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Dusty Rose’s past finally catches up with her on the eve of her daughter
Ginny’s high school graduation.

Drugs, sex, rock and roll and even a Christian cult, a subdued part of
Dusty's history since Ginny came along, becomes a mandatory tale to be
told when Ginny’s close friend Roberta is murdered by her boyfriend.

What begins as a letter to her daughter becomes a book-length cautionary
tale to Ginny about Dusty’s youth in the 70’s. In it Dusty shares the wild
times and misadventures of what can happen to young women who trade
"belonging” to a guy for the dreams they hoped to have come true – as in
Roberta’s case and, once upon a time, very nearly Dusty’s.

In rediscovering the book in a storage box, Dusty gives Virginia a ‘heads up’
that maybe it’s time to pass it on to her granddaughter Shelly who has just
come of age and is ready to launch into Life. 

This is Kristi Koons’ first novella. All events and
happenings were based on actual occurrences in Ms.
Koons’ life.

Her writing mantra is “What's true in fiction stays true
fiction since I rarely have to make up a thing - except
for names to protect both the innocent and the guilty.”

Written with humor, zest and heartfelt “telling it like it
was”, “Great Falls, Virginia!” allows the reader to
explore another time through the eyes of a young
woman full of heart and hope; a woman who holds on
to the belief that light and a life worth having for her
and her daughter will surely follow after the darkness
she’s created from her choices in love and life.
Ultimately they do.
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October, 2009

Ginny –

Just a quick note.

I was going through some boxes of old 
writings and found that “letter” I wrote 
you after your high school graduation. 
I’m sure you must remember its book 
length account of my young adult years 
following high school.

Maybe this is something Shelly would 
like to read now that she’s facing the 
challenges – and choices – of young 
adulthood. It might help her to read 
about some of the “brilliant” choices 
Grandma made on the way to love before 
and after momdom!

And, of course, it’s a remembrance of 
your friend Roberta’s tragic story.

For what it’s worth, here’s the “letter” 
again.

Love,
Mom



CHAPTER I

Dear Ginny,

Writing you this letter is something I’ve always planned on 
doing. But now – I can’t believe what happened to Roberta on 
the eve of high school graduation. 

Your classmate and friend is now tragically gone just 
because she trusted the wrong guy. Maybe I don’t need to 
write this letter now, but here goes anyway.

You know, it’s real easy when you don’t know the victim to 
make a judgment call on her life. I think about the people who 
picked up the newspaper this morning, or watched the 
gruesome postscript to Roberta’s life televised from that tacky 
motel room last night. To them it probably seemed like a simple 
case of a sleazy teen “getting what she asked for.”

But you and I do know the victim. We know what drove 
Roberta to go to that motel room, the kind of isolation and 
loneliness that compelled her to go. How the chance to belong 
and feel loved felt worth the risk she took with someone she 
knew so briefly. It reminds me of someone I used to know –
me.

Obviously, I survived this phase of my life. But not without 
consequence, and not without some valuable knowledge to 
pass along to you. And you’d better listen, Ginny. There’s a big 
difference between then in the 60’s and 70’s, and now going 
into the 90’s. There is no longer any margin for error.

Look around you. Think about all your friends. How many 
of them got their emotional needs met at home? How many are 
ready to take part in the world with a healthy, complete soul?
Now think of these friends as strangers, no longer bound by 
peer pressure or daily behavior checks at home and at school, 
and you’ll know why you should always take care.

Back in the 60’s if you brought home a stray guy, it was 
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rare that you had more to worry about than a ravaged 
refrigerator or maybe a case of V.D. Well, except for 
maybe a Manson family follower but they were the 
exceptions, not the rule. As you know Life has upped the 
ante, and that stray you bring home today could be the 
AIDS poster boy or the guy Roberta met.

Of course, the odds are still good that you could also meet 
someone like your dad, which would be a dangerously close 
second. Yes Virginia, your dad was the personification of what 
all mothers warn their daughters about. So pay attention! This 
is your mother speaking.
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CHAPTER II

It was 1970. 

   I had recently returned to Hollywood after a three- 
month bout with hepatitis, and the Beatles had just 
broken up – totally unrelated events other than as signs of 
my time.

  At 21, I was once again alive with hope that I’d 
finally connect with my acting dream. It wouldn’t be easy 
to take that next step because my previous mentor and the 
workshop he taught had moved on. Being even more socially 
challenged back then than now, I still wanted to try, but first I 
had to find a job and a place to live.

   For a while I stayed at an apartment house on Wilcox 
Avenue called “House of Awareness”. Remember my friend, 
Gayle? She had recommended it as being safe, clean and with 
well-monitored tenants. She got the clean part right. My stay 
abruptly ended when the guy next door started drilling holes 
in the plasterboard wall between our two rooms. Obviously 
not of the “aware” variety, the new managers asked me to 
leave when I complained. Clearly, I was causing problems.

   I moved to a motel near my old stomping grounds on 
Highland and, within several weeks, had saved up 
enough waitress wages for an apartment. For help in 
apartment shopping, I recruited the love of my life, an 
emotionally damaged artist named Dylan. We had recently 
rekindled our relationship after he found out I was back from 
New York.

   There for a while with my drama group, I'd left after a few 
months and came back to L.A. Fifteen egos in a two and a 
half room walkup couldn’t last for long. In L.A. I could lose the 
intensity overwhelm of NYC. This also meant that I missed 
attending the coolest event of my generation, Woodstock - 
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only one of many times in my life of “missing the moment” 
     So what was Dylan about? Why did I choose him twice? He 
was someone who appeared to be dark and dangerous, and he 
was openly erotic – something very appealing to me since I 
was so shy about pretty much everything. I’d never been with 
a Jewish guy before. In fact I’d barely been with anyone before 
I met Dylan. Now we were back together and he was helping 
me with my apartment hunt.

The only apartment I could find/like/afford belonged to an 
older Jewish couple who had definite opinions about goyem 
(non-Jewish girls). I had Dylan talk them into letting me rent 
the place which turned out to be a bad decision.

No sooner had Dylan left for Europe than the husband 
decided to come over while I was out and clean off my stove 
top. This happened several times. Who knew what his reason 
was since I rarely cooked? I just thought it was weird and 
moved out.

But not before Dylan had returned from Europe and let his 
dog Flower and me know he would be going back to Europe 
without taking Flower. I’d watched his dog all summer but not 
so he could go back and leave the two of us behind again. Not 
to mention that Flower wasn’t much of a watchdog!

I waited for my moment to catch Dylan off guard. When we 
went to Farmer’s Market, I created a scene in the middle of the 
parking lot, bogusly informing Dylan that I was pregnant with 
his child, and that he would be abandoning me and our baby if 
he went back to Europe. I wanted to see just how callous an 
asshole he was, and he didn’t disappoint me. Okay, so it wasn’t 
very nice of me to do that. I got my payback later on.

Dylan insisted that the baby couldn’t be his since he had 
been gone all summer. What he thought that had to do with 
the potential for conception he never did manage to explain. 
But it was clear our relationship was over. Just stamp it 
“Europe” and file it away.
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With Dylan a souring fantasy, I became a vulnerable target
for anyone who found me attractive. Hey, we’re talking Coffee
Dan’s, THE coffee shop on Hollywood Boulevard for that time
(now it’s a McDonald’s). I had my pick of guys who thought I
was pretty, but I chose your dad. The guy would barely put on
shoes to come in and order dinner. I saved my money, got
promoted to night manager, then threw it all away on a guy a
year out of high school who just needed a ticket home to
Washington, D.C.

But who cared? I was getting even with that cowardly cad
in Europe. Yeah, and experimenting with drugs, too – the ones
I had previously talked all of my friends out of taking. There
was nothing and no one to stop me, no one who could save me
except me, and I was – well, you know the phrase “the lights
are on, but nobody’s home.” I was home, I just wasn’t taking
any callers except your dad.

Within a week or two of our first time together, we were
making plans for going to Washington, D.C. He wanted to go
home, and I had never been to the nation’s capitol. He wanted
to get married and – hey, that would sure teach Dylan a lesson!
Where’s my ticket?

As part of our pre-flight plan, your dad and I were doing
practice takeoffs and landings on LSD. The first time I took it I
tripped for 24 hours straight, which turned into a major
problem since I was working my usual shift that day. But I got
through it, dog parade and all.

After showing up to work, I realized that I had forgotten my
waitress uniform and that I couldn’t work without it
(realizations that were at least 10 minutes apart). I had a
customer drive me to your dad’s place to retrieve it.

By the time we returned, crowds were lining up along
Hollywood Boulevard for a dog parade. I asked our cook what
was really going on and sure enough, within a few minutes of
his ‘no, reallys’, the boulevard was alive with wave after wave
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of dogs, dogs and more dogs. Of all the days for a dog parade!
Well, it seemed much more ironic at the time. No doubt it was
the drugs.

Needless to say, I was careful from that point on to only do
drugs when I had a 24-hour window for recovery. Let’s just say,
in retrospect, I had the thought half right. Don’t do drugs,
Ginny. They’re a waste of time and you can permanently hurt
your brain cells, especially the ones that are working for you.

During this time I ran the night shift and did receipts for the
coffee shop, trying to keep my recreational drug use from
interfering with my job duties. So what if I was there until four
in the morning counting receipts and trying to balance the
drawer? I was in charge and, so far, management was no wiser.
Nice payback on my part to the manager who promoted me.

Anyway, your dad and I became more in lust, and for a
while this felt like the beginning of love. But it was still really
about getting even with Dylan, or at least replacing those
intense feelings for him with feelings deceptively similar for
your dad. Being younger than me, Ted didn’t seem to notice or
care about the difference. I was too hurt to care about the
difference. I jumped on board the Ted train and there was no
turning back.

Are you detecting my self-destructive momentum yet? All
the good choices in the world could have lined up and begged
me to choose them. But noooo! I had to punish someone,
thinking it was Dylan. In reality I was punishing myself for not
being what Dylan chose.

Where was my acting dream in all of this? It got lost in my
hunger to receive emotional validation. Did I draw on my inner
resources for this? No. All my hopes, desires and yearning for
emotional fulfillment became pinned to someone who had
recently graduated high school and barely had a clue about
himself much less a needy, misdirected actress wannabe. My
life was now officially a train wreck in the making, and I had
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made your dad the engineer – like I couldn’t have done a
better job on my own.

This is why it’s important, Ginny, to care about your
choices. I’m guessing Roberta thought it didn’t matter who she 
chose as long as she had someone to call her own. I’m sure if 
she had gotten another chance, she’d have done better the 
next time. Just keep in mind the Cosmos doesn’t always give 
you a next time. Please remember what I’ve just told you,
Ginny. 

Anyway, back to my train wreck. Your dad gave notice at his 
apartment building where he had paid six months’ rent in 
advance upon moving in at the start of summer. It was now 
October. When the landlords refused to refund the two months’ 
rent remaining, Ted decided to take it out in trade.

What a party night that was! Flying silverware drawers, the 
Rainier Ale Living Room Pep Squad, the door busting playoffs –
with me on the wrong side of the door both times. When 
daylight broke that splintery, soppy morning, the drugs were 
fading but, upon surveying the damage we’d done, our 
paranoia immediately kicked into overdrive. We had to get 
outta there fast!

I’d never been on the run before, never been in any kind of 
trouble. Now I’d Rainier Ale-d myself into a corner and, instead 
of splitting the scene, I left it up to your dad to decide what 
was next. Of course, still being high had something to do with 
me hanging in.

Your dad knew to make a quick call to an old high school 
buddy who was now living in the San Fernando Valley. Before 
you could say “Hey, man, gotta a key for the restroom?, Ted’s 
friend Bill and a few of his wild-haired, freaky friends pulled 
into the Union 76 station down the street from the apartment 
building. 

Your dad and I piled in with the few belongings we had
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managed to cart with us. Unfortunately this did not include 
your granny’s portable record player that she’d loaned me. I 
never did tell her what happened to it. Shhh!

Our friend Ron, the only partier remaining at your dad’s, 
wanted to come along. What the heck? After a tense two hours 
at Bill’s pad (some cranky red freak of a woman wouldn’t go 
take a nap), we got the schedule of flights out of LAX to Dulles. 
The next plane was leaving at 12:45. It was already 11:15. 
Hey, let’s boogie!

Some woman with electric hair drove us to the airport. I 
sat in back since I’ve always been a notorious back seat driver, 
no matter where I sit (like you don’t know that one!). She 
threw out our bags after us to make sure we made the plane. 
We gave a quick goodbye to Ron, who couldn’t figure out why 
he’d come since we didn’t have enough plane fare for him too. 
We hurried inside and bought our tickets. Hey, and with 15 
minutes to spare! What do you mean 12 hours and 15 
minutes?!

Yes, your dad and I had arrived 12 hours ahead of schedule. 
And yes, we were not quite down from our acid trip yet, which 
thinking back was probably the only thing that made 12 hours 
at LAX tolerable. We ate lunch, read magazines, ate dinner, 
called Mother, called Ted’s mother, watched the sunset, ate 
dinner again, then slept till it was time for our flight. In the 
process of waiting, I had managed to lose my spoon ring in the 
ladies’ room, and Ted had nearly lost our tickets when he 
loaned our magazine to another waiting passenger.

At last! It was time to board our flight to freedom – and 
escape. Soon we’d be in Virginia, away from the evidence of 
your dad’s flagrant farewell to California. Okay, mine too but 
mine you could fix with a rug shampooer. Had we been caught, 
I’d have been held just as accountable. Participation is 
participation, Ginny – and leaving the scene, etc.
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   Sunrise overtook night as we neared Dulles Airport. The 
flight attendant perkily bobbed toward our seat, then abruptly 
recoiled as the aging Rainier Ale fumes from my clothing hit her 
nose. The “head cheerleader” nearly got passed over for a 
Danish, but the attendant was a real trooper and served us 
anyway. We began our descent into Ted’s promised land.

Everything appeared fairly normal upon our landing. We 
were escorted aboard this weird-looking shuttle on land rover 
legs, but other than that we noticed nothing unusual. Then we 
went inside the airport terminal.

For as far as your dad and I could see inside and around the 
perimeter of the airport were Japanese businessmen clones. 
On the escalators, in the hallways, at the coffee shop. Nothing 
but Japanese businessmen in the same style suit, smiling the 
same smile, tipping the same type of hat, and saying the same 
“Good Mo-ling.” This, of course, is a politically incorrect story to 
share, but it happened just this way! Even our fellow 
passengers had either disappeared or transformed themselves 
into one of these Asian beings. It was just Ted and I in a sea 
of Oriental faces.

