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Introduction

The last thing Louis Colantuono expected to do was write books. On the surface of it, he would seem
to be eminently unsuitable for such a task. Until just a few years ago he was an all but illiterate trucker
and carpenter who had run away from home in his mid-teens, wandered up to Alaska, where he and some
Aleut Indian youngsters operated a salmon fishing boat for a season, then started driving trucks on the
American West Coast, with time off to hit the rodeo circuit and do some dirt track auto racing, until his
career was interrupted by seven years of imprisonment for loving a boy. Out at last, he married, set up a
small carpentry shop in the greater Los Angeles area for neighborhood street kids and simultaneously
built a prosperous private trucking business until, once again, he was jailed for sexual contact with boys.
He is still in prison.

With only the hostility of fellow inmates (inevitably egged on by prison guards) to spell his boredom,
Colantuono decided this time to teach himself to write. Until then he could put down on paper little more
than his own name. (He is severely dyslexic.) Now he covered all the keys of a typewriter with adhesive
tape and learned the touch system. Soon he was typing short stories, then recording in massive detail all
he remembered of his life in freedom.

His autobiography fills three volumes, The Trucker and the Teens being the last. Each runs to about
800 typescript pages. The manuscripts are peppered with “errors” — in spelling, punctuation, syntax — but
one quickly realizes that this is an aural rendering of deeply felt experience for which the written word is
just an awkward intermediary. In preparing this book we have made the obvious corrections but kept
editing to a minimum. It is important that Colantuono's voice not come through filtered — or enhanced like
a “new” Caruso recording. For a highly individual voice it is, one which owes nothing to letters or to
religion or to psychology. For his life as well as his writing, as a poor, small, dyslexic, Jewish
paedophile, he had no models; he had to create his own textbook.

What Colantuono has in abundance, and what many a trained writer can envy, is an inborn capacity to
remember in astonishing detail incidents and especially conversations he had with the boys he loved. He
is also disarmingly candid. There are times when he may appear to tell us too often about his own loving
nature, (unforgivable in an Anglo-Saxon culture!); occasionally it seems the kids talk too much about their
Louie, how wonderful they think he is and his volcanic sexual appetite. But Colantuono counters:

“I was not trying to praise myself. I was trying to show the boys in the actual way they thought of me
and the actual way they talked about me behind my back with each other.... After all the hours, days and
weeks in a truck a lot of conversation comes out. A boy is giggling on the front seat next to me telling me
what another one of my friends has told him and stuff like that.... Most boys will not talk directly to you
about their feelings unless it's a real emotional moment for them, and then their love for you overwhelms
you like a giant tidal wave.”

This book covers roughly the first half of the time he spent in freedom between his two imprisonments.
We will publish Volume Two within the year.



1. ANew Beginning

I got out of prison on October 15, 1969. I was washing the sea salt out of my old rusty pickup truck in
my driveway. We lived in a triangle of streets that faced a park next to the ocean.

I'd spent over seven years of my life in prison for fondling and “oral copulation” with a thirteen-year-
old boy named Danny. I loved Danny. I was sent to Atascadero State Hospital where I was only
supposed to do a short time because I had pleaded guilty so that the boy would not have to be hurt forever
by taking the stand to testify against me.

“Do you really know what you did to that poor, young, innocent child?” they asked me at the hospital.

“Yes. Iloved himin a way that was great for both of us,” I told them.

“You're the man who damaged and hurt him for the rest of his life!” they told me. “Now can you see
what kind of scum you really are?” They smiled as they strapped the bio-feedback device on my wrists.

“We are here to cure you of your sickness that makes you think you loved this boy.”

I was deeply hurt. How could I hurt a boy that I was really in love with? I didn't do anything wrong. 1
didn't hurt him. He was the one who was holding the back of my head as he thrust lightly with his hips,
pushing himself all of the way in against the roll of my tongue. So how did I hurt him?

After years of prison and mind-boggling bullshit no one could tell me how I hurt him except in some
sort of fantasy type situation — their fantasy, not mine. After they found I was incurable they sent me to the
state prison, and there I stayed until October, '69.

After a whirlwind of dating fifteen women I'd found one who was tolerant and understanding. I moved
in with her. My parole officer started telling her about my bust for “child molestation”. Danny was
already so much bigger than I am that I could not even wear his clothes. He was blond; he was beautiful;
he was loving. I was 23 when I was arrested, and turned 31 two weeks before I was paroled.

So there I was washing my pickup not long after I moved in with my girl when this darling boy rode up
on his bicycle. He just sat there on the sidewalk and looked at me for a while and then rode away. 1
rolled up the garden hose, took it into the garage which had also become my workshop — my first very
own shop.

Late the following Friday afternoon I was struggling to get my camper up onto the bed of my freshly
washed truck. The jacks were giving trouble. I was running back and forth around the truck to lower
them evenly, one after the other, when this boy pulled up on his bicycle again.

“Mister, can I help you get the other jack?” he said.

I was sacred to death. My parole was only days from ending. My marriage was only weeks away, and
here was this boy with his cute smile, his over-willingness to help me. What should I do? Could I say go
away you little fucker, my whole life was ruined by your type of boy? Could I even utter a word that
would chase him off? Should I just let him help me, give him a quarter for his help without becoming
involved in his life, his needs, his wants? If I spoke one word to this boy it would seal our blossoming
friendship, and then it would go farther like it always had in the years before my imprisonment.

“Louie,” my soon-to-be said to me, “this little boy is talking to you. You do need help with that old
camper jack, so let him help you.”

“Oh, I'm sorry,” I lied. “Yes, you can help — just crank that corner down slowly so I can follow your
lead.” (I would follow him any place.)



The big overhead camper that my father had given me settled heavily into the bed of the three-quarter
ton. The boy followed me around to help me set the camper bolts, the turnbuckles, always accidentally
getting his hands in the way of mine, until at last the camper was in place.

“My name's Randy. I'm twelve years old. I stop by here all the time to watch you working in your
shop.”

“That's funny,” I lied, “I haven't noticed your watching me before. I'm Louie. I'm thirty-one.”

“What did you have to put your camper on your truck for? Are you going to move out again?”

“No. I just want to get away for the weekend and do some fishing. I haven't fished for over seven
years.” I smiled at him. “I'm going to sleep over at the lake tonight so as to get up early and catch the big
ones.”

“I'll bet you do catch the big ones. Is your wife coming with you?”

“No... I'mthe only one who likes to fish.”

“I like to fish. You're going by yourself in that big camper to camp by the lake. Wow!”

“That's what 1 said,” I told him. He followed me into our house. He started begging me to come
along.

“What's wrong with you, Louie,” my lady said to me. “I don't see any harm in you taking that boy
fishing.” Before I could answer her Randy ran out of the house and was back without his bike but with a
small bundle of clothes. These he put on the front seat of the truck.

“I'm ready to go when you are,” he said with a grin.

Up at the lake I made the dining area into a bed for him. I like to sleep in the penthouse — that nice, big
comfortable bed over the cab. I was up there reading Mary Renault's The Last of the Wine, — where the
man feels the hem of the boy's tunic touching a little more of the boy than the cloth — when the boy popped
his head under the curtain and said, “Can I sleep up here with you? It's sort of scary down here by
myself.”

“Sure, Randy. Come on up.”

He wasted no time climbing into the penthouse. He was taken back a little when he lifted the coverlet
to slip under it. “Do you always sleep with nothing on?” he said looking at me with a big smile.

“All of the time. It's supposed to be healthy to sleep without body restrictions like unders and shirts.”

“Really?” He stopped peeking at me, sat up to pull the T- shirt over his head then slipped down under
the covers to wiggle out of his shorts, leaving a funny little lump of a hard cock pushed up under the light
coverlet.

“Hm... what's this?” Iteased. I patted my hand over the blanket to smooth it out over the lump.

“I don't know what it is,” Randy said. “I think you'd better feel underneath and find out.”

By this time I'd surged hard myself. He rubbed his hand over the lump on my side of the blanket, then
slipped his hand underneath to see what was making it. Without hardly an introduction we had our hands
on each other's lumps.

I was solidly content to let it go only this far, deathly afraid to let it go farther than the casual hand I had
put on this boy's hard, bare cock. But he made all of the first moves, like now when he squeezed his
fingers around what his palm had been lying flat on before, his eyes on mine, his smile all for me, like a
challenge, daring me to wrap my fingers around his thing, too.

“Can you shut off the lights?” he asked.

I did.

I followed Randy's lead. We cuddled together in the darkness, with him kissing and nipping on me. I
couldn't believe my luck. Was this really happening to me — my first real boy sex since I'd been out of the
slammer? My first same-sex sex was with a very nice elevator operator in my hotel room; he was



seventeen. Just a quickly-over thing so he could have his money to date with in the middle of the week.
He sucked me, I did his bottom, and then he was upset because he shot off when I was on him. He had
never shot off that way before! Now I was praying hard that this could go on forever.

“Randy, can I suck your front?”

“Sure.” Said with husky enthusiasm. “I like my front sucked real long.”

I slipped down until my feet touched the other camper wall.

My lips must have been lower than I thought they were; as they brushed past what had raised the lump
in the coverlet they were met with an assent by the boy's hips.

Eight years of hungering, dreaming, wishing, hoping for the taste of a boy in my mouth. Eight years of
not knowing if I would survive, live or ever love again with a boy. Eight years of a living death, a horror,
a terror, a nightmare that didn't want to end, just for going almost as far as I was going with Randy now.

Randy pushed up as high as he could arch up, legs tense, his body, his pelvis stiff-ridged — and then he
climaxed. He thrilled my entire being, vanishing all my fears with the taste of his orgasm. But Randy was
just warming up. He pulled my head tightly against himself to make sure I would get the last drop out of
him. Then he tugged and pulled on me to get me level with his mouth to kiss me. After our kiss he
slipped his head under the coverlet.

“Going down...,” he called — I had told him about the elevator operator and he was teasing. “Third
floor, everybody on...” And he sucked my hard on into his mouth.

Randy would not talk about sex after it was over, so I didn't find out if he really enjoyed what had
happened between us or what he had in mind. I did all of the talking, there in the dark, with only an
imagined smile coming from him in my mind's eye.

The alarm blasted off at five. We got up, dressed, got our poles ready, then went down to the lake's
bank to fish. Randy got the first nibble.

“Let that fish tug again, son,” I told him when I saw he was going to jerk the pole. “Now just reel it in
steady.” He did. He got a nice rainbow trout.

He was so excited. He danced all over the bank because this was his first fish. The first fish he had
ever caught all by himself in his life. We lay under the shade of a tree when the sun got higher, still within
tending distance of our poles. There were no other campers there, no fishermen, no boats. I pulled off my
shirt as it warmed up. Randy did the same. He then climbed the tree I was leaning against, hanging down
in front of me by his knees.

“Did you like what we did last night?” I asked my possum-playing friend.

“You know, I can hang upside-down like this for hours at a time. Do you like to hang upside-down,
Louie?”

“No, I get dizzy hanging upside-down. I really like how you say "Third floor'. Can't you just tell me a
little of what you think about us?”

“No,” Randy said. “You're not supposed to talk about things like that. You just do them in the dark.

Then you enjoy remembering what you've done, is all.” He dropped down to his feet from his branch,
then went to see if he had to put more bait on his hook.

