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CHAPTER 1 

WILL POWER 

—Yalisove 

Addicts/alcoholics (people tend to separate the two, but from here on in I will use 

the term "addict" to cover the broad range of substance abusers) are seen as weak people 

with no will-power. 

Want to know what will-power is? 

It is waking up in the morning, so nauseous that you race to the bathroom and 

don't know which end to use first! After that initial wake-up purge, you then make your 

way shivering and shaking into the kitchen and drink an open, flat, warm beer that has a 

cigarette butt floating in it. Or because you are shaking so much, you drink that warm 

white wine that has been sitting out all night, through a straw since you can't hold a 

glass! You do this, choking back the bile that is rising in your throat, because you know 

that the only way to begin ftinctioning again on some sort of level is to try and build up 

the alcohol in your system before you take a seizure. 

Do you think drinking mentholated spirits at 5 a.m. in the morning is an easy 

thing to do? 

I have known many addicts whose veins in their arms and legs are so damaged, 

that they inject themselves in their eyeballs. Because going without their "hif' is a far 

worse option. 

Addicts have plenty of will-power 



The word "addict" brings on terrible connotations, and usually vulgarizes a label 

on a person, a label that should bring sympathy and understanding. Addiction is not a 

conceptualized source of will or a hypothesized escape for the weak-minded; it is a 

deadly and dangerous disease. Moderation is the key to healthy living and those with 

what Dr. Carl Anderson calls the "Hole in the Heart" cannot moderate the pain the\ feel 

or the actions or substances they take to ease that pain. 

Dependency on alcohol and other drugs was once thought of as a moral problem. 

The addict was looked upon as a weak-willed individual who did not care about other 

people or even himself or herself Today, most medical doctors, the clergy, and other 

professionals realize that chemical dependency is a disease that responds to treatment. 

Addiction is a pathological relationship with a mood or mind-altering substance 

or behavior that renders one powerless and produces harmful consequences. The 

addicted person is often the last to accept the disease concept. But parents, spouses, and 

other people close to the addict are also slow in identifying the disorder as an illness. 

This happens primarily because they, too, are simply too involved emotionally with the 

disease process. Addictions do not exist in a vacuum. 

No matter what label is used- Alcoholic, Drug Addict- addiction is addiction. 

All of these afflicted individuals are trying to find something to stop making them feel so 

bad. Will-power does play an important role in recovery, but there are many reasons the 

approach does not work on its own. Euphoric recall and the aim of the person that wants 

to hurt him or herself leads to denial and pushes the addict further away from hope and 

recovery. The addict uses a substance to replace a relationship, which in turn widens the 

hole in his or her heart and feeds the disease, permanently altering the brain. 



Addiction is a neurologically based disease, and a constant downward spiral. The 

neurotransmitters are permanently altered in some cases even after the first doses of a 

drug or alcohol. There may be a choice whether to take the first drink, but after that its 

nearly impossible for the afflicted person to understand his connections to the substance 

and a further reach to identify transitions of reuptake and brain chemicals. In actuality 

the brain has all the chemicals it needs to produce euphoric reactions to the body and the 

outside substances just work on the functions of those chemicals that produce a "high." 

This all takes place without the abuser connecting or aware of the changes constantly 

damaging the transmitters in the brain. 

For a long time recovery specialists have compared alcoholism or addictions to a 

physical disease, like gout or diabetes. "Addictions, like diabetes and many other 

diseases, can never be cured, they can only be "arrested." Also, like diabetes, the 

treatment does not so much involve 'taking something' as it does leaving something out'" 

(Dr. Anderson class handout). In my opinion addictions are more closely related to a 

neurological disorder than they are to diabetes, but this is a helpful metaphor for 

understanding the idea that this affliction is completely disease oriented. 

The reason addicts have lost control is because they have suffered permanent 

physical neurological changes based in their brains and nervous systems. The disorder 

manifests itself in long-term obsessive-compulsive behaviors outside the realm of an 

addict's control. The use of chemicals begins with chosen behavior. But, if alcoholism 

or addiction develops, the problem has moved outside the realm of free choice. It is now 

a long-term mental and physical neurological disorder. All the emotional "feelings" 

involved in drug or alcohol seeking are based in neurology. 

3 



"Addiction is based in physical dependency created by altered neurotransmitter balances, 

and functioning active neurological pathways which have been established to sustain the 

condition in the addict's brain" (Drugs in Modem Society 2000). The new neurological 

pathways are permanently established, and the> will not simply disappear. The primary 

neurological disorder is only complicated by physical dependence on the substances. The 

physical dependence on the substances is in my mind secondary. Physical drug 

withdrawal does not change the underlying neurological addictive disorder. After drug 

withdrawal, long term overpowering cravings are predictable and nearly unpreventable. 

These cravings are, in reality, spontaneous nerve impulses and overwhelming needs 

outside an addict's control. 

Stanton Peele states, "The model of medicine proposes that diseases are rarely 

purely organic conditions, but rather their manifestation, development and treatment are 

all influenced by psychological and social factors" (147-70). Indeed some diseases only 

manifest under certain social conditions. For example, there are few wealthy people that 

suffer fi-om malnutrition. 

One key issue is the distinction between illness and disease. Illness is the 

experience of ill-health felt by a patient. Some people who are ill have no recognizable 

disease. Disease is a medically diagnosed and identified condition. Some people with a 

disease, even a severe disease, do not feel ill. In this sense it is clear that addiction is an 

illness. Maybe there is nothing medically wrong with some addicts at all, even if others 

really have the disease, whatever it is. Maybe some people have the addiction disease 

without recognizing it. Or, maybe both of these can be true for different people. The 



major difficulty I see with the "disease model" is that most people referring to it do not 

understand these issues. 

The brain disease model of addiction does not address the question of whether 

specific drugs of abuse can also be potential medicines. There are plenty of examples of 

drugs that can be both highh addicting and extremely effective medicines. The best-

known example is the appropriate use of morphine as a treatment for pain. Nevertheless, 

a number of practical lessons can be drawn from the scientific understanding of 

addiction. 