I decided to ask the newsstand lady if we had gotten off at 
the wrong airport, but she was Asian too! So, I reached for a 
copy of the Washington Post – an encouraging sign – and one 
of those little Asian suckers grabbed the last copy, tipped his 
hat, and then split.

As I stood there contemplating the virtue of hallucination 
over reality, I heard a commotion at the far end of the terminal 
hallway. There, entering from an exterior side door came a 
figure breaking the previous 5 ‘ 5” height limitation. Cowboy 
hat, Frye boots, chino work shirt, long hair and the attitude of 
an amiable bull. “Hey, man, far out! It’s Brad!” Ted enthused as 
he rushed toward his friend. How did I know it would be 
somebody your dad knew?
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   Hey surprise, Ginny! Your dad didn’t tell Brad that I was 
coming. A little detail he’d forgotten to mention in securing a 
place to stay. Ted hadn’t figured out yet how to tell his uncle 
that he had come back broke from California.

Ted had lived with his uncle after his father died. It hadn’t 
taken Ted’s mother long to figure out she couldn’t raise him 
alone. So, Ted’s uncle got the honor. And now your dad was 
afraid to go all the way home. But Brad didn’t mind. He’d have 
someone to party with again. Actually, I had been looking 
forward to being married, or at least living together. This Brad 
person was going to definitely put a crimp in our plans of 
togetherness. Little did I know it would take less than 24 hours 
to accomplish.
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CHAPTER III

After Ted had broken the news to me of our dissolved
relationship, I made plans to find a job. Waitress work was
plentiful in the nation’s capital, and it didn’t take long to
become the newest item featured at the longstanding watering
hole, Bassin’s G.W. Inn. At one point in the restaurant’s history,
it had been a speakeasy with a healthy side business of earthy
women for its clientele. It was now just a bar and grill.

So I wouldn’t get married. I’d just work and explore my new
hometown. It wouldn’t be so bad. After all, we had a nice place
to stay with Brad’s family. Just because your dad hadn’t gotten
around to getting a job yet didn’t mean he wasn’t going to.
Things were actually looking pretty good. The tips were great,
and even Ted couldn’t spend everything I was earning. But the
bank roll was short-lived. 

Your dad soon made an old drug connection – another high
school buddy ready to make a sale to an old friend. In
retrospect, it was pretty silly and self-destructive of me to put
up with your dad’s nonsense and his expensive drug habits.
And what about my original plan to become an actress? In true
Roberta fashion, I decided having someone to love was worth
what I put myself through. I rationalized that if I didn’t buy Ted
the hash and marijuana he wanted, he would’ve gone on to
worse highs and in bigger quantities. My overactive maternal
complex saved his ass in a very big way for a while. Until
Thanksgiving. That was the beginning of the beginning of the
end.

Brad’s family, who had been putting up with our hippie ways
for over a month, had invited over their stalwart, uptight,
upright Ivy League Republican acquaintances for Thanksgiving
dinner (okay, so they just weren’t as liberal as us). Since we
were living there, we were invited too. Besides, we kept Brad
from bothering the other guests. Except no one had seen Brad
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for quite a while - a nerve-wracking realization for those closest 
to him.

Straight at the time, your dad and I had been cornered into 
an intense discussion about the consequences of living a 
lifestyle that advocated drugs. The couple speaking to us had 
known Ted since he was in high school, and were now 
concerned that hippies like us might influence their children 
who were in their primary school years. They wanted us to 
understand that what we did on a weekend was affecting the 
youth of tomorrow, and didn’t we feel that we ought to 
reevaluate our choices so that we wouldn’t be usurping the 
morality of their children?

They were no doubt hoping to induce insight and self-
revelation in us – two of the reasons most people, including 
your dad and I, took drugs. Okay, so we were just confused 
and looking for a clue – and a good time. Needless to say, had 
you invited friends like Ted and Dusty to stay with us, I 
would have just said ‘no’ and I’m not even a Republican. 
Just a good mom who’s been there and done that. Lucky 
you!

Ted and I looked at each other, wishing it was turkey time 
already. It was almost like we could hear the sound of doggie 
bags being prepared.

Just then Brad emerged from his bedroom. So that’s 
where he’d been! Wild-eyed, ranting and raving, Brad 
publicly announced that the phone was tapped, and that 
narcs should be arriving any minute because he had 
been telling his girlfriend Terri about the tab of sunshine 
(LSD) he’d taken. Ted and I were on the same vibe. I told 
him I’d be getting our things together. Your dad went to 
calm down Brad on our way out.

Okay, so we could take responsibility for our lifestyle. 
We could take responsibility for being a reminder of 
the counterculture. But we were not going to take the heat for 
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Brad being a lame, red-necked jerk on a national holiday. 
It just wasn’t our fault. And, as it turned out, it couldn’t 
have been worse timing for us. 
  No sooner had Thanksgiving come and gone than I 
came down with some kind of urinary tract infection, the 
symptoms of which were very similar to my bout with 
hepatitis. In spite of my illness and inability to keep working, 
Brad’s family put us out. Understandable but not very 
humane.

We ended up in D.C. with a place on “O” Street, renting an 
efficiency with a fireplace – which your dad painted with black 
and red enamel paint to “match” the black and muted mauve 
flocked wallpaper. Talk about psychedelic!

The managers of our building were a pair of pre-Yuppies 
named Harry and Dean, Georgetown undergraduates earning 
investment capital by selling pot to their classmates and 
tenants, and mutual bonds to the Black Panthers.

Yes, these activities were colorful, anti-establishment and 
mostly illegal but needless to say, Ginny, consequences could 
have been due and payable at any point for Harry and Dean as 
well as anyone buying from them. It was just luck that your dad 
and I didn’t get busted or implicated because of the people we 
knew and partied with (and bought dope from).

Ted smoked a ceremonial joint with Harry and Dean over 
the filling out of the rental form while I lay on a bed by the 
window waiting for them to finish the paperwork.

Another neighbor came by, one of Harry’s classmates. He 
had just moved there from Tucson and was giving them the 
scoop on how two Southern brothers with a well connected dad 
in the Federal government were running drugs into Tucson via 
a private landing strip. I didn’t want to know. I just wanted to 
sleep till I felt better.  
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     Of course, it couldn’t be that simple. The apartment wasn’t 
empty yet. We would have to stay in a motel for a few days. 
I was already upset at being sick and not able to call in to 
work from a motel. My boss found out anyway when Brad told 
Ted they’d been calling his house over and over. Ted called my 
work to tell them how indignant he was that they would hound 
me to come in when I was so sick, and without a place to stay. 
One step forward, three steps back.

We moved into the new place. I went to get my check and 
let the boss know I was ready to come back to work. He fired 
me. It was a fatherly firing, so I think it was at least partially 
because I wasn’t a virgin anymore. Virginity sometimes lasted 
longer back then, although there weren’t too many left after 
the 60’s.

Now it was up to Ted to earn a living until I could find 
another job. Oh, brother! Your dad’s construction job lasted a 
whole three weeks. In that time he’d gained yet another bad 
habit courtesy of his redneck co-workers - Jack Daniels and 
coffee. This caused him to break out with blotches and sores 
all over his body.

He said ‘nerves’ due to the stress of working with rednecks 
who thought he should cut his hair. I say Jack Daniels for 
breakfast on the job – and maybe the rednecks. Anyway, due 
to the outbreak, your dad quit his job and I went looking for 
my next place of employment.
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CHAPTER IV

I landed on my wobbly feet at a D.C. temp agency where I 
hung around practicing my typing speed and sharpening 
pencils. They finally sent me on an assignment to a civil 
engineering firm.

The company of about eight people had taken off for a pre-
Christmas holiday. They needed someone bondable with 
security clearance for the job of answering phones and 
babysitting the office. I guess I had escaped being fingered for 
the California episode because the bonding went right through.

The assignment couldn’t have been much better. Basically, 
I got paid to eat chocolates, drink Pepsi and read. These were 
the times before computers and big screen TV. I read “The 
Making of the President, 1968” (about Nixon) at the head of 
the table in the conference room with my feet propped up. This 
was also before video monitoring. Besides, I was just 
babysitting an office. 

I dusted a little and, after my first week’s check, replaced 
the office’s box of Fannie Farmer chocolates. During those two 
weeks, there were no visitors and only one call – from the boss, 
who wanted to know if anything had been going on. I assured 
him there was nothing to report. We wished each other 
a happy holiday, and then came Christmas.

Your dad was not exactly Scrooge, but he made it clear 
that for him Christmas was nothing more than a sham and a 
bother; an occasion to be given porn toys. Yes, he went 
“there”!

He did everything he could to kill Christmas. Being of 
charitable spirit (i.e. doormat), I gave him what he asked for 
–a sleazy cheesecake rag, the infamous Disney poster (ask 
your dad) and a coupon book for McDonald’s. Ted 
reciprocated with a “Thanks” and a lengthy read in the 
bathroom.
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   After Christmas a package arrived from your granny 
and your Aunt Meegan while I was at work. I came home to 
their gifts and - surprise, surprise – a couple of gifts from 
your dad. He was very insistent that I open his presents 
first. Tough! I’d waited long enough for his Christmas 
spirit to kick in so I opened his presents last. Besides, he 
had gone shopping with the rent money.

Even though I loved his gifts – a Snoopy nightgown and a 
Snoopy astronaut doll - it didn’t matter now because he was 
pissed off that I had made him wait. I knew there’d be a price 
to pay for my getting even, but never expected your dad’s next 
move.

It was New Year’s Eve. Your dad went out for a fifth of Jack 
Daniels and came back with Dirty Dan and Crazy Phil, two 
transients from the Jack Daniels department of the corner 
liquor store. Dirty Dan and Crazy Phil, Jack Daniels 
connoisseurs, were without a friend in a strange city and Ted 
couldn’t leave well enough alone. He brought them to our 
place. After all, who would help him kill the fifth of Jack that he 
had bought? It sure wouldn’t be me!

Your dad had intimidated me into taking a tab of acid, and 
I would be flying high shortly. So Dirty and Crazy stayed and 
shared the New Year with us, telling us stories of the night life 
in Atlanta, of the underground city built during the Civil War 
that was now center stage for every musical persuasion.

About midnight the building rebounded with cries of 
“Snow!” and everyone thudded down the landing to get a peek 
at D.C.’s first snowfall of the season. 

“Happy New Year”’s were punctuated with snowballs 
splattering against tweed coats and leather-fringed jackets. 
The increased activity helped my tab of sunshine kick in, and 
the glowing rubber ball that Crazy and Dirty had given me as a 
present took on an obsessive appeal. I felt like a cocker spaniel 
bouncing through Sartre’s play, “No Exit” (like a high brow 
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1940’s “Groundhog Day”) with three lead characters to 
cheer me on. The game continued until daylight when the 
ball’s magical properties were overpowered by the morning 
sun. I fell asleep alongside the others who had long since 
been visually exhausted.

Keeping company with Dirty and Crazy might have gone 
on another day or two, but the logistics of our 
efficiency apartment were on my side. There was no alone 
time available for your dad and I (yes, we were still an item in 
spite of all his “wanting to be free”, etc.) With surprising 
finesse, Ted managed to ease the two out the door. And 
being gentlemen of the road, Dirty and Crazy were sure to 
thank us for our hospitality, and the sandwiches and cookies 
I packed for their journey back to Atlanta.

At around one in the morning on New Year’s Day came 
the pre-dawn knock we were dreading – the landlord. “Who is 
it?” we asked, knowing the answer. “It’s Sol, and it’s that 
time of the month.” This was the first of a few excuses we had 
to make in lieu of paying our rent on time. We’d pick whose 
turn it was to present whatever excuse was required. It 
was an ugly business, being that time of the month and all. 
And I’m sure no one was more pleased than Sol when we 
decided to take a cabin in the country, but that came later.

A few days into the New Year, I got an assignment from 
my temp supervisor. I was being sent to the World Bank to 
work in the Australia/New Zealand/New Guinea division. 
Among my co-workers was a young woman my age 
who helped me through the trials and tribulations of 
working this very straight job which, before meeting your 
dad, wasn’t that much of a problem. 

The work was interesting enough at first. But a few weeks 
into the new assignment, my “head set”, my brain was about 
to take an unexpected, drug-induced turn for the weird.

  The year was now 1971 and the counterculture natives – 
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our friends and neighbors - were restless. A moratorium 
wasabout to be held in Washington D.C. The objective, to 
protest the war in Vietnam; the goal, to bodily block all the 
arteries into the city. 

“Tricky Dick” was still President and Watergate would soon 
follow a year later in 1972. Even though your dad and I had 
long suspected, accurately or not, that virtually all pay phones 
in the city were tapped, we never would have guessed or 
calculated how much further our government would go to 
control undesirable “occurrences” such as the moratorium. In 
personal terms, I wouldn’t find out the particulars for another 
eight years (on “60 Minutes” no less!). Yes, Ginny the 
government – yours and mine – decided to taint some drugs to 
distribute during the moratorium. And guess who took some?
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CHAPTER V

The night before the moratorium, a Friday, I came home from 
the “South Pacific” to a clean house and a dinner strongly 
resembling homemade Salisbury steak. Your dad had been 
busy stroking his odds. He brought in our plates and set them 
on the small dining table, next to a tab of acid on each of our 
napkins.

This little voice inside me said “Run!”, but I didn’t listen. Ted 
had made the environment so relaxing, the food so tempting 
and he was holding his mood so well that I eased into the 
situation, and tried to still the voice. But it wouldn’t leave me 
alone. Even after dinner, something told me this was not the 
night to “take a trip”.

My experiences with acid to this point had been extremely 
pleasurable. There was no reason to anticipate anything bad 
even though any of us knew that eventually bad trips can 
happen. Your dad had certainly never shown any negative 
effect when he tripped, other than being incoherent when he 
took too much. So why was I so hesitant? When I balked at 
taking it, Ted tensed up. He argued that it was a weekend, that 
we had no plans except to stay home so why not do some 
recreational drugs? I told him I just had a feeling that I didn’t 
want to do it. Your dad’s hostility increased to the point where 
I had to consider if it was worth the threat of violence to avoid 
what up till now had been an okay high.

