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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?” F