
I took a bite of that original American apple pie in the 

fall of 1989. 

It was a massive sip, of the same exact Kool-Aid that 

Kessey and Cassidy served up in the early sixties, that set off 

a psychedelic movement, which weened, but never died, so when I 

ducked behind a car, in the parking lot of the Grateful Dead 

concert, and the head pulled out a little tin foil, makeshift 

envelope and pulled out one specific tab of thick paper, while 

all the while looking frantically over his shoulders for those 

pesky controllers of that cop movie, that no one but the man 

wants to have a role in, and as he silently counted out seven 

hits, of LSD to serve me up, at the head price of three for ten, 

he made sure to let me know that this was a good deal, and to 

honor the trip man, because, like he said, straight up, in some 

thick hippy slang, 

"Yeah man, these right here are my personal stash man, and 

I can see you man, you're gonna need this, right here man. 

You're gonna love this man. You're gonna fry your face off man. 

This shit will straight up STEAL YOUR FACE......" 

And he put the seven hits in my cigarette pack cellophane, 



 / MAINFEST FUNK / 1

and smiled, and most likely imagined my face being ripped right 

off my head, like Jerry sang about, on the greatest of great 

versions of "He's gone." 

I put the acid in my pocket and reconvened with my friends, 

Doug, Frank, Gene, Aaron, Joe, and Mike. We had all piled into 

my 1986 Buick Skylark and made the journey across the suburbs, 

to the Philadelphia Spectrum parking lot, not to actually see 

the Grateful Dead perform, but to all, individually split up, 

and purchase as much LSD as we could, with the limited budget we 

had. 

We would purchase the LSD, then, the plan would be to eat 

the LSD the next night, at my house, because my parents were 

going away for the weekend, and we could have the entire house, 

to our selves, for two full days, and two nights, to freak out, 

and trip out, and experiment, and tune in, and all that. 

But if LSD will teach you one thing, it's there is no plan 

with LSD. Do not schedule. Do not mark your calendar. You can 

not plan for LSD, for LSD is making a plan for you. LSD is 

directing a movie, and you have a starring role in it. Perhaps. 

Talk about ACTION......
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We all re convened at our predestined meeting point, which 

functioned, because no one was high on LSD. YET. 

Mission complete. 

I smiled. Everyone smiled. We had all scored. Tomorrow we 

would all get high. YES. And then, the director of the movie 

showed up and the plan was tossed into the wind, and the wind 

blew, and the wind cried Mary, and my life would change forever, 

or would it? Some questions can not be answered so quickly, but 

what can happen quickly, did happen quickly, and Mike, excited 

to get high, pulled out his new vile of liquid LSD and right 

there, on Shakedown Street, Grateful Dead Land USA, he blop 

blopped a blob onto his hand and licked it up, sending the rest 

of us into a frenzy.....

"WAIT, We're supposed to do that tomorrow!" I said. 

Mike smiled, "OK." 

And Gene and Frank smiled, and held out their hands and 

blop blopped, and then Aaron blopped, and before long, as you 
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can guess, everyone blopped, and then I was the only one left, 

and the funniest part of the story, is the fact that I had never 

blopped, or plopped or even seen LSD before, and no one worried 

about if I would be able to drive home, or if I would even be 

able to say the word home, they just all watched and smiled, as 

I took out my cigarette cellophane, and accepted my role in this 

movie, and ripped a chunk off of that paper, that was there, in 

my life, at that moment in time, to change my vibrations 

forever. 

I took a leap of faith. WHEEEEEEE. 

We laughed and smiled and walked around in the sunshine, as 

thousands and thousands of hippies, convened, and turned a 

regular old inner city parking lot in Southern Philly into 

Haight Ashbury, 1967. 

Chicks with dreadlocks sat on rows of blankets displaying 

homemade tie dies and hand woven jewelry, and psychedelic art 

jumped off the pages of young mens blankets, and guitars 

strummed and drums drummed and I most likely should have been 

more patient, but my face wasn't being stolen fast enough, and 

was this acid bunk? 
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DAMN MAN. 

"Are you guys feeling it?" I asked. 

"Not sure" said mike, and in one motion was already 

dropping more of the liquid acid onto his hand, right in the 

middle of the madness of the Grateful Dead parking lot. 

