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For my mother, Helen, and sister, Gail, 

whose devoted emotions run deep,

for Buster and Laurie, 

who allowed us all to be together,

and for Charlotte, 

whose quiet understandings always remind …





“It’s just a box of rain

I don’t know who put it there

Believe it if you need it

or leave it if you dare.

But it’s just a box of rain

or a ribbon for your hair

Such a long long time to be gone

and a short time to be there.”

BA

“Box of Rain” – Grateful Dead
(Lyric by Robert Hunter)





To Roseburg/Eugene

To Glendale

To Grants Pass

To Cougar Gulch/
Hank Swain

Property

To Rogue
River

Pollard
Creek

Glendale

Solace Valley

Low
er P

ollard Creek Rd.

Laughlin Creek Rd .

Paradise C
reek Rd.

Robertson Creek Rd.

London Ridge Rd.

Too Tall
Tim’s

Bishop
Peak

Mulcahey
Farm

Strawberry
Fields

Railroad
Bridge

Solace Valley Tavern

Robert Sage
Property

Volleyball
Saturdays

Beecher
Homestead

See inset

5

5

5

Strawberry
Fields

Brave
New World

So
uthern

 Pacifi
c R

.R

Southern Pacific R
.R

0 0.5 1

Mile

POLLARD
CREEK

Exit 76

A
ccess R

oad

Robertson Creek Rd.

Lower Pollard Creek Rd. Keto Rd.
Post Of�ce

Country Store
Church

Pollard Creek School
Yellow House

Friendly Frank’s Auto

Trailer/
Bunkhouse

Hungry Dog
Cafe

Frontier Market/
76 Station

Post Of�ce
Country Store

Church

Pollard
Creek Inn

Pollard Creek School
State Park

Yellow House

5

0 0.25

Mile

Friendly Frank’s Auto

pollard creek





Wenatchee

Entiat

Orondo

Waterville

Chelan

Brewster

Okanogan

Omak

Pateros

Tonasket

Winthrop

Twisp

To Oroville/
Canadian border

To
North Cascades

To Spokane
To Everett/Seattle Pine Canyon

(Stretch of road between
Orondo and Waterville)

Blue Lake

Conconully
Lake

L

a
k e  C h e l a

n C o lu
m

bi
a River

C o lumbia River

Methow River

Stinson Orchard

Lucky Girl Orchard 

2

2

97

97

97

97

20

20

153

151

Dale Austin Orchard 
Lucky Badger Orchard 

Barter
Fair

0 5 10

Miles

Orondo





Part One

An Unfixed Course

BA

“Destiny is what you are supposed to do in life.

Fate is what kicks you in the ass to make you do it.”

- Henry Miller





CHAPTER one

BA

WHILE MY GUITAR GENTLY WEEPS
Wilmington, Delaware / June, 1968

Sean McAllister’s body jolted upright, involuntary, his eyes 
open in a semi-conscious rise. What was it? He fought himself awake. 
Outside his bedroom door, quick heavy footsteps passed by, rushing 
staccato down the carpeted stairs to the floor below. When it came 
again, he knew. An inhaled breathless cry winced the morning air. His 
mother! McAllister ripped the sheet cover off his legs. His feet swung 
to the floor, standing. He jerked on the pair of shorts lying nearby. 
Throwing open his bedroom door, he followed down the stairs.

McAllister found his mother in the family den. She sat hunched 
on the edge of the couch, her head resting on clenched knees, hands 
pressed between her thighs. His father stood over her, his right arm 
reaching across her shoulders, pulsing up and down with the shudder 
of her weeping. His father’s face held hard, his gaze transfixed toward 
the television screen across the room. 

“Mom?” her son questioned. McAllister’s eyes turned toward the 
television, seeing the black and white images of men reporting news. 
At the sound of his voice, his mother’s sobbing softened to a whimper. 
Slowly, she raised her head and looked his way. Her face appeared as if 
someone he didn’t know, distorted, stricken.

“They killed him,” said his mother, her voice anguished. “Now 
they’ve killed Bobby, too.” She turned away, weeping again into the 
side leg of his father. Sean McAllister’s stomach sank, the impact of her 
words holding him still.  
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For a long moment no other words were spoken, only the crying 
sobs of his mother, while the images and voices of the reporting 
continued on the screen. The grip of some distant tragedy emanated 
from a rectangular box on the other side of the den. Going to his 
mother, he sat beside her on the couch, holding close against the cloth 
of her robe. The stark and measured tones of the news cut like a knife 
through the humid morning air.

Robert Kennedy, younger brother of John, lay dying in a California 
hospital, shot in the head at close range in the early hours of a west 
coast morning. Moments before the shooting, Robert Kennedy had 
spoken words of victory and hope in a Los Angeles hotel ballroom, 
winner of the Democratic primary, a candidate for the Presidency of 
the United States. “On to Chicago, and let’s win there.”

Hours before, his mother had gone to bed, her spirits high, her 
anticipations swollen with pride. They had stayed up late together to 
watch the results. Bobby Kennedy was leading, and it looked as if he 
would win California. Now the unimaginable, the shock. His mother’s 
hand found his own, grasping it tight. McAllister felt the strange 
warmth of her skin. 

A car horn sounded outside the house, as if breaking a spell. It 
forced the reality of the day upon them. His father went outside through 
the garage, telling the carpool to his job to continue on without him. 
His mother began to draw herself up. “I’ve got to get to going,” she said. 
“Mickey, you need to get ready for school.” Wiping tears away with the 
back of her hand, his mother went upstairs to dress. His father returned 
inside. He looked at his son, shaking his head. “This goddamn mess of 
a country. This goddamn killing, when will it stop?”

A short time later, McAllister stood in the driveway to his house, 
watching as his mother backed away in the car. Somehow she had willed 
herself back to the mom he knew, trying to act like it was just another 
normal morning. But it wasn’t. Her voice was different, as if forcing each 
word about the breakfast cereal, the orange juice, the shirt he needed to 
get for graduation. Over her objections, he had declined a ride to school. 
Although he would be late by choosing to walk, he didn’t care. He felt 
sick and in no hurry. And today he would have no better excuse.

The morning sun was bright, the temperature rising. He ambled 
slowly through the suburban streets of Northland Hills. People were 
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already off to work, other kids off to school. It was that in-between 
time when the large homes and lawns seemed vacant of humans, like a 
science fiction movie where everyone had disappeared. In the pressing 
heat, he could hear the sound of sprinklers watering grass, the hum of 
an air conditioner stuck in a downstairs window.

Sean McAllister felt a peculiar numbness in his chest. In his mind, 
he could still hear his mother’s crying. He vainly hoped that Bobby 
Kennedy would not die, that everything would be okay. But the news 
reports had been hard and resigned, as if the truth of the telling had to 
be done. His mother, Constance Doyle McAllister, had already sensed 
the outcome. Two months before, Martin Luther King had been shot 
down on the second-floor balcony of a Memphis motel. It seemed like 
only yesterday that President Kennedy had been murdered in Dallas. 
Today, his younger brother Bobby might meet a similar fate. Any 
thoughts of hope didn’t have much of a chance. 

Bobby Kennedy. How does one cope with the devastation of this 
family loss, this killing of one of your own? The financial and political 
success of the Kennedy family had become an icon of an ethnic Irish 
ascendancy in America. Before Connie Doyle became his mother, she 
had grown up in the Irish wards of Holyoke, Massachusetts. The Doyles 
were part of the immigrant poor. His grandfather worked the mills 
along the Connecticut River. But to the Doyle clan, and many others 
like them, the Kennedy family represented an emotional extension 
of their own Catholic faith and ancestry, a larger world beyond their 
meager circumstance.

The Kennedys’ were a tether for thousands of Irish Catholic Amer-
icans. It was a story of personal acceptance and graduation towards the 
American Dream. The Kennedys had become their reach toward ac-
ceptance on the national stage. Irish hearts would always be with them, 
right or wrong. For Sean McAllister’s mom, Bobby Kennedy was the 
sweetest of them all. She loved Bobby Kennedy with a constant and 
particular devotion. 

The numbness began to give way, but was replaced by a rush of 
anger. A desire beset him to strike back against something, to defend 
this attack against his mother, this terrible pain inflicted upon her and 
her family. McAllister felt strangely uncomfortable in his clothing, the 
brown loafers he wore on his feet, the khaki pants and paisley shirt that 
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seemed so stupidly draped upon him. He wanted to turn away from 
school, to simply not give a shit for a change. Unfortunately, he had 
nowhere else to go. He would have to stay on track. This high school 
thing was almost over. He was days away from graduation. He was 
bored, ready to move on toward a different life. Bobby Kennedy was 
dying, and there was nothing he could do. 

As Sean McAllister reluctantly continued his meander toward 
school, it occurred to him that indeed his life would be changing soon. 
For some odd reason, past images of a childhood innocence played 
within his thoughts. The days of teddy bears and Santa Claus were 
fading farther and farther away. The tooth fairy no longer came as he 
slept at night, leaving a dollar under his pillow. Other innocent pictures 
rendered before him. There was the family move from North Carolina, 
when he had to leave behind the open fields and friends of his ten-year- 
old world, including the little girl Stephanie, who his heart had beat 
for every day. There was the image of his grandfather, laying forever 
silent in a suit of clothes, the casket later shut and carried with his body 
inside, dropped into a hole in the ground, covered with dirt. There was 
the night President Kennedy came on the television, speaking to the 
nation. The President showed pictures of tall missiles in Cuba, pointed 
at the United States ready to fire. He recalled the images of people living 
in bomb shelters, dug underground in their own backyards, of families 
having to live there just to stay alive.

He remembered the day in junior high school, standing by his 
locker, the voice of the school intercom sending them home. Later 
that afternoon, tossed from a truck, a bundle of newspapers it was his 
job to deliver. The man in the truck threw the bundle onto the lawn, 
McAllister watching as it came to rest, the headline reading in bold black 
print, KENNEDY DEAD. He recalled the images of Mrs. Kennedy, the 
blood of her dead husband scattered over her dress. On that following 
Sunday morning, he could see the black and white frames of the killer, 
Lee Harvey Oswald. There was the bulky man, Ruby, wearing a black 
hat, shooting Oswald dead. Days later, he witnessed the horse drawn 
funeral carriage, the sound of their hooves clomping on the pavement, 
the twenty-one gun salute. 

Sean McAllister wasn’t sure why these thoughts were coming to 
mind. They didn’t feel particularly good. For the first time, he felt like 
the world might forever continue to be an unjust and dangerous place.
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In his World Problems class, there was no getting away from the 
reality of the shooting. The teacher, Mr. Bigelow, tried to put the tragedy 
in perspective, allowing the students to express their worries and fears. 
But nobody had much to say. It was if everyone wanted to keep any 
feelings to themselves. As far as anyone knew, Bobby Kennedy was still 
alive. A quiet hope remained. Mr. Bigelow seemed tight with anger, as 
if he wanted to shout out the bad things about America. But he kept 
his tongue. Mr. Bigelow had said that Bobby Kennedy’s campaign for 
President had been less than three months old. The Kennedy campaign 
had continued to stir the ongoing national debate among Americans 
about the war in Vietnam, as well as the poverty and injustice facing 
poor children and families throughout the United States. 

As he had often droned before, Mr. Bigelow began to tell the class 
that America’s future would be counting on them to make things better. 
For McAllister, those words didn’t carry much weight today, as if it was 
his job to fix this mess. But the quote Mr. Bigelow read from Bobby 
Kennedy had its own ring of importance. 

“Few will have the greatness to bend history itself; but each of 
us can work to change a small portion of events, and in the total, 
of all those acts will be written the history of this generation.” 

The day at school had been long and hot, the teachers dazed and 
unfocused. Everyone seemed restless, distracted. When the end finally 
came, McAllister met his teammate Jody Morrison in the parking lot 
at school. They went for a ride in Jody’s MG convertible. With the 
top down, Jody raced the car through the light rolling hills of the 
Brandywine Valley. They felt the full flush of a green and blooming 
countryside, the heated June wind rushing through their hair. It was 
a chance for McAllister and Jody to finally be away from the recent 
months of baseball practice and games. Late in the afternoon, Jody 
dropped McAllister off at home. His mother was in the kitchen 
preparing food for dinner.

“Oh, there you are. How was your day? Only a few more left before 
the big one.” Her voice was back to normal, trying to be cheerful, 
seeming more like his mom.
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“All right, I guess.” McAllister opened the refrigerator door and 
peered inside.

