisfaction on the bus that Finn and Critter had to be tweekers based on their runny noses and dead giveaway fascination

  with every detail on every page of a Dremel power tool manual he was on the case and looking for an opening to make fast friends and I mean fast as in go-fast.




  Because in Monterey he only scored a sixteenth or what’s called a teenager and he wants an eightball which is twice that much for partying with Roarke. It’s a matter of pride with

  Jonnyboy due to Roarke’s family the Lovejoys who are hella rich and own a newspaper plus half of L.A. and want him to reform so he can help take things over when the time comes. Meanwhile

  he’s got unlimited funds for unlimited supply and plenty opportunities for company based on it and Jonnyboy won’t go that route no way never nohow. Because the worst thing he can think

  of to call someone is bag whore.




  Likewise Jonnyboy would no way never count on Roarke for a place to stay without an invite first. So I figure that a roof over our heads in San Francisco is most likely behind door number two in

  the overlook episode of Let’s Make a Deal with special guest tweekerboy Critter and from the Grammy Award–winning air scribbles complete with flourishes for his adoring fans

  that Jonnyboy starts making when we got back on the bus I know he got the word to come on down. When we settle onto our cushions and I pass him my notepad he pulls me next to him so I can see what

  he writes when he writes it and even the space around us seems full of his pulse like Jonnyboy’s whole body is one big heart beating wikked fast.




  o skinny puppy do i [image: ] U my o my. who needs ears when U got eyes. hell yeah they’re tweekerboyz &

  bigtime 2. Critter deals & he gave me a taste. the word’s vintage as in Shard-onnay, the supply’s unlimited as in EMI.




  You did some out there?




  hee hee. guess U don’t notice everything. C palmed me his inhaler.




  Did you find out if they’re boyfriends?




  U called it, i believe it, that settles it. appy polly oggies 2 jesus & thanx 2 rose & rita. hell yeah 2 the 10th. We’re invited 2 their little love nest in

  some back alley somewherez.




  Suddenly Jonnyboy looks up then puts two fingers under my chin and tilts my head up too so I can see the bus driver aka Jerry Garcia on steroids standing front and center announcing something.

  Then all the passengers who are mostly twentysomething Europeans in American university sweatshirts and brand-new Levi’s stand up collecting their backpacks and camera bags and Jonnyboy does

  bored to tears for all these years and turns fullface mouthing:




  —Flat tire.




  I give him a rebel look instead of a yell and spin one of my sk8 wheels with thumb and forefinger and puff my chest out all superior as in The turtle’s dead but sk8ers still

  shred. Which is all it takes to get him into Heeere’s Jonny mode and the next thing you know we’re airborne off the lip of the bus stairs and performing for a crowd.




  We’ve got momentum with us from the downgrade to the overlook wall and gravity too until we catch air off the lip of a storm drain bank and even then it puts us down right where we want

  which is sideways railsliding on the steel pipe barrier that tops off the waist-high rock wall. But as soon as we get up here I realize the feature presentation isn’t going to be Easy

  Rider because the metal braces supporting the pipe clamp over the top of the railing itself and that means an ollie every dozen feet or so to keep from hurtling ahead while your board stays

  behind. And since hurtling ahead means launching into Jupiter space over a cliff that drops all the way down to the birdshit-stained rocks on the edge of the bay it isn’t what you’d

  call the default choice on the options menu.




  Ahead of me Jonnyboy clears the first clamp smooth as greenglass surf on a summer morning without a ripple of muscle to show it’s work and lands back on the rail scattering the ranks of

  the Instamatic Army along the next section like a fox gliding sleek and sudden through a henhouse door. And then it all goes slo-mo for me as I clench my teeth and crouch for the grab feeling the

  sharp chill of the salt air between my spread fingers and there’s the shining city and the surging gray-green water and the perfect arc of cables thick as boxcars sweeping toward the sun and

  there I am too in the Polaroid Finn took the moment I was airborne and hands me three clamps later when friction gets the best of me and the speed isn’t there for the fourth so I bail.




  Jonnyboy’s weight takes him farther down the barrier and he jumps off to applause from the same scared tourists who fled the scene when showtime started. I guess most of them are

  foreigners. Because your average American hates sk8boarders. I’m surprised there weren’t spikes on top of the barrier next to the pipe just to keep us away. Maybe they figured the sheer

  drop-off was discouragement enough. And the truth is I would have just watched Jonnyboy myself like everybody else if I realized what a cliff it was. But was I clueless because all I paid attention

  to earlier was Finn.
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