Ginny, I hope you’re never in a situation like this - the threat 
of violence, with or without the pressure to do drugs. Wonder 
if Roberta got any warnings or clues from her guy before that 
night at the motel.

I took the tab of acid. Ted backed off and went to call Brad 
and ask him over. On the one hand, Ted generally behaved 
better when other people were around. On the other hand, 
Brad was a real redneck when he got loaded. Either way I was
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on my way to the moon without a compass.

Just FYI, Ginny, I hope you never do drugs. But if you do, 
make it a personal decision because you want to, not because 
somebody is trying to force you.

Brad and his girlfriend Terri arrived, both already stoned. 
Terri was a very nice girl from an upper middle class 
neighborhood in Bethesda, Maryland, which was on the edge 
of D.C. Just one look at her and you knew she was dating Brad 
as an act of rebellion against her parents. I mean, why else?

We’re talking about a guy who wore a cowboy hat and Frey 
boots in the heart of preppy Arlington, Virginia; who came from 
an upper middle class home himself; whose idea of protest was 
turning over an ice cream truck in front of the Smithsonian at 
the height of tourist season “because it was there, and besides, 
everyone else was doin’ stuff.” There was some logic to the 
choices your dad made, but Brad? Logic had nothing to do with 
Brad at that point in time. Hopefully, if he had kids, he 
outgrew this.

As Ted and Brad lit up the water pipe, the acid kicked in. 
Within a few intoxicated minutes, my head was reeling. I was 
in desperate, bottomless depression because I had come to the 
realization that Brad and Terri would be continuing with us 
through Eternity, that the room would continue to revolve like 
a carousel, and that we would be the “steeds” circling the 
coffee table of paraphernalia forever and ever into infinity. It 
was all too much. I went out and sat on the steps of the 
landing. At least there I didn’t have to listen to Brad’s snorts 
and swearing, or watch him French kissing Terri. Kissing's 
personal. Who wants to watch it?

Your dad came to join me on the landing, but he could only 
stay a minute since I could feel Eternity pulling him back 
toward the room. He asked me why I had come out there. I 
explained to him about the endlessness of our situation, how 
we should have thought ahead about Eternity before we asked 
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Brad and Terri to join us. He laughed and walked back 
inside.

I heard some low murmurings, a few loud remarks and lo 
and behold! Ted had extricated our future from Brad’s 
presence. Brad and Terri were leaving. But where could they be 
going? How do you leave Eternity? No matter. Ted took me 
inside and sat me in the chair by the window, and told me to 
close my eyes and that the carousel would stop.

I closed my eyes and, before I knew it, I was out in the 
middle of the universe. There was a warm feeling and light all 
around me. I felt safe and protected; God was very near. The 
blue void that surrounded me had a golden glow to it, and 
colorful protons and neutrons orbited around my being, which 
no longer had any physical form. 

Just when I was getting comfortable with my 
transformation and new home, I started to remember the 
dreams I’d left unfulfilled and wondered if I should go back to 
finish them. With that thought, I could feel myself going back 
toward the room. The light slipped away as I floated downward 
into darkness. Anxiety and fear took over my being as I 
traveled back into the room.

A loud noise brought me to a conscious state. I awoke in 
the chair by the window. Your dad had just fallen off his chair 
at the dining table, and was picking himself up. It would have 
been comical except that I was still hallucinating, and the 
hallucination changed to a new realization – that I had just 
come back from the center of the universe to some kind of 
event that had precipitated your dad’s fall. I became convinced 
that we were now going backward in time, on some kind of 
cosmic rewind to re-experience whatever the event had been. 
Fear and anxiety overtook my reasoning. It had to be death we 
were going back to, but how? What had happened to make us 
leave our bodies?

The music slowed slightly as Elvin Bishop of Ten Years After  
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became clearer. On acid all music sounds like it’s playing 
atwarp speed. When you’re coming down from the drug, 
musicnormalizes to understandable lyrics and strains. So 
when the group’s music started to slow and stabilize, I 
knew that our moment of death must be upon us.

As Ted went to the stereo, I sat in horrified 
silence, clenching my fists and pumping my arms in locomotive 
fashion. I was determined we would not go back yet. If I 
could make the music speed up, we’d have to go forward in 
time.

Success! A momentary reprieve as the song picked 
up speed in my head. But then Ted walked to the mantle 
and picked up our Big Ben alarm clock. He swung it to and 
fro, telling me I had to let us go back. I cried and told him I 
didn’t want to die. He told me we had to because Brad and 
Terri had decided to do it, and since Brad was still mad at me, 
he couldn’t be put off any longer.

Outside the window I heard the sound of footsteps on 
the bricks in the courtyard. Ted smiled, saying it was them 
coming up the stairs. The music started to slow for a 
minute. I got hysterical, telling your dad I didn’t want to be 
shot. Your dad, who always laughed at death and dying, 
said he thought it would be “kind of neat” and demonstrated 
a bullet hitting him between the eyes. His hair flew back as 
though it had really just happened. As I watched him do 
this, I noticed the door pressing toward the center of the 
room. Someone was leaning on it. The music slowed even 
more.

Ted reenacted the bullet sequence. I looked back at 
the door. It was separating from the molding, bending 
and cracking. Someone was pounding for us to let them in. 
The garbled voice was angry. The music was a heartbeat away 
from being normal speed. There was no more holding back the 
point of death. The door groaned and threatened to give 
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under the weight of our imminent assassin. The music took 
focus. Beat. It was now time to die!   
     I screamed for all I was worth. I screamed and the music 
stilled. I screamed and the bowed door retreated. I screamed 
again and your dad was beside me, telling me everything was 
okay, telling me to lie down and that he would lay with me, and 
hold me, and that soon it would be morning and everything 
would be all right again. 

   He was wrong. Morning came, but nothing was ever the 
same again. Not for many years after this, Ginny. Even after 
you were born.

If you love yourself, if you love your baby or the babies you 
hope to have someday, please don’t do drugs.

There is no predicting where a bad acid trip can take you or 
how little or much it will permanently affect you. Friends can 
act hip and trendy if they want, and blow off your bad trip as 
your inability to handle recreational drugs. They don’t have to 
wear your “headset” once it’s altered. And if you’ve done 
psychological damage to yourself, all their trendiness and 
hipness will not rescue you or restore you. Keep that in mind if 
you choose to play around with the headset God gave you, 
Ginny.
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CHAPTER VI

After waking – and checking the door for damage (there was 
none!) – I dressed and went to the corner store for some Pepsi 
and a couple of Smokies, a type of East Coast sausage 
sandwich. On my way back, I overheard a few college kids 
talking about some sixteen-year old high on acid. He’d been 
taken into custody and died of fright while being interrogated. 
According to the conversation I overheard, there had been 
numerous O.D.’s that previous night. Rumor was that the batch 
of acid distributed at the moratorium had been tainted.

Walking back to the apartment, I was aware of a mild chest 
pain. With what I had been through, it didn’t surprise me at all. 
The pain lasted a whole week. Of course, trendiness, hipness 
and denial prevented me from going to the doctor.

Later on that day, your dad found out that the acid we took 
had been laced with poison – arsenic to be exact. Although we 
didn’t know how that could’ve happened, or why a friend of 
ours would sell it to us, it certainly cleared up the reason for 
my bad trip. What it didn’t clear up was my continued disstate 
of mind. My brain now slam banged between the extremes of 
ennui and anxiety. Work became a joke; God’s creation became 
a joke, because now reality was a joke.

Once straight again (but altered), I had come to the 
realization that we were already dead, and that God was just 
playing a trick on humanity. Everything existing during my 
waking hours became a hallucination of reality.

I couldn’t look at people’s faces any more because I could 
see that they were dead. The only thing that bore life was their 
eyes. People looked just like the cartoon drawings in “Yellow 
Submarine” where their faces were static, but the eyes moved 
and saw.

I really had nothing to share with the people at my work. I
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dressed straight, I acted straight, but my head was state of 
the art loop-de-loop. The nature of my work kept me isolated 
from interacting with my co-workers, allowing my mind to float 
too freely. And the contents of the reports I worked on, consid-
ering my disstate of mind, provided no anchor.

Here were these very tight business suits in a very 
corporate setting projecting on paper the value of New 
Guinea’s natural resources, and how much money to lend a 
country that was basically run, at that time anyway, by 
tribesmen. And then setting up a payment schedule till some 
date in the year 1988. Were they serious? That was 17 years 
away!

Who said we would even exist by that time, or that the 
planet would still be here? What made these guys so confident 
that there would be a country to collect from? And that they 
would be the ones to collect it? How could they be sure that 
reality was as they perceived it? Discretion, a rare commodity 
with me, kept me from sharing with them what I’d found “real” 
to really be. Here’s a poem I wrote about it:

Cloudheads throwing out anchors,
Willing to hold for the sun.
But the anchors fly back
Like pieces of paper in a whirlwind
Around the cloudheads.

The sun – we ate it.
It cannot return. But why?
Business suits peak
As though their keys keep turning.
Unlocking energy from the sun.

But we like floating, wondering of the sun.
Where did we lay it?
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What is there to die for
When we’re already dead.
Darkness has overtaken us.

In limbo we shake our cloudy heads,
Determined to unwind like Business suits,
Pretending to see the sun.
But where did it go?

You might as well have hung an “out of order” sign on my
brain. The huge gap of difference between my mindset and
that of my co-workers got worse. At least I had enough smarts
left to know that something about the situation had to get
fixed. 

I finally recognized that I needed a job where I had
maximum contact with people, where the type of work forced
me to interact. Someplace where there was no time to think
about anything except how best to perform a task. I needed –
a waitress job! Besides, it probably would pay better. At least I
still had some connection to reality!

As it turned out, the Black Rooster Pub was perfect. From
the location of the place to the fact that you could count the
number of tables on two hands, there was everything to like
about it. The owner hardly ever came to visit because his son,
Grant ran the place.

Grant, a sleepy-eyed entrepreneur who made it in just
ahead of his lunch crowd, was the best kind of boss. As long
as you did your job, he stayed out of your way. And if you
needed help, he was there for you. We had an Iranian cook
named Fred, a Welsh bartender named Rena, two country
western freaks – Barbara, the bartender and Jeanie, the
waitress - then Grant and me. It was a crazy mixture of
personalities but it worked. 
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For a while, I was locking in on a stable frame of mind. But
reality was due for another change. Ted’s drug habits were
exceeding our still one-salary income, and his drug connections
were relentless in their pursuit of steady sales. Luckily, there
was a new person in our midst. Jeff, a college student, was a
friend of some Georgetown preppies we knew. For some
reason he and Ted had hit it off, and before you could say
“Whoa!” Jeff had talked Ted into moving out to the country.

Jeff knew a woman who owned a cabin by the Potomac out
in Great Falls – before all the newer trendy housing that’s there
now. For a nominal fee of $25.00 a month, so he said, the
woman would let us live in the cabin. In exchange for our
splitting the rent, Jeff would make sure I had transportation to
and from work in the city. Being flexible (i.e. putting your dad’s
wants ahead of my own practical needs) and wanting Ted away
from his connections, I agreed. Besides, living in a cabin in the
woods is not the everyday opportunity! To cement the deal, we
drove out to the place for a look.
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CHAPTER VII

   No appliances, no heat, no electricity – it was perfect! 
What was I thinking?! Oh yeah, the drugs.

Our cabin sat at the bottom of a hill off the dead end of a 
country road, Jeffries Road to be exact. Oh, you remember! It’s 
that nature center now. That’s where you and I got stuck in the 
middle of the Potomac in our canoe when your dad took us 
there on our visit. Remember the idiot on the bank who found 
the snake. I thought for sure he’d throw it toward the water 
and guess who would’ve had a present? Us.

Anyway, back then the Potomac made a wide, sweeping 
pass at the “back 40” of the cabin’s lot. Next door was a boys’ 
summer camp, which thankfully remained closed during Easter 
week when we moved in.

We weren’t sure how much flack we’d get from the 
neighbors and didn’t know how much our wild hippie behavior 
might influence a pack of minors.

The cabin had Jack-and-Jill bedrooms on either side of the 
main room. All three rooms had their own balcony. The whole 
back of the cabin overlooked a dropoff of thick woods heading 
down to the river. Just outside the kitchen door on the front of 
the cabin, there was a trickle of a stream that also ran down 
toward the river. And across the road from us lived “Good 
Neighbor Sam,” a euphemistic handle we gave him for his 
latent redneck behavior and nosy, equally redneck 
acquaintances – a real bummer for those of us who were into 
“let it be”.

Did I say no electricity? We had some electricity provided by 
a generator located in a shed halfway up the hill to the road. 
There was just enough juice to run your dad’s stereo and a very 
dim-watted light bulb in our one living room lamp. Oh, and 
then there was the grounded tub in the bathroom. You had to 
be real careful about backing up after washing your hands.
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Even your dad didn’t want to get that high!
   We’d skinny dip down in the Potomac, watching out for 
water moccasins and leering rednecks. Never did see any 
snakes. I had a pet project there at the river’s edge, a big rock 
with a quartz face on one side. At bath time I’d take a brush 
and work at cleaning the quartz face till it shone in the sun. 
This ended when some smart aleck college guys came on the 
property and threw it in the river when we asked them to leave. 
No, I wasn’t naked at the time! The current carried the rock to 
a new place along the bottom. So uncool! It did teach your 
dad, though, about why people post “No Trespassing” signs.

The four of us (Jeff’s friend Cissy became an overnight 
regular) would fall asleep listening to the same radio station 
every night. With no heat in the cabin, we’d freeze through the 
night and wake up in teeth-chattering convulsions until the sun 
rose to thaw us out.

I remember waking to Richie Havens’ “Here Comes The 
Sun” as delicate threads of sunlight wove their way through the 
still barren trees on the other side of the river, then over to our 
patch of woods. It was how I woke up every morning that early 
spring.

As soon as I could unfreeze enough to move, I’d let out the 
dogs and open the kitchen window so Mother Bird could get 
her babies their breakfast. We were on the loud side for poor 
Mrs. Bird, no doubt part of the reason she gave her offspring a 
crash course in proper flight techniques. Soon after we had 
moved in, she and her babies flew out one morning and didn’t 
come back.

About this point in the routine, your dad would hop nimbly 
out of the bedroom, pick up the ax and go outside to chop 
wood. I’d go with him and take a turn till we had two or three 
logs, just enough to heat up the main room. Then we’d dart 
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back inside, shivering and shaking.
   Your dad would curse the sleeping Jeff, sometimes under 
his breath, sometimes not. Once the logs caught fire, his mood 
improved greatly. It didn’t take too many failed attempts at 
hearth cooking before we broke down and bought a kerosene 
camp stove, but that was after I got my job at Holiday Inn. So, 
bye, bye Black Rooster.