“We’re going to eat soon, Mickey,” she said firmly. Mickey was his 
family nick name. He closed the refrigerator door and looked at her as 
she reached for dishes out of the cabinet.

“Mom, any more word on Bobby Kennedy?”
His mother paused for a moment, holding the dishes in her 

hands, before turning to the kitchen table to place them down. “It’s 
critical. They performed very difficult surgery on his brain. I’m afraid 
the outlook is very bad.” Connie McAllister spoke like the hospital 
administrator that was her job every day, not the woman who earlier 
this morning had been emotionally undone. Standing over the table, 
she continued. “I still can’t believe it. And for Ethel, and their children, 
I’m…. I’m….” McAllister saw his mother begin to weaken. He stepped 
forward, embracing her. She rested her chin against his shoulder, 
sniffling again with tears. “He could have been a great President, 
Mickey. He would have done so many good things. It’s just so hard,” 
she sighed, “so terrible. I can’t bring myself to understand.” 

McAllister held his mother in his arms. It was something he rarely 
did, unless going away for a trip to the beach or camp. Always before, 
it was she who did the hugging. She released herself, wiping her tears 
away with a napkin. “I spoke with your Grammy, and your Aunt Marie. 
They’re so sick at heart. And your sister called just a little while ago. She 
is very upset.” 

“Mary Jane? So what did she say about it?” McAllister asked.
“She is very very hurt and sad, and wanted to be close. She asked if 

she should come down any sooner. I told her no.”
“I suppose she’ll want McCarthy to get his delegates,” McAllister 

stated. “To vote for him now against the war.”
“Mickey, don’t be that way. It’s a terrible day. For everyone, 

including your sister.”
His mother was right, and he was wrong to say what he said. His 

sister had caused a ruckus not long before. Mary Jane was up in Boston 
at college. She had announced that she was for Eugene McCarthy many 
months ago, long before Bobby Kennedy had gotten into the race. 
But when Bobby got in, she had stayed with McCarthy, saying that 
Bobby was an opportunist, and had only gotten into the race because 
McCarthy was doing so well against President Johnson.
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Those words had hurt, and McAllister had tried to defend his 
mother when Mary Jane insisted so strongly against the Kennedy 
campaign. McAllister wanted just the opposite, for McCarthy to 
support Bobby, but McCarthy said he never would. Perhaps now, it 
would make no difference. Bobby Kennedy was going to die, or at least 
be a vegetable. In two more weeks Sean McAllister was going to have 
his birthday, to turn eighteen. He would have to go downtown and 
register for the draft. He agreed with Mary Jane about the war, just not 
the person to stop it.

“Mr. Bigelow, in World Problems class, said some nice things about 
him today. I could tell he was really angry, but he didn’t let it out. He 
read some statements from Senator Kennedy. He read the speech after 
the killing of Martin Luther King, and another one about the future of 
America.”

“Which one was that?” his mother asked.
“I can’t remember exactly,” McAllister answered. “Something 

like the small things you do for the world, will all add up and make a 
difference in history, something like that I think.”

“They can,” his mother responded. “I believe they can. With or 
without him, maybe they can.”

A short time later, McAllister’s father came home from work. The 
family sat down for dinner. The sad events of the day hung like an 
unspoken secret. With her son’s graduation from high school only one 
week away, Connie McAllister talked about the family gathering to be 
held after the ceremonies were over. Grandma Doyle, his mom’s sisters, 
Aunt Marie and Aunt Teresa, his uncles and lots of his cousins would 
be coming down from Massachusetts. Uncle Joe and Uncle Franny, his 
dad’s brothers and their families from the McAllister side, would be 
present as well. His sister, Mary Jane, would be coming home from 
college the night before, her school year over for the summer. Family 
friends and neighbors would also attend. It would be a reunion of sorts 
to commemorate the big day.

For McAllister himself, the event felt like much ado about nothing, 
something he would have to endure. He was ready for high school to 
be over, to be free like his sister Mary Jane, away from home and going 
to college in the fall. Things would all be new and different. He was 
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hungry to feel older and away from home. But this celebration meant 
a lot to his mom and dad. He felt obliged to show his gratitude and 
appreciation, which he did, just not so much.

When McAllister rolled and rubbed his right shoulder for the 
second time at the dinner table, his father looked at him seriously. “Is 
that still hurting you, Mickey?” he asked.

“Just sort of achy, I guess,” McAllister answered. “I think it’s getting 
better. It just feels tight sometimes.”

“Well, if it doesn’t feel better in the next week or so, we should have 
it checked out. Something could be torn up there. I still can’t believe 
that coach of yours. For crying out loud, he should have known, using 
you the way he did. It sure didn’t help.”

“Dad,” McAllister answered flatly, “it wasn’t Coach Spencer’s fault, 
it was me. I told coach I could go, and the team needed me. It just didn’t 
work out, Dad. They were the better team anyway, you know that. We 
did the best we could.”

“I just wish you had been healthy,” his father grumbled. A familiar 
look of frustration was etched upon his face.

Bill McAllister, his father, had been a good baseball player and 
athlete in his time. He had always hoped his son would be as well. And 
McAllister was very good for awhile. But things had evened out over 
time. Actually, McAllister was okay with it, but he knew his father had 
his own solitary dreams invested in his son.

Since McAllister had first started playing baseball, he and his 
father had spent hours together pitching and hitting till darkness 
drove them home. His dad had watched him almost every game, 
before commenting and analyzing every play. Together, they had gone 
to games at Connie Mack Stadium in Philly, watching the best. There 
was Robin Roberts, Richie Ashburn, Willie Mays, and Hank Aaron. 
They had even driven to New York to see Mickey Mantle at Yankee 
Stadium. For a time McAllister shared his father’s dream, playing hard 
and wanting to make his dad feel good. But as everyone got older, you 
sort of knew where you stood.

McAllister’s right arm began to betray him before his senior season. 
The year before, several junior college coaches had come to his games. 
They had introduced themselves, telling him about their schools. But 
the shoulder started to hurt in summer league, although he continued 
to play. He never said a word to his dad. But he knew the next spring, 
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things weren’t getting better. Before the injury, his two-seam fastball 
always had this cool late break in the strike zone. But after, it had begun 
to flatten out and started getting hit. Without the fastball, McAllister 
couldn’t set up his curve. So the hitters sat on the fastball whenever 
they could. He tried to gut it out with location and changing speeds. He 
tried throwing different pitches in different counts. He tried anything 
to get by. But the junior college coaches that had spoken with him the 
year before, now only said hello. Nothing more.

When it came to the district final against Franklin High in late 
May, his good friend Jody Morrison would get the start, and Jody 
deserved it. McAllister would play first base. But Jody was wild that 
day and couldn’t find the strike zone. He walked himself into trouble 
and Franklin took advantage. A few big hits later and they trailed 
four to zip. In the fourth, Coach Spencer went to McAllister. It didn’t 
matter. McAllister tried to pitch around the big Franklin hitters, but 
they waited on the fastball and raked him pretty good. The damage 
was done, losing the game eight to one. The season was over. He and 
Jody Morrison had played together since Little League. On the drive 
through the Brandywine Valley that afternoon they had talked about 
the loss. In a weird way things had happened for the best. He and Jody 
had gone down together. It’s always a good thing not having to share 
your failures alone.

For Sean McAllister, his baseball dream was ending. In most 
cases, players generally know where they stand with each other, and 
why things happen the way they do. But for those that love them, like 
his dad, it’s a little harder road. Sean McAllister was sure his father 
understood the nature of things. It was just tough, and would take a 
little longer to put to rest.

His dad worked as an engineering executive for the Dupont 
chemical corporation. The Dupont Company, as well as the Dupont 
family, ran and ruled the city of Wilmington, including the State of 
Delaware. It seemed like almost everyone in Wilmington worked for 
Dupont. The corporation cast a long shadow over the employment and 
lives of so many citizens. The state was like a feudal aristocracy. The 
Dupont family liked it that way, and they weren’t about to change.

McAllister knew his dad wasn’t much happy with his job, 
overhearing the complaints to his mom from time to time. But work 
was part of life in this world, a teaching Sean McAllister had been 
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trained to understand and perform. You shouldn’t bite the hand that 
feeds you, his father would often say, but never with much conviction. 
His mother and father got up and went to work every weekday morning. 
Sean McAllister would be expected to do the same.

Bill McAllister was a child of the Depression, and a veteran of the 
Second World War that followed. He was an honorably discharged pilot 
in the United States Army Air Force, and a good one. He had been so 
good that he managed to have never flown a combat mission overseas. 
Instead, they had made him a flight instructor. During the war, he had 
crisscrossed the skies of the American Southwest, teaching men to fly 
and pilot B-17s. For many of the men he taught, Bill McAllister had 
become a friend as well as mentor. But Sean McAllister knew that his 
dad had taught many who would never return. 

Only on rare occasions had McAllister ever heard his father speak 
about his service during the war. Sometimes he would talk with his 
brothers, all three who had enlisted together after the bombing of 
Pearl Harbor. Other times, he might speak with one of his other 
buddies who had served. But he never spoke directly or soberly with 
his children. 

Still, there had been those occasional nights when his father would 
be buzzed with whiskey at the kitchen table. He would sit, either half-
angry or half-maudlin, telling a disjointed story of a guy’s forehead 
expanding at certain altitudes, or crash landing in some driving 
rainstorm. Sometimes, he would mention the names of men with whom 
he had flown. One particular night, his father flashed a memory of one 
of those friends, before breaking down in tears. But the next day, not a 
word was said. There was one thing McAllister did know. His father had 
never again piloted an airplane. For the most part, the war was a closed 
chapter in the McAllister family history, unspoken and emotionally 
unknown. Things had happened that were better left alone.

McAllister excused himself from the table. He picked up his plate 
and utensils, rinsed them in the sink, placing them in the dishwasher. 
“Mom, I’m going to the mall tonight, to look for that dress shirt I need. 
Okay?” he asked.

His mom looked over to his dad, “Mickey needs something better 
for his graduation. I told him he should get something.”

“Are you taking one of the cars?” his father asked.
“No, I’m catching a ride with Reggie.”
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“With who?” his mother questioned. “Reggie Disalvo? Reggie 
hasn’t been to this house in the longest time. Where did you see him?”

“I ran into him on the way home today,” McAllister answered. 
“He’s graduating next week, too. From Pike Valley. He’s got a really 
cool new car. I told him I needed to go shopping at the mall. He said 
he’d cruise me up there.”

“What kind of car?” his father asked absently.
“A Buick, I think. A big black one. It’s really sharp.”
“Well, you make sure he comes in and says hello when he gets 

here,” his mother said. “I want to see him.”
“Okay. I’ve got to call and let him know I’m ready. I’ll tell him.”
Sean Michael McAllister may have begun to lose the innocence of 

his youth as his eighteenth birthday approached. But in exchange, he 
was becoming practiced in the art of deception. The trip to the mall was 
true, but only half the story. McAllister hurried upstairs to his parent’s 
bedroom and quickly made a phone call on the bedside phone. His old 
friend, Reggie Disalvo, answered the call.

“Mickey boy,” Reggie greeted him, using the childhood nickname 
McAllister no longer allowed outside of family. But Reggie went too far 
back to change.

“It’s Mr. Mickey to you, Disalvo, you pizza-eating greaseball.”
“OK, cabbage-eater, what’s up?”
“You know, Disalvo. Can we go? Do you think things are cool in the 

city, with the Kennedy shooting and all?”
“I guess we’ll find out. I talked with Leonard a little while ago. He 

didn’t say nothing about trouble. You ready to go?”
“Yeah, but remember, I got to go to the mall, okay? And mom 

wants you to come in the house and say hello. I guess she misses you. 
Don’t ask me why?”

“Mrs. Mac! She’s the best. No problem there. I’ll see you in twenty. 
The Black Bomber is ready to roll.”

Reggie Disalvo and Sean McAllister had been friends since they 
were ten years old, when the suburban neighborhood of Northland 
Hills was first under construction. McAllister’s family had just moved 
up from North Carolina, and Reggie’s folks had moved out of the 
Brownsville section of the city of Wilmington. In the early days, 
they and a few others had been the only boys in the neighborhood. 
For several years, their afternoons were shared having dirtball fights 
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around the construction sites, collecting pop bottles out of the housing 
starts, catching salamanders out of the creek, or playing war games in 
the woods nearby.