Most addicts cannot simply quit on their own accord. They have an illness that 

requires treatment. People often assume that because addiction begins with a voluntary 

behavior and is expressed in the form of excess behavior, people should be able to quit by 

force of will alone. However, it is essential to understand when dealing with addicts that 

we are dealing with individuals whose brains have been altered by drug use. They need 

drug addiction treatment. Science has at last convinced the public that depression is not 

simply a lot of sadness; that depressed individuals are in a different brain state and thus 

require treatment to get their symptoms under control. The same is true for schizophrenic 

patients. It is time to recognize that this is also the case for addicts. 

Addiction begins with the voluntary behavior of drug use, and although genetic 

characteristics may predispose individuals to be more or less susceptible to becoming 

addicted, genes do not doom one to become an addict. This is one major reason why 

efforts to prevent drug use are so vital to any comprehensive strategy to deal with the 

nation's drug problems. Initial drug use is a voluntary, and therefore preventable, 

behavior. As with any illness, behavior becomes a critical part of recovery. For 
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addiction, as for other chronic diseases, the individual's motivation and behavior are 

clearly important parts of success in treatment and recover\. 

Understanding drug abuse and addiction in all their complexity demands that v\e 

rise above simplistic thinking about drug issues. Addiction is a public health and a public 

safety issue, not one or the other. We must deal with all the sources of the problems that 

lead to addiction and most importantly what drives people to resort to drugs and alcohol 

in the first place. Drug abuse and addiction are about both biology and behavior. One 

can have a disease and not be a hapless victim of it. 

The message from the now very broad array of scientific evidence is absolutely 

clear. "If we as a society ever hope to make any real progress in dealing with our drug 

problems, we are going to have to rise above moral outrage that addicts have "done it to 

themselves' and develop strategies that are as sophisticated and as complex as the 

problem itself Whether addicts are 'victims' or not, once addicted they must be seen as 

'brain disease pafients'" (White 48-52). 

In some cases our national traditions argue for compassion for those who are sick, 

no matter how they contracted their illnesses, I recognize that many addicts have 

disrupted not only their own lives but also those of their families and their broader 

communities, and thus do not easily generate compassion. However, no matter how one 

may feel about addicts and their behavioral histories, an extensive body of scientific 

evidence shows that approaching addiction as a treatable illness is extremely cost-

effective, both financially and in terms of broader societal impacts such as family 

violence, crime, and other forms of social upheaval. It is clearly in everyone's interest to 

get past the hurt and indignation and slow the drain of drugs on society by enhancing 
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drug use prevention efforts and providing treatment to all who need it. We must find the 

proper '"medicine" to treat the disease. 



CHAPTER 1 

IT USED TO BE SIMPLE 

It used to be so simple when I was ignorant. 

Basically, I break myself down as quick illustrations of thought and intelligence. 

I am tame. In all my occurrences I have never felt true pain. I suppose I always hurt on 

the inside but appear too bold on the outside to show all my feelings. I want to answer 

all of the questions of society; only my answers have to accommodate me. I am nothing, 

a no one, someone you would pass on the streets and not recognize. A hidden stain on a 

gown of white. I have played large roles, but my most difficult has been the role of 

myself. I fly from crowd to clique adjusting myself to my surroundings and situation. I 

have yet to lose my wings. I am very cold by nature, making friends so I have someone to 

talk to. I am totally numb; I would not cry at your funeral, or play the part of a man and 

comfort you. If given the choice, I probably would not even show up. This may seem a 

paradox to my outgoing personality, but if you wanted inside my head this is what you 

would find. I have no ties to my generation, family, religion, or love. I live mainly 

through memories, whether good or bad. I am simply me, a chameleon for life. This is 

my sentence, my banishment, my wrong, my greed, and my hate. 

My life is simple. I came from a torn apart marriage when I was a small child and 

rejoined my mother and the "new guy " before I knew better. Recalling my childhood is 

hard. We moved around, and most of the times were so horrid that I blocked them out of 

my mind. I was abused as a child, both physically and mentally. I could describe how he 

used to beat me until I could not sit or lie down, or the endless mind games he used to 

play (it is not easy to break a child's spirit). How he would set me up to do things I could 
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/ do to deserve it? Buying for sympathy is not my goal either, I am merely trying to 

analyze my character. Growing up without a father is not hard, knowing that somewhere 

a man that is supposed to be taking care of you does not care, is. A little about the "new 

guy, " he had a good con and chose his victim wisely. My mother having Just come from 

a broken marriage, was in no state of mind to see past the fact that she was alone and I 

had no father. I think she Jumped at the chance to repair things, but band-aids do not 

heal broken hearts. There was nothing I could do because I was so small; the chameleon 

changed his first skin color. 

My mother came from a very strict background. She had an insane mother and a 

father who was a drunk. This gives me ultimately high hopes for my life. On the other 

hand, my mother was strong enough to withstand them both, coming out with minor 

insanity and no alcohol problem. I do feel that I am being unfair and taking away, way 

too much from her. She is the greatest thing that has ever evolved, or Allah has made, or 

that has come from God (you get my point). She moves me to understanding perfection 

and could possibly be the only reason I am, in both senses of the meaning, no pun 

intended. I have never observed anyone who is smarter, intellectually quicker, or that 

runs with a greater passion. For all of this, she suffers unconsciously. We have never 

had money, dismissed religion, and I personally have no 

self-esteem. I do not need such things and have learned to survive without all three. 

Survival is a key trade in the abuse department. After my mother was signed on the 

dotted line, life was not that bad; at least he could pretend well. The fact was that he was 

not my father and was never going to be. On the other hand, for a stranger he was okay 

until the violence. As my mother recalls, he was a decent man and seemed stable. This 
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despite the fact that she did not love him as I am sure he knows. My situation was not 

helped by this lack of affection in the least. I am a firm believer that what does not kill 

you makes you stronger—and I am not dead yet. 