People brushed by us, like a massive market of madness, 

laughing and pointing and acknowledging what we were doing, but 

no one asked to join us, because from the looks of most of these 

way out cats, they were already drinking the Kool Aid, and maybe 

even shooting Kool Aid from their water pistols. No one would 

ever know the difference. 

BLOP BLOP. Mike shot a blob of acid onto my hand, and I 

licked it up. The tasteless liquid dissolved quickly in mouth. I 

paused slightly and felt my body. Am I feeling it? Am I on? Is 

this it? What's all the hubbub bub? Am I immune? Maybe I smoked 

too much in my life? Does acid do nothing to me? I am quite 

smart for my age? I was moved into the brainy classes at an 

early age. Could I be too cool for this LSD school? 

The people danced to the rhythm of drums as we wandered to 
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the far side of one of the parking lots, which almost all the 

exact same scenario. People buying. People selling. Buy. Sell. 

Weed. Mushrooms. Veggie Burritos. Dead shirts. Anyone got a 

ticket? A ticket? HUH? People actually watch this band? People 

care? Not me. I wanna get my acid on. COME ON ACID. WHERE ARE 

YOU?

We sat on a ledge, on the main street in front of the 

Spectrum. We were chillin. Waiting. Waiting for the movie to 

start and I was starting to feel the disappointment coming on, 

and nothing from the acid. NOTHING. ING. ING. 

Was that it? No. I'm trying to hard. This shit is bunk. I 

smile anyway. Whatever. Hanging with my boys, at this mad hippy 

fest, was better than work, and better than the crappy suburban 

life we normally lead, of skateboarding, and stealing soda from 

the local Taco Bell. 

We sat. Somewhat isolated from the madness, when a cute, 

young, hippy girl approached us, her ankle bells ringing. So 

cute. Her eyes, flashing joy. Pure joy. Love. So beautiful. 

"Hey brothers. Got a little change? We need about 7 bucks 
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to park our bus. Can you guys help out?"

Can we help? Huh? YES. We did help. I couldn't dig into my 

pockets fast enough, because Doug beat me to the cup and emptied 

all the change he had, and then Aaron, and frank dropped some 

bills on her, and by the time it got to me, we probably gave her 

100 bucks for all I remember, but she showed us all a lot of 

love, and hugged us all and cheered, and jiggled, and she was 

doing her job that day, with a passion, and then she changed my 

life forever, and all our lives forever. She handed us a massive 

joint. 

Then we cheered, and danced, and the celebration of life 

that is youth, and is drugs and is the mind opening up to the 

stream of thought, that is one mind, all came together, when the 

lighter hit the joint, and I took a massive puff, off that 

doobie, and by the time the joint came around to me on the 

third, or was it the fourth or was it the fifth, or is there 

even a joint, or even a person known as me, that acid kicked in, 

and my movie had begun, and most likely would be rollin very 

fast, very instantly. 

I looked up at the side of the stadium, as it bent around 
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the horizon, and everything in my vision, became an old slide 

projector, and every frame, of every picture, slowed itself down 

to almost nothing, and my vision stood as close to still as 

possible, because everything is in constant motion, but the 

motion can slow so far down that each frame is visible. And 

then, CLICK. The next frame. And CLICK. And CLICK. And holy 

shit. My heart raced, either in excitement, or fear, or an 

emotion I had never felt in my life, and I looked at Gene, and 

he was on. And Frank was on. And suddenly, we were all on. 

Charged like electric eels. Beaming with energy. And we all had 

to walk. And the talking. And the madness. And we walked around 

the stadium side, as it CLICK, CLICKED, and the colors came 

bursting out of everything, and eyes, and sound was like a tin 

can one minute and a booming bass drum the next, and the rhythm 

of the drumming became evident. It was there the whole time? It 

was there now. Was it? Is it? Will it be? I stopped suddenly, as 

we marched slightly deeper into the large group of people, all 

celebrating madness, in this parking lot. I stood on the edge of 

the parking lot, as my friends watched me, waiting silently, as 

if they had read the script before hand, and knew what would 

happen next. They watched. I looked at my watch. What could this 

thing possibly do for me? Why in the world would anyone want 

this thing? Even before drugs, I had the realization, that if I 
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chose the real world of schools and jobs and careers I would be 

a loser, but if there was some alternate world. If there existed 

a polar opposite world, I would not only be a winner, I would be 

the king. I look at my watch, as I unbuckled it. I turned the 

key to my own handcuff, and as a world around me stood still, 

and time seemed like the biggest joke of all time, I held that 

watch up in the air and screamed at the top of my lungs, fueled 

by the LSD and beaming like a complete lunatic. 