But as time passed and school life turned into junior high, their 
time together diverged. McAllister occupied most of his time playing 
sports, and hanging with the other kids that played the same. Reggie 
was into go-carts, motor bikes, eventually cars. Reggie wasn’t much for 
school. He often worked for his father, a cement contractor, to make 
money for the machines he liked to buy. Instead of going to high school 
with McAllister, he went to Pike Valley Vocational, learning auto repair 
and construction skills.

Reggie was stocky and tough, but a jokester at heart. He had 
smooth Italian skin, and jet-black hair that glistened with a Brillcream 
look. Reggie was ever confident, never afraid to try and fix something 
or take a chance. He had a steady girlfriend named Teresa. She still 
lived in the city, and so Reggie spent much of his time back in the old 
neighborhood. Although he and McAllister had drifted apart in their 
youthful social worlds, the friendship that they shared as boys ran deep, 
one for the other whenever they met.

Working for his father, Reggie shoveled and finished concrete. 
He carried hod and drove trucks throughout the city and suburban 
enclaves of Wilmington metro. Reggie was connected to the vices and 
rhythms of an adult world. Reggie could get things that McAllister and 
his other friends were unable to procure. Reggie Disalvo was the right 
man for the mission ahead.

It wasn’t the first time that they had made the run. Reggie and 
his older colored friend, Leonard Woods, had worked on numerous 
jobsites. Leonard lived in a section of town near the center of the 
city, an area that had given way to the exodus of white working-class 
Americans fleeing the urban neighborhoods. These families were 
being replaced by Negroes from farms and towns deep to the south. 
Wilmington was becoming a mostly colored city, its row houses and 
front stoops peopled by a different ethnicity from the Irish and Italian 
neighborhoods of only a few years before. Niggertown was no longer 
just the ghetto flats down by the Delaware River. It was spreading 
outward every day.

McAllister’s mendacities were not totally untrue. The two young 
men rumbled in Reggie’s spacious black Buick Roadmaster out to the 
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Westover Pike, then north to the mall. McAllister found a new dress shirt 
that fit him, purchasing it with the money his mom had pressed into his 
hands. Afterwards, he and Reggie walked through the mall’s interior, 
checking out the girls passing by, killing time until the onset of early 
darkness. Returning to the Buick, Reggie pointed the car into the city 
of Wilmington. With the windows down, the night air was comfortably 
warm, fresh with the odors of spring and the summer ahead.

Reggie skirted the Buick through traffic on the higher edge of 
downtown. Off to the southeast, McAllister could look down on 
the districts toward the Delaware River. In the distance were the 
warehouses and docks, the marine terminals and chemical plants. On 
the river itself, the ships moved quietly along, their signal lights in 
a slow-motion cruise, north to Philadelphia, or back out to sea. In 
the foreground below. McAllister could see blocks and blocks of city 
streets crisscrossing through a vacant landscape. The area had been 
stripped of houses and buildings, everything torn down and removed. 
The scene appeared like a strange planetary desert of pale dust and 
destruction, as if an atomic bomb had fallen from the sky. Urban 
renewal it was called. But in the darkening evening light, it looked 
vacant and forlorn.

Reggie steered the Buick into the near silent streets of downtown, 
beneath the towering Dupont buildings and the corporate banks of 
the city. He pulled the car over to a parking spot just off Washington 
Avenue, then shut down the engine to wait.

“What’s up?” McAllister asked.
Reggie turned down the music on the radio, leaning back in the 

driver’s seat. “We’ll wait here until the combat forces go by,” Reggie 
answered. “They circle the perimeter in their jeeps all night long. But 
Leonard says they never go inside the ‘compound’. That’s what he calls 
it. He told me to wait until they pass by on Washington, before crossing 
over. From here, we can see them come through.”

For the first time that evening, McAllister felt anxious about the 
mission ahead, about possibly getting caught and what might happen. 
He had done this trip before with Reggie, but not in the months since 
baseball season started, and not since Martin Luther King had been 
assassinated. And tonight, on the day that Bobby Kennedy lay dying in 
California, it did not seem like a good time to be here. But Leonard had 
said things were okay, so here they were.
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When Dr. King had been shot, Wilmington, like so many other 
cities in America, went up like a Roman candle. Market Street, just a 
few blocks over, had been smashed and looted all that night. There 
were not as many fires as other cities, but angry mobs of Negroes had 
swept through the downtown, taking out their retribution against 
the city and the police. The Governor had wasted no time in calling 
in the National Guard. And even though the trouble had passed, the 
Guard remained, patrolling the streets of Wilmington like an armed 
occupation. According to the news, the Governor had no intention of 
pulling them out. There would absolutely be no more looting he said, 
and if anyone cared to know what that meant, the military presence 
spoke for itself. The Governor came from the southern part of the state, 
and there was no mystery about how he felt about things up north. At 
night, the downtown business core was empty. The boys sat waiting for 
the jeeps to pass.

“So the college boy is going to Washington D.C., to be a diplomat, 
or a senator or something. Maybe he’ll be famous one day. Maybe, he’ll 
be the next Bobby Kennedy, or someone like that.”

McAllister turned and gave Reggie a harsh look and held the stare. 
“Hey, don’t talk like that, Reg. Not today.” McAllister didn’t blink.

Reggie got the message. “Hey, sorry man. I didn’t mean it that way, 
you know that.”

McAllister leaned over toward the radio, accepting the apology. 
“Do you think we could shit-can the soul music for awhile, maybe a 
little rock music instead? I know you still want to become a member of 
the Four Tops and all, but damn.” McAllister put his hand out toward 
the radio dial and held it, looking at Reggie.

“No, go ahead. Do your thing.” McAllister fiddled with the dial and 
found the station he liked. The Rolling Stones’ song “Mothers Little 
Helper” began to fill the car. McAllister sat back in his seat. Reggie turned 
toward him. “I’ve got a Hermin’s Hermits album you could borrow.”

McAllister let out a laugh. Reggie Disalvo was a regular Eddy 
Haskell. For a time, they sat together in the car, enjoying the friendship 
they had missed for awhile.

“Yeah, college.” McAllister breathed out the words. “I haven’t really 
thought about it much since I got accepted. I suppose I’m ready to go. 
It just feels like a long way off right now. I’ve got to sign up for the draft 
in a few weeks. At least I’ll get a deferment from that.”
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“It will be great, Mickey,” Reggie said. “I bet you’ll like it a lot. You’re 
smart, man. It will be a breeze for you.” 

“What about you, Reg?” McAllister asked. “Are you going to keep 
working for your dad?”

Reggie Disalvo looked ahead toward Washington Avenue. “I’m not 
sure,” he paused, “helicopters, maybe.”

McAllister rose quickly off the seat and looked at his friend. 
“Helicopters?” he questioned. “You’re not thinking about….”

Reggie interjected, nodding his head toward the cross street ahead. 
“There they are!”

McAllister swung his gaze toward Washington Avenue. A green 
military jeep cruised in front of them. One soldier sat behind the 
wheel. Another uniformed guardsman stood up in the back, a rifle held 
vertical beside him. The helmets looked almost too big for their heads, 
and their faces didn’t look much older than McAllister and Reggie. 
Watching the jeep pass, Reggie started up the Buick, pulling into the 
street. Reaching the corner, he looked left and waited as the jeep went 
up another block, passing through a light. Then he gunned the Buick 
across Washington Avenue. For several blocks they drove through 
the commercial part of the city, passing buildings with restaurants, 
delicatessens, and other retail businesses. 

“Yeah, I’d like to either fly or work on the birds,” Reggie continued. 
“They’re probably going to come and get me anyway, so why not choose 
something I’d like to do.”

“Fuckin’ A,” McAllister breathed. “Shit, Disalvo, are you sure?”
“Nah, I ain’t sure, man. But I’m thinking about it.”
“Mary Jane would be sure. She’d be trying to talk you out of it. 

She’s been working for a draft counseling service at school. They help 
people go to Canada if they can’t get out of the war. My parents don’t 
know about it, but that’s what she’s doing.”

“Mary Jane? Mary Jane McAllister? She’s up in Boston, right? Your 
older sister is hot, Mick!”

“Hot?” McAllister queried. “Hot? More like a hot pain in the ass if 
you want my opinion. I’ll be sure and mention that to Teresa the next 
time I see her. Does Teresa know what you are considering?”

“Don’t do that, man. No, Teresa doesn’t know, nobody knows. It’s 
just something I been thinking about, that’s all.”

“Well, maybe it is something you should keep thinking about,” 
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McAllister returned. “Those things get shot down all the time over 
there. It’s dangerous fucking shit, Reg.” McAllister paused. “Hell, I don’t 
know. You’d be good at it, I know that.”

The conversation trailed off as the street narrowed, lined with 
parked cars on either side. Brick row houses were now pressed together 
one by one, set off from the sidewalks, each with a front stoop, all the 
same. In the heated dark of evening, colored people sat and lingered 
outside, kids playing along the pavement in the humid night air. 

Unlike the prior booze runs he and Reggie had made before, 
tonight there seemed to be a quiet restraint in the city. It lacked the 
normal edge and tension of being in this section of town, of being 
a white face. There seemed an almost silent passivity, as if people 
were waiting for something to happen. For McAllister, it felt like one 
of those weird Atlantic calms, bobbing in his father’s fishing boat, 
having pushed many miles deep into the ocean’s waters. There was 
always that hushed feeling of danger in the graying sky, but nowhere 
to be seen.

Reggie slowed the car up to one of the snug concrete stairways, 
idling in the street. He leaned out the window and asked for Leonard. 
Someone pointed down the block to the corner, just a few houses 
down. Reggie gently pushed the car forward, catching sight of Leonard 
on the sidewalk with several other men. When Leonard noticed the car, 
he stepped out into the street, pointing. “Take the left, then pull into 
the alley.” Reggie rolled the car around the corner, steering the big black 
sedan into the entrance. Leonard walked along with Reggie, urging the 
car forward until telling him to stop. As Reggie and McAllister got out 
of the car, two other Negro men approached.

Reggie and Leonard exchanged greetings. “Sorry we’re a little late,” 
Reggie apologized. “We had to wait awhile for the army to go through, 
like you said. You remember my friend, Sean. He’s been with me before.”

McAllister and Leonard shook hands. McAllister thanked Leonard 
for helping them out. But he could feel a nervous energy in his voice 
as he spoke.

“That’s cool,” Leonard said. “Getting some juice for the graduation 
parties, Reggie tells me.” Leonard pointed towards his friends. “This is 
Satts, and this is Big Arthur.” The men all shook hands. “So what do you 
got?” Reggie went over the purchase list with Leonard, pulling out the 
money that McAllister had given him. Leonard ran through the cash in 
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his hands. “Looks like it’s more than enough, but we’ll see. If we need 
more to take care of us, I’ll let you know. You’re good for it, right boys?”

“Sure, Leonard, you know that,” Reggie answered.
Leonard gave Reggie a fake punch to his shoulder. “Yeah, I know 

that,” he said, smiling. “We’re going down the alley to the next block, 
then around to the package store. Your dad’s old finish man, Billy E., 
is working the package store part time. He knows we’re coming. You 
brothers wait here till we get back.” Leonard, Satts and Big Arthur 
walked down the alley. Crossing the street, they disappeared into the 
darkness beyond. 

Reggie and McAllister got back in the car and waited. As he sat in 
the car with the window down, McAllister didn’t speak. The waiting 
part was always the worst, especially being an unarmed white kid in 
a colored section of Wilmington. He could smell the intense odor of 
rotting garbage in the alley. In the ambient electric light of the evening, 
the backyards of the row houses were cluttered with broken and 
discarded appliances. Tall weeds grew through bent and rusted chain 
link fences. Broken mortar lay in pieces along crumbling foundation 
walls. 

It was kind of strange to think about the fear he felt inside. Sure, 
he was worried about getting caught buying alcohol underage, and the 
hell he would have to pay at home if it happened. But he had done this 
trip before. He knew the risks, and he wouldn’t be killed for his crime. 
And nobody had been robbed or beaten up this evening, at least not so 
far. There were no gunshots or sirens exploding into the air, prompting 
a person to be alert for their physical safety. There had been no acts 
of anger or hate. No threat of bodily harm had been aimed at him, 
none of these things. And yet the fear of all these things consumed him, 
feeling tense. 