My second color was a rough adaptation; I was introduced to the useful lie. A 

smart man once said that if you live a lie for long enough you turn into that lie. In logic 

if you pretend to be a cowboy long enough, eventually you will be a cowboy. The same 

was true for me only instead of becoming a cowboy, I became the lie. I do not know if 

this is yet another glitch because of abuse, or why people are composed to lie. For me 

being the lie was Just more fun that the truth. False reality is so much more enticing than 

the truth. Everybody does it; after all, two million Elvis fans can't be wrong. I think 

living a lie or becoming it, is a tool used in place of a lack of something. From the 

earliest experiences I can remember, everything had a price, and one I could not afford. 

Some things seem priceless; thoughts, memories and feelings which can all be erased for 

the right price. Going without key materials is a hard fought Journey; without the right 

things (shoes, clothes, attitudes, aspirations, loves) I held myself as high as I could 

pretend. Creating a false reality, but one that I enjoyed. My imagination runs wild and 

often interrupts my reality anyway, so why not have the best of both worlds? From 

childhood this poor kid started out a lie that in turn became my life and, ultimately, me. 

My life at this point turned to different paths and many different colors. I suppose I could 

have tried to achieve made up dreams, or pushed on doing more pretending, or "failed" 

as most of my teachers would say and hung out with the bad crowd. I topped them all by 

accomplishing all three, only I was far too emotional and got caught up in writing poetry 

that I often wish I could hold true. On the other hand, I lost more of myself in this 
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process andjumped further from reality. I was. as I am, the talker, the listener, and the 

person that pretended to care. All of the people I came and come in contact with are not 

aware of my numbness and receive the help they need, whether I provide the emotional, 

physical, help or Just a mirrored image. Changing my skin with each new endeavor, the 

chameleon never sleeps. 

My complications of myself are all based on being tired. I am tired of searching 

and finding what I do not want to see. I am tired of this color change and long for a 

permanent pigment. I know now that I must stop the camouflage and be seen for me, but 

through whose eyes? I realize I am perfection to the eyes of the blind. I collaborate 

mythical thought to change your mind, to analyze and find all the reasons why. I guess I 

don't know, for I live a lie. 
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CHAPTER 3 

AWAY FROM YOUR HOME 

"Get away, get away, get away, away, away from your home. " —Kurt Cobain 

So there I was trying to figure out what I was when 1 stumbled upon a bus ticket, 

and my universe as a chameleon was introduced to the ongoing trip to hell - Chicago, 111. 

Bus ride number one started with my two favorite Jacks, as in On the Road Jack 

and a Mr. Daniels I've come to enjoy. I first met Mike in Dallas; he was traveling to 

Chicago where he was meeting God. Mike had lived through much of the so called 

"punk" phase casting a smile on iht fuck you attitude. I could see in his face that life was 

choking him to death. He didn't know whether he was supposed to be pissed off at the 

world or scared of lyrics he could never come to understand. We shared a Zippo and 

spoke of nothingness and how we both wished we could have flown. I believe Mike 

wanted wings; I just wanted a plane ride. He startled me when he asked me the most 

important question anyone has ever asked, "Do you think we'll make it?" He stopped at 

this, waiting for an answer; frozen at first, I turned and boarded the bus. We did not 

speak further because time was lost, and by the time we were an hour outside of Dallas, 

Mike went into convulsions and damn near died, as far as I could tell. The wheels on the 

bus go round and round. A nurse who was unluckily unemployed went to work on Mike, 

luckily right away, until the paramedics arrived on the scene. This sadly enough delayed 

my little trip to paradise another two hours, giving me just enough time to meet my next 
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the greatest polifician if given the chance. He guessed correctly and found all of my 

money to be in my left fi-ont pants pocket. The excitement in his voice in finding t\\ o 

hundred dollars was magic; he had won his lottery for the week. He was truh an artist. 

and his expressions could sell the Pope to Buddha, or the other way around. Anyway, he 

looked the part of a used car salesman, fired of watching his private school college degree 

land him circus work (did they honestly think they were irreplaceable? Any of them?). 1 

can't believe he didn't see me; the stupid kid looked scared or some shit; this .38's not 

even loaded. I gave him "the old reach around Charlie." I could just hear him telling his 

imaginary friends the story. With my bus set to take off in an hour. I had plenty of time 

to decide where I was going to get two hundred dollars. I don't have the faintest idea 

wh\, (sorry Mike, no pun intended) but I feel like someone is trying to suffocate me 

unless I have exactly two hundred dollars in my pocket at all times - three fifties, two 

twenties and a ten with Hamilton upside down. I never spend it, and I even take it with 

me when I go swimming. At some points in my life two hundred dollars was all I had in 

the world, which was great because that's exactly how much the world costs, plus tax. 

Desperate times call for desperate measures- someone famous said that once. I quickly 

un-ziplocked the sandwich I had bought from the machine in the bus station lobby and 

was glad I had decided to spend my last dollar on the biggest fountain drink Greyhound 

Express carries. I casually began eating it until I spotted my victim. Ahh, the taste of old 

turkey and processed Swiss... There he was, an Arab man with leather suitcases and that 

cheap gold you can buy at the booths in the center of the mall. Just my luck, he was 

explaining to an elderly woman his fear of flying and that he manages a gold 

exchange.. .on and on I must have listened to him for ten minutes. Finally he got off his 
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ass and made his way toward the restrooms (I got you now). I slid m> hand into the Zip 

Lock bag making sure the bag was inside out. and quickly removed the lid from m\ giant 

plastic cup. As soon as Ackmed or Hashish came out of the restroom. 1 bumped him. 

grabbed his wallet with my plastic hand, zipped it up as 1 leaned over with my left hand 

still holding the cup, I tossed it in with my large Jack and coke. As soon as we turned 

around to face each other, I yelled "Watch it." and he immediately called security. I sat 

my cup on the ground beside me and yelled back at the man. 

"Yuv taken my mun-ey! Give it beck." 