I watched him. His every move was a thrill to me. His hay-colored hair was unruly so it wouldn't stay
out of his eyes one second after he'd combed it away. Randy was a pale boy with a wiry body. He wasn't
pretty until he smiled; his body also picked up his smile and gave it, even with clothes on, a hint of
excitement, mystery. After our loving I thought this stance was suggestive, even encouraging.

“What are you looking at, Lou?”

“At someone who made me very happy last night,” I told him truthfully. “I wish today could go on
forever.”



“That would be a bummer. Then we couldn't have another night together.” Now he remembered he
was not supposed to talk about it (sex), so he came over and lay down with his head in my lap and smiled
up at me while I smiled down at him.

After lunch he continued to sit at the dinette. He would not lay up in the penthouse with me because sex
was something people should only do in the dark of night. He told me a lot about his friends, their games,
their ideas on morals. And this is why he was timid until dark, when he was transformed into a bundle of
affection.

“Randy, you're a real Dr. Prude and Mr. Sexy,” I teased. “Heck, I can run out that door plain naked and
even play naked under our tree down by the lake, as deserted as this place is now, in broad day daylight.”

“I dare you to,” he smiled. “What else can you do?”

“Hang you by your knees on that branch you were hanging upside-down from to suck you off while
you're hanging there. What do you think of that?”

“I don't think you could do that for me,” he said in a dare sort of way. “Besides I'd get my legs all
scratched up from the tree bark.”

“Not if I put a towel over the branch before I put you upside-down in the tree.” He wouldn't follow me
out, even if I was naked, until just as it was getting dark. We ran the twenty yards to the tree. I placed the
towel over the branch that was less than a foot higher off the ground than I stand. I could not talk him out
of his underpants, because he had in mind to pull them up a little after he was hanging upside-down. With
me being raw he had no problems where he wanted to put his own mouth.

When I helped him down Randy told me I was one of the strangest people he'd ever known. He also
wanted to try anything else I could think of that could be a first for him. We did quite a few different
things before he asked me to take his bottom, right there on the grass under our tree. I did. We ran to the
camper naked, with Randy wearing his unders over his head looking out through the leg holes... the pants-
masked streaker.

I spent two unforgettable days like this on the lake, three unforgettable nights with Randy, and an
unforgettable morning before we pulled out to return home, because I got Randy to have sex with me in
broad daylight to show him that sex can be even more exciting at times, was even more wonderful, when
you could see the other's reaction as well as feel how much he liked what you were doing with him.

From then on Randy, to my delight, was over every day. He followed me around for three weeks,
having sex in my shop with me when we could get away with it. Then one day he did not come to the
shop as he said he would the night before. My wife told me that evening he'd come by to tell me his
mother was getting married and they were moving that very same day to another city in another state. He
was sorry but he could never see me again.

I rushed to the furnished apartment they'd rented and found it already deserted. I was stunned and hurt.

I felt like I might have done something wrong to him. But I knew in my heart that we had only done what
he wished to do. Randy wanted to grow, to learn to be the master of his fate, his education and his life.

2. Our New Move

I worked my buns off in my little shop until I found that if we moved I could have a legal shop in a
business area. I could rent or lease with an option to buy.
This was the burn-out of the free-love hippy culture years, the end of the area I was imprisoned through.



The end of the age of permissiveness and human freedom — which always means the beginning of a new
moralism, new suppression.

What I saw when I looked around me that Sunday was an apartment complex, not the low income
housing project it turned out to be. There was a field about the size of a half of a city block between my
house and my shop. We moved there February First, 1970.

Ten is the age of manhood in all of the natural cultures. I personally feel that ten is the right age for the
little people to know what they want in life. I call anyone who is over nine a teen. There are tenteens,
eleventeens, twelveteens, etc. Quite a few tenteens, more eleventeens and almost all of the twelveteens
are developed in their sexual awareness. They practice masturbation and spend a lot of time loving it up
with their friends and even actively looking for adults to love with them.

Twelveteens are the most adventurous; it's the freest age. They play hard, work hard and they will fight
to hurt one another for little or no reason if they are not already in love with a person forever. I like
twelveteens because they are almost as tall as I am, or sometimes, to my delight, taller than I am.

I will take in any loving boy. Or, if he is trying to learn to be a loving boy — swell. Once loved,
always loved is my motto. I will always try to be here when my boys need me.

Gabe and his gang and Fernando and his gang were the first boys I met while I was trying to move my
stuff into my new shop. I found out my field was their battlefield. I cannot stand violence or useless
mayhem on peers — or on anyone else for that matter. There is too much violence in this world and not
enough love.

I had put my camper in the driveway at the new house. On my second trip hauling shop stuff with my
pick-up truck I pulled in to the field to unload it into the back door of my shop when I saw 16 boys lined
up to fight. Before I could stop them five were hurt.

I took those five into my shop, after confiscating the knives of the three smaller ones. When it comes to
boys like this I can bad-ass my way through in conversation (I was raised in L.A.) but the truth is I cannot
hold my own against an eight-year-old if it comes to a fight.

“You fucking punks just sit there,” I told them. “There is no fighting in this shop and no more fighting in
my field.”

“What makes you think you own the fucking field?” one of the boys with a cut on his arm asked me.

“It belongs to me with the rest of the property. You can play there as long as you play peacefully. I will
not tolerate gang wars.” I used peroxide on all the cuts, taped them up with butterflies. I wet glue rags
and stuck them on the backs of the necks of the two whose noses I'd shoved cotton up because they were
bleeding. They griped, bitched and cussed every minute I was trying to help them.

One eel-like boy screamed at a bigger kid, “Next time, Fernando, we will kill your fuckin' asses! You
fuckers jumped us two to one.”

“We only outnumbered you by two, shit-head,” said Fernando. “You call us names when we are all
there. You should of called the names when you were all there, too, you butt-fucked punk!”

The eel-like boy jumped up. I pushed him back onto his seat. “I told you to shut up and stay there.”

They all gave me wrong phone numbers to call when I tried to get someone to take them to a doctor.
They laughed and cut up after the third try, so I pushed the two bigger boys out the front door and the three
smaller ones out the back door. I just hoped they wouldn't meet each other right away.

Fernando saw his gang-member across the street where the rest of his gang was standing around
waiting, then came back.

“Thanks for fixing my cheek,” he said. “Do you think it will leave a bad scar?”

I do not have to look for boys to love. They seem to always find me. They have many ways of doing
this. Like now.



“It won't scar if you see a doctor.”

“It's a half a day at emergency to see a doctor in this town. Besides, we take care of each other.”

“I wouldn't say you do such a good job of taking care of each other. Just think if you were really taking
care of each other — by trying to see that your friends were not hurt — how much nicer that would be for
you all.”

“They called us names!”

“Just names? I heard you use some pretty choice names for them, too, Fernando. Are names reasons to
use knives, chains or rocks slammed into heads to even things up?”

He thanked me for helping him and his gang-member again, then left to join his gang; they all walked
him home. I saw a soft spot in Fernando's coming back to thank me.

Then I heard someone outside the other door.

“Hey mon,” this husky young Mexican boy said into the door, “I come for the knives you take from my
boys.”

“You can't have them. They're illegal and dangerous.”

“Yeah, mon, to anyone who fucks with the Negra Mortas they are that! I almost cut the hearts out of
those Lobos, huh?”

“You almost got killed by those Lobos. You were lucky I was here to stop the fight... the last fight in my
field.” Ismiled. “Right?”

“Where else we got to fight, mon?”

“At the boys' club or a gym, taking boxing lessons where you can use judgment to defend yourself
instead of attacking others.”

“Shit, mon, this is the barrio. We have no moneys for clubs or gyms.” He glared at me. “We have to
protect our turf. Those knives you steal cost fifteen dollars each and I want them back, you puto!”

“Es tu el puto. Esta grochino nino tu.”

He stepped back until he was against my pick-up's tailgate. He didn't expect me to understand Spanish
which I do a little — the cuss words mostly.

“We see about my knives later, gringo.” He turned to walk away while I hollered after him his knives
were mine because I took then away and that was the law of the barrio.

I was away making another trip with more stuff when Fernando came by again. He read the note I'd left
on the door and waited for my return. He wanted me to retape his cheek for him. I was happy to do this.

He wanted to know if I would sell him the switch blades I'd taken. “You know Gabe will get even with
you for keeping his boys' knives,” he told me.

“Is Gabe the heavy-set boy who says 'hey mon'?”

“Oh, I guess he's already talked to you with his phoney Mexican accent. We have southers on our side,
but we do not all run around talking like them.”

“I hope you will both try to remember that I just wish to be a friend to all of your boys. I do not like
violence or see boys trying to hurt each other in my field and I hope you can understand that.”

He looked at me a long minute; then he sat on a clear bench and watched me carry in tools and other
stuff I needed to set up my shop. An hour later he left, after mumbling a short adios.

A full week passed with no problems. I was still bringing in stuff to sort, cleaning and getting my shop
ready, when I saw this boy standing against the sunlight in the doorway. I thought it was a gang boy until
he talked.

“Do you have a part-time job I can do?” When he realized I couldn't see who he was he edged in
slowly.

What I saw then was a very cute boy. He told me his name was Phillip, he was not a gang member, he



was just a loner and did his own thing. There was always a twinkle of humor or a continuous joke
running through his mind.

“The only job I have is about two hours on Saturdays cleaning up this shop. It pays about four dollars.”

Phil told me, while he helped me put things away, how he had to fight the gangs in order to keep his
individuality. He said they were always butt-fucking the little boys in the carports and garages and I saw
he got hard just telling me about it.

Fernando came over with two of his boys. He'd come by to show me his cut was healed to a narrow,
thin scab. He and his friends were friendly to Phil. They sat down and told me the latest rumor: Gabe
was still going to get even with me.

After the boys left I was having a problem holding a board I was trying to nail because I didn't have any
vises or a stop on the new workbench I was making. I called over an eight-year-old boy called Carlo
who was quietly playing with his friend in the field by the shop. The other boy, who was seven, blond-
haired and blue-eyed, followed him in. They knew from past experience that helping me was rewarded
with a candy bar.

Sunday morning Phil showed. He sat down just to be there and started to put my books and shop
magazines on the book case. He finally got interested in Boys' Life and other mags I had with pictures of
Scouts doing things.

“Louie, how come you have books like this? Do you have teenaged kids or something?”

“I like certain boy events, so I get the mags so I can see about them.”

“What kind of boy events? Can you show me?” When I showed him what I liked in the mags he was
really vocal about it. “You don't like those events, Louie. You like the boys!” He pointed out a little
ride-up in one of the swimmers' suits, and a little bigger bulge in the front of another's swim suit. He
leaned back to show me the pictures of the boys in the events I told him I liked, brushing his shoulder into
my not-too-soft front when he did it.

“Yes,” I said, smiling fondly at one of my favorite pictures, “I have a special thing for liking boys.”

Phil started telling me again, with his shoulder still pressed against my hard spot how he walked by the
garages. This time he was very descriptive about what he saw the gang boys doing to other boys and each
other. His smile got bigger and bigger as I got harder and harder, until he said something I figured I wasn't
hearing right. I asked him to repeat what he was saying.

“What, about my not minding if you fucked my butt?” He smiled. “But I sure would not let anyone fuck
my butt if they was trying to fuck me by force like they do to that little blond kid there. He's seven. His
name's Gil. He's a blond-haired, blue-eyed Mexican boy with white skin. He's a nice kid, but he's not
liked by the whites or the Mexican kids because he's a white Mexican. So they all bone him.” He leaned
his shoulder harder into my hard. He smiled up at me over his shoulder. “I will lock the front door if you
lock the back door, Lou.”