McAllister wondered if it might be the perception of all these 
unknowns that distracted him, not the reality of their actual occurrence. 
Nothing had happened, and yet the fear of these things was palpable 
and sharp, as if placed inside him by something outside himself. It 
was if he was made to feel this way by certain presumptions he had 
learned to suspect. Still, in another way, he was almost glad to be here 
in this place tonight. It was an adventure so different from his everyday 
life. Perhaps this was why he came here, to feel the risk, to take on the 
challenge of something unknown.
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“Kinda crazy sitting here in jigaboo land like this,” Reggie said, 
breaking McAllister’s nervous reverie. “Here we are, a couple of 
honkies, just sitting in the back of a dark alley, minding our own 
business, waiting to get mugged. I think I’m ready to get out of here.”

McAllister was about to agree, but a shout from behind interrupted 
him. Reggie jumped from the car, looking down the alley. He went to 
the back of the Buick, opening the trunk. The three men closed in on 
the car, each carrying a case of beer, with brown paper bags resting on 
top. McAllister got out and watched as they loaded the booze, then 
Reggie closed the trunk.

“Enough dough for everyone,” Reggie asked?
“We’re cool,” Leonard answered. “You boys should have a damn 

good house party with this here stash. A real good time.” 
“It’s not like we get to drink it in a house, Leonard. More like the 

beach, or the woods, or someplace outside,” Reggie joked.
“Well, next time come on down to my place here. We’ll have a party 

at my pad. Nobody will be looking for you boys in this neighborhood. 
Ain’t I right brothers?” Leonard looked over at Big Arthur and Satts. 

“No shit about that, cuz,” the man Satts concurred. All three 
colored men laughed together, filled with a particular knowledge it was 
only their own to share.

“Well thanks, Leonard,” Reggie said. “That would be cool sometime, 
a party in the city.”

“I’m game,” McAllister answered. 
All the men grasped hands in brotherly handshakes, saying good-

bye. “Just head straight out the way you came,” Leonard advised. But as 
the boys turned for the car, Leonard spoke again. “Hey, wait a minute, 
what do you boys hear about Kennedy? He still alive, or dead?” The 
question suddenly changed the moment. McAllister answered.

“My mom says they did a long surgery on him today, but he’s still 
critical. She said it doesn’t look good.”

“He’s a dead man, I bet,” Leonard stated. “Fuck man, first they 
got Martin, now Bobby Kennedy. This country’s got some heavy shit, 
brothers. That man was good to us, he cared about us.”

“My mom’s got a broken heart,” McAllister volunteered. “She cried 
and cried this morning.”

“Mine, too,” Leonard said. “Mine too. She hasn’t eaten all day.”
Reggie rolled the car down the alley and onto the streets. They 



 The Green and the Blonde 19

crossed back over Washington Avenue without incident. Reggie kept 
to the speed limit as they climbed the last hill out of town, heading 
back to the suburbs of North Wilmington. He detoured to his father’s 
business office and construction yard. There, they stashed the booze in 
an old equipment shed that Reggie said was safe.

“Whew,” McAllister breathed as they turned onto the last street 
before home. “I’m glad that’s over. Kind of takes it out of you. I’m 
bushed.”

Reggie pulled the Buick over to the curbside next to McAllister’s 
house. McAllister grabbed the bag with the shirt he’d bought at the 
mall, climbing out of the car. He leaned into the open window. “Well, 
thanks Disalvo, you criminal. We couldn’t have done it without you. 
We owe you one.”

“More than one, Mickey boy. And don’t forget, I still got the key to 
the booze locker, remember that.”

“I haven’t forgotten. I’ll give you a call.” McAllister stood outside 
the car, but he paused for a moment and held his gaze at Reggie. “Are 
you really thinking about this army thing? What the hell, Reg, you 
could get killed doing that shit. I mean, that’s all you see on television 
these days, guys getting blown to shit and coming home dead. My sister 
gets back on Monday. You could talk to her if you want.”

“Listen, Mickey. I ain’t going to Canada and shit. That’s for fucking 
pussies, man. But I’ll take a date with Mary Jane anytime. Does a bear 
shit in the woods, or what?”

“Come on, man, I’m trying to be serious right now.”
“Yeah, I know. But hell, Mick, they’re going to get me anyway. 

Especially if I don’t go to school, which I’m not planning on doing 
right now. And if they do get me, then I might as well enlist. That way, 
there’s at least a good chance I’ll get the helicopter job.” 

“All right, never mind,” McAllister agreed. “Anyway, the Black 
Bomber here is one fine ride. Thanks for the run. I’ll be in touch.” 
With the farewell, Reggie Disalvo hummed his shiny black sedan into  
the night. 

Sometime later, Sean McAllister lay in bed, needing only a sheet 
as cover in the close heated darkness of his room. Outside his open 
windows, the sound of a mockingbird sung in the night. Images of the 
day crossed through his thoughts. He saw the desperate and tearful 
look on his mother’s face earlier that morning. He saw the shuttered 
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and empty homes on the walk to school. He recalled the hard edge 
of frustration in Mr. Bigelow’s eyes, and Reggie Disalvo’s cool persona 
while driving through the city streets. There was Leonard Woods, in 
his sleeveless white tee shirt, his muscled brown arms smooth with 
perspiration. And Leonard’s buddy, Satts, with his pork pie hat and 
rounded brown face. Finally, there was the image of Bobby Kennedy, 
brushing away his hair as people pressed around him, seeking a touch. 
Finally, he drifted into sleep.

In the early morning hours, while McAllister slept, three thousand 
miles away, a man struggled to hold his emotions. He walked to a 
podium microphone, delivering a prepared statement. With his words, 
the prayers of a nation lay in vain, awakening to a future of grief and 
distress.

“I have a short announcement to read, which I will read 
at this time. Senator Robert Francis Kennedy died at 1:44 A.M. 
today, June 6, 1968. With Senator Kennedy at the time of his 
death, was his wife, Ethel; his sisters, Mrs. Patricia Lawford and 
Mrs. Stephen Smith, his brother-in-law, Stephen Smith, and his 
sister-in-law, Mrs. John F. Kennedy. He was 42 years old.”

}

The first week of June remained hot and humid. Saturday, June 
8th, 1968, began no different. Sean McAllister got up late, ate breakfast, 
before going outside to mow the family lawn. Some of his friends would 
be headed for the beach down south. Normally, he would have been 
with them. But on this day, he stayed behind. His father, Bill McAllister, 
had gotten up early, loaded his golf clubs and gone to the course. Both 
his wife and his son had said he should go. It was a reversal of sorts, after 
years of toting his boy to one ball field or another. On this particular 
day, it was not Bill McAllister’s responsibility, he had done enough.

Connie McAllister busied herself that morning, cleaning the 
house and doing the laundry. The television kept solitary company 
in the family den, the funeral of Robert Francis Kennedy in progress. 
In between the routine of their Saturday life, McAllister and his 
mom watched the ritual of the services. They heard the sad words of 
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praise and loss. They viewed the tortured faces of the Kennedy family, 
masked by a shock that held them still. After the services, a procession 
of cars left St. Patrick’s Cathedral in New York City, headed for the 
funeral train to Washington D.C., and the later burial at Arlington 
National Cemetery.

After lunch, his mother went upstairs to dress. McAllister changed 
out of his grass- stained pants and shoes. He put on shorts and a shirt, 
returning downstairs. His mother wore a white sleeveless blouse, blue 
skirt and shoes. He watched as she put her rosary and sunglasses in 
her purse. Together, they walked out into the bright heated afternoon. 
McAllister drove the car several miles east toward the Delaware River, 
to a small commuter station where the funeral train would pass.

The station platform was already crowded with people. McAllister 
and his mother walked down along the tracks with others, the hot 
black cinders of the railroad bed crunching under their feet. Reaching 
an embankment that adjoined an overpass, they climbed up the rise, 
standing on the weeded rough ground. They began to wait.

Waiting. The hot afternoon sun bore down on the crowded line 
of Americans, north and south as far as the eye could see. McAllister 
found a piece of strewn cardboard. He placed it on the ground so his 
mother could sit. He looked out upon the tenement buildings across 
the tracks. He thought of the night in Leonard’s alley several evenings 
before. The view was a reminder of the hidden side of a poverty he did 
not have to live. Nearby, there were Negro men dressed in white shirts 
and dark shoes, colored women in summer shorts, their hair pulled 
up tight above their heads. A young white boy stood beside his father 
holding an American flag. A policeman walked the tracks, keeping 
people back with the wave of his arms.

Finally, a wind of human sound carried down from the north, 
catching the expectant attention of the people. The crowd stirred. 
Connie McAllister rose to her feet, her rosary beads in hand. McAllister 
leaned forward on the slope of the hill. He could see the train moving 
slowly down the rails ahead. He felt a rush of anticipation, followed by 
an empty dread as the train moved ever closer. When the train began to 
pass, some people waved, others remained perfectly still. Men took off 
their hats, pressing them over their hearts. The young boy raised and 
circled the flag in the air. The policeman straightened his body, holding 
in full salute. 
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McAllister looked over at his mom. She held her votive hands 
together, the rosary beads clenched and hanging in-between. The sound 
of the train engines encompassed the crowd, the rails creaking as it 
slowly and deliberately passed before them. One by one, the passenger 
cars moved by, filled with human faces looking out upon the people. 
McAllister could feel the overwhelming presence of a man he’d never 
met, an imagined persona before him, flushed with an emotion that 
swelled within him as he stood on the hill. But inside the train, a body 
was dead, a voice silenced. It lay in a covered casket, draped with a flag.

Then it was over, the last car pulling away to the south. A man 
stood on the rear platform of the train. He was dressed in coat and 
tie, waving back at the crowd. Children and others ran behind. Their 
arms were outstretched, grasping the air, as if reaching for something 
lost in the breeze. McAllister watched as his mother’s gaze followed the 
trailing car, her hands still clasped, tears welling on her cheeks. Her 
hero, Robert Francis Kennedy, was leaving her forever. Forever alone 
without him. Constance Doyle McAllister was forty-two years old.



CHAPTER two

BA

LONG TIME GONE
Bethel, New York / 1969

The shock and sorrow of June 5th 1968 passed quickly. Bobby 
Kennedy was dead. The war in Vietnam lived on. By late August the 
mourning was over. Anger returned, the divisions continued to grow. 
The shit hit the fan in Chicago.

With a hurricane of political and social change in America 
sweeping around him, Sean McAllister continued to live his days in 
a youthful naiveté. He registered for the draft, getting his 2-S student 
deferment. He got a summer job doing labor in one of Wilmington’s 
many chemical plants. He went to the beach on weekends, swimming, 
water skiing, hanging with his friends. The cocoon of a middle class 
innocence sheltered him. College lay ahead.

His sister, Mary Jane, didn’t stay long at home. After McAllister’s 
graduation, she returned to Boston. She seemed older to him, impatient, 
at odds with their parents on so many things. Like any older sister, 
she had always been a pain in the butt. But lately Mary Jane hadn’t 
laid any trips on him, she was busy with her own life. The only advice 
she delivered, about the time she was leaving, was to stay in school. 
“Mickey, just don’t drop out, whatever you do. Those assholes will get 
you. They don’t care who you are, or what you think. Once they’ve got 
you in their grasp, you’re screwed.”

He had mentioned to her the deal with Reggie, how he was thinking 
of going into the military, how he wanted to fly or work on helicopters. 
“Sure, I’ll talk to him,” she responded. “I’ll tell him he’s nuts. But if he’s 
not in school, that’s not good. If he ends up 1-A, they won’t waste time. 
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He’ll be a goner. They like them young and eager to fight. If he really 
wants out, which I don’t think he does, then he can come up to Boston. 
I will get him to some people that can help.”

“Canada?” McAllister asked.
“Better than coming home to Dover in a body bag,” she answered.
 Dover Air Force Base, just an hour south of Wilmington, was 

where many of the war dead were sent. The base dealt with coffins 
returning in huge transport aircraft, an assembly line of dead soldiers. 
Dover was a government sponsored funeral home. 

McAllister hadn’t seen Reggie since they picked up the booze before 
graduation. And Mary Jane was gone before any kind of discussion 
could be arranged. Everyone was doing their own thing, whichever way 
it might turn. For McAllister, it was kind of hard to think about leaving 
school when you hadn’t even got there yet. And Reggie wouldn’t be 
much excited about being a draft dodger. He only wanted an excuse to 
hang out with Mary Jane. All his buddies thought Mary Jane was hot. 
They were like dogs in heat whenever she was around. Mary Jane would 
feign interest in them, she liked the attention, but McAllister knew she 
could care less. As for Reggie, if he really wanted to fly helicopters, he’d 
make a good soldier. McAllister knew that much about Reggie. What 
McAllister didn’t realize, was how much he would miss his sister, once 
she returned to Boston.