"Look mister. I didn't take shit man" (then 1 remembered the Jack in my duffel 

bag). 

Security sprinted to the scene like they had never been called before, and this was 

going to be their first big bust. They started the never-ending GED good cop bad cop just 

as soon as Akbar had accused me. 

"Look, kid, give us the money." 

"What money? Man search me, 1 don't have shit!!" 

After they poured out my Jack from the bottle, went through my pockets and bag, 

and made me take off my shoes, they turned their attention back to Muhamed and I 

picked up my watered down Jack and coke and went directly to terminal four and took 

my seat. I looked out the window every few seconds just to see how the overpaid 

security boys were handling things. It seems that they dragged the poor man into the 

bathroom after a while, and from there your guess is as good as mine. 
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CHAPTER 4 

REACHING OUT A HAND 

"Reaching out a hand coming from a broken man. Well, you try to live but he 's done 

trying, not dead, but definitely dying. " - G. Love 

I stretched out and put my feet in the chair next to me so I could extract m\ plastic 

bag and count my winnings. There were four people on the bus besides me and sure 

enough some halfwit wanted to sit next to me. Over twenty available seats on the bus 

and this scarf lady asks to sit next to me for good company. 

"Well, Hi Darlin'." The first thing I noticed about her was her perfect teeth, the 

second was that she reeked of pachouli and couldn't have been more than 26, 27 tops. 

"How's it going?" I gave her my bright- eyed smile, the same one I always give 

girls when I first meet them. These baby blues got to be good for something. 

"My name is Ceason, spelled with a C. Would you mind terribly if I sat here with 

you? I just can't stand to be alone at night." 

I could smell the exhaust from the bus at the exact moment 1 said no, and in an 

instant, I was back on my way. For a few moments there was silence between us, and I 

leaned my forehead on the cold glass of the window and envied everyone that was 

driving a car, stolen or otherwise. For some strange reason, 1 thought about an old 

girlfriend; I turned and looked back at Ceason. It was true she looked just like Erica. 

The same dirty blonde hair, the same dimples and that flat nose which was cute as hell, 

but made you think she had gotten punched. I have always had this theory that there is 
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me with that "Oh my God ifs, Oh I'm sorry you look just like someone I know." I must 

have faded out while Ceason was talking; she said I looked just like one of her close 

friends from high school. With the amoimt of weed she had just pulled out of her hemp 

purse 1 could hardly believe she could remember anything about the day before, let alone 

high school. 

"Where did you get all that?" 1 was shocked. She had to be carrying a pound at 

least. 

"You party? I knew there was something different about you. My ex-boyfriend 

mailed it to me. He's got a three garage plantation. He goes to Amsterdam and brings 

back seeds. He's crossed White Widow and Alaskan Thunder Fuck; he calls his strain 

White Thunder. You should see the crystals on those babies." 

"White Thunder. I guess that's better than Alaskan Widow Fuck!" I smiled sort 

of half-assed concerned I had already made a fool of myself 

"Funny, most of the funny guys I know turn out to be assholes." 

"Well." I said, "give me some fime." 

"Oh by the way what's your..." 

"John Clark." 

"That was a pretty quick stunt you pulled back at the station." Damn. I thought I 

felt someone watching me. 

"You saw me?" I said. 

Ceason, "Sure I did." 

"I'm not..." 
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"You don't have to explain anything to me, I understand." She looked down at 

my waist the whole time she talked. 

Ceason began to tell me a story about her cross country trip and how she was 

returning home after running away when she was fourteen. She had moved to California 

with her boyfriend, and after a hippie commune marriage and an abortion she was going 

to make peace with her father. 1 don't think it was the way she said "abortion" that 

sparked the interest in the two women in front of my seat, but at that word, the one word, 

both ceased their talk about the difference between homosexuals and the sinful acts of 

"those people." 

I could see where all this was going, so 1 immediately excused myself from the 

conversation, "I would love to stay and chat but I'm a Bapfist, faggot." I gave Ceason the 

back side of my person and went to the bathroom to see how the mall jewelry business 

was doing these days. I didn't even give the two elderly women time to choke down the 

words. Out of the comer of my eye I could see that Ceason appeared just as shocked. 

There are only three things that elderly people talk about; themselves, religion, and 

politics, in no particular order. It is as if their life had been reduced to those three things 

which has nothing to do with me. but I did feel a little bad for throwing Ceason to the 

wolves. 

1 could hardly open the sliding door to the bathroom and someone had stuck gum 

into the lock so it didn't close all the way. Whoever was in there last probably had the 

same turkey and Swiss that I had, so I was already thinking of the fun I was going to 

share with the toilet. Apart from the day the old cat shit smell and whatever the stain was 

in the sink, the lid to the bowl was completely clean. I took a seat and could feel the cold 
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through my jeans while I silently made up song lyrics to the beat of the gears from the 

bus engine. I am a fan of small places, and I get a dizzying msh when I'm alone and 

confined. It's like my own little world and nobody knows, even if it smells like someone 

died in it.. .a year ago. I opened the wallet slowly. Maybe 1 expected something to jump 

out at me, and it did. I guessed his name and was right, Muhamed was from the Windy 

City, so he was probably used to getting ripped off More importantly, however, were the 

contents of the poor bastard's wallet: $463.00. a picture of a beaufiftil woman, several 

credit cards, and a business card of his own "The Gold Stop." What did I keep? 

Everything but the wallet; I have a wallet. After flushing the wallet down the toilet, 1 

could hear someone standing right outside the door crying. 

In a muffled nasal voice and in between deep breaths she said, "What are you 

swimmin' in there. Darlin'?" 

"No, but I am a certified lifeguard if you need me to stay." 1 started to open the 

door and Ceason slid in before I could get out, as sexual as that sounds, she handed me a 

lit joint and told me about the conversation I had left her to. 

"Wow, was that you?" Even with the potent smell of bud in the air it still reeked. 

Wiping her face and trying to compose herself she said. "They told me that my baby was 

in hell." 