"TIME IS NOT REAL! HA! FUCK YOU TIME, YOU FAKE MOTHER 

FUCKER" 

The crowds of people around me cheered the maniac on. 

"FUCK YOU WATCH. YOU ARE NOTHING. YOU'RE FAKE. FAKE FAKE 

FAKE!" 

I threw the watch into the street as people cheered and 

celebrated and one guy yelled out, 

"RIGHT ON MAN!" 

And others just marched on in their own movie, as the drums 
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drummed, and the voices turned demonic, and the sun went down, 

and maybe hours passed, but I threw my watch, but it was 

definitely dark out, and dark in, and dark all around, and all 

the cute hippy chicks, selling burritos all turned into sketchy 

guys whispering, "SHROOOOMS, ACID. WHIPPPPPITS" SCHROOMS. 

SCHROOOOOMS. MUSSSSSSSHROOMS." 

And I was freaking out. And I was alone. And I had thrown 

the silver chain that my Uncle had givin me, right along with my 

shirt, and my shoes, and my socks, all meeting the same fate as 

my watch. GONE. GOOD RIDDANCE. 

My car keys as well. But wait. I didn't chuck my keys. I'm 

not THAT high. YES I AM!

I'm so high that Aaron had asked to hold my keys, or I 

asked him to hold my keys, or he stole my keys, I HAVE NO CLUE 

WHAT'S REAL ANYMORE, I just know that all my friends are gone, 

or lost, or in some other dimension, and I'm spinning, and my 

face is LONG GONE. 

STOLEN. Stolen right off my fuckin head like that guy said 

would happen. I got no face and no shoes and no shirt and no 

chain or watch, and I'm not even free? The drumming is frantic. 

My heart is beating out of my chest and I'm set on finding my 
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friend Aaron and I'm literally asking everyone I see if they 

know where Aaron is, and some people play along compassionately, 

and smile and let me know that Aaron's out there man and our 

trips will re connect again shortly, while others get a rise out 

of my madness, by asking my questions about Aaron. 

"Say man, you lookin for Aaron man? Dude. Is he on acid 

man? You mean Aaron, man? Like Aaron with the dog and the van 

and the dreadlocks, and the HA HA HA HA! Wild man. You're  OUT 

THERE MAAAAAAN!" 

I'm not only out there, I'm in there, and everywhere. An 

old head, selling food tries to teach them kids right by making 

me sit down and telling, 

"Hey little guy, listen. I know. I know, man. You lost your 

friend, and you lost your face and everything's fast man, but 

chill brother, I love you, man, and here sit, and have some 

food" 

And then he hands me this plate of veggies and I just look 

right at this plate of whatever the fuck this is, and I'm not 

feelin it one bit and I chuck the whole plate of food right on 
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the cement, and masses of people are walking around, and in 

between cars, and blankets, and drums, those damn drums just 

keep pounding and the food is now being scraped off the cement 

by the old head, who's laughing now and smiling and feeling 

good, and pushing the positive vibes my way, trying to reel me 

into his movie, which is a calm movie that's been playing for a 

while now, and my movie just pushes on, full force, with no 

breaks, and the old head is laughing, scraping food, saying, 

"Hey man, watch this maaan. Watch. Man. This is gonna be 

great. Hey man, Aaron's gonna find you here soon man, trust me, 

and watch this. FREE FOOD, WHO WANTS SOME FREE FOOD! ALL VEGGIE. 

MADE WITH LOVE."

And he hands that scraped up slop to some unsuspecting 

hippy dude who also has no shoes, and they love each other and 

the dude take a bite of the veggies that had just been scraped 

up, and he's using the fork that did the scraping and this is 

fucking hilarious how happy these scraped up veggies makes this 

dumb hippy kid feel, but I'm turned out and turned sideways, and 

I just ignore the prank, and jump up into the madness, and 

scream for Aaron, until I find myself screaming at a giant of a 

man, right in face, accusing him of stealing my wallet, when I 
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never even had a wallet to begin with, because I carry my LSD in 

my cigarette cellophane, which I gave away a long time ago, 

because I knew the mission tomorrow was never gonna happen. 

There is no tomorrow. There is only now, and believe me, I do 

not need any more LSD right now. 