In August, came Chicago and the Democratic National Convention. 
People like Mary Jane and her friends had gotten their heads and 
bodies pounded with night sticks by the Chicago police. McAllister 
hadn’t known his sister was in Chicago until she told him sometime 
later. Mary Jane didn’t get arrested, so their parents never knew. 
McAllister had only watched the drama on television, somewhat angry, 
mostly confused. It wasn’t just black people now, raging through the 
streets of America, it was white people, too. It wasn’t solely the nightly 
television scenes of soldiers shooting guns and carrying the wounded 
on stretchers, fighting the Communists. It was broken glass and fires in 
the United States. Sean McAllister didn’t know how he felt, everything 
was coming so fast. Chicago was a turning point, but which way to 
turn. The footage and feelings about the Vietnam War were troubling 
his world, as he made his way to college in Washington, D.C.
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McAllister could not have made a better choice, although he had 
no idea at the time. In 1968, if it was the politics of the United States 
government and its national impact you wanted to be around, step 
right up. Perhaps other locales like UC Berkeley or Madison, Wisconsin 
would be a close second or third. But unlike those towns, all the really 
heavy hitters were here, right down the street in Washington D.C. This 
was Sean McAllister’s new home, the center of the American political 
universe. 

The nation’s capitol had its own particular billboards. They were 
made of smooth white stone, large monoliths of pillar and history, 
august and severe in their presence, expressive of certainty and power. 
Washington was a city trimmed with bordered reflecting pools, cherry 
trees that blushed in spring, the Potomac River flowing peacefully 
through its domain. In the daytime, the city ran with the hum and 
discourse of doing America’s business, its institutions working with 
a machine-like presence and decorum. Washington D.C. conveyed a 
forceful and encompassing first impression of American strength. 

What one couldn’t see was the cover of hypocrisy that hid 
underneath. In the underground bowels and secretive back rooms of its 
fortified structures, in the K Street offices linked to Wall Street lobbyists, 
or the kitchens and porticos of cocktail gatherings in Georgetown 
homes or Virginia estates, the real business of the United States was 
being delivered and done. The arrogance and influence of American 
policy was shaped and polished in places no pedestrian tourist was ever 
invited to visit. Like the imperceptible bass line of a popular song, it 
was present, but hidden, and rarely ever heard.

Within this milieu of the nation’s capitol, Sean McAllister 
began to learn many things. He learned the basics of constitutional 
government, the history of how ancient civilizations rose and fell. He 
learned how to do research and write long papers. He read important 
American literature, discerning the authors’ symbolic expressions of 
human behavior. He delved into theology and philosophy, encouraged 
to understand the thoughts of famous men and women regarding 
the human condition. Within this context of his campus life, he 
became exposed to the wider array of socio-political issues facing 
both America, as well as the university of which he was engaged. He 
wasn’t in Berkeley or Madison. He wasn’t in New York, Boston, or 
San Francisco. He wasn’t in Chicago. But he was close to the pulse 
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that beat cold and constant on each end of Pennsylvania Avenue in 
Washington, D.C.

He learned other things as well. How young men like himself could 
be so different in their personalities and priorities in daily life. He met 
straight-laced Jesuit prep boys from places like Cincinnati, or hardened 
public school boys from throughout the Northeast. He learned how to 
drink beer by the bucketful. He inhaled Mexican dirt weed, laughing at 
the silliest things, while devouring a package of cookies in no time flat. 
His curly brown hair grew longer. He learned how to study all night, 
drinking instant coffee until his stomach cut inside him, meeting last 
minute deadlines or cramming for a final exam. He spent hours playing 
stupid board games in the dormitory lounge, reading Zap comics, or 
listening to music he had never heard before. He learned how faculty 
and Jesuit administrators, the supposed beacons of adult authority, 
had strange personal lives, including secret sexual inclinations of which 
no one openly spoke.

In addition, he learned how to meet women without knowing 
them first. He learned how to overcome the worry of putting his own 
self-doubts on the line, how to overcome rejection and stay intact. 
He began to learn that first impressions of beauty and attractiveness 
sometimes left a lot to be desired. 

He learned all these things, all this new information and input of 
a college and individual life, an understanding of a larger world while 
coming of age. Still, there was one thing he could not learn along the 
tree-lined walkways and safe stone edifices of an academic world. He 
could not learn war. He could not learn how to overcome the fear of 
death, the heaviest absolute in the history of man. This was something 
you could not learn in school, or ever be taught to comprehend.

}

The coffee brown station wagon rolled up the New Jersey Turnpike 
heading north, McAllister behind the wheel. The August sky was heavily 
overcast, the temperature outside seasonably cool. The weather was 
atypical for this time of year. It wouldn’t have been a good day at the 
beach, but that was just as well. Unlike most weekends when McAllister 
didn’t have to work, the beaches of southern Delaware or New Jersey 
would not be his destination today. On the bench seat beside him was a 
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thermos of coffee and a much needed map. He and his two passengers 
would head up the turnpike. Somewhere short of New York City they 
would cut off and steer northwest, finding their way near where the 
borders of New Jersey, Pennsylvania and New York appeared to meet.

Sitting next to McAllister, a wiry black-bush of hair on his head 
and face, his arms covered in the same, Snark Rosenbloom, the hairiest 
man alive. If you had asked McAllister twenty-four hours earlier 
if he would be running this car on the turnpike this morning, with 
Snark Rosenbloom by this side, the answer would have been a definite 
negative. McAllister had never really cared for Steve Rosenbloom. 
Snark was a munchkin Jewish guy who only stopped talking when he 
had to take a breath. He was a motor mouth, a guy that didn’t fit. The 
kind of guy that seemed to be around all the time, but was nobody’s 
real friend. 

But that was the Snark. Steve Rosenbloom could appear out of 
nowhere, whenever something was up. He had a way of inviting himself 
to any event or gathering of the boys. By virtue of some scientific law 
regarding consistent proximity, Snark was part of the greater group. 
In other words, you couldn’t get rid of the guy. If something was 
happening, Snark always was able to suddenly appear, but nobody was 
sure how he ever got the word.

Yet on this Saturday morning in August, Snark Rosenbloom was 
becoming a blessing in disguise. The radio didn’t work in the car, and 
if McAllister’s right ear could hold up without getting paralyzed, at 
least he had someone to listen to. As far as the other passenger was 
concerned, that big slug lying in the back seat of the car, well, he 
wouldn’t be any help. Mike Taylor, nicknamed the Bruiser, was already 
laying his lineman-sized frame across the seat, snoring away. McAllister 
and Bruiser went way back to the neighborhood. Back to the days of 
front yard football games on the McAllister’s lawn, where the Bruise 
had graduated from innocently breaking everybody’s new Christmas 
toy on day number one, to later breaking your bones whenever he 
tackled you. However, when it came to the Bruise, there was never any 
purposeful intent. He was more like the Lennie character in Steinbeck’s 
Of Mice and Men. The guy just didn’t know his own strength.

No, Snark and Bruiser were unlikely candidates for this trip, but 
Sean McAllister didn’t have a choice. He had wanted to get a couple 
of other buddies to go, but they had bailed on him weeks before, and 
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McAllister didn’t want to make this trip alone. In fact, he had pretty 
much given up on the journey. When he made one final casting call 
at a summer party the previous night, Bruiser had said ‘what the hell’, 
and the Snark had immediately jumped in with both feet. So here they 
were, dodging traffic on a Saturday morning, the Bruise comfortably 
in dreamland, and the Snark waiting on any topic to expound upon. 
Meanwhile, the destination itself remained as uncertain as this trio of 
travelers coming together. 

Talk about two diametrically opposed personas. Snark was a 
walking-talking book of knowledge on history and current events. He 
was like boiling water over a pot. Bruiser was deeper and slow, with a 
simplicity and common sense it was good to have along. Throw in the 
added dimension that Bruiser was one big dude, and he was the kind of 
friend it never hurt to have by your side. Providing of course, that you 
could wake him up in time to save your ass.

When McAllister finally got a word in edgewise with the Snark, he 
briefly mentioned his first year in Washington D.C. That was all the 
Snark needed to hear. He was off to the races. McAllister unconsciously 
took his index finger, clearing an eardrum. 

Snark began with the outcome of World War II, and how the victory 
over the Nazis and the Japanese had put the United States on a whole 
new agenda. Fear of communism as a serious threat to democracy 
had become the primary matter at hand. According to Snark, this fear 
dovetailed perfectly with the corporate arms machine that had been 
built up to fight that war. The munitions and armaments industry 
needed a way to sustain itself. As a result, an American foreign policy 
that was in concert with that need was just the right prescription. The 
United States would continue to build its defenses against threats to its 
national safety, both external and internal in source. 

But winning sometimes has unintended consequences. Being 
the big stick on the block means having to worry about keeping and 
protecting the big stick. Constitutional liberties at home needed to be 
put aside, when challenged by the fears of nuclear war and government 
socialism. Such threats require an internal authoritarianism demanding 
loyalty to the cause. Public displays of treason against the republic 
would be handy tools for the job. So cue up Senator Joe McCarthy and 
the House Committee on Un-American Activities, where blacklisting 
and other nefarious devices could offer necessary constraint.
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The only wild card, Snark explained, that might derail this plan 
would be a struggling American economy. And the blue-plate special 
to keep that concern from happening was one thing, and one thing 
only. Oil and gas. Oil and gas had become the nectar of the gods in the 
second half of the twentieth century. As long as the United States could 
control the countries that had this resource, and control them before 
they could ever control themselves, the American economy would 
grow. It would keep money in people’s pockets. It would keep jobs in 
the cities and farmlands of America. Everyone would prosper. At least 
everyone who was white. As for the niggers, well, they would perform 
the dirty work no one else wanted to do. According to Snark, this was 
the perfect imperial scenario.

To keep the operation going, it was paramount to maintain the 
people’s fear of ultimate death and destruction. This was an ancient 
yet proven modus operandi. Still, you needed to cut everybody a small 
piece of the pie. To insure their silence and passivity, you needed to 
keep them believing that things were getting better than before, that 
opportunity and prosperity would always be at their doorstep. And you 
needed to give it a name. So why not call it the ‘American Dream’, that’s 
a catchy appellation. But in the end, cheap energy would be the meal 
ticket to success, allowing the big boys to carve off most of the spoils.

This is damn good, McAllister thought. Snark is on a roll, the 
miles are clicking off down the road, and Bruiser is probably dreaming 
about some ex-cheerleader he met at a fraternity party. The big lug 
remained prone in the back of the car, snoring away. Snark even 
quoted President Eisenhower during his farewell Presidential address 
in January of 1961. 

“In the councils of government, we must guard against 
the acquisition of unwarranted influence, whether sought or 
unsought, by the military-industrial establishment. The potential 
for the disastrous rise of misplaced power exists and will persist. 
We must never let the weight of this combination endanger our 
liberties or democratic processes. We should take nothing for 
granted. Only an alert and knowledgeable citizenry can compel 
the proper meshing of the huge industrial and military machinery 
of defense with our peaceful methods and goals, so that security 
and liberty may prosper together.”
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Ike was a little late with that advice, Snark complained, since he was 
conveniently leaving office at the time. Eisenhower had spent the eight 
years of his two Presidential terms keeping the Red Scare alive, holding 
the United States in Korea long term, and had begun to finance and prop 
up an anti-communist regime in Indochina. The French colonialists were 
only too happy to let the United States hold the Asian line, Snark said, 
and they booked it fast. The results were becoming a grand design to 
engender a new American destiny, to make the world safe for democracy. 
It was imperative to keep those Commie dominoes from falling, for at 
least as long as cheap tungsten and rubber were available.

McAllister couldn’t believe the Snark. He knew Steve Rosenbloom 
was a history major, and could stick his head in a book like no one else. 
That is, whenever he wasn’t talking in between. But for now, the Snark 
was on a run.

“Snark, you got a photographic memory or what? You’re unbeliev-
able, man.”

“Yeah, I do,” Snark answered. “You didn’t know that.”
Before McAllister could respond, Snark returned to his Saturday 

morning treatise.
Of course the Beats were hip to the whole thing in the fifties, Snark 

continued. But their opposition was more emotional and personal in 
nature. Their criticisms were focused on the rigid social structures 
and homophobia of the American state of mind. The Beats were 
mainly writers, musicians, and artists. They were old enough to have 
experienced and understood the Red Scare tactics and propaganda of 
the late forties and early fifties, the hysteria of the McCarthy era. A hell 
of a lot of talented thoughtful Americans had lost their careers and 
personal self-respect as a result of lies and half-truths during the witch 
hunts of that period. And it was really a time not so long ago.