"What?" I searched my brain for something to say to console her and all that 

came out... 

"What?" I said again, pondering babies in hell. It just repeated in my head. 

Another tear ran down the edge of her face to her chin and held on for dear life. 
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"They said that all un-baptized babies went to hell," the tear fell and 1 watched it 

hit the opening in her v-neck shirt and run down her left breast. I had nothing to sa>. 

nothing that was going to make her feel any better. 

"This is shit," I heard the words in my head at the exact moment they whistled out 

of my mouth. I took the last pull from the joint and pushed my way out of the bathroom. 

I locked a gaze on the women and b-lined straight for Ceason's aisle seat. The women 

stopped speaking immediately, and I could sense their plastic concem. 

"Is she alright," the first woman was grossly overweight, dripping of cheap 

jewelry and the stench that came out of her mouth was the only thing I could compare to 

the smell in the bathroom. 

"\\'e just wanted to help her come to Jesus for her baby's sake at least." It was all 

I had not to hit the second woman, skinny, too skinny with a bony face, no make-up, 

stringy straight hair and wire glasses. She positioned herself at an angle in the chair and 

put her hands in her lap. I gave the biggest shit eating grin and set Laurel and Hardy up 

like an undercover cop. 

"Who the hell do you two think you are?" My tone could have sized up Tyson in 

the ring and it caught the attention of the gentlemen in the third row. who came to the 

back and sat in front of me. He gave a condescending leave the nice old ladies alone look 

over his shoulder and opened his King James Bible. 

"What's your name, boy?" Ahh, The Jesus People, they never fight alone. 

Somebody tricked them into this craziness, and they stick together like the Bloods or the 

Crips. 
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"Not that it's any of your business, but for the sake of our conversation, Joe 

Caldatto." I looked at him in the eyes until he backed away and sat as far away as he 

could in the seat in front of me. 1 tumed and saw Ceason come out of the bathroom and 

lay down in the very back of the bus on three seats. 1 tumed back around and prepared 

for my three front war. 

"Are you saved?" I moved back every time the big woman talked. 

"From what?" I said. 

"Do you believe in Jesus?" The skinny woman echoed the bearded man in front 

of me who looked like Eric Clapton. 

"Historically?" I said, I was being pelted with questions. "I don't believe he was 

the son of..." 

"You're not Catholic are you?" The bearded man began fumbling hysterically 

through his Bible. "I had a mn in with some Catholics on the last bus. It's hard for me to 

understand why they worship Mary." 

I couldn't believe what was coming out of the Jesus freak's mouth. "A run in. 

What are you a cowboy? Catholics don't worship Mary, anyway what denomination..." 

"Bapfist." I could feel the pride as he looked for the perfect passage to set my 

hedonisfic mind to wonder or second guessing itself 

"You use the King James Bible?" 1 said with a smirk. 

"Well of course," he said. 

"Well Mr..." 

"Shanklin, Reverend Shanklin." He nodded and I thought of the cheesiness of his 

James Bond retort. 
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"Well Reverend," the two women were in complete awe, and the fat one baned 

her eyes like she was sitting next to Brad Pitt all of a sudden. 

"King James was a Catholic." As soon as 1 said it. the good Reverend looked 

down as if his Bible had been tumed into a Playboy Magazine. 

"Well I never." The fat lady wiggled back into the conversation. 

"Is that tme?" The skirmy lady's eyes opened wide and she looked at me as if 1 

had the answers to all her recent religious queries. 

"Look, I don't care what you want to believe; who am I to tell you anything, but 

you three people should be the last to pass judgment. Will you agree that God is perfect, 

or love, and infallible?" They all three nodded their heads, and the good Reverend put 

down his Bible to listen. "I have a couple of questions, then. One, explain the dinosaurs. 

Why did God create small brained larger than life animals that were only capable of 

destroying the planet he so delicately made? If historically you challenge this by saying 

that Adam and Eve's paradise was long before the dinosaurs, why then did God cast 

thinking humans out and replace them with giant lizards with pea sized brains? This 

gives new meaning to the Tree of Knowledge, but if God didn't want free thinking 

creatures the He shouldn't have made them. This also shows that God makes mistakes 

and if He can screw something up then He's not infallible now is He?" 

"Well...," the Reverend's voice cracked. 

"Hold on, let me finish," 1 said. "I have two more questions, well at least two 

more that I'll ask here. Back to good old Adam and Eve, they frolicked like children 

with no clothes, no mles, and nothing to worry about. Everything they needed was 

provided by the highest power supposedly we have ever known. Their only mle was not 
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to eat from the Tree of Knowledge which, had there been no tree, there would have been 

no temptation; now what kind of perfect being tempts His followers like children with 

candy? Which is beside the point since after temptation had finally wom them down and 

the woman. Eve (which proves that women are smarter than men) couldn't take it 

anymore, they ate from the tree. In everything that 1 have ever read this expanded their 

minds; they realized that they were naked for the first time, and so on. My point is not 

the defiance of imperfect people, but the reaction of a so called perfect being. You say 

God is love; where was the love here? Your infallible, full of love God completely 

kicked the poor couple out of the only home they had ever known, and He's the one that 

tempted them in the first place." 

"What about Satan?" the fat lady chimed in. 

"God created His own adversary. Satan or Lucifer was a fallen angel," I said. 

"Anyway, back to my questions. My final thought is scientific, so you can jump in at any 

time and say that science and religion don't mix like Shaq and Kobe, but they are part of 

the same team. It is a proven fact that energy is neither created nor destroyed, and our 

universe can only consist of a certain amount of that energy. This gives way to all sorts 

of theories and possibilities, but even our own sun will eventually die. My point is that as 

things die new things are added and the energy remains constant. This is the only way it 

could all work, in a constant cycle of give and take, and God not only does not fit in the 

situation but is not needed. God was a human manifestation brought on to give some of 

the peasants power amongst the nobles and royalty and to explain the unattainable. The 

sad fact is that we do evolve as a people, as a society and through technology, but that's a 

whole new topic of discussion all together, and I'm tired of hearing my own voice." 
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They all stared blankly, and the good Reverend went back to his seat in the front 

of the bus. 