He rushed to lock the front door, then went over to the couch and spread a furniture pad over it and was
half-undressed before I got the back door closed.

“How do you want me, Lou? Face down, on my side or on my back? I like it best when I'm on my
side,so when I pull off a man don't get so far in me it hurts.”

“You like men to do you, Phillip?”

“I sure do.” He smiled when I dropped my one-piece coverall to show him an all-bare me. “Gosh... I
bet mine's bigger than yours, Lou. You better fuck me face-down to get all of that in me.” He pulled
down his underpants to show me he was bigger.

“Size isn't everything; it's all in how the size is used. You can hurt a person with a small one as well as
a big one, but let me do you on your side so I can pull you off.”



“Wow! If you do that you will be the first man who ever did that for me.”

When we were finished he slowly dressed. “You know, Lou...”

“Sure, I know Lou,” I teased. We laughed.

“You sure know a lot about boys. I didn't know boys could be sucked, too. Ialways thought that was a
joke.”

“If it was a joke, Phillip, I would find that the joke was on me, huh?”

“Yes... such a wonderful-feeling joke, too.”

It was a wonderful hour I spent with this big boy, who had a dimpleless smile, all mouth, just showing a
couple of his bottom teeth, his fine body-hair already looking like he was growing a fine fur coat — but he
was very gentle and easy to get along with.

Gabe came to demand his knives again the following Saturday, with all of his gang giving me my final
warning to return them or else. When Gabe saw Phil working for me he went into a rage. He took the
stiletto he's been waving at me and ran over to my old pick-up truck and cut two of the fresh recapped
tires.

“What are you going to do about this, you no-good fucking queer gringo bastard?” he yelled. “Now
watch how good I cut the other two tires for you.”

I went right after the punkish ganger, right into the street. I took his knife away from him, got him by the
ear and with a straight-clawed framing hammer kept the rest of them so convinced I was gong to use it
they didn't try to rescue their leader. Then I took Gabe into the shop where he stood there spitting and
cussing,

“Phil,” I said, “hold this fucker's other ear for me while I call the police to get rid of the neighborhood
troublemaker.”

“Shit, just throw him back onto the street where Nando and his gang can get him without his knife,”
Phillip said. “They'll kill the punk. That will stop him cutting your truck tires.”

I closed the doors. Gabe's gang threw rocks against the side of the shop. I told Phillip to let go of
Gabe's ear.

“You patty cock-sucking bastard, you ever hold my ear again and I'll cut you deep,” he told Phillip.

Phillip grabbed his ear again while I picked up the phone. “Are you calling the cops?”
“That's right,” Phillip told him. (Actually I was dialing the time.) “What do you expect him to do?
This time you will stay in juvie a long time and become a real big bad ass there when they butt-fuck your

sweet chubby little ass again like they did to you last time. Right, Gabe?”

I hung up after finding out it was one twenty-six and thirty-five seconds. Gabe was crying. 1 guess
Phil's reminder was effective.

“Oh, look at how nice Gabe is crying for you, Louie,” Phillip teased, “to show you how sorry he is.”

“I know how sorry he is. I have never seen anyone as sorry as he is outside of the prison I was in,” I
said, hoping to gain a little respect. “Gabe will work here in this shop until he pays back every dollar
those tires cost me.”

“Alright,” Gabe said. “I will work in this shop if you give me back my knife.”

“I'll give you back your knife the day you have my tires paid for,” I told him. “You can work here for
me or you can go find your own job. Idon't care, just so I get paid.”

Gabe walked out of the shop when he agreed to pay for the tires. As soon as his foot hit the sidewalk
he started yelling at me:

“Fuck you, esta puta. Tu comida me vetiga grocina. You can keep my fuckin' knife. That's payment
enough for your fuckin' tires...” — He smiled at his gang boys; they closed protectively around him. —



“...mon!”

3. Disaster

Gabe's father was waiting for him in the field. His little brother saw what happened and went to get his
father because he was afraid I was going to hurt him. Juan, the father, saw the slashed tires. He heard the
abuse his son hurled at me. He'd also been standing outside the window listening to find out if his son
was really getting hurt by me. Now he took charge of Gabe. A few minutes later the little brother came
screaming out the door of their home that his father was killing his brother Gabe.

I jumped the back fence, leaving Phillip to stay with the shop.

A kid should not have to be beaten for destroying property. That's as stupid as killing a man to teach
him it's wrong to kill. But I was too late to stop anything.

This was all appropriately paid back to me while I was home for the night eating dinner. Gabe and his
gang broke into my shop. They were caught wrecking it and I was called to the shop by a policeman.

My tools were scattered all over the place: new tools, now absolutely useless. They'd cut all the
cords off the power tools, threw other tools on the concrete floor, busting plastic and cast casings. I told
the cop to take the children home and tell their parents what they had done. Then I sat in the middle of my
shop and cried.

I was still crying when Fernando walked into the broken front door. He stood with his back to me, then
asked if I wanted him to get Phil to help me clean up the mess.

I told him no. The shop was ruined and so I was I. By the time people got through suing me for their
damaged antiques I wouldn't have to clean the shop at all.

Nando helped me all night trying to secure the ruined doors and the broken window shutters.

“Those punks deserve the worst,” Fernando said. “I know how good you are to the children around
here. You give them candy bars for the asking, I even heard you found Julhito in the field crying with his
sisters because they had no dinner and you fed all six of them in your home.” He smiled at me. His scar
now gave him a strange grimace. “You are a kind helper of the people here in his barrio, Louie, and they
do not deserve you.” I wanted to agree with him but I couldn't.

To me all people given a chance will be deserving of another person's help. I felt I was just too new in
this neighborhood to gain their trust. It would take longer — if my business survived. The tears flowed
down my face again when I tried to answer him. Again Fernando turned away from me, so he would not
have to see a man cry. But he touched my hair with his fingertips.

“You're a strange man, Louie. You're not tough. Even when you were trying to be a tough person I
could see the tears in you. I have only known you a short time but I liked your smile from the minute I saw
you.”

“How old are you, Fernando?”

“Fifteen.” He hesitated. “I guess you can still say I'm fourteen shy of the half, but I tell everyone I'm
fifteen anyway. I want to be older than I am faster.”

“Then you're fifteen to me, Fernie,” I said. “I don't see any harm in wanting to be older. I really liked
your telling me you liked my smile. Here it is, right now, just for you.” I smiled a big smile for him.

“If you can tell me how to help you with these...” — He pointed around the shop, lacking words to
describe the mess. “I'll help you, not for pay because it's friendship for us.”

I could not help hugging around the boy, because of his generous offer and because of his offered



friendship. He sort of pulled back, then he stepped closer so my hug turned into a real hug, not just a
crude grab for him.

“You are also a kind helper of this people,” I told him. “We can start in any corner and work our way
to the next wall.”

I did not know what else to do. Nail bins, screw bins, glue barrel, paint cans emptied over everything
— solid walnut, ebony, teak — all ruined, unsalvageable, for it had been milled exactly to finish size.

Customers' furniture I'd took in to repair was broken, sawed and gouged with chisels. They hadn't been
in the shop long, but they were in sufficient number to ruin everything.

They'd scattered, stomped, stuffed, jammed candy bars into two-hundred dollar machine motors. They
had poured lacquer thinner over everything and were caught as they were going to set it on fire.

“It would have been better for me if those little fuckers had burned the shop right down,” I said.

“Everything I touch is sticky with paint, glue or it slips out of my hands from this stuff.”

“That's linseed oil.” They'd poured fifty gallons of it over everything. “Well, Fernando, let's try to find
the wood that belongs to the furniture I was fixing... What I can fix I will fix, what I can't I will try to buy
outright from the owners.”

Phil showed up and pitched in to help find the furniture pieces. We wiped them off, then set them in a
little clear corner to dry.

My wife finally came over. She was so upset from the damage she cried. She told me I'd made a big
mistake to move here, let alone use this place for a business with thousands of dollars worth of tools and
other people's valuable furniture.

Fernando had excused himself when she came into the shop. He returned when she left, bringing some
of the boys from his gang to help.

“You and Phillip sit here to sort out the pieces of furniture,” Fernando told us. “Me and my boys will
bring you every sliver of sawdust.”

It was sad to think that other people's prized furniture treasures were now nothing more than junk
firewood, even sadder to think how my savings, my plans were all gone. Five months from prison with
nothing, to something, to nothing again, was hard to take. My wife was right; this was a very bad and
costly move for me.

That Sunday there were no children playing in the field. We did not see Gabe or any of his gangers all
day. The neighborhood was quiet, like it held its breath to listen. The only activity was in my shop and in
my house, where my wife made lunch, then dinner for all of us while we worked straight through to try to
salvage what we could.

After dinner Fernando fell asleep on my couch. I was dead on my feet from being up all night and all
day with Fernando and the boys. I went to pay Phil and the other boys for their twelve hours worth of
work but they wouldn't take the money.

Edmondo had stayed behind to see about his leader. “Do you think I should wake Nando?” he asked.

“No, he's fine there for the night,” I said. “In the morning will you bring him some clean clothes from
his house to wear to school?”

Fernando slept soundly. I slept fitfully, waking every hour to see if I was asleep yet. I finally had to
rise to get the boy off to school, but he wouldn't wake up all the way.

“If you have to come alive with a shower, Fernie, you will have to take one with me or wait half a day
for the water to heat back up.”

“I'll take one with you,” he yawned.

He really blushed when I washed him. He didn't know if he should stand still or jump out of the old



bath tub. I soaped myself than turned the water back on to rinse us with, but before we could finish
rinsing the hot water ran out.

“Louie, you need a new water heater.”

“I know, Fernie. I was going to buy one this weekend but you saw what happened to my Sunday. Come
on into the other room. Ed is supposed to bring you clean clothes.” I ran to answer the door.

“I hear what happen.” this man said. “I bring my son clothes. I happy my son help you fix your shop.”

Fernie dressed in the bathroom, then his father took him to school after thanking me for keeping him off
the streets over the weekend.

When I went out the back door that morning I got another unpleasant surprise. My camper was knocked
off the saw horses and the camper jacks were gone. The camper itself was not damaged, so I locked the
back door and locked up my house, too, because my wife was sleeping. Then I went to my shop.

In the shop I just sat there all day, not even knowing what time it was until school let out, and then a
man walked in the back door and demanded loudly, “Are you the owner of this shop?”

He pushed a boy in front of him.

“This is my son Alberto, who calls himself Cha-Cha. He will start to work this minute to help clean
the mess.” The man looked around. “Dios... they really ruined this place!”

“Thanks, but I need a good electrician, and...”

“What about the others?” Alberto cried.

“The others do not concern me, Alberto,” His father shouted. “You are my concern. You will do what
you are asked to do, even if it's picking up hot shit with your bare hands. You all know how to give shit;
now you must learn how to take it, too.”

Phil came in while this was going on. When Fernie showed up and saw that Gabe's boys' parents were
bringing the Mortas over as they returned from school the Lobos sat across the street to watch through the
big open garage-type door to see what would happen.

Those Negro Mortas were too hard to handle when Gabe was around; I was glad when the boy didn't
turn up, and then Gabe's father come to tell me his son had run away when the police brought him home
and he was still hiding from the punishment he knew he'd get.

Ruben, Alberto's father, took charge of the boys as a sort of assistant overseer. At five o'clock he
welcomed Franco, who dragged an eleventeen by the name of Gato into the shop with him.