The Beats were the vanguard of the hippies. They traveled by 
rail and hitchhiked like Kerouac. They rebelled against the values of 
materialism, lock-step patriotism, the empty sameness of this so-called 
American Dream. They desired to keep some sort of expressiveness in 
culture alive. But for most of them, politics really wasn’t their thing.

Snark went on. With the onset of the Free Speech Movement at 
the University of California in Berkeley, a new political movement was 
beginning to form. It picked up on the civil rights movement already 
underway in the South. The FSM fought to bring political advocacy and 



 The Green and the Blonde 31

protest onto the college campuses, opening the American university 
system toward becoming a more progressive force. No longer would the 
colleges be simply a knowledge and research factory for the government 
and corporate America. Serious issues of inequality and government 
policy would be discussed and challenged in an open forum by the 
youth of America. The post-war youth of this country wanted a voice. 
The authority of an imperial and reactionary governance would 
continue to be challenged. 

This movement picked up quickly across campuses throughout the 
country. In 1964, when President Lyndon Johnson used the phony Gulf 
of Tonkin incident to escalate US military aggression towards a full-
fledged war effort in Vietnam, the protests grew. Subsequently, the last 
few years had been a constant battle against this machine and power 
of state; the military draft, civil rights, nuclear proliferation issues, the 
murders of Martin Luther King and Bobby Kennedy, and recently last 
summer the police riots in Chicago. 

“The shit just keeps going,” Snark muttered with distaste.
“Geez, Snark, you should be a history professor or something,” 

McAllister interjected.
“Not much else a history major can become,” Snark answered. “At 

least the draft can’t get me for awhile.”
Yeah, the draft, McAllister thought to himself. For the time being, 

going back to school was a darn good proposition. And he hadn’t 
thought otherwise. Still, a lot of guys his age didn’t have that luxury. A 
lot of guys were either ready to join up and fight against the Commies, 
or they were somewhere between a rock and a hard spot. He thought 
about Mary Jane, what she had told him over a year ago, and continued 
to say whenever she came home. Stay in school, little brother. Maybe 
having an older sister wasn’t such a bad thing after all. 

McAllister pulled the car off the turnpike to get some gas. After 
Snark’s soliloquy, he felt a measure of guilt filling the tank. But hell, 
they weren’t going to get to their destination hiking the rest of the way. 
Bruiser woke up, and all three men took a turn at the station restroom. 
After driving over to a grocery store to get more coffee and food, 
McAllister studied the map. He decided to take the next exit at New 
Brunswick, before working their way north and west.  

“How much further do we have to go?” Bruiser asked.
“I’m not sure,” McAllister answered, “maybe a couple hours or more.”
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“Do you really think we’ll get in?” Bruiser continued.
“I don’t know, Bruise. But we’re giving it a shot. If we don’t, well 

shit, at least we tried.”
“We’ll get in,” Snark said firmly. “We’ll get in. I got a good feeling.”
McAllister fired up the station wagon, steering out of the parking 

lot, back on the road. The sky remained gray and overcast, but no rain 
fell. For McAllister, getting to their destination mattered a lot, although 
he quietly feared the outcome might be in vain. Still, taking this chance 
was far better than another weekend at the beach. As much as he loved 
the ocean, the warm sand and water, the body surfing and boating, 
lately the whole scene with some of his old buddies was growing old. 
The trips to the shore had become more like a repetitive fraternity 
party, with the same jokes and cut ups, the same games of football on 
the beach, the same evening rides to Ocean City to goggle at the girls. 
He longed for something new and fresh, other adventures to stimulate 
his life. And this had been a trip he hadn’t planned to miss. He put gas 
to the accelerator, settling back into the drive. “So, tell me more, Snark, 
you’re like a walking encyclopedia on this stuff.”

“What stuff?” Bruiser grunted, sipping his coffee. “Snark, are you 
making speeches again?”

“Uh oh, another country heard from,” McAllister cracked. “Careful, 
Snark, you wouldn’t want to put too much pressure on the Bruiser’s 
brain. It’s a small and delicate thing.”

“Chuck you, Farley,” Bruiser croaked. “Last night, Mac, you were 
practically begging me to come along on this trip, this drive to nowhere 
it sure looks like to me. Now, you’re kicking my ass.”

“It’s all right, Bruise,” Snark said. “We’re just talking politics,  
that’s all.”

“You mean, you’re talking politics,” Bruiser retorted. “You’re always 
talking politics, Snark. History and shit. And Mac’s only listening 
because the radio never works in this piece of tin. Ain’t that right, Mac?”

McAllister laughed. “Come on, Bruise. Snark knows more about 
history than both of us put together. He graduated with honors and 
stuff. “Capitalism, Snark, tell me about capitalism? Inquiring minds 
like me and Bruise want to know.” Bruiser only grunted, peering out 
the window at the flattened fields and mixed woodlands of central New 
Jersey passing along.

Capitalism was dead, Snark began. Capitalism was just a tool now, 
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a tool of the rich. The game was over, really. As Eugene McCarthy and 
many others had reminded, 70 percent of the wealth of America was 
now owned by 10 percent of the population. So do the math. That 
meant 90 percent of the American population was struggling over the 
remaining 30 percent. And it will only get worse, Snark cautioned, as 
time goes by. Capitalism by its nature eventually has winners. And 
once the winners have won, they’re not about to give it up. But they’ll 
surely keep feeding you this garbage that there remains a free enterprise 
system alive and well in this country. Yeah, it’s alive and well all right, 
alive and well for them no doubt.

Sure, there will always be a few entrepreneurs that create new 
products that Americans will want to consume, or devising new 
technologies that will become commercially successful. But they are 
just the wild cards in the deck. And their success works, because the 
big boys can point to it and say looky here, a self-made man, a rags to 
riches story. Didn’t we tell you the American ethic of hard work and 
sacrifice is alive and well, that it can happen for you. Sure, it can happen 
for you, but the actual chances of it happening are maybe like one in a 
million. So all the big boys really need to do is just keep the dream alive. 
Keep you thinking you might be that special one in a million. But don’t 
be fooled, the game is really over for most of America.

And don’t think for a moment that those one in a million guys, 
once they got a bigger piece of the pie, are going to behave any different. 
Greed is an insidious element of the human condition, even for a guy 
with twenty bucks in his pocket. The concept of ‘enough’ becomes a 
relative variable. It slowly starts growing along with a perception of 
‘need’. It grows to the point where you need a million dollars just to be 
safe and whole, and not run out. Sure, maybe you give some away, and 
it makes you feel better, but you’re going to keep most of it for the kids 
and the rest of the family. It’s just good old basic human nature, that’s 
all it is.

The problem is the real ‘greed merchants’. They can’t stop themselves 
once it gets in their blood. It’s like a drug. They will kill every buffalo 
because it’s there to shoot. They will cut every tree because it’s there 
to cut. The Treasure of Sierra Madre is like the best ‘greed’ film ever 
made. Humphrey Bogart was awesome in the movie, and John Huston 
was equally as great, but it was the guy that wrote the book that really 
nailed the story. He used a pseudonym named B.Traven, and he was a 
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German adventurer and writer they say. But no one ever really knew 
who he was. Still, both the book and movie illustrate the inherent flaw 
in capitalism. It begins and ends with the letters G-R-E-E-D. 

“So my chances of getting rich are like my chances of hitting a 
Nolan Ryan fastball,” McAllister mused. “That would be like a million 
to one, no question there.”

Bruiser cracked up on that remark. Snark just looked perplexed. 
“Leave it to you, Mac, to look at things that way,” Bruiser said. “Hell, I 
wouldn’t even get in the batter’s box against that guy.”

“That’s what I mean, Bruise. No fucking way.” Snark inhaled a little 
extra oxygen and continued onward.

So America, despite what you might be told, is not a democracy, at 
least not an economic one. The country is slowly and surely becoming 
a plutocracy, a government of the wealthy. It’s not quite there yet, but 
it’s on its way. And that’s only because there is still enough wealth 
available for a middle class to exist. As long as a significant majority of 
Americans have more than they had before, then a democratic political 
reality will continue to operate, or at least a semblance of one. And 
thanks to leaders like Franklin Roosevelt and others, some of that 
wealth is being dragged down through taxes to keep things going. 

You would think that the wealthy would be happy to pay taxes, to 
keep the capitalistic ruse alive. But no, they aren’t happy, not one bit. 
Instead they whine and complain. Like I said before, they got all these 
symbolic tools at their disposal. They got words like patriotism, the land 
of the free and the home of the brave. They got a Protestant religious 
ethic like Calvinism, where material success looks good in the eyes of 
God. They got the Communists infiltrating your neighborhood. They 
got the crackers hating the niggers, the niggers hating the spicks, the 
whops hating the micks and vice versa. They got everybody hating the 
kikes, the japs and the camel jockeys, even the goddamn French. You’d 
think they would have enough. But no, they aren’t feeling so good. They 
want to have it all. The treasure, they’ve got to have all the treasure.

And now these hippies and long-haired anti-war types are causing 
a ruckus with their protests and new ideas. The sticky problem here is 
that these kids are predominantly white. So the big boys got to say to 
themselves, we better be careful with this one. We need to add a few 
more diversions to keep the lid on. How about we plot the old versus 
the young, the working-class versus the college student, the parents 
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against their own kids. We’ll make the social welfare system seem like 
the bad guy, when it really should be the good guy. No doubt about it, 
they have raised treachery to the highest form of art.

One of these days they will go too far. They will run out of wars to 
fight, and the resources to run them. The middle class will go bankrupt, 
and the government will have become so strangely perverse under their 
influence that all hell will break loose. But ironically, the government 
will not have been the enemy. The real enemy will always be those 
‘greed merchants’ who just had to have it all.

“Damn, Snark, I think you’ve had enough coffee for one day,” 
McAllister ventured. “What do you think, Bruise, did you get all that?” 
McAllister turned his head toward the back seat, giving a quick look to 
Bruiser. Bruiser’s face was expressionless, like he was lost in a strange 
neighborhood, and had no idea where he might be. That really wasn’t 
unusual for the Bruise, but this countenance was longer and deeper. 
“Snark, snap your fingers at him. I think we got overload,” McAllister 
laughed.

Snark turned, snapping his fingers twice in front of Bruiser’s face. 
Bruiser’s expression changed, coming out of the trance. “What….? You 
fuckers,” he rasped. “Suck my ass. I was…, I was just thinking about 
something else.”

“I hypnotized you, Bruise,” Snark cried. “I did. I hypnotized you.”
“Snark, you hairy little fuckhead. You and your crazy shit.”
McAllister howled, trying to keep his eyes on the road. But as the 

hilarity died down, a long pause ensued. Some road trip fatigue was 
beginning to settle. Bruiser sank back in his seat, closing his eyes. Snark 
sat quietly still for a time, sipping his coffee.

“So have you seen the movie Easy Rider?” Snark asked.
“No, Snark. Have you? I heard about it, though. Is it good?”
“Oh yeah. I went up and saw it in Philly last week. It’s great, 

especially the music. Bummer ending, though.”
“Well, don’t tell me too much about it. Something tells me you 

could probably repeat the whole movie line by line.”
“Hey, let me tell you about one part of it okay?” Snark asked. “This 

one particular scene kind of fits what I’ve been talking about.”
“Okay, just as long as you don’t give away the story.”
“I won’t, I’ll just tell you this part. So Captain America, that’s Peter 

Fonda, and his buddy whose name is Billy, are riding their motorcycles 
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to New Orleans for Mardi Gras. Anyway, they are riding through the 
south somewhere, and they come up on this town that is having a 
parade. So they kind of wheel into the parade with their bikes, having a 
laugh. But the redneck cops don’t like their long hair and what they’re 
doing in the parade, so they bust them for disturbing the peace and 
throw them in the city jail.” 

“So there they are, locked up in the slammer. But in the cell next to 
them is some guy lying in a bunk, sleeping off an all night drunk. When 
the guy wakes up, one of the jail guards comes by and talks to the man 
real nice, bringing him a cup of coffee. Anyway, Billy can’t figure this 
whole thing out, but this guy must be okay with the cops, so maybe he 
can help them get out of their jam.”

“Turns out this guy, George is his name, not only knows all the 
cops, but he is a lawyer, too. So George helps them to get cut loose 
later that morning. Peter Fonda appreciates what George did for he and 
Billy, so he asks George if he wants to ride along with them to Mardi 
Gras. At first, George says no, but then he figures why not, he’s never 
been to Mardi Gras. So the guy climbs on the back of Peter Fonda’s bike 
and off they go.”