Yes, shortly after arriving at our new home (try two days!), 
Jeff reneged on his promise to drive me to work. I had our 
friend Cissy take me to the 7-11 at about 5 p.m. that Saturday 
night so I could call Grant and tell him the situation. He said he 
had planned ahead for my call, and was fully staffed for the 
night, then wished me luck. I was glad he felt good about it. I 
now needed a job! Ehhh – it was Saturday night. Monday was 
time enough to get serious about finding a new one.

Cissy and I got a few groceries, and then drove back to the 
cabin. The woods were endlessly dark and unrelenting in their 
mystique. In short, I was getting creeped out. We parked at the 
top of the property and as we walked down toward the cabin, 
I could feel something ominous in the air.

I had been doing okay, was very much in the mood to party. 
But all of a sudden, the feeling of evil was everywhere. I shook 
it off and walked inside with our hot dogs, beer and Chips Ahoy. 
We’d have our hearthside feast and I’d be fine. The four of us 
ate and listened to the stereo. Then your dad pulled out his 
dwindling bag of weed. We had agreed that when it was gone, 
there would be no more.

Ted and Jeff took the first hits. Jeff passed it to Cissy who 
took her customary preppy toke, then held it out to me. “Pass,” 
I told her, looking toward the front door. Nothing there. Then I 
got up to go to the kitchen. My mind sped into hyper thought. 
I didn’t know why – maybe a contact high from something 
added to the joint we were smoking. 

As I walked toward the kitchen, I looked out the nearest set
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of doors. There stood my Aunt Molly (who lived in Kansas!) 
and two men knocking on the door, wanting in. I froze 
and stared at the hallucination, waiting for it to evaporate. 
But the three started to move for the other set of doors, 
which I knew weren't locked. I screamed and couldn’t stop.

Your dad jumped up and came to me, tried to hug me but 
I fought him so I could keep a visual lock on the hallucination. 
He stood me at arm’s length and looked into my eyes, asking 
if I was okay. I was hysterical and couldn’t calm down. When I 
screamed again, your dad slapped me. I fell to the floor and 
looked back at the doorway. Aunt Molly and the men were 
gone, but the feeling of evil was everywhere. It saturated the 
room, it filled the air.

Walking outside made it a little better. The others walked 
with me. Walking up the hill was even better. Pretty soon we 
were at the car. Ted apologized for slapping me. I said it was 
okay and that if we could just go sit by some light for a while, 
I'd be all right.

It was a good five miles down country roads to the nearest 
highway. Jeff obliged my request to go a little further till we 
found something with even more light than the traffic along the 
country highway. Ten miles later we reached the Holiday Inn at 
Tyson’s Corner.

I didn’t even see the sign. I just knew it was the right place 
by the amount of neon daylight in the parking lot. I told Jeff 
that this would be fine, and that he could park there. I 
breathed a sigh of relief. My thoughts slowed down. The evil 
feeling went away . . . Ta dum . . . Ta dum . . . Ta dum . . . 
Three heads exchanged looks of “Wonder how long this is for” 
while I kept staring out the passenger window, giving prayers 
of thanks for a bright spot in the nighttime so near our cabin.

Pretty soon your dad gave me the bad news – “Uh, Dusty. 
We need to head back pretty soon.” “How come?” “’Cause it’s 
a parking lot and we’re not staying at the hotel. Someone 
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might report us.” “Maybe not – for a while,” I offered. I 
sensed with their collective sigh that we were about to 
abandon my oasis of light. I talked them into a few more 
minutes while I tried to get more tranquil and closer to 
sleep. They were grudgingly in favor of that plan, and 
waited about another ten minutes. Then we headed back to 
the cabin.

The next morning I asked your dad about the bright spot in 
the night time. He said it had been the Holiday Inn. I told him 
it looked like a good place to work. He and Jeff were going that 
way later so I dressed up in my waitress ensemble (black skirt 
and white blouse) and off we went. The maitre d’ was very 
impressed and offered me a job starting that night in The Room 
at the Top Restaurant. Hey, things were definitely looking up!
Imagine if the place hadn’t been so well lit!
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CHAPTER VIII

Our rural situation hummed along beautifully for a while. Peace 
and love were everywhere with not a whiff of marijuana in 
toking distance. Your dad turned human for the first time since 
I’d met him. Why was I so attracted to bad boy behavior?
Anyway, his moods stabilized, he played his guitar more and 
even went outside for long periods of time without getting 
restless. Country living definitely agreed with him.

Even though it was a hassle depending on Jeff or some 
other person for rides to work, I was enjoying the change in 
lifestyle as well. It was so cool to be there at the start of spring 
when the woods came alive with wildflowers and dogwood 
blossoms! The one bummer to it all - the attitudes of our 
neighbors.

Things came to a head one afternoon on my way back from 
7-11 – a five mile walk from the cabin. No electricity, no
refrigeration meant we had to buy takeout food or packaged
meat and bread on a daily basis. This day was no exception.

Three guys in a pickup truck pulled alongside and offered 
me a ride. Since the front was full, I stepped toward the flatbed 
in back but one of the guys popped out and offered me his 
seat, then jumped in back himself. What I’d thought to be a 
neighborly gesture turned into me being stuck between two 
leering rednecks who thought they’d just found Hippie Heaven.

As we continued down the last stretch to home, the driver 
gave me the third degree – where was I going, who did I live 
with, was I married. I told him and his buddy that I lived at the 
end of the road with my fiancé, Good Neighbor Sam. At the 
time it seemed unlikely that our neighbor knew these guys. 
Sam had never leered or pried like they were doing. That’s 
because Sam had never shown his true colors before. 

As it turned out, these were Sam’s buddies and we were all 
going to the end of the road to Sam’s place. Since Sam lived 
across the road from your dad and I, there was no avoiding
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 them finding out where I lived – or that I had lied my ass 
off about Sam and me.

Sam greeted his buddies as we drove up into his yard. First 
the guys got out, then me. I looked at Sam. Sam looked at me. 
I asked Sam if I could talk to him for a moment. Sam walked 
with me a few steps away from the guys. The guys leaned 
after us. “Aren’t you going to kiss him ‘hello’?” one of them 
asked.

Wincing, I looked up at Sam’s puzzled expression. I 
explained to him in hushed tones that I hadn’t known they 
were friends of his, and that I had lied about where I was 
going because I didn’t want them to know exactly where I 
lived. Sam nodded. So far, so good. “So will you tell them that 
we’re engaged? You can tell them later it was just a joke. 
Please?” I begged.

“Hey, Dusty!” came your dad’s voice from across the road. 
“Where’s the grub?” Everyone turned to see Ted, shirtless and 
barefoot, standing impatiently at the top of our drive. The 
attention turned back toward me. Every man there as well as 
every woodland creature paused and waited for my next 
move. It was Cricket City while I stood there thinking of what 
to do or say next.

“Forget it!” I announced abruptly to all of them and walked 
away from the guys, past your dad and on down the hill 
toward the cabin. So what if Sam’s buddies felt encouraged to 
come by again? I’d handle it if they did. And I wasn’t about to 
stand around answering your dad’s lame questions. “What 
took you so long, Dusty? Who were those guys, anyway?” he 
chased after me. “Ted . . . shut up, just shut up and come on!” 
I yelled back. The woods had a good laugh on 
me that afternoon. 

Of course, within a week or two the laugh was on Good 
Neighbor Sam and one of his other buddies. It seems that 
while I had been left overnight at the Holiday Inn, your dad
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and his friends had decided to do a little post-party target 
shooting in the woods behind our cabin. Well, a few shots 
went awry and nearly hit Sam and his buddy who happened to 
be caretaking the boys’ camp next door.

Conveniently, by the time I arrived home courtesy of our 
friend Leslie’s grandmother, your dad and his offending pals 
had driven off for more beer. This left Leslie, her grandmother 
and me to fend off a very ruffled, very armed-and-looking-
dangerous Sam and friend. Well, there was no reason to think 
that these two would be comforted by logic. Logic was 
something you didn’t apply out in the woods – like mosquito 
spray, it was likely to attract what you were trying to repel.

I grabbed the hatchet by the fireplace and struck a pioneer 
woman pose in front of our cabin door. “Hold it right there,” I 
told them as they neared the lower climes of the hill. They 
hesitated, and then kept coming. I took a step forward and 
stared them down. It worked a second or two. Before they 
could complete their next step, I gave them an ultimatum. “If 
you come any closer, I’ll throw the hatchet and see where it 
lands. This close, it’ll hit one of you for sure.”

There are a lot of situations when guys will push their luck 
with a woman. Her threats are meaningless when they know 
she’s non-combative. But when it comes to a woman they 
don’t know, one they suspect is unpredictable anyway, it’s no 
match at all. “Now what’s the problem?” I asked forcefully. 
They backed up a bit, and then proceeded to tattle like two 
little boys about what Ted and his friends had done. If it 
weren’t for the fact that they were armed, it would have been 
laughable. They obviously took your dad a lot more seriously 
than he took himself.

I listened straight-faced and promised that I would let Ted 
know what he almost did, and that he shouldn’t be so 
careless in the future. Sam and his buddy grumbled their way 
back up the hill. I could have told them that if Ted had 
known they were there, he wouldn’t have fired. But . . . nah, 
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let them wonder!
Please note this situation worked out in my favor but could 

have just as easily not. If you bluff, be prepared to follow 
through if your bluff is called. Too bad Roberta didn’t get that 
kind of chance.

Likewise, if your dad or his buddies had hit Good Neighbor 
Sam or his friend, their future would have been altered 
perhaps permanently and forever. Choices matter, Ginny. All 
choices.
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CHAPTER IX

It wasn’t long before your dad was out of sync with his 
surroundings again. He paced the woods, feeling trapped by 
his situation, acting like a caged animal. Thinking back on it, 
your dad may have had ADD. Not that many people knew 
about it back then. Staying straight was becoming more than 
he could handle. The word got out somehow because his old 
connection showed up while I was at work. Within no time, 
your dad was back to his old self – belligerent, erratic and 
drugged.

The situation wasn’t helped when I found someone at my 
work to give me a ride home. It turned out the guy and his 
three buddies just happened to be looking for a place to stay. 
So they brought Ted some dope and within a few days had 
managed to move in. This still left me with unreliable 
transportation because they’d leave me at work, and then tell 
your dad that I must have gone home with somebody else. 
They didn’t just want to stay at the cabin. They wanted to take 
over the cabin. First move – get rid of Ted’s emotional and 
financial support.

Although I’d caught on to their agenda, I didn’t know they’d 
been running me down to your dad, or inflaming his jealousy. 
No, I got to find that out the hard way.

It was one of the nights that I had managed to find a ride 
home and the heirs apparent had decided to party somewhere 
else. The chill in the cabin was more severe than usual, and I 
was in no mood to be without warmth that night. Your dad 
couldn’t be budged from his hold on the blanket (the usual), so 
I wandered out to sleep on the warm hearth. Jeff, who had one 
skimpy blanket of his own, came out there too. Both of us, fully 
dressed in multiple layers of clothing and finally warm, dropped 
off to sleep.

Morning exploded from night as I awoke to the sound of
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someone screaming. 

   It was me! Your dad had seen me lying beside Jeff, fully 
clothed, and pummeled his fist into my temple as I lay 
sleeping on the hardwood floor. Jeff’s friend Cissy 
crouched by one corner of the stone fireplace, screaming and 
crying. Jeff was nowhere to be found, not that I was looking 
for him at that point. Ted stood over me, threatening to strike 
me again. “You’d better remember where your bread comes 
from, asshole! You’d better remember!” I cried as I scrambled 
to my feet.

Your dad picked up the ax and went outside. He hadn’t 
made more than three chops when he suddenly screamed. I 
went outside where he sat rocking and holding one hand over 
his face. A chip had flown off the log and hit him in the eye. 
Ted had me take a look. It was just a graze. He sat there 
shuddering, looking at the ground. “I’ll never touch you again, 
Dusty. Someone up there is watching out for you. I’ll never hurt 
you again. I’m sorry.” 

With that, your dad slowly got up and went back to 
chopping. Cissy had slipped away to wherever Jeff had gone, 
leaving the two of us alone. Hey, it was only daybreak. There 
was still quite a day ahead of us!

Your dad and I went back to sleep. Several hours later there 
was a knock at the door. It was the landlady. She really existed!
The landlady had brought her young son, at Jeff’s invitation, to 
come for a picnic by the river. Oh!

She asked if she could come in and see what we’d done 
with the place, which I was happy to do till I noticed that the 
dogs hadn’t gone out that morning – none of them. Skippy, a 
terrier of some type; Jason, a Lab mix puppy; and Thor, the 
closest thing to a horse without changing species. Well, you 
can imagine what the main room looked like – a wall-to-wall 
manure-o-rama.

I was beside myself. I had been brought up right, to keep a 
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house looking straight for visitors. Well, you know how Granny 
is. And here was the landlady probably convinced that we lived 
this way! Mother would have died!

The morning had been too much already. I was holding 
back my tears as best I could, escorting her all the way through 
to the kitchen. She and her son seemed relieved to step outside 
again. She apologized for Jeff’s inconsideration in causing her 
to come unannounced. I apologized for the dogs. She and her 
son went back up the hill. We never saw her again. Come to 
think of it, I never saw Jeff again either.

Your dad was still sleeping as I cleaned up after the dogs. 
No sooner had I finished than Chapter 3 of the day unfolded. 
Out the front doors I noticed a vintage dark green pickup truck 
at the top of the hill. The dogs went racing toward it and, in 
the blink of an eye, they dove inside the truck. I listened as the 
truck sped down the road a short ways, then seemed to turn 
off into one of the driveways maybe a quarter-mile up the road.

Hey, they weren’t my dogs. Okay, so I was still mad about 
the poop, but we couldn’t have called 9-1-1 anyway since we 
had no phone. I washed my hands and grabbed my hair brush. 
As I stood by the front door brushing my hair, I noticed some 
movement at the top of the hill to the right of the path that led 
down to the cabin.

“Kind of weird,” I thought. I looked back. There coming 
down the hill toward the cabin were 12 men carrying shotguns, 
some with badges, some without, and an assortment of 
bloodhounds and retrievers clamoring through the ivy, all dead-
eyed on the door where I stood. “Oh, fuck!” I whispered.