"Don't forget your Bible," 1 wamed. 

"Keep it." he said under his breath. "You need it more than me." 

The wheels on the bus go round and round. 
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CHAPTER 5 

YOU CANNOT MEASURE UP 

"Don't play with intelligence you cannot measure up to." - Slick Rick 

I don't know what the two women were thinking, but the looks on their faces 

seemed to guarantee that they would never tell anyone that her baby was in hell ever 

again. One color after the next, I just keep on shedding. I scooted over to the window 

seat and closed my eyes. I figured the bus would have to stop for gas soon, and 1 could 

sleep till then. 

(There I was standing in front of the purple building known only to some as a 

halfway house. I couldn't make out the words on the building, but I knew what it said: 

"Temple of Faith." I could feel the Texas sun burning the back of my neck as 1 waited 

outside the door; everything is bigger in Texas. The building was a two story purple 

brick with bars on the windows, and the door had at least thirteen locks on the outside. 

It's the same woman every time that comes out to greet me- dirty blond hair that hangs in 

her face, a long sleeve flannel shirt (it's too hot for flannel), slightly overweight, and 

wearing the same dirty black jeans. Nick, my best friend from school, stands beside her 

unable to speak. She focuses on me and leans toward me every time she questions: "Are 

you addicted to drugs?" 

I can always hear the question before she asks. I sharply answer "No," and the 

word flies out of my mouth in rings of smoke. I offer her my hand, and she stuffs both of 

her hands in her pockets and continues her interrogation. Her face changes for the next 

question, and I shudder from the inside out. 
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"Are you lying to me?" 

She leans in close enough to kiss me, and I tr>' to look her in the eyes, but the 

sockets are empty. Black and empty. "No," 1 say as 1 feel the cold sweat from m\ under 

arms trickle down my sides. 

"So you are a liar, aren't we all?" She tums and looks at Nick who is standing 

with his arms behind his back like he's waifing for a firing squad. He looks as white as 

an albino's ghost and his eyes are completely red and focused on me. I have the sudden 

urge to tum around and look behind me but feel too afraid. I look over my left shoulder 

only enough for my left eye to see the desert behind me. It looks like a cartoon drawing. 

I tum back around to be met with the same death glare, "I run this house, so to speak." I 

couldn't understand a single word as it came out of her mouth, but I could feel the rhythm 

travel in my ears, and I deciphered it quickly. She smiled and waited for me to speak, but 

I had lost my voice. I tried to mouth words, trying to talk to Nick, but he just stared right 

though me. There was dead silence, and Nick turned and walked toward the purple door. 

In a wicked cackle the woman scolded me, "Never forget, liar." 

"Never forget what?" Ceason was shaking me as I mbbed my eyes and wiped the 

sweat from my face on my sleeve. "Damn, John you look like shit." I looked around and 

saw that the bus was stopped, and we were the only two left on it. 

"ft's nothing. I just have this dream sometimes" I said. 

"From the look on your face, Darlin', sounds more like a nightmare." She took a 

small towel out of her purse and wiped my face with it. 
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"Where are we?" I asked, tuming to look out the window. The neighborhood 

looked rough, and I imagined myself having to walk the streets getting heckled by drunks 

that I envisioned on the comer. 

"Somewhere in Arkansas. Palestine. I think." 

"How fitting," I said. 

"What did you tell those women, and where did you get this?" She held the Bible 

over her head. 

"That nice man gave it to me..." 

"The two women just stared at me the whole fime you were sleepin.' They looked 

scared like they had seen a ghost." She batted her eyes and smiled as big as she could. 

"Somethin's wrong with our bus; I heard the driver cussing at somebody. You want to 

get high?" 

"Uhm, sure I guess." The lights were off in the bus, and the outside lights from 

the bus station made the contrast of light and dark even deeper. I popped a piece of gum 

in my mouth and moved it around my teeth with my tongue trying to scrape that nasty 

film that builds up when you can't bmsh. Ceason had changed into a sun dress that was 

almost see through, and as she took a hit from her small metal pipe, I thought about how 

she might look naked. 

"Thank you," she said. 

"For what?" I coughed as I questioned handing her back the pipe. 

"You're the first person that has stood up for me and accepted me, and you don't 

really even know me." She scooted closer to me, and I leaned her back on my shoulder 
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while she took the next hit. I watched the curls of smoke drift in front of her face and 

disappear into the darkness. 

"What else do you warn me to know?" I coughed again trying to hold in the hit I 

had taken. 

"Everything, don't you think this is weird? Two people out of all the people in 

the world sharing some smoke on a broken down bus and connecting. You know, really 

connecting." 

The conversation was tuming a bit too philosophic, and I was stoned. 1 put my 

feet up on the seat in front of me and pushed with all my might, rolling my shoulders 

slowly so that Ceason wouldn't move. I pulled my fingers through her hair as it laid on 

my chest and shoulders. Paranoia slowly set in. 

"I need a sandwich." 

Ceason quickly moved her head. "I'll go with you," she said. 

"That's okay I'll make this trip alone, I'll be right back." 

I could feel the blood mshing back to my legs as I stood and walked off the bus, 

pressing down hard with each step to wake up the individual muscles. It was dark 

outside, and I could see my breath as I walked the short trail from the bus to the 

warehouse tumed bus station. It looked like every other, only this one didn't kick out the 

homeless. As soon as I walked inside, they hit me up the way the homeless always do. 