“Anyway, they’re going along, camping out at night and stuff, and 
George is just this really funny dude. On the second day or so, they are 
getting real close to New Orleans. They stop in this hick southern town 
in Louisiana, where they enter this little restaurant to get something to 
eat. But with their long hair and hippie clothing nobody will serve them. 
Anyway, to make a long story short, there is a cop and three rednecks in 
a nearby booth, talking loud enough so the guys can hear them. They 
keep calling them fags and stuff, you know, like the racial slurs I was 
talking about a little while ago. I’m not going to tell you all that happens, 
but the guys eventually get the message and split the restaurant.”

“Later, they are just sitting around the fire, camping out again, and 
Billy says something bad about the rednecks, how those rednecks are 
scared of them and such. But George says no, they aren’t scared of you, 
they’re scared of what you represent. Billy doesn’t really understand 
what George is getting at, and he says something like all we represent 
to them is somebody who needs a haircut. But George corrects him. He 
tells Billy that what Billy really represents to them is freedom. Billy is a 
little confused at this remark. But freedom, Billy asks, that’s what it is 
all about, right?”
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“And then George says, yeah that’s what it’s all about. But talking 
about freedom, and really being free are two different things. However, 
George cautions Billy, reminding him that he better not start telling 
those rednecks they ain’t free, because that’s when they will start beating 
the shit out of you, just to prove they are. Those kind of people will talk 
to you all day long about being free, George says, but when they see a 
truly free individual, it scares the shit out of them.”

“So Billy thinks about that for a minute, and then he says something 
like, it sure don’t make them runnin’ scared.”

“No, it don’t, George agrees. It only makes them dangerous.”
At that point, Snark ended his recollection. McAllister didn’t 

respond right away. Boy, that was good, he thought to himself, good 
enough to want to see the movie as soon as he could. 

“I’m not going to tell you anymore,” Snark followed, “I don’t want 
to spoil it for you. But it’s just like what I was talking about before. 
About this whole freedom and liberty thing they sell in this country. It’s 
like a black slave reading the Declaration of Independence. It sounds 
really good, just don’t try to live it. Or maybe some poor Vietnamese cat 
living in South Vietnam, surrounded by a bunch of white faces telling 
him they are making his world safe for democracy. But first, they’ve got 
to burn down his village and destroy his crops. Trust us, they tell him, 
we’re in your corner on this democracy and freedom thing. We’re here 
to help you be free like us. Fucking bullshit is what it is, just a bunch of 
fucking bullshit words.”

McAllister kept driving. Snark was done for awhile. He laid his head 
against the car window and closed his eyes. If Bruiser was listening, he 
didn’t let on. For McAllister, it was like Snark had taken him on this 
weird political journey of sorts, painting another picture of America he 
was trying to understand. It was like all the bits and pieces were finally 
falling together, but in a way he would have to think more about, to try 
and get clear in his mind. He had exited the Jersey Turnpike sometime 
back, wandering northwest through upstate New Jersey. Pretty soon 
they would be in the neighborhood. He sure hoped they could pull off 
the mission ahead.

}
 

The August sky remained gray, static, as if the weather was at rest 
for a day, before moving out to sea. The journey reached the border 
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junction of three states, New Jersey, New York, and Pennsylvania. At 
Port Jervis, the station wagon crossed the Delaware River into New York. 
At a turnout on the road, McAllister pulled over and stopped the car. 
Snark and Bruiser came alive. McAllister spread the map onto the hood 
of the car. The trio huddled together as McAllister pointed to a spot.

“I think we are here,” McAllister said. “We will head up this way to 
Highway 17, then out toward Monticello. At that point, I think we are 
close.”

“But hey, Mac, the town of Woodstock is further north up there,” 
Bruiser questioned, putting his finger to a place away from where 
McAllister had drawn his route.

“It’s not really at the town of Woodstock,” Snark corrected. “They 
had to move the site. I think Sean is right, it’s more like where he says.”

“That’s what I was told,” McAllister returned. “When we get up to 
Highway 17, we can stop and ask someone. They showed Highway 17 on 
the news the other night. The road was jammed with cars everywhere. 
Let’s go that direction for now, and see what happens.”

Their route picked up Highway 17 at a town called Wurstboro, 
turning due west toward Monticello. Closing in over a ridge on the 
highway, suddenly the traffic slowed to a crawl as if an accident was 
ahead. Then, along the shoulders of the highway, as well as the green 
median strip between them, appeared multitudes of parked vehicles 
stretching as far as the eyes could see. There must have been thousands 
of vehicles, most deserted and left behind. For a time, McAllister idled 
the car slowly ahead, bumper to bumper, excited by the incredible scene. 

Snark rolled down his window, asking someone how they could 
get to the site, how far away. It was still miles away they were told, and 
probably no chance they could get there going this direction. McAllister 
felt a sense of desperation, the nervous anticipation of missing out on 
something big. He pulled the car into an open spot on the median 
strip, checking his map. Then, turning the car back onto the highway, 
he headed back the way they had come.

“We’ve got to try another way.”
“Mac, I don’t think we can get there, man,” Bruiser worried. “This 

is unbelievable. I’ve never seen such a mess. What are we going to do?”
“I want to give it one more shot, Bruise,” McAllister answered. 

“We’ll circle back from the south. If we can’t get close from there,  
I guess we’re screwed.”
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As the travelers returned back by the route they had come, 
McAllister began to feel the anxiety and fatigue of a wasted trip. But 
they still had a little time, it was only pushing mid-afternoon. Driving 
all the way back to Port Jervis, he picked up a road that snaked along the 
Delaware River. There was very little traffic on this road, but the drive 
remained many miles south of their intended destination. Reaching 
another highway junction, they turned due north away from the river. 
The road would come out somewhere west of Monticello if they could 
possibly get that far. 

After another rush of anxious miles, the woodlands of the country 
pressed right to the side of the road. But looming in the distance before 
them, McAllister saw other vehicles halted on the highway, blocked 
by the blinking lights of a police car. His stomach sank. Slowing the 
car down, he pulled along the narrow gravel shoulder flanked by the 
trees. It was indeed a roadblock, about a half mile ahead. He could 
see the policeman standing by a stopped vehicle, a line of other cars 
behind. The station wagon idled as the men watched the first car 
back up, before turning around in their direction. It appeared to be a 
hopeless situation. McAllister moved the car slowly along the shoulder, 
expecting the worst. As the first car passed them by, he watched as the 
policeman repeated his movements with the next car in line.

Then something caught McAllister’s eye. Just ahead, a narrow dirt 
road fell off to the right, turning into the trees. Moving forward, he 
kept his eyes on the cop, watching as the officer continued to converse 
with the next car in line, his attention diverted. Reaching the dirt 
road, McAllister slowly bumped the station wagon down and into the 
trees. Snark and Bruiser became alert and silent in there seats. The car 
bounced into the woods, the road rutted, trees limbs scratching against 
the doors. The road dropped in elevation down to a small creek, before 
veering left along its banks. McAllister continued to follow along.

If the road ended anytime soon, there might be no way to turn 
around. He kept moving forward, everyone tensely silent but for the 
whacking of the brush against the car. At this point, McAllister had 
stopped hoping for getting to a concert. Instead, he began wishing for 
an open space where he could gratefully give up this adventure and still 
get home. But shortly, the trees began to give way to an open meadow, 
and he felt himself able to breath. The narrow road began to vanish 
into the field, which was pocked with large rocks half in the ground. 
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Taking one last shot, McAllister turned the car up the incline of the 
meadow. He careened the wagon slowly around and over the stones, 
trying to keep speed as the car climbed upward across the field. Finally, 
the car bounced over one last hump at the edge of the highway, the 
hood and front wheels of the vehicle nosing onto the asphalt.

McAllister looked left down along the road. Holy shit, they were 
behind the roadblock. He could see the cop at the roadblock, looking 
the other way. Quickly pressing down on the accelerator, the car jolted 
onto the pavement, before righting itself and speeding down the road. 
Snark let out a yell as he and Bruiser looked through the back window 
of the station wagon, watching the cop. McAllister peeked into the side 
view mirror as he floored the vehicle, trying to get away. As the car sped 
around a slight curve, they were out of sight. Still, he kept his foot on 
the pedal, moving fast. The road was empty, not a vehicle to be seen. 
The station wagon raced down the asphalt, as everyone looked behind. 
No one appeared to have seen them.

McAllister exhaled. “Fuckin A, man. I can’t believe it.” He looked 
over at Snark Rosenbloom. Snark appeared as if he was levitating in air, 
looking down on McAllister, wearing a wide-eyed grin.

“You did it, Sean. You got behind them. I told you we would make 
it. I knew we would. We’re going to fucking Woodstock.”

McAllister just smiled, shaking his head, the car flying further 
down the road. He couldn’t see Bruiser, but the Bruise was more than 
likely speechless again, a dumbfounded look upon his big round face. 
Then, McAllister felt the warm firm grasp of a large hand press upon 
his shoulder. It remained there for a moment, strong in its grip. “Fuck 
you, Mac,” a voice exclaimed. “Fuck you, you lucky son of a bitch.”

McAllister nodded up and down, full of affirmation. “I think we’re 
going to make it, Bruise. I think we are going to crash the show.”

}

Ramparts Magazine, that’s where McAllister had seen it a month or 
two before, a single column advertisement for the festival. Three Days 
of Peace and Music it read, with a lineup of bands and musicians it was 
difficult to believe could be in one place at any one time. 

But hell, the damn concert was somewhere in upstate New 
York. Meanwhile, he had been working five days a week doing road 
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construction. Every day was spent setting up and breaking down 
forms, pounding long rusty spikes with a sledgehammer, shoveling 
and spreading heavy concrete coming out of a chute. Every day his feet 
were chafed red from rubber boots heavy with mud, his hands nicked 
and bleeding, dry as a bone. So whenever Friday came, he did what 
he always did this time of year. He headed for the shore. He’d lie on 
a hot summer beach full of sand and sun, or body surf like an arrow 
through rolling Atlantic breakers. He’d hang with his buddies on warm 
delicious boardwalk nights, watch giggling exotic college girls walking 
by, a perfect elixir for the weekdays in between.

Still, as time went by, he’d begun to feel like he was missing 
something, something he wanted to be part of, feeling left behind. 
He had mentioned the concert, but nobody wanted to go. Nobody 
wanted to break the constant summer routine. As a result, his desire 
began to wane. He had given it up, letting the adventure fade from 
his mind.

Until he’d watched the news on television, seeing thousands and 
thousands right where he wanted to be, descending upon and becoming 
what he had so much wished to encounter. A hair went up his ass. In 
a last minute comeback, there’s always the Bruiser, the one guy who 
lacked any understanding of future orientation, the one guy who lived 
completely in the moment, if not by choice. In other words, the Bruise 
didn’t have any plans. And of course, the Snark, that hairy little Jewish 
political genius, with a photographic memory and no real friends. Well, 
Snark certainly had a friend now, McAllister agreed. Sometimes you 
just don’t know who they are until they are chosen, and McAllister was 
happy to oblige. If there is one thing instilled from his Irish mother, 
you’re loyal to those who are loyal to the cause. Today, the Snark was 
definitely in, and in tight.

Some miles ahead, the road was fully closed, but who the hell cared. 
Hundreds of cars and other modes of transportation were scattered 
everywhere along the roadway, or parked upon the adjoining stubbled 
hayfields that stretched beyond. The men parked the car in an open 
spot, got out and stretched. To the west lay another dirt road with open 
meadows on either side. Tents and makeshift camping areas spread into 
the distance. Snark found out quickly they still had a couple miles to 
go. But it would be an easy hike forward into the fading afternoon sky. 
The trio quickly figured what baggage they could carry, sleeping bags, 
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a ground cover, coats, some water, and a little bit of food. McAllister 
opened the spare tire compartment, fishing out a single bottle of wine 
and a small bag of pot that Snark had been able to provide. He locked 
the car and the pilgrimage began.

And such a strange pilgrimage it would become, a veritable city 
of hippies everywhere as they hiked on down the road. Men were 
laughing or yelling, selling pot, or asking for drugs and booze. Others 
simply hung around their campsites, intent with their own space and 
friends. There were vehicles of all shapes and creations, flying flags of 
peace. The scene looked like a refugee camp of thousands, scattered 
amidst the fields and pocketed groves of trees, everything outlined in 
shadowed form against the graying western sky.