Think fast, Dusty – smile! I opened the door for the lead 
sheriff. He gave me a silent, somber nod. “You here alone?” he 
asked. Hey, when you’re outnumbered Ginny, you never say 
you’re alone. “No, my boyfriend is in the other room,” I said 
calmly, knowing I might as well have been alone. “Well, could 
you have him come out here?” he drawled. “Well, he’s sleeping. 
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What seems to be the problem?” I asked, surveying the 
multitudes then looking back at the sheriff.

He cleared his throat. “We heard there was a number of 
persons under the influence down here who were planning on 
destroying property. You got any drugs on these premises?”

“Drugs?” I feigned shock. “Gosh, no, officer. Did someone 
tell you we did?” I asked incredulously. You bet you’re a_ _ I 
bluffed here! Who wanted to go to jail – especially since they 
weren’t even my drugs? Yet I owned the fact that I was putting 
myself and my future at risk by playing fast and loose with 
circumstance just to hang out and be with your dad. Popular 
culture and trends were not going to help either of us in this 
situation. And the sheriff wasn’t likely to look the other way if 
he found any. “Can we come in?” he drawled again. 

Let’s see, Ted had smoked the last of the weed last night, 
the hash was hidden by the beehive under the roof of the deck 
out back. “Sure, but like I said, there’s no drugs and it’s just my 
boyfriend and I.” The sheriff started to come inside, then 
thought better of it.

“You mind if we look around back? You might not be as 
alone as you think,” he cautioned. “Sure, go ahead,” I told him. 
“You might want to look under the cabin. There’s a storage 
area over there in back,” I said, pointing to the right side of the 
cabin. The sheriff tilted his hat and nodded as he and the group 
merged down the left side of the cabin and on down the hill. 

The sniffing and scuffling was thunderous as the group 
made their way to the river and back, exhausting every sapling, 
tree and wildflower between our cabin and the river’s edge. I 
couldn’t help but notice as they left that everyone looked 
disappointed – except the dogs.

Your dad woke up, several hours later - after my return 
from 7-Eleven. “Where’s the dogs?” he noticed. “They drove 
off,” I explained. “Dognapped?” Ted gasped. I nodded. 

A classic movie scene in the making, the combination of
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your dad’s dejected mood and the chance to share his dog-
napping story with each party animal that arrived that 
evening, created a visceral tension that increased with 
each telling. By midnight Ted was at full tilt, drunk, high and 
ready to fight. He cranked up the generator and his amp as far 
up as they could go, then plugged in his microphone. It was 
time for a public announcement – your dad’s version of an APB.

The prime suspects in this case, in Ted’s mind anyway, were 
our neighbors to the west – two bachelor gentlemen with very 
refined ways who lived on the property known as Turtle Hill. 
Your dad figured whoever the perpetrators were, the whole 
neighborhood was about to share in his indignation at this 
wrongful act.

“Turtle Hill! Turtle Hill!” Ted cackled crazily into the mic. The 
other party faces smiled belated grins. The group was definitely 
in the retro party phase and ready to pass out. “We know 
you’ve got our dogs, Turtle Hill,” your dad continued, “and we’ll 
get them back. Turtle Hill! Turtle Hill! Can you hear us, Turtle 
Hill? We’ll get our dogs back from you. Just wait till daylight.”

Every creature in the woods that night, human or otherwise 
was waiting for daylight. Any nocturnal creature with plans to 
forage for food that night gave up on Plan A, and headed for 
the acoustical inner sanctum of a tree hollow or underground 
burrow. Nothing moved outside, but you could hear the sound 
of listening, that deafening silence as the neighborhood 
hostages braced for your dad’s next angry barrage. It wasn’t 
over yet.

“Spike! . . .  Thor! . . . Jasonnnnnnn!” Ted whined forcefully. 
“Come back, guys! Come to Daddy!!. . . “Turtle Hill, Turtle Hill, 
come in Turtle Hill . . . “ On and on it went till morning. Before 
that sunrise I’d never seen a squirrel with bloodshot eyes.
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CHAPTER X

   Bloodshot squirrel eyes aside, it was definitely time for me 
to move on. The situation at the cabin with your dad and 
his buddies had degenerated to “Get home if you can, we 
dare you.” I was sleeping at the Holiday Inn more nights than 
I was getting home. Thanks to my friends at the front desk, I 
rarely had to pay for a room, which was lucky since 
Holiday Inn wasn’t cheap even back then. And I could’ve lost 
my job and theirs for them if management had seen me 
there after working hours.

With no solid home base, my hold on reality fluctuated as 
well. My brain waves kept me feeling like a waveform monitor 
on the fritz. You know, like the opening of “Outer Limits” 
(you’ve watched the reruns with me). Some voice from the 
beyond going “There’s nothing wrong with your television set.” 
The wavy lines would go crazy. “We will control the vertical, we 
will control the horizontal.” And then the picture would clear up, 
but you’d know you were still “out there.” Well, that was me at 
that moment in time. Perfect picture but I was definitely still 
“out there.”

The question of reality, whether or not we were really alive 
rather than the walking dead, soon took on the dimension of 
being solvable. One night as the band in the restaurant played 
a quiet set of music, I found myself by the window looking 
down at the parking lot 21 floors below. The logic went 
something like this, hon: “If we’re really dead and I jump, it 
won’t kill me. But if I jump and I’m really alive, then I’ll have 
to die to get the answer to my question.” 

I stepped closer to the floor-to-ceiling window and repeated 
the logic to myself. I looked around the room to see if anyone 
could read my thoughts, if anyone knew what I might be 
contemplating. It was almost worth it to jump just to have an 
answer once and for all, to no longer be tortured with the

42 Great Falls, Virginia!



thought that God had totally subverted the meaning of
existence. The pain of this possibility was no longer bearable. I
so needed a good friend to confide in, like Roberta had in you.

The Bible, normally a source of solace, tormented me.
When I’d be stuck overnight at the hotel, I’d pick up the
Gideon’s right after Johnny Carson left the air (the last show
broadcast each day – way too early a bedtime for hyper
thought). I’d be looking for an answer, but the Bible kept
flipping open to Ecclesiastes: “All is vanity. There is nothing
new under the sun. There is nothing but vainglory. All is vanity.”
Nothing like a little inspiration when I really needed it. As often
as the Bible flipped open to this book of the Old Testament, it’s
a wonder I didn’t jump.

But there was this glimmer of something that tickled my
mind unconsciously. It wasn’t even a full-fledged thought. Once
your dad had assaulted me in my sleep, this protective instinct
kicked in. Not just self-protection but protection for a new little
being. I sensed that I was pregnant with you, and I knew now
this was not the place to stay because neither you nor I would
be safe. With just the vaguest suspicion that you were on the
way, I packed up what Ted and his friends hadn’t thrown into
the fireplace and headed out Old Dominion Highway for a final
farewell to Grant in the city.

Neil Diamond’s “I Am I Said”, a song about feeling out of
place and very alone, played from the jukebox as I entered the
Black Rooster. Neil’s voice and his words brought comfort. It
was just what I needed to hear. Grant came over and as usual
was very sweet. He took me for a ride on his motor scooter
during the afternoon break between lunch and dinner. We went
up into Rock Creek Park and sat on the grass talking.

I didn’t say why, but I told Grant I would be leaving. He
wished me luck and told me that he’d be there for the next few
years going to school, and if I should come back that way to
look him up. He said he’d be thinking about getting married by
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then, and it would be nice if we could get a little closer. I can 
honestly say it was one of the nicest offers I’ve ever had. He’s 
one of the few men in my life where marriage seemed a worthy 
possibility.

Of course, it might have just been a come on since shortly 
after this conversation he offered to let me stay at his place for 
the night. I accepted, not realizing he was depending on my 
mental capability to figure out that he wanted to make love 
now, not three years down the road. I made arrangements to 
sleep at a friend’s house in Georgetown instead, and kissed 
Grant goodbye. 

The next morning I walked down to Crazy Horse on M 
Street, (you saw the club when we visited your dad) and stuck 
out my thumb. With a normal “headset”, I would have never 
considered hitchhiking an option. But I wasn’t normal and the 
only road back to being normal was to re-establish reality as I 
remembered it before the bad acid.

My post-acid conclusions which had been corrupting my 
brain prior to my decision to hitchhike included the concept of 
geography swapping. For a while I became convinced that 
when our plane had lifted off in L.A., it came down in the same 
place a few hours later to allow people and landmarks on the 
ground to become Washington, D.C. 

This conclusion became even further entrenched when your 
granny inexplicably disappeared from the phone books for both 
L.A. and San Diego, the only two possible places for her to be;
and the Washington, D.C. operators couldn’t find her for me.
Somehow Granny had gotten swapped out as well.

Since I had come to believe geography swapping was 
possible, the only way to disprove this premise to myself was 
by a more closely scrutinous form of travel - hitchhiking. Talk 
about risk taking! 

Traveling by car I could verify state by state my previous
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memory of reality from sixth grade geography class. Nobody,
not even God, could switch the states on me without my direct
knowledge and awareness of the moment – and state - in
which it happened.

Three rides later I was on my way to Monckton, Maryland
with a guy named Jim who had just finished standing trial in
Chicago for anti-war activities during the 1968 Democratic
Convention. He wasn’t one of the infamous Chicago Seven,
though. 

It was still early in the ride so Jim didn’t know yet that my
sanity would soon be hanging on his kindness and ability to
perceive my disstate of mind. In a few more hours up the road,
he would be put to the test and pass brilliantly into my memory
for his first class ability to stay human in the face of my
disoriented thoughts.

As we drove on into the muggy, overcast afternoon, Jim and
I took turns listening to each other’s recent adventures.
Outside Monckton, Maryland, we drove into a farmyard where
a group of Jim’s friends descended on his VW bug. Fresh
scrubbed, natural as air, earthbound friends. So far the
company and the geography were going great. But then it
came time to settle in for the night.
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CHAPTER XI

   Without much of a credible explanation, Jim left for 
town overnight. This made my host and me very nervous. Her 
family didn’t even know me, yet there we all were at the 
dinner table with bedtime just an hour or so away.

The food would have been delicious except for the throaty 
lump I had to swallow when the host’s father reiterated several 
times during dinner that it would be best for me to go to the 
bathroom before I went to sleep. He kept a rifle with a hair 
trigger by his bed and with me being new there, I might startle 
him in the middle of the night and – well, he’d hate for there 
to be an accidental shooting.

No problem! Thanks for the warning! Hey, it was the post-
Manson era. Pigtails were no longer considered an indicator of 
a friendly, harmless young woman, and I placed no intrinsic 
value in wearing them. Gratefully, I only had to get up once 
that night. My public announcement as I traveled to and from 
the bathroom triggered muffled laughter in both directions. 
Yeah, real funny, guys!

Almost before the chickens were up, Jim puttered into the 
farmyard. We were on the road again without getting to say 
goodbye to his friends. I had Jim pull into a Howard Johnson’s 
on the New Jersey turnpike, and got us some donuts and juice 
while he paid for the gas. 

Soon we were speeding past a distant Manhattan skyline. 
The sight brought back some bittersweet memories from two 
years earlier when I had been part of that acting workshop. I 
was glad we drove on by, but then just as we did, the 
unexpected happened.

We were in Connecticut. Right after New York City. We 
had crossed over into Connecticut! I looked at Jim but he 
hadn't seemed to notice yet. We were in Connecticut 
instead of Massachusetts Either my sixth grade geography  

46 Great Falls, Virginia!



had hit a memory glitch or someone had switched the two 
states.
     We’d driven several miles when I decided I had to know for 
sure. I turned to Jim. He looked over and smiled at me. As 
nonchalantly as possible, to conceal the panic in my brain, I 
smiled and asked the question on which my entire grip on 
reality hung: “Hey, has Connecticut always come before 
Massachusetts? I mean, does it always come first after New 
York? Is it south of Massachusetts, or did they . . . move 
it around?” Jim didn’t laugh, didn’t tremble, didn’t look for 
a gun or pull over to throw me out. He just looked 
straight ahead up the highway and said, “Well, I’ve 
lived in Connecticut all my life – that’s 27 years – and it’s 
always been that way.” Well, if it had been that way for 27 
years that would have more than covered the year I was 
learning the order of the states. I was only 22. Maybe 
just my geographical memory of New England was 
inaccurate. 

“Actually,” Jim added “there was some talk about switching 
the two a while back. But Massachusetts has so many 
graveyards, they figured it would be too much of a hassle.”

We both laughed, each for our own reasons. But I will never 
forget Jim for being such a human being at such a critical 
moment. He may never know how much he did for me that 
day. He saved a life – actually, two. I’ll always be grateful for 
that ride. Once again, Serendipity had smiled down upon my 
journey.

Jim had to leave the highway at Darien. He let me out and 
we said goodbye. I stuck out my thumb again and, within four 
rides I had made it to Boston, and then rode with a trucker who 
drove me over the bridge into Cambridge. He was looking for 
some companionship, but I told him my boyfriend was 
expecting me. Once again my lie would be kicking me in the 
butt later.
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 Cambridge was the only blighted spot in an 
otherwisepleasantly eventful trip. One of the inns I could 
afford to stay in wouldn’t let me rent a room because my i.d. 
didn’t give my current address – Highway Anywhere, U.S.A. 
But I wasn’t worried because hey, there was a YWCA right 
across the street from there.

“No – what do you mean, no?” I asked the man who 
answered the phone. “Aren’t you supposed to give stranded 
young women a place to stay? . . . No rooms? Oh yeah?. . . 
Well, what about the empty couch in your front hallway? I’m 
looking right at it. But you can’t tell me ‘no’! You’re the Y - Hey!“ 
He’d hung up on me.

Well, that was the first of many hard realities that night. I 
went for a bargain plate of spaghetti and saw a French film. 
Funny, it was almost like seeing Dylan again. My thoughts went 
to him that night, not your dad. It had been nearly a year and 
I still missed Dylan.

Nothing had changed feeling wise, even though I’d been 
with your dad all those months. I guess it took leaving your dad 
to get that. After the movie I looked for an all night hangout 
since I wasn’t about to pay for staying at the town’s Holiday 
Inn. Besides, Ecclesiastes was there.