Some have cons, or talk about kids, or where they were going before such and such 

happened. Others come with the usual / don't have nothing; if you could only spare some 

change, and my favorites are the real homeless, as I call them. These guys have a 

distinctive smell, and I don't mean the alcohol, and for some reason or another are some 
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of the most intelligent people I have ever come across. They never beg; they just offer 

wisdom, and I never feel like I'm giving enough no matter how grateful they are. 1 made 

my way through the phonies and sat right down next to "Slim," who immediately offered 

up his half-bottle of Old Crow Whiskey and noticed the Bible in my hands. He was tall, 

maybe six and a half feet and couldn't have weighed more than a hundred and thirty 

pounds. He had his nickname tattooed on his forearm which was veiny and fully of scars. 

His eyes were completely blood shot and drooped like a hound dog. 

"Read anything good in there?" he asked while his head shook the words off his 

lips. "I find that it's all pretty entertaining, but I like modem day fairytales better." 

"You hungry?" I said as I looked up at the sandwich machine we were sitting 

under and took a hard pull from the whiskey. I choked as it bumed the back of my throat. 

"You better slow dovm with that juice. What you mnnin' from that would make 

you want to buy an old beggar a sandwich?" I put three dollars in the machine and got 

two tuna salad sandwiches; my stomach had leamed its lesson from the turkey. I peeled 

the top from the plastic triangle and handed it to Slim. I took another pull from the bottle 

and sat back down next to him watching him eat ravenously. When he finished his 

sandwich, I gave him the other half of my ovm, and he took small bites while he talked 

and chased his sandwich with the Crow. 

"So, what kinda troubles you got? The bus ain't no vacation trip." He offered me 

the last of the bottle, and I quickly sucked it down. 

"I didn't come over here to burden you with my troubles. Where's the nearest 

liquor store?" I tossed the empty plastic bottle behind my head and in to the trash. 
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"Across the street, but you ain't commin.' They don't know you here, and we 

don't need no trouble. Besides, I ain't seen shoes that clean in years, and I know they 

ain't." I gave him ten dollars, and he said he would be right back with my order and m> 

change. He went out the side sliding glass door before 1 could tell him to keep the 

change. I could feel the whiskey starting to take hold, and the announcement came on 

that bus 219 would be replaced with 304 and should arrive in ten minutes. I laughed to 

myself If you write 304 backwards and upside down it's hoe, I will be taking the hoe 

bus to Chicago. 

"Excuse me, kind sir. Can you spare some change?" 

I must have faded again, only to look up to see a nine year old boy who looked as 

if his eyes had been ripped from their sockets with talons. His scars had to be an inch 

wide. I studied him as he moved and thought, at least people can see his scars. He 

mirrored my calloused walk. A greasy, short mustached man was leading him around 

pretending not to speak English. He had probably been the one who had injured the boy 

in the first place. I had noticed them when I first came in and watched him stuff the 

money that Laurel and Hardy (you remember our good sisters of sending babies to hell) 

had given to him, in his pocket like a pimp. I pulled the child close to me as I took out 

my wallet and held it undemeath the Bible. I took out fifty dollars and a MasterCard 

once owned by the great Muhamed Diyeed and slipped it into First Corinthians. I 

whispered to the boy, "Are you okay?" as I set the Bible in his hand. All he whispered 

back was, "He a bad man." 1 straightened up and sized the mustached man up just as the 

bus driver walked through and gave him five bucks. 

"We're leaving in two minutes," the bus driver called back to me. 
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"Where is your mom, little one?" I said. I was trying to come up with a way to 

help, really help, not that bullshit that you see on TV, that "save the children" crap. It 

was the first time I had been mad at myself for getting dmnk in a while. 1 got caught in 

my head again. (How the fuck is he going to get the card and the money? He can't see. 

moron? This child desperately needs to lose this child molesting freak.) Just then. Slim 

showed back up (I see you thinking, you thought he'd take the money and run) with my 

juice, as he called it, and some diesel looking fellow with dread locks. This was by far 

one of the biggest human beings I had ever seen and made Slim look even slimmer. 1 

could hear them arguing before they walked up. Diesel spoke first. 

"It seems you and Slim here owe me a little money." He pushed the child away, 

who began to cry. I didn't even hesitate. 

"How much?" I said trying to focus, as I quickly sobered up and looked at Slim as 

he mouthed sorry and held up my bottle of whiskey. The stafion made another 

announcement. I was almost out of time, and I wasn't about to stay in this place a second 

longer. 

The Diesel had a deep voice. "Slim told me that you had some smoke, and Slim 

owes me some smoke or I'm taking what you got." 

I grabbed the child by the hand, which conftised the mustached man and Mr. 

Dread Locks, and told him I would get him an ounce if he promised to see that my little 

friend found his way back to his mom and got away from Pedro the mustached bandit. 1 

ripped the Bible out of the boy's hand as he continued to cry, took the fifty bucks and 

handed Mr. Dread the credit card. 
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"I'll be right back for that and my whiskey!" I tumed and ran back to the bus. 

telling the bus driver to wait two more minutes and mnning to the back to wake Ceason 

up. 

"1 need an ounce," I said out of breath. "Here's fifty bucks, hurry!" 

"I don't have a baggy Darlin' and you don't got to pay me nothing.' You in 

trouble?" She opened her ziplocked bag, and I grabbed a handftil of nature's goodness 

and ran back off the bus. 

"Just one more minute," I said as the bus driver shook his head and opened the 

door. The scene in the stafion hadn't changed. They all looked at me (excluding my new 

little friend of course) like I was armed with riot gear as I ran back to the middle of the 

commotion and fronted Mr. Dread. 

"Here is your bud, here is fifty bucks, and that credit card should be good for 

seven days. Charge whatever you want, but before you get stoned find this boy's mother. 

Get him and Slim some food and give me your blood word right now. I have to catch the 

bus." 

"Blood Word?" he said confused staring at me like I had grown to his size. I took 

out my pocket knife and sliced a small gash across my palm and handed him the knife. 

He hesitated stuffed the bud in his pocket and followed suit. We shook hands. 

"If you don't carry out your end of the deal after I have held up my end, your cut 

will never heal. You will live with that open wound on your hand your whole life, and 

when people ask you how you got it..." 

