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I wanted to spend six days on
the streets as a “wrall” bt originated in the outside world, b

' somethmg in me is being hurt.
had enough. is tolerated among th,gstreet p ~0p
. Six days will have to be cut to four.

T'll quit Monday. met.
one more night and tomorrow g0

Mhe Catholic Soup Kitchen for the fun ‘reminds me I will soon be at the Demo-  The young wanderer isd
 of surprising Sister Grace. Then I'll d0  cratic convention. high school kid, tmcker»typd
 the one thing the others on the street  pm waiting for the street people to Nikes. He's 19 and in mugb
- ean’t do — pick up and go home. arrive from their sleeping places to fill ‘ morning.
j‘ll drive off in my new car to a clean the park with their gossnp and free il sk
house with beds and a full refrigerator enerprise. ' Boasted. um it wéku't ver
my experiences. This morning my re- ~ He starts an emmmml
flections are disturbing, the images round of “I've got to find a
dark. I should be in a good mood; I'm off the streets . . . I've get {
getting out and going home tomorrow. streets . .. to get off the s
There’s an elusive uneasiness in this Three years back, he was
open city park.
. Ayoungmanwandersmandlre-,
unday morning and the little bit of cognize him as one of the street people
ry I have left has me scribbling who sat among our group of ‘trolls”
e Venusian nonsense about San ‘under the sycamore Saturday. Wil
Lorenzo Park being re-born each dawn We're tagged ““trolls” because many
ﬂ losing its innocence a thousand of us sleep under the bridges. Too, wego

P alone, sitting down at the foot of _and
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in this morning. I've got to get
to to get off the streets.”

2 moment, I am looking at my

same school, same teacher,

talent. My kid, although he

lieve this, tooktheeasymute
college.

| him, you can get the job and

streets. Make a commitment

) of rowdy dead-heads comes
ark, back from the Grateful
'rl; in Sacramento last night.
k: irens and one of the deads is
it me to tell the cops that ““a guy
ut of the park, over that hill.”
me a moment to understand
me to be his alibi. I tell him
stead of thanking me, he calls
e obscenities that my gener-

e wants to hire him to watch
're of marijuana in Humboldt
I get food and all the “bud"

off in good spmts to get the'

t to war over. I miss the good -

that’s invis

I begin to sort out my notes about my

few days on the street. People, places
and things. The park lays out before me
and I look up from my notes. Then Iam
crying.

The kid comes back He dldn’t get the

Gerald, my friend and a man who is
called the mayor of the Mall, asks me
later if I was crying for him.

For you, I tell him, and the women

who have no homes and the kid who will
never get out of the park and the alkies

and the hunger and digging in garbage
cans and the children I've seen at the
soup kitchen.

And, because I have to eat another
mission sandwich.

Gerald and I kick back and listen to
KHIP playing two of my favorites:

“You Hurt Me Like a Punch in The

Mouth,” and ‘“The Tires Were Slashed

and I Almost Crashed.” They don’t

‘write songs like that anymore, I pray.
I don’t like to use the park restroom.

' The doors have been removed from the

stalls — at least in the men’s room — to
stop sexual encounters. It partially
works.
The Backgammon Man has opened
shop and there’s a little game gomg on
: e civiliz {

proud buyer that he got a great deal I’
certainly impressed when he says it
doesn’t have an antenna and can’t get

I recall an incident yesterday when
two young lumberjacks on the foot-
bridge told us, “Get back in the park,
trolls, or I'll kick your ass.”

1 am complaining about having to pay

‘our dues at the mission by having to

listen to a sermon and Gerald patiently
explains, “That's how mxssians work. P
It’s part of the deal.

"He’s agreed to let me spend M1ght '

at his camp.
Time down here is played at 78 rpms
~— slow-motion reels where a day spent

togétamealatthenﬂsswmsn’tabad !

deal.

In the aftemoo:x, Gerald and I walk to

the Mall. “I hate the weekends,” he

_says. “They re even slower than the

weekdays
Gerald says the Mall “‘is also part of
my living room,”” but he doesn’t have a

kitchen — exe@t for a few braziers at

the park. o

He spends his food stamps for lufich
stuff and junk food, a cuisine that is a
cut below the Top Ramen diet on cam-

pubhchasno roomtoshp by and gets to

pick which one to refuse.

A young man tells us that Jesus wﬂl :

say to the rich, “‘Did you feed this man
and did y(m ‘give him a home and the
rich man will say ‘no, Lord, he was just
a street trgll’ and Jesus will kick his

butt all over heaven.”
There’s braggmg of the number of :

years we’ve all been on the streets. 1
don’t dare say “‘three days.”

At the mission, a rangy biker orders
the handsome young woman hanging on

him to get more bread from the.
_missionaries. ‘“I've got plenty for us,

honey,” she says, showing him the
bread cached in her blouse. “Go get
more,” he orders her. :
At least my friends have enough pride
to do their own begging.

It’s time to call it a day so Gerald and
I head over to pick up my blankets from
my ‘“‘camp” in my daughter’s yard.

Gerald likes to stop at Denny’s for a
late cup of coffee, but I'm ashamed to
go into such a fine place carrying this
black garden—bag full of blankets. I talk
him into having a cup of daughter

‘Tove’s coffee. It's good but Gerald

misses his cream.
nght has arrived and we leave

way and feet-feel our way down an

~ embankment. Tricky in the dark with
this dumb bag, in these ugly clothes

(thank God for these ugly clothes in the
cold nights, you ingrate) to a small path
that leads to the towering trees. There
is eerie rustling overhead.

Gerald says the first ‘““camp’’ is his.

'As well as I can make it out, it is a five-

by-seven: foot clearing in the brush. The
breeze is up a little and it sounds an
undertone to the hum of traffic on the
freeway. Al night, car lights play tricks
in the darkened upper branches.

A few feet down is my “camp.”
Gerald’s ‘““‘camp” is slightly bigger, but
it’s his place and he gets the master

- bedroom.

. I'm not too happy about this. Gerald
assures me the authorities won’t raid us
and that there haven’t been any animals
‘around for a long time.

“And that long sttck in there is to

‘drive away the unwanted.”

What am I doing here? In a den, under
the night bushes, where I need a five-
foot piece of wood to defend a bit of
ground so I can sleep. I can’t make
sense of it. v

Gerald turns in and 1 arrange my
blankets and lie down, looking up into

'rﬂleoverhwdbranchesand ondtar

outside my burrow.
They’ve stopped. 'l'hey Te
Enough.
I've reached my limit —
shame, moving out of civil e

- way, listening to losers and ble

them and grubbing off the ksid

life ..

That’s enough. -
I grab the stick, shake off

If they do, I will kill them

80 ) thought we were going
camp,”’ one complams and
on.

Gerald, I go to the park for t e
Itis unchanged’ R
Kill the morning, a trip w

where a merchant sweeps ar

to a couple of people

At the soup kitchen, stt&;' ‘W
can’t believe I've been on ﬂh m