On my way to finding a hangout, Derrick, a sixteen-year 
old, rode his bike across my path. We struck up a conversation 
after he gave me some directions. We spent the evening 
walking the streets of Cambridge, splitting the hours between 
the local greasy spoon and Dunkin’ Donuts – the only two 24-
hour hot spots. Around three in the morning neither of us could 
take the cold and exhaustion anymore. Derrick called his social 
worker and asked him to give us a place to stay till morning. I 
don’t think Derrick ever said why he couldn’t go home.

The worker was willing to put us up but by the time 
we got back to his place, he’d been locked out by his 
roommate. Something told me they’d been through this 
before. So the three of us ended up sleeping in the worker’s  
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car for the next few hours. After daylight his roommate 
allowed us in to get cleaned up. The worker dropped us off in 
Cambridge on his way to work.
     Derrick and I walked into a cafeteria style cafe for breakfast. 
Lo and behold, who should be there but the trucker who 
dropped me off the day before. He looked more than a little 
surprised to see me with a boyfriend that young. My little 
white lies had caught up with me again.

After paying for our breakfasts, I said goodbye to Derrick 
and got directions at a gas station. Then I flagged down the 
next trucker. Should’ve learned my lesson from the last ride, 
but I was too tired to shop drivers for a safe, non-predatory 
face. BIG mistake, hon!
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CHAPTER XII

   With only three hours’ sleep, I was an easy mark for the 
horny, greasy old fart that stopped for me next. The heat in 
the cab and the drone of the engine lulled me to sleep. Each 
time I’d nod off then wake up, the trucker’s right hand would 
be inches away from my left breast. After about four times 
of this – evidently I was also too tired and stupid to 
get another ride - I threw open my window, made sure my 
door was locked and put my back up against it.

The trucker didn’t like this and pulled off onto an access 
road and stopped the truck. He asked me if I’d like to earn 
three dollars. Well, I’d never been in the sex for hire trade, but 
I couldn’t imagine what they’d sell for three dollars. So I 
thought maybe he had wanted something else and asked him 
what for – then he told me. “Don’t insult the guy, Dusty. Just 
get out of the truck – and maybe you’ll survive,” I thought.

I backed down out of the truck as the putrefied jerk stared 
at me. I felt pretty sure I could outrun him and he didn’t look 
bright enough to outmaneuver me with his truck. What I hadn’t 
noticed when we pulled off the highway was the trucker 
station, a little shed of a house with a soda machine on the 
front porch. I’d also missed seeing the five or six truckers 
watching our little drama unfold with more than a passing leer. 
Needless to say, it was time to haul a- er, butt! I’d have to angst 
over the close call later – when I was out of danger.

Within seconds I had slung on my backpack, grabbed my 
other bag and raced up the road back toward the highway. One 
eye on the road ahead, one multi-tasking eye on the trucker, 
the porch gang and the road behind me hoping for any sign of 
salvation out of there.

Hallelujah! Along came a hot looking black Camaro. Hey, it 
could’ve been a donkey cart with wings as long as it moved 
faster than the crowd I was leaving behind.
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The door opened as I continued running alongside. The 
guy stopped as I threw in my bag and backpack, and 
fwomped onto the passenger seat. As we sped away, he 
asked my name. “Lucky!” I said. “Chad,” he smiled, doffing his 
foxy leather hat. We were off and running through the 
backwoods of New Hampshire.

It wasn’t a long ride, just a memorable one. Chad was 
racing to meet his parents at the next airport. They were 
about to fly to Toronto on their own plane. Chad asked me to 
go with him.

Decisions had to be made too soon. Even though Toronto 
was my destination also, and even though Chad had been my 
hero, I just couldn’t overcome my fear of flying enough to say 
‘yes’, plus I’d only known the guy for a half-hour of 
conversation. 

Still it was an opportunity hard to turn down – the guy was 
a babe! And there was this feeling that somehow I had 
connected with my soul mate, but I didn’t trust the feeling or 
the circumstance or his age (just a year older than your dad). 
And I didn’t want the heartbreak of finding my soul mate only 
to lose him later if I turned out to be pregnant. I would’ve 
been honest and told him it wasn’t his. Conflicted to the max, 
I said goodbye to him as he dropped me off on the highway. 
Chivalrous Chad turned into a cloud of dust as I waited for my 
next ride. Maybe we’d meet again further up a different 
highway.

P.S. We did – many, many years later.
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CHAPTER XIII

  From Bethesda on I got busy with the Kodak and 
documented all scenery and points of interest. After the 
ride out of Cambridge, every driver got photo coverage as 
well. But for the rides through New Hampshire to Montpelier, it 
turned out not to be necessary.

I lucked out again after Chad. This time with Ralph, a 
gentleman driver giving another hitchhiker a lift. Ralph was into 
some kind of mobile home sales and his passenger, Stu was 
just into getting to Canada. We went to a few out of the way 
places for six packs and to a graveyard for photos.

This was not real smart even though my vibe from them 
was good. Vibes and personalities can change quickly as 
Roberta - and eventually I - found out.

For some reason I was very drawn to this one graveyard we 
passed. Maybe because I could document with a camera that 
death was a stationary position beneath the ground, and life 
was what I was still experiencing. I remember taking some 
beautiful pictures of these ornate headstones with vines and 
flowers framing them. Curiously enough, this was the only roll 
of photos that didn’t register any prints when developed.

After we dropped off Stu on the highway, we drove down 
the main street of Montpelier, Ralph’s hometown. I saw that 
“Wuthering Heights” was playing at the town’s only theatre. 
Ralph asked if he could take me to see it after I registered at 
the hotel. I said ‘sure’.

First, we went for chicken fried steaks at the main 
restaurant, and then walked the three feet across the street to 
the theatre. I can’t even imagine how much the town has 
grown since then. And it had taken two centuries to get just ten 
blocks square!

The movie and the company had been very enjoyable. It
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was surprising to me, but the further away I’d gotten from your 
dad, the more normal people had become. Probably some sort 
of regional phenomenon. When Ralph said goodnight to me in 
the lobby, he really meant ‘goodnight’!

Once in my room I turned on all the lights and flipped to 
Johnny Carson. Mercifully, there had been some station 
broadcasting a late late show. This took a little of the edge off 
of falling asleep. Sleep disturbances were becoming common at 
this point. Little did I know they were just getting started.

The next morning as I was checking out, Ralph called to say 
goodbye. I thanked him for showing me around Montpelier, and 
for stopping at all those places for me to take pictures. He 
made me promise if I ever came back that way that I’d look 
him up to say hi. I didn’t think I’d be back, but I said I’d call. 
That seemed to make him happy. Guys in those parts seemed 
so easy to please and so unusually normal.

I took a picture of my bags in front of the hotel (I think 
you’ve seen the photo), then I rounded up my belongings and 
popped off to the general store. It was up and over a demi-
block from the hotel.

The store owner gave me a disapproving look as I set 
down my orange juice and donettes, then he winked. I asked 
him the way to the highway going north. He pointed up the 
street and said “Three blocks.”

Three blocks there were like a block and a half in L.A. 
blocks. L.A. was a way distant memory at this point. I stepped 
across the silent highway to the northbound side. As I stood 
there waiting for some traffic – any traffic – I heard a gurgling 
sound behind me. There under some trees, nestled in the palm 
of a graceful hill, was a 200-year old mill churning water from 
a sedentary stream.

Hon, if I could have settled in one spot during my whole 
journey, this would have been the place. Something about it
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felt like home. I wondered if anyone in the town ever gave that
scene any notice or looked on it in wonder. Something so old
and stable and strong in its character and identity. And it would
be so for as long as the 20th century allowed it.

Since I’d already been waiting close to 20 minutes, I took
the first ride that came along. His name was Charlie and he
worked for Burlington, some sort of quality control manager. He
asked me if I didn’t worry about taking rides from strangers.
Safe face or not, I pulled out my camera and took his picture.
“Why, are you dangerous?” I asked. He just shook his head and
drove me up the road about five miles. I forget where he said
he was going, but he had to head east and let me out. He said
someone would be by soon. Someone was.

This great old electrician guy named Mr. Kibbe – not the
least put off by my adventure. In fact, he told me if he’d had
the time between appointments, he would’ve seen me across
the border himself. He said his son who worked with him was
out of the immediate area or he could’ve taken me across.
When Mr. Kibbe dropped me off, he waited with me for my next
ride. From the protective way he acted, he must have had a
daughter too.

When we finally got a trucker to pull over, Mr. Kibbe told him
my destination and asked if the driver would see to it that I got
safely across to Canada. The guy nodded, half shrugging. I
waved goodbye to Mr. Kibbe and thanked him for his help.
What a great guy he was!

Within five miles of catching this ride, I was taking a picture
of the “Welcome to Canada” sign. Within 30 feet of the border,
the trucker pulled over at the checkpoint to take in his
documentation. I was feeling pretty confident that the guy
would be decent about things, put in a word for me if anyone
asked - “What do you mean, ‘get out of the truck?’” The trucker
motioned me out. He was on a schedule, and helping me was
going to put a wrench in it. So much for his promise to Mr. Kibbe!
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What was so hard about telling these guards I was just
riding along? Geez – so I’ll smile at these guys, tell them my
plan and be on my way – big deal!

“What do you mean, I need a hundred and fifty dollars?” I
asked incredulously. “Do you have it?” the guard asked
militantly. “Well, of course I do. I mean, I’m going all the way
to the other side of Canada. I’m not a bum. If I run out of
money, I plan to work as a Kelly Girl.” The guard asked to see
the money. “You want to see it?” Shit! I pulled out my forty
dollars and dredged my pockets for more. None was
forthcoming. Clearly this looked like a possible roadblock to my
plans.

After the guard got through counting the money, he gave
me a crime fighter victory stare and issued a severe reprimand
to me for lying. “Come back when you have the rest of it,” he
commanded. Hey, according to him, I was lucky. They had
pulled a girl off a Greyhound bus the day before, ticket and all,
because they thought she should have $250. She must have
been Dog Woman according to their voiced opinion of how
young women managed when their resources were low.

I hated to go peacefully like a good little girl, but maybe all
was not lost. As I walked down the highway going south, I
figured that somehow maybe I could still reach your granny or
Aunt Meegan. Then I’d come back and cross the border.

Or . . . I stopped and turned around. There were just the
two guards. Maybe they’d get busy with other border crossers
and when they weren’t looking, I’d just sneak on across.

Further thought proved to be valuable, because while I
stood there considering this wilder option, a VW bus with four
or five long-hairs pulled up to the border crossing. The guard
there asked a few questions, and then told them they couldn’t
cross until they had $500 each! This was 1971 dollars. He
might as well have told them $1,000 or more in today’s money!
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Before the guards changed their minds about how much I 
needed, I quickly headed back toward the highway going 
south. As I bee-lined down the road, I heard the ferocious 
sound of a VW engine hauling ass northward across the border. 
I looked back to see two border patrol cars chasing after the 
van of hippies yahooing their inevitably short-lived assault onto 
Canadian soil, and wondered what would happen to them for 
“invading” Canada.

At least at this point, my options were still open. Even so, I 
couldn’t shake out of my “Just You Wait, Canada” mode. My 
sense of humor refused to prevail, hence my missed 
opportunity for a picture of the “You are now leaving Canada” 
sign. I did however photograph the wildflowers. They were 
everywhere – both sides of the border. Stop that one, 
suckers! So uncool.

   Just then I heard a big wheeler approaching. I turned 
around to see a Greyhound bus rambling my way. “Why not?” 
I thought. I put out my thumb and he stopped! What a guy!
Sam was making his next stop in St. Albans, down the road 
about five or six miles. Sam was a sport but he wasn’t stupid. 
He told me he’d have to drop me at the top of the offramp into 
town. No sense in getting Sam into a hassle for being a 
righteous dude.

We struck up a conversation about my current predicament. 
As he pointed out, it was the Canadians’ country. They could 
decide who came in and who didn’t. Yeah, well just wait till I 
get that $100 – er, $110! As promised, Sam let me off at the top 
of the ramp into St. Albans. I got off the bus and snapped his 
picture. The guy never did take off his shades! Bye, Sam. Hello, 
St. Albans!
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CHAPTER XIV

Within a few steps of the highway off ramp stood the 
village town square of St. Albans. Glowing in amazing 
coppery splendor was this incredible bronze fountain 
with bugling angels and contemplative maidens in 
concentric, three-tiered circles. The topmost angel spewed 
a precipitous thread of water from his horn that cascaded 
onto the tiered pools below. 

The fountain had been a gift from some sister city in France. 
If you went to New England for no other purpose than to see 
this fountain, it would be worth the whole trip. Once you’ve 
seen it, the memory stays with you forever. If we ever get the 
chance, Ginny, I’d love to show it to you.

I took pictures of the fountain from all different angles, 
including one shot where I lay down on an asphalt pathway 
with my feet framing either side of the fountain. This was so I’d 
have physical proof that I’d really been there.

Now that my geography had been securely realized, I had 
to prove that I still existed as part of the reality I was 
documenting. As a backup reality photo, I took a picture of my 
shoes and purse sitting beside a vacant park bench near the 
church.

When I’d finished, I walked across to the Western Union 
office. Blanche, the older woman behind the counter was a 
one-person operation - Western Union, Greyhound and town 
welcome wagon lady. If anyone could find my mother in 
California, I felt Blanche could.

Assuming your granny or aunt could be found, they 
probably wouldn’t have a chance to respond before morning 
since the Western Union office would be closing at 6 p.m. I 
asked Blanche to recommend a safe place to stay. 

Since I had foolishly shared with her that my trip had been
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okay so far (I hadn’t told her about that one trucker and his 
buddies), I sensed that Blanche might feel covertly obliged to 
arrange one for me.

   She pointed me toward the town’s one and only hotel. On 
looks alone it appeared that a misadventure of some sort was 
inevitable. I delayed my check-in and took a walking tour of the 
town.

Down one street by the soon-to-be infamous hotel was the 
Moose Lodge. For some reason this struck my funny bone. I 
couldn’t stop giggling, maybe because I’d heard of Elks and 
Leopards and even Shriners, but never Mooses.

Turning a corner I came upon a velvet green field with a 
baseball diamond. Some All-American kids were making the 
most of a late spring afternoon. In the midst of their running 
and laughing, a dog just like Dylan’s walked across the street, 
paused for my camera then kept trodding along. 

After watching the kids play ball for a while, I headed back 
toward the town square. On the south side of the street off the 
plaza were some beautifully shaded homes that hearkened 
back to the 50’s – like visiting a street from my childhood.