He shook his head and handed me back the knife. Slim, looking as sober as he 

probably ever has, handed me the bottle of Jack that he had originally purchased for 
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himself and five dollars, which I took without thinking. I told the mustached man he 

could leave now and ran back to the bus. 1 handed the bus dri\ er the five and called him 

captain as I went back to take my seat next to Ceason. sweating, out of breath and with a 

new fifty dollar bottle of fun. As I sat down, it seemed that we picked up a few new 

passengers who gmmbled as I walked past them. The wheels on the bus go round and 

round. 
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CHAPTER 6 

BULLET PROOF 

"Everyday, every hour, I wish that I... was bullet proof " - Radiohead 

If you wake up in a pile of your own vomit, you may be alarmed at first, 

but when it's someone else's you may feel the need to jump up out of your bus seat and 

scream, "What the fuck is wrong with you kid?" A short man with tattooed sleeves 

rippling out of a rolled up t-shirt leaned over and half picked me up out of my seat. 

Apparently, I had chugged the new bottle of fire I had purchased and passed out sitting 

straight up. Well straight up until the projectile fluid that I so graciously drenched this 

poor bastard with. Right before the second straight jab to my face, the bus swerved and 

Mr. Tattoo fell in the middle of the aisle head first. Ceason, my new found partner in 

crime, stepped on his head. She explained rather dramatically that she wouldn't remove 

her shoe from the back of his neck until the bus stopped which tumed out to be 

approximately two minutes from the action. She told me to climb over the seat and meet 

her in the station, which was located in some unpronounceable town in Illinois. 1. along 

with everyone else, got off the bus. 1 didn't even hesitate and left Ceason with Rocky 

Marciano. What happened after I got off, your guess is as good as mine, but 1 never saw 

Rocky exit the bus. If you've never been punched in the face, I recommend avoiding 

neople with large fists, the kind of fists that can blacken an eye and bloody a nose in one 

swing. 

I went into the men's room after seeing Ceason get off the bus and began 

to wipe the blood and vomit from my face as I read the graffiti that was etched into the 
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concrete wall. Most of it was the usual; Mike wuz here, Mike 's a fag, no you 're a fag. 

kind of jargon. One line caught my eye. It was etched so deep it must have taken 

someone at least an hour to carve. 

"A great many men stood where you stood 

standing alone holding their manhood. 

Some held large and some held small 

and I held long enough to write on this wall." 

The bathroom humor took my mind off the pain for a minute, and I wondered 

what kind of intelligent guy- okay maybe not intelligent, but witty- would be in a bus 

station and feel the need to express himself as he relieved himself How do minds like 

that work? What a question. Looking at myself one last time in the mirror, 1 decided that 

I was going to buy new clothes when I got into the city, I also decided to sleep with 

Ceason sometime soon and to buy another bottle of whiskey. Of course, whiskey first. I 

caught up to Ceason right before she got on our last bus into the city and asked her where 

she would stay the night. 

"Well, Darlin', I'm not sure. What about you?" 

"Probably the Hilton," I replied with a smile. "But first I'll need to get some new 

gear. You could probably use some new clothes, too." 

"You ain't buying me nothing but a hotel room," she pinched my butt as I 

climbed the bus steps and took my last seat before the big city. "1 got you somethin' 

while you were washing up, but you can't have it till tonight." She batted her eyes and 

looked back dovm at my crotch. I tried to remember the last time I had sex, with a girl 1 
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mean, not that I got it regularly from the boys. 1 guess I'm sfill conftised with sexuality. 

To me, the difference between gay and straight is seven beers and the bar v ou sneak into, 

or a new one that lets you in with a shitty fake I.D., mostly because the bouncer thinks 

you're cute and someone told him you have a large. 

Anyway. I sat back in my seat and could begin to smell Chicago. 1 don't know if 

it's the pollufion from the steel or just pollufion in general, but you can smell Chicago, 

and to me it smells great. Ceason mbbed my inner thigh for the rest of the short ride and 

I glared out the window not really thinking of anything, just admiring being human for a 

little while. 

Busy. That's the perfect word to describe it. We must have gotten in 

around 2:30 p.m., and I was starving and sfill buzzed. I took Ceason by the hand and 

walked straight toward a hotdog vendor. He was shifty and dirty, and all you could smell 

for fifteen feet was sauerkraut. We both got dogs and began to head for Michigan 

Avenue, the pride of Chicago. I pointed out Navy Pier in the distance, and the waves 

rolling off Lake Michigan were huge. We walked around through the park for a while 

and finally ventured into some kind of sophisticated men's store. We were immediately 

met at the door... 

"Can I help you kids with something? Are you lost?" His name tag read 

Alexander Straton, and I could smell his cologne even through my hot dog burp. 

"Yes, I think we're lost," 1 said confidently. "My uncle just gave me his credit 

card dropped us off here and said I wasn't to call until I was wearing proper attire." 

I held out the Platinum Visa and asked for suggestions. 
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"Well, I think we can find you something." Al's eyes got big. and he immediately 

went to mn the card. I thought that if anything happened, the card being stolen and all. 1 

would just stay close to the front entrance. I could only see one security man and he took 

to fixing one of the cameras behind the register. Al came back quickh carrying a sport 

jacket and a huge smile. I guess everything was cool- nothing reported stolen \ et- so I 

nodded to Ceason and we went shopping crazy. Old Al had to know something was up. 

but this was about to be his biggest commission of the year and. regardless, the store 

would get their money. So, he played dumb and kept on fitting me. I knew we had to 

max the credit fast, so 1 settled for five suits and four dresses for Ceason, complete with 

shoes and the whole nine. I signed an x on the dotted line, and we broke out of the place 

looking like millionaires and grabbed the first taxi we could see. 

The taxi seats were cold, and the taxi driver kept glaring at us. He hesitated 

before pressing a button on his dashboard that said fare. " You two look like you could 

use some rest, how long you been on the mn, 1 mean road." 

We both looked at each other and ignored our new lemming. 

He broke the silence again, "So, where to?" 
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