“You help the others,” Franco said. “I have my own help to do.” He sat on the one last wobbly little
work bench with his little tool case next to him to take apart my table saw's motor. He cleaned the motor,
put a long new wire on it, then started it up. It ran perfect. He did the same with the band saw, the planer,
the disc sander, the lathe. Then he looked at the hand power tools.

After I sent the boys home for their dinners Franco told me how sorry he was that his son was involved
in part of this destruction. He took his son home and Ruben stayed to talk to me.

Fernando and Edmondo showed up. They started to clean where the others had left off. They said that
the next day being Washington's birthday they could all come in and help get the shop in order.

“No meho, “Ruben told them. “Your help has been loved by this man, to help with my son's friends
will only cause Louie more hardships. Work as late as the senor lets you work tonight.”

“All night, Louie?” Fernando asked.

“As late as you want without your getting tired. I'd like to do something to really let you boys know
how much I appreciate what you're doing for me.”

“Es por nada, Luis, “Fernando said.

We worked until ten, when Ruben and Franco left telling us they would return the next day to finish up



on the repair of the tools that could be fixed.
“What are you getting for the fixing the tools?” Ruben asked Franco.
“Guilt. I'm getting rid of guilt for not being able to raise my son right.
Ruben smiled. “That's what I'm getting, too.”

3

4. My First Couple

I shut the shop doors behind the two men, leaving me and Nando and Ed in the shop to work longer.

“Tell Ed how you washed me this morning, Louie,” Fernando said. “Like I was a poco nifo.”

“There's nothing to tell. I just washed you.”

“Tell him how you shut the shower off after we got wet and you washclothed me. That felt so good —
and Ed will not believe me. He will take off his clothes if you will show him how you washed me.”

Was this entrapment? Was he trying to get me to do something to Edmondo with himself as a witness?

Would he try to blackmail me or yell cop? I didn't figure these boys to yell cop, and they were too
friendly to me to really make me think of being blackmailed. Fernando already had me for soaping him
hard that morning: I'd skinned back his heavy-hooded foreskin and soaped up the back of the head
thoroughly for him.

“I'm sorry, Louie. I did not mean to scare you. I know it must sound funny for a boy to ask something
like this, but I hope that you can understand that me and Ed are very close friends.”

“Are you close enough to play overnight bed games?”

“Yes,” Ed said. “I told him it would be stupid to ask you to show me things.” He turned to go to the
door.

“If you will show me what you usually do to each other I will give you both a sponge bath afterwards.

Never think it's stupid to ask me anything, Ed. If I can answer I will; if not I will try to find out what you
want to know.”

I spread a new furniture blanket on the floor, since my couch had been ruined and thrown out of the
shop. Itold the boys to pretend this was their bed while I shut off half of the shop lights so they wouldn't
feel too self-conscious.

Each undressed himself. Ed fondled himself hard, then with spit did Fernando's bottom. Fernando did
the same back. No kisses, no foreplay, nothing but fast, hard sex.

“That's what we do,” Fernando said, panting from his exertion.

I washed out a clean paint rag with warm water and soaped it. I got a rinse cloth and a towel to dry the
boys with after the washing. As soon as I started to wash Fernando he stopped me.

“Will you take your clothes off, too?” he smiled. “Like when we were in the shower... por favor.”

I stripped naked, then I stood on the blanket with them to do the washing. The boy who watched the
other boy being washed took the cloths back and forth to rinse them for me. Both boys stayed hard while I
discussed the flaws of their love-making.

They shuffled their feet. They had never expected a man to tell them how to go all of the way, or even
to volunteer to teach them how to be better lovers to each other. They blushed, looked at deeper shadows
in the other corner of the shop. A few heated exchanges in Spanish, too fast for me to understand... The
decision...

“Ed is scared you will do something with him and tell the others. But I know you won't do that.”



“Have you ever done things with other people?” Ed asked me gingerly.

“That's a fine question, after I told you the love a person shares is something private between the
people who shared it, not something for others to know.” I smiled. “Fernie told you about the shower —
not me.”

“Nando don't like being called Fernie,” Ed said. He lay down with me and Nando on the blanket. “I
was just asking you to make sure you would not say anything.”

Nando started to fondle himself. I playfully patted his hands out of the way. I put his hand on me, mine
on his, with my arm under him to tip him into me. My first kiss got no response.

“Don't you know how to kiss back?”

“I did kiss back. I kissed back like I kiss my mother.”

“I'm not your mother. I'm the girl you want to put the make on in school, the sweet thing you jack off
thinking about...” I felt a hard twitch in my hand: I was getting through to him. “I am that special person
you've dreamed about all of your life.” His kiss burned while Eddy giggled about what I was saying.

I always wash up between bouts, because I do not wish to get sexually transmitted problems nor do I
wish to pass any on to my lover boys. I returned to the blanket where Ed was talking rapidly-hissed
Spanish to Fernando.

“No,” Nando said in English. “You watched what happened to me. Now it's my turn to watch.” He
smiled.

“You do not have to do anything with me,” I said.

“Tell me like you did Nando... but make me the girl who is the one you want,” Ed said. “Tonight was
the first night in almost a year that Nando made me do something with him back.”

“Ed likes to be the date. He's been my date for a long time because neither of us likes girls to go out
with.”

“Nothing wrong with that,” I told them. “I only went on one hand-holding date in my life when I was
twelve years old and I never balled a girl until I was past twenty. You feel better with yourself if you do
what you feel is comfortable. Like girls, don't go dating them until you will feel comfortable with them.”

“Tell me what kind of a girl I am, Luis. Tell me how long my hair is and how big my chi-chis.”

“Ed likes to see girl pictures with big chi-chis on them, Louie, so tell him he has big chi-chis.”

“That's no fair, Nando. I want to know what kind of girl mi Luis thinks I am to be for him.”

“Okay, boys, switch sides so I can love with Eddy. His puckered red lips... lips that are touched with
red... they're pouty...” He pouted for me. “With a touch of pink on each cheek. Soft meaningful kisses
with licked red lips. Your small cuddly body, your short curly blond curls are short and loose with your
chi- chis... just right to fit in the palms of my hand.”

I got him so excited that by the time I'd finished describing my ideal boy he was all over me to please
me. Afterwards Nando wanted to know by size how big were the chi-chis that could fit in the palm of my
hand. I slightly cupped my hand to conform to a boy's chest... We roared with laughter.

“We don't want to go home,” said Ed. “Is there anyplace we can spend the night sleeping with you,
Luis?”

“Yes, in my camper. We have to put down the front bars to keep it level, is all.”

We gathered our clothes and ran naked to where my camper stood in the driveway. “Here, Nando, you
unlock the door while Ed and I put down the front bars.” There had been no food and water in the camper
since I'd returned from my trip with Randy months earlier. The only thing left in there was bedding.
And...

“Well, look who's hiding in here, Louie,” Nando said. “If you'd sold me one of his stilettos I could
make the woman of him he is.”



The twelve-year-old sat up terrified. He'd accidentally locked himself in, and it had got so hot in the
camper he'd stripped down to his underpants, then cried himself to sleep. Nando grabbed for him, getting
his fingers in the only cloth the boy wore, ripping them by the time I got Nando to leave the smaller boy
alone.

Gabe jumped off the bed and ran out the door holding his torn unders up, ran for home, forgetting the
rest of his clothes. The white of his torn briefs was all we could see when he jumped the fence at
midnight to burst into his own lighted back door.

“His father's getting him now,” Edmondo said with a giggle. “You hear his father ask him where he's
been? He is saying you kept him prisoner in your camper since last night for breaking into your shop. He
says you were mean to him by not giving him any food or water and you tore off all of his clothes, Louie,
to cut off his manhood.” Ed smiled real big into my face. “His father don't believe him and he told him
he has to go to bed without dinner.”

We heard a sharp smack. “And he got the good-night kiss with his father's belt.”

“Can you do that again?”

“What Nando? Rip off his clothes?” T asked.

“No... youre funny with me. I want you to tell me what kind of girl you think I am now.” Nando
smiled.

“You kids are outrageous,” I told them both. “I never in my life considered boys as girls before.”

“If you live around here long enough you will find that's how all of the sex around here goes down,” Ed
said. “When it's your turn to give the culo, you are the girl.” So I told them again what kind of girl they
were. This brought a full night of giggles and sex for me and them.

5. To Gabe's Rescue

Waking from an early-morning nap, I listened to Edmondo telling Nando that he did not know people
could have hours and hours of sex like we had just had. The conversation came to a halt with a running
slam of a back door on the other side of the fence. Carlo came running out in his underpants at six in the
morning screaming that his father was killing his brother Gabe again.

We dressed. I was not going to try to stop Gabe's father or do anything about Gabe's beating until,
stepping out the back door of the camper, I saw the boy fly out of the door backwards, still wearing the
same torn underpants of the night before. I jumped my back fence to save him.

“After what he just tried to do to you, why should you care so much what I do to him?” Juan demanded
of me. “A beltis all they understand at this age. It's what is learned with a beating that is remembered for
life. My father did this to me... So it is what I must do for him.”

Ruben came running out of his back door. He was wearing a long-tailed shirt, underpants and socks.
He'd come to help me talk Juan into not hitting his son.

When I opened the shop after taking Ed and Nando out for breakfast everyone was there but Gabe. He
sat on the curb, refusing to help in any way to clean the mess he was responsible for. I put all of the half-
used lableless spray paint cans into the dumpster with some other full badly dented cans that I couldn't
trust not to blow up if it got hot in the shop before they were used.

Ed and Nando would not come to the shop with me because the other gang kids were there. They
borrowed two of my wheelbarrows and said they had things to do and would show up tonight when the



others left.

I sent Cha-Cha out to dump another barrel full of trash for me. He came back giggling, telling all of the
other boys something. Then his father called me to look out the back door where my old rusty pick-up
was parked in the field.

Gabe had taken the spray cans out of the dumpster. He was happily painting away on my truck. When
he saw me he started to back away, holding the spray can in front of him as if to spray me if I tried to get
him.

“Don't run away yet, Gabe,” I laughed. “You still have the other half of the truck to paint for me.” 1
went back into the shop to use the rest room like I'd been going to before I was called to the door.

6. Ruben's Discipline

The bathroom in that shop had two urinals, two partitioned and doored toilets and two sinks with towel
dispensers next to them. There were feet under both doors: Gato's and Cha-Cha's feet.

“My dumb father said I even had to eat hot shit if that fuckin' gringo tells me to eat hot shit. That fuckin'
gringo is the one who should be eating the hot shit right off my asshole.” They laughed. Gato 'flushed the
toilet and came out with a big smile. He saw me and stopped... stunned.

“How come you don't answer me, Gate?” Cha-Cha said.

“Because that man you said could eat hot shit right out of your asshole just walked in,” I told him, while
I motioned for Gato to leave. I waited a long time for his answer that never came. “So let's see this prize
asshole of yours, Alberto.”

He flushed the toilet. He took a long time to open the door. They'd really not gone in there to use the
bathroom; it was simply a way to rest up from working, and smoke.

“Do I really have to pull down my pants to show you my asshole?” he asked, slowly opening the door.

“No,” Itold him. “You boys are all asshole.”

When Gato had run into the shop he told Ruben that he was afraid I was going to do something awful to
his son for what the boy had said about me.

“Yes,” Ruben said. He'd been standing behind the door; now he walked in. “You have to show Louie
your prize asshole. This way he can see for himself what kind of asshole you are when I am at work. He
can see what kind of asshole you are to your mother when you don't get your way.”