As I approached the end of the block, a group of children 
playing yard tag greeted my denim outlaw look by running 
toward me and shouting “Peace, peace!” Such a nice thought 
for such a tired mind. The word itself was healing, but from 
these children it was absolutely magical and touching. Peace 
was definitely what I found in St. Albans that afternoon. Peace 
and healing.

The six o’clock hour approached. I stepped across the town 
square to find that dear Blanche had conveniently left early. 
Now I truly was a guest of the town for the night. I must have 
eaten dinner somewhere but can’t remember where. When 
darkness overcame the dusk, and the townspeople 
disappeared from the streets, I faced the inevitable and 
checked into the hotel.
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Somehow your Aunt Meegan had managed to get the 
number at the hotel. Her call had abruptly halted the flow of 
local onlookers who were paying a dollar a peek to check out 
the pretty, sleeping hippie.

I told the desk clerk tour guide that if he did it again, he’d 
have to split the money with me. This cleared the hall while I 
took Meegan’s call.

It was three in the morning, my third or fourth night without 
sufficient sleep. What healing had taken place geographically 
and emotionally unfortunately had not carried over enough 
mentally. To this day, I don’t know why it was possible to reach 
Mother from St. Albans, Vermont and not from Washington, 
D.C. Or how Mother and your Aunt Meegan connected with me
in the middle of the night while I was fighting off prurient
onlookers in a shabby old hotel. But when Meegan got on the
phone that night, and told me she had a way out for me before
morning, I wasn’t thinking about the few measly hours till
daylight. I was thinking of darkness and quirky voyeurs - and 
Blanche having the last word on a free spirit.

Meegan had joined a ministry several months before, and
one of its members worked for an airline. He was willing to
send me a one-way ticket to San Francisco if I would agree to
come to their fellowship for two weeks. Lame, boring,
ridiculous – but hey, it was his money. The cost for me was
pretty cheap – I just had to show up.

So okay, I’d find a way to Burlington and get a bus to Logan
Airport in Boston. I’d fly to San Francisco and visit Meegan, and
humor the congregation for two weeks. 

Cheaper to L.A. from San Francisco than from St. Albans,
Vermont to whatever’s on the west side of Canada. Besides,
according to Meegan, the evil I’d felt shadowing my brain must
know that I’m about to be redeemed. I had to hurry to beat the
Devil! Talk about the cost of sleep deprivation! That’s later on
in the story.
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I threw my belongings together and was out the door
before the next tour arrived. It was about 3:30 in the morning
now, and nothing was moving on the street except for a
patrolling officer who stopped to ask me where I was going. I
told him Burlington and asked if he was going that way. He
made it clear that I would have to wait for Greyhound to open.
The guy was a little short on a sense of humor. But after all, it
was kind of late.

About then I saw a hippie couple make their way up onto
their front porch. I knocked at their door right as they were
closing it. The guy came out. I told him I’d give him gas money
to drive me to Burlington, and that I had to be on the first bus
to Boston by 6:30 a.m. He and his old lady – what we
girlfriends or significant others were called back then – decided
it was an adventure worth having, and jumped back in the car,
giving me a guided tour as we went. Who owned what farm,
his last job site, her family’s home, and the agricultural
prospectus for the area. Certainly not the urban variety of long
hairs. 

After the couple dropped me off at the Greyhound in
Burlington, I got a magazine and some hot chocolate. Before
long I was traveling south in a race to Boston.

When the bus got as far as Concord, I shook my head and
laughed. For literally miles there were tombstones upon
tombstones. Jim’s words came back to me: “Actually, there was
some talk about switching [Connecticut and Massachusetts].
But Massachusetts has so many graveyards; they figured it
would be too much of a hassle.” The humor, of course, was not
that there were so many dead people, but that Jim had so
artfully applied logic and his quick wit to keep me from flipping
out.

My last thought as I clutched my purse aboard the
ascending DC-10 for San Francisco was “Oh, God. Please let me
have just one more enchilada.” I so hated flying!
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CHAPTER XV

I wondered what Meegan looked like now. I hadn’t seen 
her for the better part of a year. What would she be wearing? 
How was she doing her first time away from home? She had 
come to San Francisco to pursue her dream of being a 
singer and songwriter. Instead she ended up with a 
Christian group. I hoped it wasn’t a cult like Children of God 
or the Scientologists. Maybe she was still working toward her 
dream.

As I came down the escalator into the airport concourse, I 
saw a scruffy looking guy in a pea coat with a little dog sitting 
next to him. Coming up the escalator toward me was your Aunt 
Meegan.

We hugged then she whispered, “Whatever Harry says to 
you, don’t make a joke, okay?” Harry met us as we came off 
the escalator. “Bless you, Dusty,” he said. I smiled, a little 
confused, and then looked at Meegan who waited for me to 
respond.

I shrugged and said “Nice dog.” Harry thanked me then 
introduced me to him. “That’s Nephesh Kai. It means “Soul 
Life.” “Oh, far out,” I responded patly. “Couldn’t he just name 
him Rover or Max?” I whispered to Meegan. She nudged me as 
we watched Harry (and Neph) grab my bag and blaze a trail 
toward his car in the parking lot.

On the way to Meegan’s apartment, she gave me the details 
of her situation. She had joined the Power Ministries, a 
Christian fellowship. She was currently living with three other 
women at an apartment known to the ministry members as the 
Women’s San Francisco Power House. Meegan had been there 
a couple of months and was still considered a “babe in the 
spirit” - according to the Power House doctrine. Oh.

When we were just a few blocks away from the apartment, 
Harry pulled up in front of a neighborhood ice cream store. 
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    The area looked really seedy, and I cautioned them both 
about the stop. Harry took it with humor, walked up to 
the double swinging doors and did his best John Wayne 
impression of walking into the “saloon”. Meegan and I 
cracked up. Soon Harry emerged walking tall for his 5’5’’ 
height, carrying three double scooped ice cream cones. We 
gobbled them down before we drove the rest of the way to 
the fellowship meeting.

When we arrived at Meegan’s apartment, the meeting was 
already in progress. People were praying in a circle, each 
person taking a turn at “lifting” (praying about) a problem or a 
person they knew to be in need of a blessing.

The leader began speaking in tongues. The person next to 
him then translated what had been spoken. Sort of like pig 
Latin backwards with an intuitor to give a reading of what had 
been said. All very weird but definitely interesting.

When the fellowship portion of the gathering began, I went 
around being introduced and took pictures of everyone with an 
empty camera. It scored some easy personality points since I 
had no idea what the proper protocol was for this sort of 
meeting, and it never hurts to get people laughing.

As I look back at how things were, I think I adversely 
affected Meegan’s status in the group. Meegan’s cool sister was 
unintentionally triggering comparisons between the two of us. 
Dusty, the funny, upbeat one; Meegan, the moody, rebellious 
one. We had roles to play within the group even in the 
service of God. Well, in the service of the ministry anyway.

Politics were evident everywhere. Politics in getting the best 
recruits, politics in giving the best outward manifestation of 
positive believing, even politics in getting the best sound 
checks and audience attention for one of our concerts in the 
park.

I had sewn this outfit for Meegan to wear. It was a white
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crushed velvet outfit with bell bottom pants and a long vest. A 
little on the wild side but that was the style then. Meegan tuned 
her guitar and got onstage with no mic. She looked great and 
played and sang beautifully, but nobody bothered to do a 
sound check or hook her up to a mic 'cause it was all about 
Christina, the one up next. And oh, praise God, you know what 
a looker she is! Needless to say Christina got her usual fully 
amped up attention at Meegan's expense.

Some of the most wonderful people I’ve ever met were a 
part of that ministry. But even though everyone discounted it, 
the superficial side was there; and if you were ballsy enough 
to point it out, you were just giving place to the Devil.

Ultimately, it was this schism between mandatory positive 
affirmations of what actually sucked vs. being able to “tell it like 
it is” that saved me from staying on and being irrevocably 
claimed by the ministry. You see, the Power House turned out 
to be an international Christian cult. Only Meegan, I and a lot 
of others didn’t know it yet. This was pre-Jonestown so, other 
than Tony Alamo’s Children of God organization, there was no 
awareness that anything but God and Jesus were going on 
here.

Because of my mental state when I arrived, the pliant 
condition of my brain, the beauty and receptiveness and 
acceptance by the members, the similar values and beliefs 
espoused by the leadership of the group, I was highly 
suggestible to becoming one of them.

Joining groups was something I had previously resisted, 
other than my drama group. But the ministry’s doctrines and 
teachings, the fellowships, the week-long Bible camp – I readily 
accepted all of it because at that point in time I needed to 
belong. In a very big way, I needed a temporary mental 
straitjacket, an environment with consistent and predictable 
expectations and outcomes.

Once again I found myself doing a “Roberta”. Even though
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there was no romantic conflict or distraction like with Roberta’s
situation, I found myself willing – and susceptible - to giving
over my life, future, intellect, instincts and ability to reason for
myself just so I could feel I belonged. Fortunately, unlike for
Roberta, I would eventually navigate my way out of the
situation. But that was after about three months as a Power
House follower, starting with Bible Camp.
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CHAPTER XVI

Bible Camp helped me prepare for my role as a member of the 
Power House. At the camp the key operative word was 
“bonding.” We endlessly bonded from sunup to sundown, even 
beyond. For a whole week we were given heavy doses of 
Biblical teachings, Christian etiquette at meal times, and just 
when you thought you couldn’t possibly be more blessed, the 
leadership would launch a prayer vigil – a 24-hour prayer vigil. 
You didn’t have to participate for 24 hours but you’d be real 
blessed to at least do an hour or two.

No newspaper or television viewing was allowed. Yet oddly 
enough, the camp leaders agreed to accommodate a TV news 
crew from KQED San Francisco. The crew had “blackmailed” 
the ministry into allowing them access, something like “If 
you’re reputable and these people are here of their own free 
will, why object to our filming?”

Grudgingly, the leaders allowed the crew to tape an outdoor 
exercise class, where we sang hymns and did calisthenics. I 
became a focal point of the crew at one point because of the 
Mickey Mouse tee shirt I was wearing, and my positive, joyful 
attitude even at a killer pace doing jumping jacks. You weren’t 
showing yet.

Our Bible camp group had little if any leisure time. Almost 
every moment was spent in class, or at a vigil or talking the 
Word with the leaders. They wouldn’t even let you eat in peace.

We had Christian etiquette, courtesy of Nan and Barry, 
soon-to-be-newlyweds. They were a nice couple, just 
annoyingly “textbook” in both their public romantic interactions 
and face time with ministry members.

Nan was the head of our Power House women’s branch. 
Barry was the guy I had to thank for rescuing me from St. 
Albans, Vermont, the man with the plane connections. The man
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whose mole on his nose quivered whenever he got excited or 
real sincere, a clear distraction when trying to consume 
oatmeal and apricot juice. If you’d been there, you’d 
understand I’m not being mean. Well, technically you were 
there but – you know.

Anyway, in classic brainwashing style, Bible Camp food 
portions were minimal so we stayed hungry the whole time. We 
starved between meals, which were only protein-less birdlike 
demi-meals to mark breaks in the fastings. It put more than a 
few people on edge, not the least of whom was an ex-biker 
who came to camp fully equipped.

During one breakfast, Barry got a little too passionate with 
the ex-biker about proper Christian etiquette. I saw it coming. 
The ex-biker’s neck vein started to pulse. He crouched closer 
and closer to his pancakes, stabbing them with his fork, trying 
to tune out Barry’s eating edicts. Equally passionate about being 
heard, Barry wagged his wart – er, mole a little too close to the 
ex-biker’s personal space and it was all over before it had 
begun.

The ex-biker jumped up, faced off with Barry and rebuked 
his exhortation to accept Christian etiquette with an open heart 
by nearly putting the slice to Barry’s mole with his switchblade. 
Needless to say, the camp leaders were not real blessed by this 
event. The guy was exhorted to turn over his weaponry for the 
duration of the camp. And, son of a gun if he didn’t do just 
that! It was a bona fide miracle, hon! And without even calling 
the cops!

As the big bonus at the close of our Bible Camp stay in 
Santa Rosa, we received a special guest appearance from Dr. 
Vincent Weyerhaus, the Power House’s founder. When he and 
I were introduced to each other, he took my hand, closed his 
eyes and raised his face heavenward as though receiving divine 
revelation, an experience very similar to having your cards 
read, only without the cards. Yes, even then I was ornery and 
couldn’t help wondering if he was putting it on.
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Coming back from the camp experience I was ready to
follow the path to righteousness. I was ready to do God’s will
and be a servant to the Lord. Being good and kind had always
been my hallmarks – most of the time. This gig was a cinch. I
could easily make this my permanent lifestyle. The people were
great, the demands were many but fulfillable and, at last, I
finally belonged.

However, there was a catch. As in all great gigs, there’s a
bottom line you don’t hear about until your enthusiasm is
revved to the max.

We had to witness, make a pitch for the Lord. I was
committed for myself. I had no problem sharing inspirational
thoughts with other members, or reading aloud from the Bible
at a meeting. But go up to strangers on the street and pitch
Jesus? Were they crazy? These weren’t Biblical times when
everyone was aware of the Bible as a prophecy-in-progress.
This was the 20th century when Bob Dylan was a recognized
prophet, and Timothy Leary had a pill to heaven. And no way
was I going to preach hell and damnation to anyone. I didn’t
believe in it, no matter what the ministry’s teachings were. 

God is a loving God, and He’ll be the one to pick and choose
who goes to Heaven. Ruin a perfectly good Sunday in the park
by annoying strangers on their day off? No way!

As you know, hon, I’m not in the habit of forcing my
spiritual beliefs on others. This is in part from having watched
the Children of God folk physically impose themselves on
passersby and obstruct them on Hollywood Boulevard. They’d
shout threats of doom from their cars as they drove by you as
you were on your own personal mission to somewhere. How
could they think that type of behavior impressed God or served
a higher purpose? At the least, their behavior was strikingly un-
Christian.

Although the Power House group didn’t denounce people
verbally, neither did they take “no” for an answer. We had one
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of the Bible Camp attendees bolt from the car of our homeward
bound group to keep the leaders from knowing exactly where
she lived. I guess she had decided the Power House was not
for her. One of the members exited the car after her but she
outran him. Funny how I didn’t remember that incident when I
was conflicted about leaving myself.