RIGHT NOW! Right now I'm getting punched in the head, by 

the giant of a man, that I accused of stealing the wallet I 

never had, and in one motion, I'm turning, and running, with no 

shoes and no shirt and no service. 

I'm so high I don't even know that I'm high. I'm just 

running for my life. 

My life which up to this point consisted of constantly 

trying to fit in. Trying. Wrestling. Football. Basketball. 

Baseball. Balls. All balls. 

I ran to the Holiday Inn, one block from the Philadelphia 

Spectrum, where the Grateful Dead had finished their sold out 

concert. Deadheads were milling around the lobby, high on the 

vibrations from the music, or the shrooooms, or possibly, I was 

just hallucinating. There's a huge chance that none of this even 

existed, because, as I sat on the steps of that Holiday Inn, 



 / MAINFEST FUNK / 13

with it's florescent lighting and the sound of people buzzed 

around me, I realized that I was dead. 

Of course, I wasn't really dead, or even bleeding, but 

somehow, that punch to the head, from the man I had accused of 

stealing my wallet, had sent my brain spiraling into some 

strange reality, in which I had died, and without some bright 

light, or a big hoopla, or music or angles, or anything at all, 

I was dead, sitting in a dimension that existed between life and 

death, which most commonly is referred to as purgatory. Somehow, 

in my mind, I had died from that punch in the head, and now, at 

this very moment, I was sitting and waiting for what my 

instructions were, or how I could get to the afterlife, or 

something. 

Of course, I wasn't really in purgatory at all. I was 

really just a shoeless, shirtless, faceless kid, frying my brain 

synapses on LSD, and sitting on the front steps of the Holiday 

Inn, South Philadelphia, looking like a drug addicted run away. 

It was at that strange moment in my space time continuum, 

when a man, in his mid forties came wandering out of the Holiday 

Inn and sat next to me. He was somewhere in his forties, and 
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looked like the typical guardian angle in the after school 

specials about young kids, getting high, and needing a guardian 

angle. 

Was it his looks, or the fact that I thought I was dead, or 

was it just the reality of the situation that I was zonked to 

the moon on LSD that made me answer this guys question the way I 

did? 

Who knows? But when he asked me, 

"Did your friends leave you too?" 

All I could do was agree with him, and say yes, because I 

knew, that he WAS my guardian angle and I knew right then and 

there that this celestial being, from a high holy dimension was 

my guide, and hopefully my ticket back to my life, of being a 

loser bus boy, coincidentally enough, at a Holiday Inn, in 

Swedesboro New Jersey. 

If I wanted to ever see my 1986 Buick Skylark again, I 

would have to do what he said and probably complete some kind of 

good deeds list, or take a magical trip into the future, where I 
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will see how horrible my life might turn out to be if I continue 

on this path of madness and drug abuse.

My guardian angle told me his name, but whatever he said, I 

just heard Peter, because Peter is the guard at the heavenly 

gates, or so I thought, and in this particular case, being so 

spun out on the joys of LSD, whatever I thought, was, and is, 

and always will be. 

I was literally dead. Men, and women, walked by us, without 

looking our way, because we didn't exist anymore. Not to them. 

Not the waking world of life. We existed on another dimension. A 

plane of existence, where existence isn't really existence. 

Existence is actually the opposite of existence, and existence 

in this reality, is actually death.

And Peter was my guide. 

"Listen. I live in New Jersey. Where do you live?" Said 

Peter. 

Of course he did. Of course. He was my neighbor, I bet. He 

"lived" right next to me, and he wants to show me the life I 
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should or will be living just as soon as I can get the fuck out 

of this place and space. I just wanna be normal. I wanna be good 

at basketball. I want people to like me. I wanna be a good 

person. HELP ME PAUL! I'LL DO ANYTHING!

"I live in New Jersey."  I said softly, and so the door was 

open for Paul's big plan. He wanted to help me. He wanted to 

save this poor little shirtless, shoeless, left behind friend, 

who clearly doesn't have a face anymore. God damn, Jerry, you 

gotta stop stealing peoples faces like this. 

Paul told me he would take me to the bus station with him 

and buy me a ticket, and send me home, and he would pay for the 

taxi and pay for the bus and help me, and I knew I had to go 

with him, because my 1986 Buick Skylark wasn't in my dimension 

anymore, and neither was Aaron, or my keys, or those other guys. 