Slowly, the campsites gave way to larger groups of people moving en 
masse one direction or another. In the distance, the tops of the speaker 
towers came into view. The men stopped for a moment, suddenly 
realizing they could lose each other in the swarming movement of the 
crowd. McAllister and Bruiser couldn’t stay all day Sunday. They would 
have to return for work. Should anyone get separated, they would meet 
at three o’clock the following afternoon, back at the car. Snark would 
be on his own if he didn’t show.

The mud grew softer, thick and heavy under their feet. Everyone 
had ankles and footwear splattered with its remains. The dusky sky 
hung on, the air cooling further as the evening grew close. Finally, they 
could see the reflected lights of the stage below, a hillside angling down 
in elevation. Over the bobbing heads of the crowd, one could catch 
glimpses of an expanse of humanity, spreading up from the stage like a 
wide sea of darkened forms. There would never be words to describe it. 
In this one single moment, Sean McAllister knew where he had come, 
seeing it with his own eyes. Woodstock.

Throughout their final approach, there had been no spoken 
announcements projecting from the stage, just the murmured hum of 
this human din, spiked by raised voices or cries in the sky. But then, the 
sound of several guitars began to tune, the occasional short rolls of a 
drummer, clear and distinct. 

Slightly down from the crest of the hill, they could go no further. 
Seeing a vacant spot of flattened grassy mud, they asked the surrounding 
people if things were okay to settle there. Sure, no problem. The men 
spread their ground covers and put down their gear. Behind the towered 
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speakers and lights of the stage, a thin slice of bluish sky wedged itself 
between the charcoal clouds and timbered distant hills to the west. 
Shortly, a loud amplified voice bellowed into the night. “Ladies and 
Gentlemen, please welcome, Canned Heat.” Like a sudden gust of wind 
bracing throughout the valley, an incredible aural roar spread across 
the outlined hills of southern New York, and electric music rocked the 
fading sky.  

Mountain, Grateful Dead, Credence Clearwater Revival, Janis 
Joplin, Sly and the Family Stone, The Who, all through the Saturday 
night. The bottle of wine, the pot, a trip to the sanitation cans ankle 
deep in muck. At times, people nodding off in restless moments during 
the early hours, as the music played on and on. Hours later, as the 
blackened sky gave way to the soft pale of a Sunday morning, a new 
dawn beginning to rise, Gracie Slick and the Jefferson Airplane.

They couldn’t stay. The final scheduled acts would not begin until 
late on Sunday. The men made the long hike out, before driving down 
through the Delaware River Gap, south toward home.

Monday came early, to another day of work clothes and muddy 
boots, the smell and smoke of diesel trucks, the idle push of road 
graders, the pounding of sledgehammers in a labored August morning. 
Unbeknownst to Sean McAllister, several hundred miles away, in the 
discarded hills and dairy farms of where he had been, the searing 
screams of a black man’s guitar bombed through the air. It was to 
become a foreboding national anthem of protest and change for 
America, falling not only upon the remaining concert goers’ ears. The 
anthem spread out across the hills of Bethel, New York, and further 
across the breadth of an American nation. A Woodstock Nation, its 
history complete.



CHAPTER three

BA

RUNNIN’ BLUE
Los Angeles, California / 1968 -1969

Jack Gruden hesitated before shutting off the engine to the car. 
He hoped it would start quickly the next time he turned the key. The 
starter bushings were worn. There was a chance the engine might not 
turn over right away, which would not be good today. Shifting his large 
frame in the driver’s seat, he began to wait. His bushy reddish-blonde 
hair was tied back in a pony tail, his broad shoulders resting heavily 
against the front seat, his powerful legs cramped to the floorboard. Jack 
Gruden felt the obvious anxiety of his current mission, but there was 
no other recourse. It was something he had to do.

The early morning sun was low in the sky, its light shining through 
the gaps in the downtown buildings. Yet, the center city of Los Angeles 
was clearly awake, beginning another day of clamor in the daily drama 
of Southern California. Looking through the windshield, there was 
not a green growing thing in sight, only paved streets, parking meters, 
sidewalks, stucco glazed structures, all metal and glass. Downtown 
Los Angeles was modern man’s testament to his triumph over nature, 
his control over the ground below. Jack Gruden was certain he would 
never return here, to this amplified volume of a city. One day he would 
seek a place where the land could breathe. It would not be today. But 
sometime in the future there would come a chance for his escape, away 
from this cement-hard reality he had lived most of his life.
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Jack Gruden was taking steps, one at a time. With only a few more 
months of school at Cal Poly in San Luis Obispo, an animal husbandry 
degree in hand, he could begin to work his way out. Jack enjoyed working 
with animals and livestock. He was at his most comfortable with them, 
learning how to tend to their needs for nutrition, medication, and 
care. They allowed him a quiet communication and sense of control 
he didn’t have with the others, the human kind. The life of people had 
always been a harder thing, a struggle he was challenged to endure. 
It was a rigorous responsibility put upon him, without the necessary 
tools to fix.

Jack Gruden could fix about anything. That is, just about anything 
that couldn’t speak or find a way to hurt your feelings. His difficulties 
had started early, by a circumstance he could not control, the sudden 
death of his father. Jack had been six years old when the family tragedy 
struck. A terrible accident the electric company had reported, the 
power lines were supposed to have been shut down of current, but 
they weren’t. In seconds, a man was left lifeless by this simple mistake. 
So simple, that the electrical problem could be easily repaired, the 
power turned on again. But for a small two-bedroom bungalow in the 
Gardena section of Los Angeles, the consequences were eternal. Forever 
is a long time, as long as memory allows it to last. Left behind was a 
working mother with two young boys, amid the painful loss of a man 
they would never see again. Jack Gruden had learned an early lesson in 
life. Things that appear simple are not often as they seem.

The stutter, the speech impediment as the doctor kindly gave it 
definition, took hold shortly thereafter. As hard as he tried, Jack Gruden 
could not spit them out. The words stuck, they fluttered, pounding 
against him time and again. Finally, he would push them through, but 
the damage was done. The results were understandable, the teasing, the 
embarrassment. He became a quiet child. 

Fortunately for Jack, he had grown big and strong, imposing in his 
presence. At least his size was something to manage the consequences. 
He accepted becoming the big strong silent type, although he desired 
to say so much more. It was easier to stay mum, to learn and engage 
in things that did not require human interaction, to avoid the troubles 
his disability ordered upon him. The unspoken activities of mechanics 
and machines were a sanctuary, as well as surfing the constant waves of 
the Pacific Ocean. These were activities that did not oblige the dictates 
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of conversation. And now, in college, he had found the lives of animals. 
They were carnal beings who could hear his broken words without 
judgment or some patient kind of sympathy. These near speechless 
vocations became his forte.

The wait was getting longer. Jack felt the outcome might not be as 
planned. His brother, Derrick Gruden, was somewhere upstairs in the 
building across the street. When Derrick returned to the car, Jack would 
drive them back to the house in Hermosa Beach. There, another car 
would be packed and ready. They would say their good-byes. Derrick 
would drive away to Toronto, Canada and a future unknown. That was 
the plan.

Still, today’s outcome would be whatever it would be. Some things 
in life were not Jack’s to decide. Even if he could speak to those things 
with an articulate eloquence, people would not understand. Derrick 
was his older brother, the daring and extravagant force that lived within 
him all the time. Derrick had been his childhood protector, the voice 
in his world of reluctance, his leader in times of crisis and personal 
decision, speaking the words that Jack could never convey. 

Derrick had taken over the reins early on, stepping into the void 
when a family shattered by his father’s death could have careened off the 
rails. Derrick had assumed the mantle, in ways even their mother could 
not foresee. He became the captain of the Gruden ship, and he steered 
it with words of direction and assurance both Jack and his mother were 
willing to accept. Desperation has a way of creating trust, an emotional 
loyalty, whether for good or bad, right or ill. In desperation, there is 
no analysis, no weighing of the pro or con. It becomes a patriotism of 
survival impossible to explain.

So you sit in a car, parked on the street across from the Los Angeles 
Army Induction Center, and you wait. You prepare for an unknown 
outcome. Derrick Gruden was joining the United States military this 
very morning, although it would not be for long. Whether it was today, 
or tomorrow, or the first opportunity, Derrick would go AWOL, away 
without leave. That was a fact. Derrick had not registered for the draft. 
When the Feds finally began to get close, he went to an attorney to 
discuss his options. Surprisingly, the attorney said the penalties for not 
registering were more serious than desertion from the army, but who 
would have thought. Consequently, somewhere in that building across 
the street, Derrick Gruden was stepping forward and taking an oath:
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“I, Derrick James Gruden, do solemnly swear, that I will 
support and defend the Constitution of the United States against 
all enemies, foreign and domestic; that I will bear true faith and 
allegiance to the same; and that I will obey the orders of the Presi-
dent of the United States and the orders of the officers appointed 
over me, according to regulations and the Uniform Code of Mili-
tary Justice. So help me God.”

As far as Derrick Gruden was concerned, not a word of it was true, 
unless perchance God had something to say about it. And God wasn’t 
talking. Following the oath, Derrick would look to escape from the 
line of men, ditch the building and jump in the car. Within hours they 
would be on the road to Canada.

The word ‘they’ did not include Jack Gruden. For sitting beside 
him in the front seat of the car, a beautiful young girl waited quietly, 
a two-month-old child held sleeping in her arms. Darla was the girl’s 
first name. Jack Gruden didn’t even know her last. Glancing at her, she 
seemed encased in a fathomless innocence that bore no comprehension 
of the circumstances that might be upon her. But Jack did not question 
her presence. Surely, Derrick could have left her and the baby at the 
house in Hermosa. But Derrick always had a reason for things, often 
unknown to Jack. 

Jack did know that Darla was a Canadian. She had a dual citizenship, 
and it would make a difference when it came time to cross. She was less 
than a year out of high school, and now the young mother of his brother’s 
child. Darla had moved into the Hermosa house to have the baby. Other 
people lived there as well, others that Derrick had found or recruited to 
join him in living together. Derrick had given the house a name, a funny 
name that Jack couldn’t remember, but it was some kind of extended 
family, with Derrick as its leader. But Derrick, Darla, and their baby 
daughter, Jessica, would now be leaving, perhaps never to return.

Moments later, a young man, his long red hair catching the glint 
of the morning sun, stepped quickly out of the building. Catching 
sight of the car, he headed briskly into the street. Jack turned the key, 
feeling relief as the car roared to a start. Derrick Gruden threw open the 
back door, sliding inside, laying down on the floor boards out of sight. 
Jack quickly pulled the car into the traffic of a Los Angeles morning, 
motoring away.
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}

Derrick Gruden’s escape to Canada did not last long. Living a long 
frozen winter by a lake north of Toronto was not how Derrick Gruden 
saw his life becoming. By the following spring of 1969, the family 
slipped back into the United States. Jack Gruden finished school in 
San Luis Obispo. Through friends, Derrick and Jack found an old farm 
property in the coastal hills above Santa Cruz, California. The brothers 
changed their last name to Mulcahey, arranging a new identity. They 
started a garden and landscaping business in the local area. And Darla, 
pretending that her husband was missing, began to receive welfare 
from the state for her and the child.

For public consumption, Derrick James Gruden no longer existed. 
But Derrick Mulcahey would not hide away. He was accustomed to 
being a leader, of directing things the way he liked them to be. The 
family would build a self-sustaining farm under his tutelage. Jack would 
procure the animals and supplies, as well as fix the vehicles. He would 
become the family front man for whatever needed to be done. Much 
like the house in Hermosa Beach, others could come and stay, helping 
to work the land. Derrick gave the farm a name, Shamrock Ridge. 

Derrick Mulcahey exhibited a confidence born out of tragedy, the 
demands of a childhood survival. The circumstances had brewed a 
fierce element of anger and resentment in Derrick, at a world that had 
taken his father so long ago. But Derrick had learned how to hold those 
feelings close to the vest. They would become a power he could use over 
others when necessity might demand. A power and influence both his 
brother, Jack, and his young wife Darla had come to know too well. 
One did not cross Derrick Mulcahey without a response.

The US government was another matter. They had a hammer 
Derrick Mulcahey did not possess. For Derrick, this called for a 
different type of survival, the cleverness of a fox. The FBI was out there 
somewhere. They might be clumsy, but not to be underestimated. 
Derrick Mulcahey was not a fool. He kept his own counsel, and his 
eyes peeled.