With tears in his eyes Alberto unbuckled his belt. He dropped his pants and shorts together and stood
facing us with his head downcast but his eyes riveted on his father. Ruben directed him to turn around:

no one was interested in seeing his hard front — bend in half, spread them open to show what kind of an
asshole he was.

“I warned you, Alberto, that you had to respect this man.” Ruben talked gently now that Alberto was
displaying himself. “I know that you get a little wild with your friends. You show off. You brag. But this
man has proved himself over and over that he is your friend: when he stopped your bloody nose, when he
stopped the fight you were losing, he's showed you friendship from that moment on.”

Ruben left with Alberto all bent over like that.

“How long you going to stay that way, Cha?”

“Until my father or you tells me I can pull my pants back up,” he told me in a sobbing voice.

“Well...” T said, taking another good look at his shiny and apparently freshly fucked hole, “pull your



»

pants back up.
now.”

“No, I can't go to work. All of the other boys will find out what I just had to do.”

“What? That you had to obey your father?” I asked him. “Who's going to tell them?”

“You mean you're not?”

“Listen, son, if I caught you smoking that joint Gato flushed I would of pulled your ears for smoking it.
But I would never tell anyone why I pulled your ears.”

“I was smoking a cigarette.”

“Tell that lie to someone who's as dumb as you look, not to someone who wasn't born yesterday. I
know grass when I smell it. I saw you pass it under to Gato to take the last toke, too. I'mreally a pretty
cool dude if you give me half a chance. I want to be your friend.”

I went back to the shop where Gato ran in to me to tell me he was helping Gabe paint my truck
windows. Gabe had sent Gato to tell me this in hopes it would get me so mad he wouldn't have to paint
my truck any longer. “Great,” I told the little mousy boy. “When you're all out of paint you tell me so I
can see how nice the job is that you and Gabe are doing.” He already looked like a rainbow.

I spray-painted over the cuss words, the obscene pictures, wiped the glass clean with thinner. When
the others left Nando and Edmondo came back to help me. They brought two wheelbarrows full of tools
back with them.

“We begged up all the extra tools in the area,” Nando said. “We got hammers, chisels, electric drills,
two Sears routers from Juan (Gabe's father) — we got all kinds of tools...” They wheeled them into the
shop. “Look how nice this is now. You even painted your truck and the whole inside of the shop.”

We put blankets out on the floor so the boys could help me sort the good tools from the bad from the
fixable. When Edmondo spread the fourth blanket on the floor we played what kind of a girl they were
until one in the morning, when I took them home. Nando and his boys were mellow. They enjoyed
hearing about what I told Gabe when he thought he would make me mad by painting my truck.

“The only one who's really mean in that group is Gabe. He acts harshly because he is treated harshly,”
I told them. “If you want mellow children you have to raise them with patience, understanding and
reasoning they will understand. You have kids who are verbally abused, some caught in the game of how
no-good they are, so they grow up no good. And there is even abuse of over-loving, but I don't know
people who do things like that!” I smiled at the boys. “Do you?”

“So you're saying that because Gabe's father beats him he thinks it's alright to try and beat up everyone
else?” Ed asked me. “That's really silly.”

“That's the way it is, boys. Gabe's the only real problem and I could help him if I can only find out how
to get to know him.”

“To give him one of your showers would help,” Nando said with a laugh.

He did that in one motion. He stood with his back to me. “You can go back to work,

On Wednesday I put an ad in for a part-time helper who was an experienced cabinet-maker. Three men
came to see me the next week. I was deciding which of the three was best when a man ten years older
than I walked into the shop. He had a bounce in his step, a twinkle in his eye and the remnants of a
Scottish brogue.

“Name's Scotty,” he said, looking over my shoulder at the cabinet I was trying to repair. “If you pull
that whole end off and plane it a shave you'll save time.”

“Here... You show me,” I said, getting off my new little work bench. His eyes twinkled, he gave me
this tight, stingy smile with his lips, then he showed me what he could do best. In three days as my full-
time helper we finished the ruined cabinets, then put them on my truck for delivery.



“I'll hold down the shop for you, boss. I'm not gonna ride in that work truck.”

I took Fernando and Ed with me. We collected for each delivery, then rushed to the bank to stop checks
from bouncing and cover over-due bills. On my return Scotty was making cheap pine reproductions with
Phillip helping him.

“What's going on here?” I asked.

“The man from the furniture store was here. He ordered our minimum of five reproductions of this
cabinet.”

“We don't have any minimum order of five.”

“We do now,” Scotty said with his eyes twinkling at me and the boys. “Do you want to saw or mill?”

I took over the sawing when Cha-Cha showed up. Gato had already done his two weeks; now he was
going to help out for two more weeks with Cha. All of these schedules were Ruben's, with the full
cooperation of most of the other boys' parents. I also thanked Juan for the two new routers he gave the
boys for the shop. The tool collection was his idea. Nando and Ed and Phil were busy with stuff in the
shop so I sent Gato to help Scotty and kept Cha-Cha to help me.

I shut the shop at six-thirty, an hour after Scotty always left. (We did our milling when we had the boys
to help, our assembly in the morning when there were just the two of us.) All of the boys had gone except
Cha, who claimed he had more cleaning up to do.

“When you got to see my asshole, what did you think?”

“What are you trying to ask me, Cha? Whether I noticed the fresh smear of Vaseline around your hole?”

“So what did you think when you saw the Vaseline?”

“I was thinking how nice it would be to let my little mousie play your bongos. If that's what you're
driving at, lock the doors and I will play your bongos.”

“Make that an order.”

“Why?”

“Because my dad said I have to do what your orders are for me to do.”

“I do not order sex, hon. Sex is something you do freely because you like the person in a special way
so you do something special with that special person.”

“Can I tell you what to say back for me to do?”

I figured it was alright if we did it that way. He told me what to say until we were done. Gato came
smiling out of the bathroom where he hid while Cha had me busy.

“You'll never have to order me,” Gato said, shrugging out of his clothes. “Bone me good.”

First the phone rang to tell me dinner was ready, then Nando and Ed showed up to see what I was doing
there so late. I promised Gato that he would be loved tomorrow and then I walked them home and had
dinner with my wife.

7. The Growing of the Shop and Gabe

My shop was not only refinishing and repair of furniture. Scotty helped me expand my ideas. We were
big enough to take custom work along with repair work. Scotty helped me chose two more full-time men,
making things a little tight in there when the kids showed to work off their damage debt.

The man who leased the rug store next to me came in to say he was moving. Since I owned this whole
half of the block with my option he thought I should know. I phoned the landlord to tell him. He gave me



a firm price for the whole thing, I took the landlord a check for the down payment and put my cheaply-
bought beach-front property up as collateral.

“Scotty, ask me what I just did.”

“What did you just do?” Scotty asked me.

“I just broke myself on a gamble if the dice don't roll my way,” I told him. “I have enough cash to run
one month on...” I smiled. I'd put my lot in hock just as I was five payments from clear title. I'd bought
this whole fuckin' mess and still didn't have a car to drive that was decent!

Scotty set our products out when the rug shop had its clearance sale. A few of the people came around
to see what kind of a deal they could get, and we got some firm jobs from the lookers, making it all
worthwhile.

“Here I am, mon,” Gabe said sullenly. He'd been loitering around the outside of the shop since he'd got
in trouble and now it was his turn to work. “How come I can't work with one of my boys like my other
boys did?”

“Gato didn't get to work with anyone for two weeks. You were told if you did not want to work off
your debt here you could get your own job elsewhere, just so you pay your share of the damage.”

“I can't even get a job as a fuckin' newsboy. So I have to work here. Where do I start?”

“Just follow me, Gabe.”

Gabe talked me into loving with him his first night alone with me in the shop. He wanted to know if I
would count the time we loved as time worked against his bill. When I told him I would do that just for
him he was happy. He'd try to have more couch time, less work time.

It did not work out that way. I was getting sick with ulcers from nagging customers waving Sears
catalogs in my face wanting custom cabinets for Sears prices, or less.

Gabe helped me set up the new place so I could open the large building for a production shop and use
this one for safe storage.

“The way you always like to drive some place,” Scotty said, seeing me sick again in the bathroom,
“you should think of driving a truck to get away from it all.”

“I feel this shop is my prison cell,” I told him.

“I can handle most things if you want to take a few weeks off, Louis,” he smiled. He'd found out about
my boy-love when he came back hours later one day for his lunch pail and caught me with Gabe, Alberto
and Gato. He patted bare boy-bottoms and left with his lunch box. “What I can't help you with is those
sexy boys of yours. Now, if they was sexy little girls I might just be able to help you with two or three of
them.”

My wife's daughter was to spend the summer with us. I had given her a nice birthday party on June
18th, and on June 20t I took the boys from both gangs for a two-week trip to the lake which I'd last seen
with Randy. This was a bad time for me to get sick. We had no savings, everything that came in just
covered everything going out, and I needed to buy more tools and hire more help.

“You will feel better with a vacation,” my wife said, “but those boys are not going to give you the kind
of vacation you should take.”

We went fishing, hiking and camped out. I could not take all twenty-two boys in one pick-up truck, so a
few of the boys' parents supplied rides up, plus food and camping gear. We used my camper to store
things in, to cook in, but we all slept in a big army mess tent that Ruben was able to borrow and help me
set up.

“I'm really sorry to leave you here without help,” Ruben told me before he and Juan pulled out late



Sunday afternoon. “With nine children I can't ever miss a day's work.” He, Franco and Juan would return
in two weeks on Saturday morning to help break camp and take the boys home Sunday afternoon. “I still
think you're going to have trouble with nine Wolfs and thirteen Mortas.”

“Don't forget Louis gave Gabe back his stiletto,” Nando said.

“None of the boys have stilettos,” Juan said. “They all have the same little camping knives, both
groups. Be good to this man, here. Alright?”

“Tell that to your son Gabe,” Nando said.

We had watermelon after dinner. It was too much to cut with little knives so I got out my machete. (I
carefully locked it away after use, never letting it out of my hands for a second.)

“Aie! Look at that knife,” Chollo said. “It's a sword.”

I explained what it was used for, except I didn't tell them what a marvelous weapon it can be. We cut
wild bamboo for line and hook poles. They are simple. They just take a bobber and a hook.

We cooked the fish we caught daily for a lunch or a dinner to help our pantry last the trip. Pancho, Gato
and Edwardo did not like fish. After not being able to eat two lunches and one dinner they decided fish
was not really bad for them. The reason they decided this was partly because they got left out of late night
deserts if they did not eat their dinners all up. Up here the boys could eat three times as much as they ate
at home.

I had a problem when it came to sleeping. I put my sleeping bag in the middle of the tent after the first
problems and let the boys scatter themselves around me. Louie-lovers crowded in close, non-Louie-
lovers next to them. In the middle of the week when it was time for bed Gabe wanted to show me a game
called “It”. Nando knew the game and told Gabe that “it” would have to be one member from each gang
and everyone had to do that member's bottom. Not by gangs, by individuals. I said it was very unfair to a
boy to get it twenty times in one night like that.

“Twenty-two times,” Gabe said. “You get to do them first, then when it's all done they have to do each
other.”

“I'm it for our side,” Gato said. My heart went into my throat because I'd seen how big some of the
older boys were. Gato was only an eleventeen.

“I'm it for our side,” Julio said — a big fourteen-year-old. “But I don't think Louie should fuck me.” He
looked at the other boys. “I'm scared of him.”