It was me and Peter and my ticket out of purgatory. 

I sat in the back of the cab and Peter, the angle sat up 

front, and the universe spun out of control, and my guardian 

angle talked to the cab driver in cryptic tongues, as the car 

floated through space, and sound was a bubble, and they catted, 
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like old pals, but I couldn't understand anything, because the 

language they spoke sounded like a broken inner tube, rubbing 

raw against the inside of the tire, and the radio mashed sound, 

and the cars, and the engine, and the lights, and I was on 

again, like never before, and I was looking on the rear view 

mirror, of this space vehicle, or taxi, or whatever the fuck we 

were in, and there was this Batman emblem, hanging from his 

mirror, and it most likely was just some cool air freshener, but 

it was flexing in the acid light, and CLICK, CLICK, CLICK, OH 

SHIT..... 

But I just starred at it, and if I wasn't so spun out and 

high, I might have been able to say something to Peter, like, 

"MAAAAAN. I AM FUUUUUUUCKED UP! I lost my friends, and 

they're somewhere looking for me and I own a car, and I lied to 

my parents and told them we had tickets, and I'm on a lot of LSD 

right now, and it's my first time trippin, and I got punched, 

but I definitely am not dead, and I own a car, and maybe you 

could help me find my friends, because they didn't leave me, 

like I told you they did, and I'm not dead, I'm just 

REEEEEEEEALLY HIGH RIGHT NOW." 
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But I said non of this, because I was dead, and Peter had 

the plan, and suddenly we were in a diner. And those lights were 

freaking me out, and I was really paranoid that we were gonna 

see some shit, like a small child on a gurney, being 

experimented on, or aliens, or time travel, and I knew shit was 

going down, and it sounded like fun before I took the acid, but 

this was way too much, especially because I'm not gonna make it 

back if I don't do what Peter says. 

The waitress came over to us, and politely asked us what we 

wanted, and Peter answered, but I was tripping, so, when she 

looked at me and asked me what I wanted I just heard, 

"WHA WHAA WHA WHA DA WHA WHA." 

She was like some Charlie Brown teacher, and I starred back 

at her, looking freaked the fuck out, because I was freaked the 

fuck out, and even though Peter had given me the Grateful Dead t 

shirt he had bought that night, so I had a shirt on, it was a 

Grateful Dead shirt, and I was frying my balls off, and still 

had no shoes on, so I probably didn't look that sane, and to be 

honest, I probably wasn't that sane at that moment, because sane 

people rarely think they've died and gone to purgatory, where an 
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angle hands them a t shirt and orders them a cup of tea, while 

they wait for the next bus to New Jersey. 

And the bus to Swedesboro New Jersey never came, as you can 

imagine, because after we drank our tea, we headed over to the 

greyhound station. The grimy, gritty, downtown philadelphia 

greyhound station, where crack fiends, and booze hounds sniff 

out the hustle like a tree to piss on. The late night, all 

hours, twenty four seven movie theater, showing some of the 

darkest movies in our society. The movies about those desperate 

addicts, looking for any willing fool with a five spot to need, 

or want something, worth a five spot, that they might be able to 

perform, or do, or con that person into or out of. 

The dark shadows of fear and pain, and long term psychosis 

hang around the greyhound bus station, lurking with a cup of 

coffee, or an old cigarette butt, found in the gutter, and 

salvaged, scavenger style. 

That's the type of people who hang out late at night at the 

Greyhound station. Scavengers. Life to some is a scavenger hunt. 

Constantly seeking out the rewards of the score. The find. That 

hit. Pull that smoke and suck that glass dick and let it cum 
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into your lungs, over and over again, and then go out there and 

find that shit again. Get that five rock. Find that gram. Slam 

that gram and then find it again. At all costs. Segregation 

finds no lines at the Greyhound station as toothless black men 

mingle with poor white trash junkie dope fiends, and everyone 

knows Carla's name, because she's suckin anyone off for a fiver, 

and she's been down there doin it for so long anyone with a pipe 

has felt that power of holding just one hit of the rock over 

Carla's head on just the right night and getting those other 

rocks off. 

The security guard at the Greyhound wanders the out side of 

the building, with a weak presence, because even though he has a 

gun, no one gives a shit, because if death can't kill these 

zombie mother fuckers, some punk ass sell out brother with a 

badge ain't got shit on them. 

