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 Much feeling works into songs by homesick travelers 

lamenting leaving a good home and a good woman. Riding in a 

rent car piloted by Goat Whiskers the Younger and navigated 

by my brother Walter on a California freeway (speedway) 

last month brought on a loneliness that’d make a berth in 

an orphanage seem like a Norman Rockwell scene around the 

Christmas tree at Granny’s house. 

 Whiskers, wrenching the wheel to miss Volkswagons and 

dodge SUVs, reported the speed in increments exceeding a 

mean of 80 miles an hour, modeled after his days as an 

aerialist. (Fixed wing and helicopter pilot) Called in 

knots, muttering "plus 0 four, plus five to six 0." Walter 

studied a map in the back seat. Knew for sure I was in road 

shock when I yelled "duck!" at the first tunnel. 

 Golden Gate Bridge was divided into an extra lane in 

our favor as the heaviest traffic was going up the coast 

away from San Francisco. Traffic slowed enough to hear the 

bridge iron rattling and grating cables sawing in the bay 

winds. 

 Cheered by the pokey 60 mile-an-hour bumper-lock 

bridge crossing, I suggested we ride the ferry back across 

the Bay on the return trip. Reminisced in silence of 

rocking along on the varnished deck from Sausalito to San 



Francisco, big horns thundering warnings in the fog and 

passing by the gray rock of the prison on Alcatraz Island, 

casting an eerie image of despair, death, and bars. 

Recalled clear days, the white sails popping on the small 

boats tacking in the high winds channeled from the Pacific. 

Tasted salt air and smelled the picnic lunch once opened on 

a slope on Angel Island. 

 Short-lived dream is an understatement. Whiskers 

scowled, "That old slow ferry boat hasn’t run in 15 years. 

Next thing, you’ll be wanting to book passage on a clipper 

like Greatest of Great Grandpa took from here in 1868." 

 Under Walter’s guidance, we found the main road to 

camp. Forty-six years had passed since Whiskers and Walter 

lived together. Shared a room in Mexico City in their 

college days in the apartment of a rich aunt who lost all 

her patience and sent them home in two weeks. 

 Sole buffer for the big reunion was a thin cabin wall. 

The script resembled a late-hour session in a dorm room. 

Here are excerpts: 

"You were the one who got us caught." 

 "No, you said if we go by ‘La Rosa’ for one more 

drink, Auntie will be sounder asleep." 

 "Then who knocked over the vase in the hall?" 



 "Yeah, yeah, then who told those American girls at ‘La 

Rosa’ that Auntie didn’t mind late-hour parties in her 

suite?" 

 At one a.m. a liquid guttural sound bored through the 

plyboard cabin wall. Silence, then "SMACK, SMACK, smack-a-

ROUCH" followed by three stanzas of "crish-a-ROUCH-SMACK." 

 Struggling for orientation, Fort Churchill on Hudson 

Bay flashed in the darkness. Must be polar bears sleeping 

from the drugs the wardens administered to relocate the 

bears away from garbage dumps. Same growling, same snoring 

bounced off an iceberg floating by the ship. Fraught of 

solution, I mumbled an old sailor’s shanty: "Merciful one, 

please bring the dawn. Bring rest. Remove me from the din 

of the mighty winds and roar of the roiling seas." 

 Without a roommate to bother, I switched on the 

bedside light. Inserted plugs in each ear and fetched an 

extra pillow to use later for insulation. Ran my fingers up 

the adjacent wall to the find the point of the strongest 

vibes from the snoring. Plunged a plastic knife blade into 

a crack. Draped a piece of dental floss over the blade. 

Made seismic readings, watching the knife vibrate and the 

floss sway. Planned on evacuating if the floss became 

looped over the knife or the knife slipped from the crack. 



 In the bare light of dawn, I retreated to a big 

campfire fueled by a round of redwood the size of an 

oxcart’s wheel. Morning is peaceful alone in the forest 

under trees as high as 300 feet. Nature’s cries and calls 

soothe the edges after a night of snare drum and cymbal 

proportions in a fitful chorus of lips smacking and air 

sacks filling and emptying like a bagpiper’s solo. 

 Watching and smelling the smoke rising in the cold 

morning air cleared my head. Flames encircling the huge 

redwood chunk restored my senses. I swore the next time I 

saw a Trailway bus, I’d throw my suitcase in the bus’s 

path. Board that baby on a one-way ticket until I was back 

home in Mertzon without even telling Young Whiskers or 

Walter goodbye. 