“Well, Louie fucks me first,” Gato said. “Then you can see how gentle he is and decide.”

“That's fair enough,” Julio said. “Where's the Crisco?” I gave them a tube of hand cream: that would
be more comfortable. And then it started. The boys sat in a circle to watch me do Gato. Julio decided I
was alright and he rolled over for me to do him after. As always, I made the boys wash off between
changes, while I studied each bare body that I had never seen in action before.

Late at night one or two of the boys would move into my double-wide sleeping bag for a little extra
T.L.C.

I expended a vast amount of energy to keep them busy doing things eighteen hours a day. This helped
keep arguments down and everyone was very happy to help with camp chores.

“This is the first time I've ever been out of the barrio,” Nando said snuggling up between me and
Edmondo. We were watching some of the other boys dance naked around the campfire except for
washcloths tied front and back, to the delight of three old ladies camped next to us. Gato lost his back
washcloth, which made everyone laugh. “Well, I've been other places, really, but never up here in the
mountains like this.”

“It's my thanks for all of the help you, my helpers, have been. If this works without hassles I want to
take you all up here again.”



There was one small fight. I always got the boys to move back to their own sleeping bags early in the
morning before the others woke up to sing “We know what you're doing!” at us. But one night when I was
out taking a leak Gabe came over to crawl in my bed roll and found Nando already asleep in there. Iran
in just as the first fist flew. I told Gabe I was going to sleep from now on in my camper because he was
so mad at finding Nando in there.

Gabe stayed mad at me for a while after this, because what he'd done had showed all the other boys
he'd wanted me to get it on with him. He felt guilty, and tried to deny it had happened. I'd soothed him to
a passivity we all could live with by the time his father, Ruben and Franco arrived with fresh fruit and
steaks for our last dinner.

8. Keha

I felt great on my return from our two-weeks campout, but ten days of working in the shop brought my
ulcers back.

One of my workers told me his son-in-law was selling his truck. “He's almost in divorce court because
my daughter wants him home nights. You can have his permits and all.”

“How much?”

“You can take over his payments if you give him a job here.” I gave Jesse the job. He sat with me for a
few days while I pulled short hauls with a learner's permit. When I had the feel of the truck I got my
license. The truck was two years old, in mint condition, with a good ten-year-old trailer. By the
summer's end I was running coast to coast with different gang kids riding on my runs. One Negra Morta,
one Lobo. Then they had to go back to school.

Trying to make it home for Halloween found me in a playful mood. I'm thrilled by Halloween, Easter,
Christmas or anything else that shows love openly. I didn't have to rush back for my step-daughter-Di
because she wasn't allowed to live with us until we got our house by the beach; until then she could only
visit weekends from her foster home.

A brand new white Peterbuilt was trying to pass me but I wouldn't let him get by. We were teasing each
other on the CB about our powerful engines, maximum speeds. I'd retaken my old handle of the Lonely
Roamer from my trucking years before prison. It was the name on my old pervertible. A pervertible is a
hard-top with a gay driver: the top won't go down but the driver will. T was holding my truck to the right
of the road.

“Are you gonna back off, Roamer, or do I have ta blow the doors offa that fiberglass can you're
driving?”

“Take it if you can make it, motor mouth,” I said, holding even with him. I gave him a great big smile
out the window, then turned my eyes back to the road in front of me. The mike was still keyed; now I
shouted, “Quick gimme room. There's someone walking the shoulder.”

Both our trucks moved left as if they'd steered themselves. I missed the walker, but the vacuum of our
wind streams tumbled him head over heels on the shoulder of the road.

“Shit!” T cussed with the mike still keyed. “I'll stop to see if he's hurt.”

“Ya need my help, Lou?” Big Mike asked.

“Naw. You're late as it is. Besides, he's trying to stand up again.”

I had already put on the emergency flashers and was parked with the brakes and tires smoking from



having stopped the eighty-thousand pound rig so quickly. I was out the door, running back down the road
as a car slowed down to stop, but when the driver saw it was an Indian boy who was struggling to his feet
he took off with a squeal of his tires. That made me mad and I put more speed into my short legs, gulping
more air into my smoke-saturated lungs to get to the boy faster before he fell down again. It's hard work
running a third of a mile on a soft shoulder.

I stopped in shock when I reached him. No wonder the other man left: this Indian boy was dirty,
smelly, with lice-infested braids that hung past his shoulders. But, bugs or no bugs, I couldn't leave him
there. I picked him up and then carried him all of the way back to where I could sit him on the running
board in the shade of my truck.

Then I stripped him, got a water jug and rags and started to wash him. The boy grabbed the water jug
out of my hands and slopped water all over his face, his body, trying to get some of the cool liquid past
his swollen-thick tongue.

“Here, son,” I told him gently, “let me help you.” I poured water into a paper cup for him to drink small
sips from.

This boy was dehydrated, had blisters all over his bare feet, scratches all over his body from being
tumbled by the combined truck winds that had hit him. He was so skinny he was just skin stretched over a
skeleton; he couldn't of weighed eighty pounds. This boy was one of the sorriest looking runaways I'd
seen in my whole life.

“Okay, son,” I said, washing his face with a cool cloth. “Do you speak English?” He shook his head
no. “Espafiol?” Again no. “Try to understand me. Do you hurt anywhere?” The boy looked at me
blankly. I carefully felt him all over to see if anything was broken. No ouches, no moans of pain. 1
washed his cuts with peroxide, then inspected the thick callouses on the boy's knees and the tops of his
feet just above his toes.

I stood on a fuel tank to see if one of my sexy friends or one of the sexy hikers I'd picked up recently
had left me anything of use to dress this boy in. I found a size-12 T-shirt, not dirty size-10 underpants, a
blue bandana and a pair of mismatched socks. The unders belonged to Carlo, Gabe's brother, the shirt
could have belonged to that brown boy I'd picked up near Dallas, but I knew the mismatched socks were
from the two boys I'd picked up in Oregon the last week. They'd been caught in a rain storm, so they rode
for hours naked in my truck with me so their clothes would dry under the heater's blower. I hadn't tried
anything because I didn't get the chance to know them all that long.

I slipped the unders up the Indian boy's legs, then sat him on the next step out of the wash water
puddling on the running board. There'd be a good shower at the truck stop in Gallup, but those live lice
would contaminate both me and my truck before we got there. I had no choice but to cut the boy's hair
with my belt knife. I made the boy bend over the shoulder of the road and tried to wash most of the lice
out of his hair. I gave his head a good toweling, then left the towel on the sand where we stood.

“Alright, son,” I told him as I pulled the T-shirt over his head, “this will have to do.” I lifted him into
the truck, buckled him in place with the seat belt and took off.

At the truck stop in Gallup I rented two towels at the desk, then marched the boy into the lounge where 1
made him sit on a bench. I ignored the stares of the other drivers as I bought medicated soap, shampoo,
three T-shirts, three underpants, a pair of size-ten jeans and a pair of shower shoes that looked small
enough to fit the boy. I took all of this back to the shower room with me.

I scrubbed his hair three times, washed him thoroughly before I dried and dressed him in all of this new
gear. Then I showered off the creepy imagined feel of the lice while the boy stayed seated on the bench.

In the restaurant he gorged himself with food, then barfed it all back onto his plate. “Oh, God!” 1
groaned, my own weak stomach doing flip-flops, too.



Tears leaked down the boy's face while I gave the understanding waitress a ten-spot to clean up the
mess and bring some broth to one of the other tables. The boy dozed when I tried to feed him, so I carried
him to my truck and tucked him safely into the sleeper. In Kingman I took the boy to use the bathroom, fed
him, then put him back to bed. I did the same in L.A., between loading and unloading my truck, then drove
home. It was Halloween day, 1970.

When they heard my truck coming my gang kids ran into the narrow street. Gato and Hernando lay
themselves playfully down in front of my wheels.

“Get your buns off the street,” I yelled, “or I'll drive this rig up your fuckin' asses!” I smiled at them.

“Move, nines, or [ won't take you for tricks or treats.” They ran to the sidewalk and stood where I could
see them while I parked my truck. Then I carried the sick boy into the house and put him in my step-
daughter's room.

Gabe hadn't been with the others when I'd arrived. Now he showed up and wanted to see the sleeping
Indian. Ishowed him to the gang boy.

“What are you going to do with him?” Gabe demanded. He didn't like this boy. He was helping finish
the new house and trying to get on the good side of me again after another falling out. One more boy in my
life might crowd the others. He spat at the sleeping boy to get me angry and then ran home.

I was hurt. One minute Gabe was all love, the next all hate, until he needed my help again. I would
have left the Indian boy at home if Gabe had given me the chance to talk to him about taking care of the
kid. I couldn't leave him with my wife. My wife was a hypochondriac who wanted service and didn't
render it easily. Now I would have to take the Indian boy along with me when I pulled out again.

All the boys went trick-or-treating with me in my shop pick- up. When they got their bags filled with
goodies I took them home. Meanwhile the doctor had seen the Indian boy and said it was safe to keep him
with me until I could find out where he lived. So I packed him up as he slept for my trip north.

Keha — I found out later that was his name — didn't know what to think of this man he hated so for cutting
his hair. He'd been able to sit up and stay awake for a while after I took him to the bathroom, fed him
bland soup or soda. He sat on his seat watching me drive. Going down the steep hill felt dangerously
adventurous way up there above the cars. Half-way up the next hill the truck bogged down, bounced real
hard as it pulled to the top of the incline. I was doing to Keha what his mother always warned him of
when he was a child making too much noise.

“Shh, wasican anieni kte Keha. Be quiet or the white men will take you away.” They took him away
when they came for his mother. They sent him to live with the ladies in black who made him spend hours
on his knees per day because he was the son of a savage. They taught about their wooden god, they taught
them how to pray for being dirty little savage children. The children found out they were without sin until
they read a book of the wooden god's that gave them sin, to make them children of sin now that they knew
what sin was.

They moved him from the green hills of his birth to the deserts of New Mexico, taking away from him
his black hills of magic. There he had to sleep on a narrow cot with one thin blanket and his hands stiffly
at his sides out from under the blanket so he would not sin. They did not have the freedom to run noisily
around because this was something that disturbed the ladies in their prayers to their wooden god.

Up until two weeks ago the worst sin Keha had committed was the sin of not eating his mush, then he
was caught in the most unforgivable sin of all. He was dragged away from bed, placed on his knees in the
chapel for 24 hours without food, water or sleep to say his prayers for the sin against Hoka (Badger), who
was also a Lakota they named Peter.

Hoka was a sickly boy of nine who was always cold. That night it was so cold even Keha could not



lay without his teeth chattering, so he took his blanket to Hoka's bed to cover both of them with two
blankets, to sleep warm this way after the ladies in black checked on them to see that all of the boys were
sleeping properly, because boys had the dirty habit of holding themselves at night. There was no sin.
Hoka was cold and Keha held him under the covers to share body heat with the younger boy. After all, a
boy of almost thirteen had to look after his smaller brothers like the ladies teach in their talks. A lady
came in later and caught them. So now he was with a white man who was taking him all over the four
corners of the universe. This man did not make him pray. He took him by the shore of the lakes-without-
end, up mountain roads that made large lakes in valleys look like little ponds way below the road while
the white man smiled at him, asking his name and telling him about the country they drove.

He wouldn't talk. He wouldn't answer the white man who fed him tasteless soup while he ate meat,
potatoes and French fries with hamburgers. An answer was beneath the grandson of a chief of the great
Lakotas.