Some of these cats have been cheating death for years, 

slappin that dope up with a reckless abandon and living to tell 

about it, over and over again. 

I mean, they been livin alight, if you call being a zombie 

life. 
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I certainly didn't. Not as high as I was. 

We walked over to the greyhound station, and the whole 

vibe, and the whole place, just stuck out in my mind like a 

movie set, and the lights were bright, and this movie was in 

full force. 

Busses were pulling into the lot, in the back, and the 

crowds of people out front and out back were spilling into the 

lobby, where the security guard was paid to try to keep the 

order of things, which happened to be, junkies and crack whores, 

get the fuck outa here. 

The whole scene was chaos, and I was peaking into a frantic 

paranoia once again, or more like at a constant pulse of general 

paranoia that sometimes rose to great heights of paranoia like a 

swell of the ocean, and giant waves of fear and bad vibrations 

would surge over me like I was a surfer out in the ocean without 

my board and being crushed and tumbled by the great power of the 

oceans current and my mind was tumbling into a frenzy of 

madness, and the universe is an ocean, and I was lost at sea, 

and as Peter and I stood outside the station, trying to make a 
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plan, my mind snapped, and in one clean, clear thought, only of 

survival, I realized that I needed to get home, not in any kind 

of rational way, I needed to make a direct line toward home, and 

I needed to do it right now, because an hour doesn't exist, and 

time is now, and I should have thought about calling my parents 

and telling them I was high as shit and stuck in Philly, and 

they would have come and saved the day and maybe I should have 

thought about my car, or my friends, or the Grateful Dead 

parking lot, where a ride home in my very own car was most 

likely waiting for me, worried sick about me, and desperately 

hoping I would show up at any time, with or without shoes, but 

instead of any rational thoughts, my drowning mind could only 

make a panicked decision, and when a bus pulled up the curb, 

right in front of the station, and myself, and the doors opened, 

I jumped on. As I entered the bus, the engine stopped, and 

people were all restlessly organizing themselves to get off the 

bus, as I walked on, and everyone was leaving, and the bus was 

stopped, and even though I now had a shirt on, because Peter had 

given me one, I'm pretty sure I was freaking the driver out, 

because I was still shoeless, and I was entering a bus without a 

ticket, or shoes, and I was desperate to go home, and this bus 

was fuckin taking me home, because I'm done. I've hit the 

bottom, or the top, or wherever that place was in my trip that 
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was a little bit too much, and I NEEDED to go home, and this bus 

could take me there, and it will even though at that moment, as 

people were still all shuffling off the bus, and I was still on 

the bus, now perched in a seat in the third row, watching the 

people shuffle off, the driver in a very stern and authoritive 

just tells me straight up that the bus has reached it's final 

destination, and he's reading my mind, because he knows I'm 

taking this fuckin bus home and I'm not getting off without a 

fight, because he lets me know that he'll call security if I 

don't get off the bus, but I'm cool and I say OK, but I mean, no 

way, I'm going home, and as he steps to the back of the bus to 

clean up the trash, and the last person steps off the bus into 

their own ending, I jump into the drivers seat to start this 

story back up into a whole new beginning, because this fuckin 

bus is taking me the fuck home, and I'll fuckin drive it, and 

the driver freaks out, and runs back up to the front of the bus, 

and I'm looking for the ignition key, because I don't know that 

busses have some kind of button ignition, and the driver is 

yelling full bore for security, and I'm sitting in the drivers 

seat, searching frantically for a way to get this party started, 

because time is limited, even though time doesn't exist, and the 

drivers on me, and more guys are on me, and I've locked my arms 

around the wheel, because I'm not going out without a fight, 
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because if you believe in something, you have to fight for it, 

says the after school specials, only I don't wanna make the 

football team, or win the spelling bee, I wanna steal a bus, 

high as fuckin shit on LSD, and I don't remember this after 

school special, so I improvise and kick one of the guards square 

in the head with my barefoot, and that sends the rest of them 

into a frenzy of violence, and they grab my hair, and arms, and 

jerk me, with a rage of intensity, off the bus, and chaos, and 

colors are flying, and I just wanna go home so bad and make it 

all stop so bad, I'm willing to fight six or seven grown men, 

and steal a bus, but I'm losing this battle, and I realize I've 

lost the battle, when they have me on the ground, pinned down by 

the weight of grown men, and I hear one of them yelling, 

"Call an ambulance. Call an ambulance." 

Over and over, and I suddenly realize it's all over. This 

is it. I'm done. I've lost. My chance to return to life and my 

home is over. I've ruined it. I failed Peter. I'm dying for 

real. They've smashed my head into the cement when they pulled 

me off the bus, and now I'm dying. I'll be dead before the 

ambulance even gets here. 
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Goodbye world, I think to myself, and then I relax 

completely, totally surrendered to death. 

And that's when the chaos became still, and the men holding 

me down got off of me, and the man calling for an ambulance to 

clean up the blood and remove the dead body, said, 

"Hold up. Wait. He's ok. Hold on. He's fine. Don't call an 

ambulance." 

WHAT? I'm alive? 

I stood up, and felt my head. I was fine. There was no 

blood stain and I didn't even hit my head, they wanted the 

ambulance to escort the mad man to the looney bin, but this is 

downtown Philadelphia, and come on man, this little white boy 

aint hurtin nobody. RIGHT? 

Most of the people had gone about their business by this 

point, because every second counts in the hunt for a crack rock, 

but those cats that were already high, or boozin, all stood in 

amazement, as for once it was a white person getting the run 

around. 
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I stood on the sidewalk, in front of the greyhound bus I 

tried to steal, surrounded by security, and crackheads, and 

whores, and humbled by my fears and mostly just happy as hell 

that I wasn't dead dead, and I was just dead, and Peter was 

there, 50 feet away, watching at a distance, making sure I was 

doing the right thing, because ultimately he would decide if I 

was worthy of life again, and if I deserved it, everything would 

be groovy again. 

And the waves kept crashing down. 

A police officer approached me, because I guess stealing a 

bus, or attempting to try to want to steal a bus and kicking a 

security guard in the head is against the law, even though laws 

don't really exist, and the surge of madness was pulsing hard, 

as the police man approached me, calmly, he spoke. 

"Are you ok?" 

"Sure. I'm fine. I wanna go home." 

"What are you on?" The cop said, still quite relaxed and 
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almost like he really cared. 

"Nothing" I said. And I believed that. I literally was so 

high on acid that I forgot I had taken acid. Acid didn't even 

exist. I was David. I was dead and Peter was my Guardian Angel, 

who will decide if I deserve another chance to live. PURGATORY!

"You're clearly on something." He said. "Look at your 

eyes." 

"What? No I'm not."

"Look kid, there's nothing I can do to you. You're already 

high. It's inside of you. I can't arrest you for being high on 

something that's already inside of you, I just wanted to make 

sure you're ok, that you're not overdosing or something. Are you 

OK?"

"Of course." I said, almost like I knew the police weren't 

my friends, even though I didn't know anything. I didn't even 

know I was on acid, and I certainly didn't know I WAS NOT OK!

And then I pointed at Peter, and said, "I'm with him." 
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And in some weird moment of pure weirdness, I started 

singing a Public Enemy song, which happens to be a song against 

Crack, called "Night of The Living Baseheads." 

The cop turned to question Peter and all the crack heads 

starting saying shit like, 

"AHHHH SNAP white man, come on brother, don't let the kid 

take a rap man."

And....

"DAAAAMN. Whitey was gonna sit there and let the kid catch 

it. COME ON MAN."

And shit like that, while I started rapping like I was 

Flavor Flav, and if you can imagine a white kid, zoooonked out 

on L, shoeless, and looking haggard, like he just got in a fight 

with six grown men because he tried to steal their bus, bustin 

into a rap in front of the Greyhound bus station in downtown 

Philadelphia, at like crack thirty am, well, I guess you can 

figure out why the cop left and didn't wanna deal with me. 
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I was too fucked up for jail. I was too high for the cop 

movie. 

"BASE, HOW LOW CAN YOU GO... DEATH ROW, WHAT A BROTHER 

KNOW.... ONCE AGAIN BACK IS THE INCREDIBLE......." 

And once again, the peanut gallery was zingin of the white 

kid. 

"OH SNAP, This little cracka got raps yo." 

"This cat got some zip in his zipper. Damn, we NEED to get 

some of that shit......"

"OH HEEEEEEEELL NO. I aint fuckin with those white kid 

drugs, he on some of those PCP SHROOMS or somethin. He aint 

right. White man needs to take him home and all that. He should 

take a sip o' this Wild Turkey and settle his ass out, but I 

aint got but one sip left and I drank it while I was sayin 

this..."