“I'm going to stop here at the top of the hill, little Indian,” I told him, disturbing his thoughts. “Do you
think you can hold down some soup with crackers this morning?”

I pulled into the hilltop restaurant's lot. I didn't expect an answer, nor did I get one. We left the truck at
the pumps before I took the boy in to eat. I ordered hotcakes, eggs and sausage. Two bites of each and
they were calling on me to move the rig.

Keha stole the meal for himself as soon as I was gone. He gobbled down the hotcakes, eggs and
sausage and pushed the mushy saltine-thickened soup over to where I'd been sitting, then leaned back with
a smile of satisfaction on his face.

I came back to find my plates empty and the boy bent over with stomach cramps on the verge of
throwing up again. I was moving him to the bathroom when the first wave started to come up. I clamped
a hand over the boy's mouth and ran.

He was choking on barf, barf trying to come out of his nose." He felt degraded — until I threw up, too.

When 1 finally got the barf washed off both of us, Keha was smiling: he'd made me sick with his
sickness.

“Listen here, you little Indian,” I told him, “you will only eat what I give you to eat. Do you understand
me? [ mean it, son. Hell, if you could eat real food I would be happy to get you real food. Do you think I
would deliberately feed you any less than I eat myself?”

I could see that Keha felt bad about making me sick after hearing me say that.

We drove to the Oregon border, unloaded, then down to San Francisco, where we took on a load for
Philadelphia. When I got tired I took us in to use a bathroom, a shower, then get some food. At those
times Keha had to hold his pants up, because he was so skinny. When he sat down his jeans slipped under
him showing everyone who passed behind his new white bright underpants. The boy had been told this,
too, was a sin.

Keha would not sleep when I slept. He sat on the passenger seat to watch me sleep since I only sleep a
short time at a time.

He seemed to like sitting on the seat next to mine, unless I was trying to question him: “What kind of
Indian are you? Would you feel better if I got you watered-down stew for lunch today? Did you just see a
cowboy hitching a ride on that low ramp?”

“Yes... Saw boy. I'm Sioux and will feel better with meat in my soup,” Keha said loudly.

I brought my truck to a skidding halt. I could not believe my ears. I sat there a full minute in shocked
silence looking at the boy on the seat next to mine. When I'd gained my composure I pulled on the horn
strap for the cowboy to know I'd stopped for him.



“Please answer one more question,” I said hopefully. “What's your name?”

“Keha. But the whites call me Charlie.”

“Then I will call you Keha when we're alone and Charlie when you eat something you're not supposed
to.”

We laughed briefly together, then Keha slipped into the sleeper so the hitch-hiker who was running to
the truck could sit on the passenger seat.

“Where ya goin', cowboy?” I asked as an older boy climbed up onto the seat.

“Sheridan,” the boy said with a lackadaisical drawl. “I live there. I was down in San Fran visitin' a
couple weeks 'n my ride run out here.”

“Don't let a San Franciscan hear you call their golden city San Fran like that. They don't like it called
less than its full name.”

The boy's Levis were thin, faded, tight. A tacky cowboy shirt, tooled boots worth over two hundred a
pair and a nicely broken-in Stetson hat that lightly sat on his curls... loose big blond curls!

“Are you going right through Sheridan?”

“I sure am, and if [ wasn't I'd make it a side trip just for you.” We smiled at each other.

Keha was sure he'd missed something in the by-play, sleepy as he was. He fell asleep. When he woke
the truck was not moving. It was parked. He saw me sitting sideways on the seat with my back against
the door so I faced the blond boy, who had his face pushed against the front of my pants. The boy cowboy
moved his head down, up, then a slurping before his head moved down again. This boy was doing one of
the sins the ladies in black accused Keha of doing! This was terrible. Exciting to watch. Worse than
death to have to watch. Fun to watch. Compounding sin of sins now when I did it back to the curly-
haired cowboy!

The boy cowboy and I watched each other strip off our clothes, then we crawled into the sleeper and I
checked to see if Keha was asleep, which he pretended to be, lying with his back against the sleeper wall.

But Keha was watching us all the time. He saw the boy lie face-down, me lean over his back and me
move. The boy moaned from my movements and told me how great this felt to him.

Keha watched us in fascination and disgust for what seemed like hours. Keha got hard himself. He got
scared of the sin he saw. He got jealous. He didn't dare move or touch himself. He knew about rubbing
himself to feel good because all boys know that rubbing themselves feels good. Suddenly Keha came
with one big gush — it didn't spurt in jerks as other times. He was angered that this sin happened to him
from watching me and the teenaged cowboy. He grabbed the tire billy with two hands and started to bring
it down on my head.

I saw the movement, heard a sob of fright. Ijerked my hand up and caught the tire bar just in time, then
wrenched it away from Keha.

“What's wrong, Charile?” I asked with tears of pain in my eyes. “Why do you want to hurt me?”

Keha threw himself face-down in the sleeper bed. He cried hard, and he didn't seem to know how to
answer my question.

“He's jealous,” the other boy said, “jealous enough to kill you.” He checked to see how badly my hand
was injured. “I can tape this for you until a doctor in Sheridan can look for damage.”

“My hand just stings,” I said. “It's my wrist that' hurts. I think it's broken.”

Dressed, with my hand wrapped in an Ace bandage, we got the truck back on the road. It hurt when I
had to shift gears and hold the wheel with my left hand.

Keha cried to himself, trying to understand the strange feelings he had for me. He was still searching
for an older brother who lived somewhere else in the world. If he'd only found his brother things would
be different for him now. Things would be better. Or would they be better? Maybe things would be



better if he could stay with me, but he'd ruined that chance, for the blond boy was telling me I should have
turned him over to the police or the Agency.

Keha wanted to tell me he was hitting sin, but he was not sure if sin was something that made two
people happy like we were happy before he attacked us. He had to tell me that he was doing something
that his black-dressed ladies had told him for five years to do by only having love for the glory of the
wooden god, not love for the humans you love. But he knew his heart as he crawled between the seats,
the other boy flinching away from him.

“I'm sorry,” Keha said. “I did not mean to hurt you.”

I put my taped hand on the wheel, my right hand into the ragged knife-cut thatch of his uneven hair to rub
his head gently.

“I know, Keha. You woke up not understanding what was happening and you were scared.”

“Please let me stay with you. I just can't go back to the school,” Keha cried. “Please.”

“You can stay with me, Keha. If you feel better tomorrow I will get you a haircut, shoes, a belt to hold
up those loose pants, a jacket like this one of mine, and then I'm going to buy you a baseball cap just like
mine to keep your bald head warm.” I smiled at him, then sent him back to rest in the sleeper because he
felt feverish to me again.

“Where did you find him?” the boy cowboy asked.

“Near Gallup on my last trip in. That was almost four days ago. He tires easily, he can barely eat solid
food and he still has attacks of diarrhea. The doctor said he will be fine. I give him mega-vitamins, soup
stock, Seven-up and all of the water he can drink.”

“A tasty little morsel like him must be quite a temptation to you.”

“Bullshit,” I laughed, “he's too young for me. He's about ten years old, just the right size to be raised to
love.”

“Wow! I see you're a man full of ulterior motives.”

“I must be,” I said with a wink. “I picked up your pretty little dimpled ass, didn't I?”

In Sheridan the young cowboy stayed with Keha when I went to see the doctor about my hand. When I
returned I took the boys into the truck stop for dinner. I gave the cowboy twenty dollars for watching
Keha and the sex we'd had.

“Is your hand broken?” Keha asked when we were alone. “No, son. I have a sprained wrist. I hope
you know how to write because I'm left handed.” We laughed.

We slept at this truck stop. In the morning I got Keha the haircut and clothes I'd promised him. Keha
took my old hat to wear, giving me his new hat to match the old truck. Keha could write. He learned fast
to fill out the log book, check out the tires five times a day and how to sit on my lap to hold the wheel for
me as he got stronger and more active.

It took three weeks to run this back-to-back coast-to-coast trip. A hundred and fifty miles from home I
pulled over, too dangerously tired to make it in. I took off my clothes, then joined the sleeping boy in the
sleeper for a nap. Islept like I was dead.

My watch dial was November 20, 1970 — his thirteenth birthday. He couldn't tell me it was his
birthday — I'd done so much for him — nor did he have the money to get me a present to celebrate his birth
with. Keha had been thinking a lot about the blond cowboy from Sheridan and what we'd done with each
other. He thought about it every time his cock had filled with excitement — when I gave him a shower or
when I slept nude in the sleeper with him, like now.

So he took the step. He sucked my hardness into his mouth. I'd been dreaming of being at home with
one of my lover boys. I didn't really know where I was or who I was with, but I drifted half-awake with
his mouth on me. Then he got hold of and used some of the lubricant he'd seen me use on the cowboy



weeks before, lay face down and sort of coaxed me onto hisback.

At first the penetration was painful, then just uncomfortable. He got me to pump on him by wiggling
around under me. All I knew was I was pressing down on a nice solid boy's body that felt like Gato's,
giving me all of the physical response of a boy enjoying our love, and pretty quick I shot off. I was
shocked when I opened my eyes to find that I was kissing the cheek of my little Indian boy.

I wasn't mad at him, but I was surprised enough to ask what had motivated his actions. When I found
out it was the Indian way to give a present on your birthday I felt honored that the boy thought so much of
me. [ was so pleased I could hardly talk. Irolled on my back and lifted the boy to face me. I kissed him
all over, then loved him thoroughly.

“You already have all your presents from me, Keha,” I teased, kissing his nose tip. “The only other
present I can think of is to give you me to be a father of you.”

Keha cried. Iteased himinto a smile by saying, “Gee, I didn't think I was that bad of a present, son.”

“You're not,” Keha laughed. “I love you, daddy.”

When I got home I found out my wife was already living in the house by the beach. Friends, relatives
and my gang boys had moved her there while I'd been away on the trip.

9. Keha loves Donnie

During Christmas vacation Keha pushed Petey, one of my trucking friends' sons, into the swimming pool
because Petey hugged me too long. I had to keep Keha out of school until I got papers official looking
enough not to arouse suspicion that Keha was an illegally kept runaway.

I left Keha, now officially called Chuck, home most of the summer. He went to Kempo school where
he could learn gentleness until he had cause to defend himself, not just pick on boys who got too close to
me when he was near.

Keha was growing from skinny sickly boy into a fully healthy boy almost faster than I could buy him
clothes. I was hoping he could find friends in school and learn how to tolerate others.

After I'd dropped him off at school that first day I sat by the phone. I had a feeling things would not go
right. I always say, if something can go wrong it will. At two-thirty I answered the phone to find out that
Keha had been in a fight with Gabe. At school I found out that Keha didn't even know Gabe was one of
the boys I see whenever I layover for my rests at home. I let it pass as a gang picking on a patty boy
incident.

I was happier when I found out that Gabe was now trying to be friends with my Indian boy after the
hostilities. Now Keha came to ask me if his best friend could spend the long weekend of the teachers'
summit meeting with us.

“It's really nice to know you and Gabe have gotten so close, Son,” I said with a big smile.

“Make the invitation out to Donnie Bleard. He's my best friend. Gabe's my second best friend.”

Keha didn't dare tell me that even he would drool over twelve-year-old Donnie, who had the cutest
bottom in the locker room.

I gave the invitation for the next night, because that night was my surprise birthday party. I was
blindfolded and taken to the garage where the tarp was pulled off a brand new car that everyone had
chipped in to get me. After the party, laying in bed with Keha, I suddenly rolled over, pinning my lover
boy down with a kiss.



“Do you remember your birthday last year, Keha?”

“How can I forget? I gave you me as my present. Will you try to be home for my birthday next month,
Daddy?”

“I will do better than that, you little love thief. T'll be home for our first anniversary if nothing goes
wrong on my next two trips.”

“And if something prevents you from being home, Daddy, will you think of me at exactly two fifty-one?
That's the time you found me, according to your old log book.”

“That's the time I will throw you a worldly kiss of love, hon,” I said, giving Keha enough kisses to last
my long trip away from home.

El Rancho de Vida Grande — The Ranch of the Grand Life — was the name of the place Donnie's mother
was driving him too. Donnie carefully read the directions to his mother before they came to the first turn-
off.

“Do you have that, mom?”

“Yes, Donnie dear.” She smiled at her son. This was his first overnight that was not with a relative or
within yelling distance of their house. “I'm surprised that a boy from this area goes to your school.

Children who live here usually go to private schools, not east side schools.”

“They're not rich.”

“Donnie, all people who live in this area are rich. Look at that new pick-up truck, those two new cars
and these big trucks. Donnie, hon, do not be upset if you find that you're just here to entertain their spoiled
brat.”

The Blairds were not poor, for Donnie's mother was a high-school art teacher. His father had left after
a big fight with his mom and had never come back, even to see his three children. She drove down the
driveway, shut off the car and turned sideways on the seat to face her son whom she felt was growing into
quite a man.

Donnie was five foot four and a half, twelve and a half years old. He was half man, half boy, with that
light soft downy blond hair he'd had since birth. He was a little too thin, but the doctor assured her he
was healthy. The flash of his blue eyes met hers. “Be sure you call if you need anything, Donnie.”

“I'll call home every night at nine,” Donnie said, trying to cut the conversation short. He was a
sensitive boy and could relate to his mother's concern. He leaned over the seat and met his mother more
than half-way with a kiss. Then he reached over the back of the front seat to get his bike bag that he
pulled clumsily over the seat, got out to shut the door.

“Hello Donnie... Mrs. Bleard!” Keha had been watching from our door since they had parked. I'd told
him not to rush right out because he might rush his friend's mother off before she got everything straight
with her son. “Mrs. Bleard, my dad said you're welcome to stay for coffee — he said most parents like to
see where their children are staying.”

“Your father's a wise man,” she answered with a smile that matched the boy's — warm, full of love. “I
expected to see an Italian boy, not an Indian boy.” That was everyone's reaction when they first met him
knowing my name.

“I'm adopted,” Keha told her. “Come right in here to meet my mother and father and this is my little
sister — she only stays here weekends.”

I invited the lady to sit down, asked Donnie if he wanted lunch, then I excused the boys, noticing they
wanted to be elsewhere. I winked at Keha, who took Donnie to our room.

“I have to pull out, now, Mrs. Bleard,” I said after a decent interval of entertaining. “Your son is in
good hands with Chuck.” She agreed. I left.



The boys put Donnie's things in a drawer, then fell on the water bed to talk. They talked school, who
they liked, who they did not like. It was not long until the loaded truck rattled the windows pulling out of
the driveway.

“Do you want to swim, Donnie?” Keha asked.

“Sure,” he smiled. “I love to swim.” They shucked their clothes, pulled on swim suits, then slipped
out the door. Donnie stopped short, expecting the ocean, not the heated swimming pool on the beach.

“That's my dad's truck in the distance. You can't miss the whine of the turbo between shifts.”

“How come you didn't go with your dad? You're always telling me how much you miss not riding in
that truck.”

“My daddy said I have to learn how to have friends my own age over to talk and play. The first person
I could think to invite is you.” Keha giggled boyishly. “My dad thought I was going to invite Gabe.”

“Gee, thanks for inviting me — and for the whole week.”

“This is your week, Donnie,” Keha said. They raced across the pool. Keha held back letting Donnie
win by a hand grab for the pool gutter. After they swam they floated on pool rafts until that got old. Keha
wheeled out two three-wheeled sand scooters to run on the beach until dinner time. The boys went into
the house tired, exhilarated and hungry after their full afternoon.

Dinner passed in silence on the boys' part. Di and my wife made all the small talk. My wife noticed
that Donnie was a lot like Chuck. Both boys were quiet, easy-going with little barely-suppressed
twinkles of excitement in their eyes. She was glad I had gone on a trip, because now she wouldn't have to
try to discourage this new boy from making love with me.

Donnie and Keha had hit it off from the first day of school. He helped him fight his way out of a serious
situation about a month before when Gabe with the help of his gang tried to depants Donnie in the boys'
bathroom. After school that day, though, six boys jumped Keha at the bike rack. Donnie went to help,
only to get towed into the boys' V.P.'s office for punishment. I had to come down to school and get
everyone out of trouble.

“Do you want to stay in the bedroom to watch T.V.,” Keha asked, “or do you want to watch the one in
the other room?”

“What's the difference, Chuck?”

“This one has got cable-X.” They giggled, layed on the bed in damp swim suits. Every twitch of a
muscle rocked the water bed with gentle lulling motions. The warm water pumped through the bed made
covers unnecessary.

In the morning Keha woke first. He carefully sat up so as not to disturb Donnie. He looked lovingly at
his friend's sleeping features. He thought his own features were similar, with the exception of his higher
Indian cheekbones, his darker skin. Keha was twenty pounds heavier, an inch and a half taller and almost
a year older than Donnie.

Donnie stirred. This gently rocked Keha from side to side. Donnie had to take a leak from all the
sodas they'd consumed after dinner.

“Here, let me help you, Donnie,” Keha said. “I have to use the bathroom, too.” In the bathroom they
playfully crossed streams, dueling with swords of liquid. They aimed up to the danger point on the
opposite side of the bowl where the other stood, exchanged devilish grins, semi-embarrassed giggles, a
laugh. Donnie ran out of ammunition first.

“Shame on you, Donnie — you lost.”

“Uh-uh, Chuck, I beat you.”



Keha had squeezed down on himself to piss slower. Now he stopped his stream, aimed up at his
friend. “I won, 'cause I can still pee on you, Donnie.”

“You should of said that in the first place.”

Donnie strained for more, as he slowly backed away from Keha's threat. Keha backed him into the
shower, then pissed full into Donnie's stretched-down bathing suit front. This was something Donnie had
never experienced — or expected, for that matter.

“Let's shower,” Keha said. “Then we'll exercise.”

“You're sure taking a long shower.” My step-daughter was standing just outside the shower door. She
tried to open the door to peek in but Keha held the door from the inside latch. “Are we going to Karate
today, Keha?”

“Yes, Di,” Keha said gently. “Get ready. We'll be out in a few minutes.”

“All right — but you hurry because I want breakfast,” she told him in a scolding voice.

“She takes after her mother,” Keha explained. “She gets to stay only weekends until her mother feels
she is ready to take her. Di tries to find everything wrong here that she can to complain to her foster
parents about.” He dropped the subject of trying to explain the little girl, “Come on, let's dry off so we
can practice in the patio.”

“Me practice?” Donnie said, unsure of the invite.

“Why not?”

“You told me after the fight we were in that your dad hates violence. So why's he let you take Karate?”

“My father said for him violence is something he will try to live without doing, however he is not
stupid; he's been a victim of violence and knows there is violence in this world. In other words, if I
started that fight I would of found myself without a father real quick. He knows I will not hurt anyone first
since I learned my lessons early after he took me in.”

Keha gave Donnie something to think about. Keha playfully dried his friend all of the way down his
back, across his bottom, down to his legs.

Donnie did the same to Keha, until he almost dried his friend's buns, then stopped, red-faced. Donnie
flushed even redder when he'd gotten himself hard from the drying he'd done and the drying done to him.

“Are you all right, Donnie?” Keha asked with concern.

“You're all red-faced... oh.” Keha had noticed the cause of embarrassment pointing straight out at him.

“That's nothing to be ashamed of. Just good old normal body reactions that mean you're having a good
time, you're enjoying yourself”

“Who is your source of information, Chuck?” Sex education class did not tell people why they got
bones.

“My dad. He tells me everything in natural Indian logic.”

“Your dad's Italian.”

“That's true. He's also called Cancazippi, because he's my blood brother, too.” (Cancazippi is a Sioux
word: can means wood and zippi means to fashion.)

“You're crazy, Chuck,” Donnie laughed. He did not understand how a father could be a blood brother
at the same time.

“Yes, I am crazy.” Keha smiled openly. “I'm crazy in love with my dad.”

Keha had special feelings for Donnie. He was willing to talk openly in front of him, honestly to him,
but he was also trying to conceal the fact that he was madly in love with Donnie, too, knowing if he didn't
it might accidentally break up their friendship instead of bonding it tighter with a show of affection. Keha
knew Donnie was shy in gym class with other boys standing around for showers in jocks and less. With
his locker and Donnie's side by side he'd watched Donnie pull the locker door around to hide himself



from the other boys' eyes that were always on the move from middle to middle, from bottom to bottom so
as to comment negatively about everything they saw: like boys who had shriveled fronts were called
'girls” fronts, etc. But if you got a hard on in the shower room you were called queer, faggot and other
very uncomplimentary names. Most boys in the locker room stroked themselves a time or two just to get
their cocks to the point where they'd grow but not enough to stick out hard in front of them.

Donnie stared as Keha pulled up his underpants. He watched how “it” followed slowly up the elastic
waistband until it was neatly hidden behind the white cotton before he slipped into his own shorts. Keha
gave him a gei to wear. They slipped barefoot into the patio to practice.

Di bowed deeply to Keha, then to Donnie, throwing her long hair cascading around her shoulders.

Keha had to get a ribbon to tie her long blond hair out of the way. She liked these weekends of practice
with her soon-to-be foster-brother. She also loved how he made pancakes for them after practice.

Donnie said the bacon tasted funny. He was told it was pastrami left over from the birthday party. “We
will have it in our sandwiches for lunch, too.”

“That's because Keha makes lunch on weekends,” Di said. “During the week the lady that cleans the
house makes his food. She only cleans up to the hallway there, unless Keha tells her it's alright to clean
that side of the house.” She made the last five words sound sinister, wrong, dirty to live on that side of
the house. “That's the boy's side.”

“Keha?” Donnie asked. “I thought your name was Chuck.”

“His real name's Keha,” Di said with a giggle. “That means he's a turtle.” She went into a fit of little
girl giggles, looking secretly at the mysterious boys she would have to put up with this weekend. When
the boys told her they were going to swim she rushed into her swim suit to swim with them. When they
drove her dad's sand scooter she made Keha get hers out, too.

“Here comes your sister again, Chuck — I mean Keha.” Donnie liked the secret name better. “She looks
like she's having trouble.”

“I see her,” Keha said, turning his sand scooter. He thought his dad was correct when he said Di was a
“six-year-old fag hag” because she was always trying to see what the boys were up to.

Recently I'd been letting Di see a little of what was going on. When Keha had complained about her
following him everywhere, I'd told him, “I don't know a thing about girls, nor do I have the slighted idea
of what they do. To me they seem like a separate and entirely different race. So see, Keha, I'm not much
help to her unless I watch her, know her.”

“This is stuck on fast,” Di yelled when Keha pulled even with her. He reached over and shut off the
sand scooter, picked her off it, then hugged her because she was scared. This was the way his dad did
things.

I had also told him girls were often co