The cop left, and the boozies settled back into their 
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little drunk movie and security calmed down and I was still 

standing, alive, and dead in purgatory at the same time, and 

Peter made an executive decision and sat me down and told me I 

should come with him, and I agreed, because I wasn't even 

listening and I wasn't even paying attention to the fact that he 

was rubbing my leg, in a quite sexual way, and he bought us 

tickets to Atlantic City, where he lived, and I most certainly 

didn't live, but I knew one thing, and that was Peter is my 

Guardian Angle, so we sat together on a bench, across the 

street, semi isolated, to get peace from the crack heads and bad 

vibes, and wait for our bus to come. 

Peter started asking my strange sexual questions about my 

sex habits, and I knew God was testing my honesty, so I answered 

honestly,

"Yes, I masturbate."

"Often" 

"No, I've never done that with a boy, or a friend, or...."

And suddenly it was clear. If I wanted to make it back to 
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my life, and leave purgatory, and be a sane boy again who loves 

Public Enemy, I was going to have to perform a sex act with 

Peter, my Guardian Angel. 

He didn't say that, but I knew it was the test and I knew I 

had to, I he rubbed my leg, and I thought it won't be that bad, 

and I really wanna live again, so I reached over and I started 

to unbutton his pants. 

"WHOA. Whoa." Peter said, and he looked around, kind of 

worried, perhaps about the crackheads, or the police. "Not here. 

Let's wait until we're in a private place. 

"OK." I said. 

And our conversations continued, about this and that, but 

mainly about that, and it was set and concrete and I would be 

alive again, soon enough. 

And the swelling seemed to be decreasing, but maybe I 

didn't really notice, because I was so blown out, that even calm 

waters were drowning me, and so the time slipped through the 

sands of the hourglass or whatever, and we boarded our bus, to 
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Atlantic City, which was HOURS away from where I lived, just 27 

miles away from Philadelphia. 

By the time I snapped out of my trip completely it was too 

late. I was half way to Atlantic City. Luckily for me though, it 

wasn't too late too late, because Peter never had his chance to 

do the sex things that he wanted to do, because, somehow, on the 

bus, in the darkness of the seats, when he tried to touch my 

leg, I just casually pushed it way and quietly said no, and 

repeated that for a long time, until suddenly I wasn't drowning 

anymore, and I wasn't even swimming for my life anymore, I was, 

just like that, standing on the shore, and safe, and alive, and 

Peter put his hand on my leg, and rubbed it along toward my 

inner thigh and in one burst of sobriety I almost screamed, 

"WHAT PART OF NO DON'T YOU UNDERSTAND? Where's Aaron? 

Where's my car? Why am I on this bus to Atlantic City? Man, I AM 

FUUUUUUCKED UP right now. How much acid did I fuckin eat? WOW. 

This is bad. I live so far away from Atlantic City. Jesus. WHERE 

THE FUCK ARE MY SHOES?" 

And from there on out, the whole dynamic changed. We got to 

Atlantic City and Peter let me use his phone, and I called my 
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parents, and said,

"I'm alive. I'll tell you the rest someday when you read my 

book." 

I'm not sure how or why or what, but Peter told me he could 

drive me home, in his cab, after he did his shift, and I should 

make myself comfortable, sleep a bit, or do some of his cocaine, 

or smoke some of his weed, and he was trying to get me back to 

that very friendly state I was in, but I WAS BACK. 

I found my face again. 

Peter worked and I slept and then he drove me home and 

swore up and down he was a nice guy and maybe he could come meet 

me and take me to food and we could hang out, and he was doing 

me this huuuge favor to drive me home because it costs him like 

100 dollars and he gave me his number and told me to call him 

whenever and he would take me out and hang with me because he 

thought I was cool.

I rode along quietly. Changed forever. Holding his number 

like a knife, and already dreaming of cutting him up at a later 
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time in my life, when I could process how fucked up he was, and 

what exactly happened. 

He dropped me off, never again to be seen from or heard 

from ever again. Goodbye Peter, my Guardian Angel. Good fuckin 

riddance.  My parents had already left for their trip, but they 

left me a note. 

It read....

Were there drugs involved?

Four words. No hello. No goodbye. Just, tell us about the 

trip.....

And so it began. 
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