And yet there were people out there looking for something,
wanting to hear an answer, wanting a solution to their
loneliness and aimlessness. These people “heard” when they
were witnessed to, and some joined our group. Some of them
joined the group because of Meegan and me. Some of them
stayed even when Meegan and I left. I wonder sometimes
who’s still there now.

Resolutely I participated in the witnessing part of our
ministry’s schedule, but I was more into baking and potluck
fellowship suppers, and being of service to others in those
kinds of ways. The group would have told you I was growing
in my faith, but actually I was growing in another, semi-
anticipated way. I was pregnant with you.

Yes, on that fertile little farm back in Great Falls, your dad
literally had planted a seed while I was sleeping. And when the
rabbit died at the medical lab in San Francisco, I was feeling
real blessed with opportunity (the Power group’s positive
affirmation of big time trouble). No offense, hon. I just wasn’t
ready to be a mom yet. I was still trying to get my brain
straightened out. Another reason to not take drugs – there’s no
telling how long it will take to recover from a bad trip, and
who’s to say that it won’t permanently affect your or your fetus’
brain.

No one knew for a long while that I was pregnant, not even
your Aunt Meegan - until after the second Sunday following my
test results.

Every Sunday service there would be a healing conducted.
People from our group would go up to the front of the
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congregation to be healed of whatever their affliction was.
Certain members of the congregation had the ability to lay on
hands and let the power of God flow through them to heal
those afflictions.

I usually felt pretty well, no major complaints. On previous
occasions there had been no need to step forward. But this
Sunday I was feeling the need really bad due to some killer
pelvic pains. I stepped into the semi-circle of people. The Man
of God called the healers forward to pick someone to stand
behind. As I stood there, I felt my healer’s hands gently rest on
my shoulders. I closed my eyes and wondered what words of
healing he would speak.

“Father, I ask that you bless this woman’s uterus and heal
it perfectly in the name of Christ Jesus.” My eyes flew open. I
was stunned yet somehow I felt my secret was safe with this
guy. I turned around to face him, as the ceremony ended with
the sick thanking their healers.

It was a guy named Nick and he smiled a beautiful non-
judgmental smile. One of the few recognized as truly having
the gift of healing, Nick saved your life, Virginia. At least the
healing power that found its conduit through his being. There
was no one in that room besides him, God and me who knew
that you were in there. Nick’s name would come up again some
years hence when we revisited the Power House with Jake.

Within a month after the healing, my pregnancy news broke
like a choppy wave. I was already about three months along
and, although still not showing, my cravings and sleeping
patterns were making it kind of obvious. And before I showed
too much, I thought it a good idea to alert the women of the
Power House and the Man of God in San Francisco.

Social conventions aside, ministry doctrine aside, there was
still the reality of bringing you to full term and having you safely
delivered in a hospital. I didn’t have a clue how to do this without
going on welfare for at least the delivery portion of the pregnancy.
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The Man of God insisted he had the more spiritually correct
way to go – farm myself out to several different households as
a cook and housekeeper in exchange for room and board. Then
he would search the ranks of eligible bachelors within the
ministry for a suitable husband and father that I could be
introduced to later.

We’re talking spiritual and emotional deadlock here, Ginny.
I wasn’t prepared to be pregnant much less married to a
stranger – albeit a spiritually correct one. The Man of God and
I went round and round. In fact, it was almost like we were
married, me asserting which way was most honest vs. he
insisting which way was a greater glory to the Lord.

While this dilemma was sprouting and touting its horns
throughout my waking hours, I noticed that I was losing
interest in writing verse. This had never happened before. In
the depths of despair with your dad, I had never lost the desire
to write. And yet, because of the Power’s disapproval of TV and
media (including movies!), I was losing touch with the joy I
used to feel in just getting up every day. Every feeling now had
to be an outgrowth of my magnified faith or I wasn’t “walking
the walk” of a spiritually correct Power believer.

It was the Power’s way that each of us had to align our
emotions with the ministry’s teachings. If the Man of God
couldn’t squelch a believer’s renegade feeling or spiritual
insubordination through reason and prayer, he’d refer to a
random verse from the Bible (i.e. “Just remember that ‘feelings
are liars’.” This biblical quote proved quite useful in the
manipulation of followers who questioned their leadership’s
choices, and didn’t want to give up making their own decisions.

Unfortunately, this was the quote that our Man of God used
on me when I shared with him my feeling that I no longer
belonged there. Equally unfortunate for him was my discovery
that he and his wife had a TV in the upstairs bedroom where
some of us were directed to go when the downstairs bathroom

70 Great Falls, Virginia!



was occupied during a fellowship. And praise God if I didn’t also
come across their TV guide and find they had marked a Dracula
movie for viewing.

This little bit of daylight gave me confidence that my
feelings were not from willfulness or a lack of faith but from my
intuition clueing me in that all was not as represented by the
Power’s leadership.

It also gave me the courage to question, at least internally,
the leadership’s use of the phrase “Satan is the robber.” This
became the ultimate admonishment during a fellowship
meeting. If the Man of God sensed mutinous behavior in the
ranks, or someone talked openly about being in touch with a
former member, he would remind everyone present that “Satan
is the robber,” then relay the latest horror story involving the
most recent expatriate of the group. 

Of course, none of these “reports” could ever be
corroborated. The ex-member of the group never tagged back
to impart his or her own version of how life was going. We only
had the Man of God’s word for it. Anyone who thought of
leaving for any reason had to deal with the advance knowledge
that to leave was to become one of these souls allegedly
skewered by the hand of the Devil himself – with God looking
the other way, of course.

Weigh in your mind for a moment, Ginny, the amount of
faith it takes to pledge your life to doing the works and will of
God. Now imagine because of this commitment and unbroken
faith you realize that you have to leave the Power House to
protect who God made you to be, even if it means departing
your earthly life.

Imagine an inner war so intense that you’re literally
choosing between honoring and nurturing the person God
created you to be versus your belief in the credibility of the
Power House’s leadership and its ability to predict God’s favor
or lack thereof on each Power House member who goes AWOL.
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I won’t deny there was vanity involved in my decision to 
leave. I still had aspirations as a writer, and even as an actress. 
I cared about making my mark in the earthly realm. I loved the 
idea of being a known personage. Whether this was right or 
wrong of me, it was still who I was. Ignoring this was making 
the act of living into mere exercise. Not what I perceived God 
to intend for His creations.

I loved the people in the group. I loved feeling part of the 
family. I loved feeling I was doing God’s will. But I couldn’t 
reconcile the feeling that I was somehow, on some level, 
violating myself and who I was by staying there.

Ginny, I was about to give birth to you - a spiritual event. 
At the source of my faith stood someone who wanted to attach 
strangers, punishment, repentance and lies.

I couldn’t stay, Ginny. No matter what it meant, even if God 
never loved me again. Even if all those stories were true about 
those who had left before me. Even if the Man of God’s parting 
words befell me: “Remember, Dusty, Satan is the robber.”

He paused as our group’s members, my spiritual family, 
were dismissed to go witness. I swallowed and looked into the 
face that had so often before held kindness and comfort but 
now delivered what I believed to be a death sentence. “Are you 
staying?” he asked. I looked after those who were already 
talking to passersby about the Power House’s mission. “Are you 
staying?” he asked again, looking down at me with a confident 
stare. “No,” I answered, then walked away alone.
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CHAPTER XVII

After an extremely prayerful flight from San Francisco to San 
Diego, I spent some time visiting with your granny and her new 
husband Frank. What a surprise to find she had married 
someone with a personality and sense of humor like mine!
Well, you know Frank.

I stayed a couple of weeks then decided to head for L. A. 
for the remainder of my pregnancy. I hadn’t told Mother yet of 
her impending grandmother status, and keeping out of her 
immediate area seemed like a good idea.

Before I’d left San Francisco, your dad had sent me a couple 
of letters letting me know that he and his high school 
sweetheart Devon were also now in L.A. As far as I knew he 
was just saying ‘hi’, but you could never be sure with your dad.

He and Devon were living in an apartment on the eastern 
edge of Hollywood. When I arrived at their place, your dad 
answered the door. Devon was at work (safe bet), and he was 
entertaining Cleve, the wild man of the Virginia woods who was 
just passing through. Cleve was someone who had shown up 
at the cabin after I’d left on my hitchhiking trip. 

It was obvious from your dad’s passionate behavior that he 
had missed me. In fact, he was so overtaken by the moment 
that he was ready to pack his bags right then. Of course, my 
throwing in an offer of lunch at Ernie’s Taco House didn’t hurt.

I grew overconfident in the moment, and forgot how quickly 
your dad’s passions could turn, especially when there was a 
need for commitment involved. I told him even before we left 
for lunch that I was pregnant, that it was his and that I was 
going to have it. Cleve was playing the part of a one-man Greek 
chorus, giving commentary on the progression of events as 
they unfolded. Acknowledging his behavior couldn’t have made 
it any worse, yet I still tried to ignore him.
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Your dad was devastated by the news of his impending 
fatherhood. As you know, he got over this in time. Needless to 
say he no longer wanted to run away with me. However, he still 
wanted to do lunch.

I ran out of the apartment and hid in the restroom of the 
corner gas station, hoping he would just go on by. But his love 
of tacos was stronger than his fear of my temper. He and Cleve 
got the attendant to come and flush me out, so to speak.

We went to Ernie’s. Eventually, I let them order something 
too. After that I went back to my rented room to await word on 
the outcome of Ted telling Devon that I was pregnant.

I knew Devon had already been home for a few hours and, 
as usual, suspense got the better of me. I went back over to 
their apartment.

Your dad, the chicken shit, kept Devon at his side as he 
gave me his decision: a ‘no duh’ that he didn’t want 
to be responsible for the baby, and if I decided to have the 
baby, I did so knowing I was on my own. Then, to cover his 
ass, he added that he was seriously involved with Devon 
and wasn’t about to leave her.

Well, not now!!

I collapsed in tears at the bottom of the stairs there. How 
was I going to bear it all emotionally? I so needed a shoulder 
to lean on. Someone who could be there for me.

I hadn’t spoken to Dylan in over a year. There was no 
reason to think he’d be around, but still I had an impulse to call 
him at his brother’s, where Dylan stayed when he visited L.A.

He and his nephew had gone to Disneyland for the day. 
He’d be coming back later that evening. I left my number and 
that night he phoned. I asked him to come and see me. He 
asked me what I’d been up to, and if everything had gone all 
right with the baby.
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Oh yeah, that baby! 

Well . . . I told him that I had made up that I was pregnant 
to see what he would do, but that now I really was pregnant 
and would he consider coming to see me. Looking at these 
last few sentences, I was so out of line expecting 
anything else than the cool, erratic behavior I got when 
Dylan came for his visit. Here I had deliberately lied to him, 
left the lie in place out of spite, then came running to him for 
understanding when the real thing happened – with 
someone else!

Dylan came to my room. We looked through my pictures of 
Vermont and the fountain, and of the dog that resembled his. 
He was very quiet and reserved toward me. We were in the 
same motel where he had come to visit me before, when I 
was between apartments. We had some very special times 
there as a couple. Yet there we were, barely talking, feeling as 
though something was being violated by our being there 
together.

I felt so awful, and yet I needed him to be there, to be my 
friend. The passion was still there but it felt like a dying bird. 
Sorry for the drama here, but the moment was just so very sad.

We put the pictures away. Dylan had an errand to run on 
Hollywood Boulevard, or so he said. Remembering back, I think 
it was his retaliatory blow for my baby story from the year 
before as well as for my condition then. He had me go with him 
to buy a blouse for his fiancée in France. I gave him the fifty 
cents that he was short.

When we caught up with his ride, his best friend Jim, Dylan 
showed him the halter top he had bought for the alleged 
fiancée. Jim said “Who? . . . Oh, yeah!” Real or imagined, she 
had the desired effect on my feelings. Dylan would always be 
the love of my life, no matter who or what came after. We 
parted company on the boulevard. He and Jim drove off. I 
probably went to Ghael’s house to commiserate. I don’t really 
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remember. It was such a heartbreaking, degrading time. As 
tragic as it felt, I did survive and went on to love others, 
maybe not as intensely but more constructively, more completely.

Wishing to belong to someone isn’t enough. You both have 
to work at it, and want to be there for each other no matter 
what. That’s the kind of love you want to have. That’s what 
belonging is really about.
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CHAPTER XVIII

With all of these changes I was going through, and putting 
others through, I had still managed to keep working some 
temp assignments, but the sleep disturbances were taking their 
toll. In fact, my level of sleeplessness was making it 
impossible for me to keep working.

It never occurred to me during this time to seek a 
therapist’s help, probably because therapists were considered 
evil by the ministry. Anything to do with the Devil was off my 
list of solutions. Yet at seven and a half months pregnant, I 
needed to secure an income. As unblessed as I felt in doing so, 
I went to sign up for welfare. Talk about your saga in the 
making!

Welfare was just one episode strung onto another.

In came your tax-paying mother, not especially wanting 
“free” money, but having the intelligence to know that I 
wouldn’t exist very long without it. I went in, filled out the 
requisite papers, and answered the questions truthfully.

Unbeknownst to me, there was at least one trick question 
on the form. It asked how much money I had. I counted my 
money and wrote in the amount on the form - $20. Then in the 
intake interview, I was asked if the answer to that question was 
correct. Yes. The social worker said “I’m sorry. You’ll have to 
come back and reapply when you have only three dollars.”

We’re talking a pregnant woman with no food and no work 
with rent due at the end of the week, and no way to pay for it. 
Fine.

I came back the next day with part of the money spent. I had 
your dad hold the rest until I was through with the interview. I 
didn’t want to lie, but I wasn’t stupid enough to spend all but $3 
without knowing whether there’d be more to replace it. I walked 
in, filled out another form, wrote in $3 in the appropriate space.
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The worker went over the form and said “Okay.”

I’m thinking “Thank God, they’re giving me the grant.” Not
so fast! “First you have to get a pregnancy verification,” the
worker added. “I need what?” “Pregnancy verification,” she
repeated. “Have your doctor fill out this form. He must fill in
how far along you are and the estimated delivery date,” she
stated.

“I have three dollars to my name. I’m supposed to go to a
doctor and give him this form and have an exam all for three
dollars?” I asked. “Free Clinic, Santa Monica and Fairfax,” she
answered. “Come back when you have the form completed.” I
started to leave then turned. “What do you think this is, a loaf
of bread?” I asked. “Next!”

Episode continued. I went to the Free Clinic. ABC News was
there, doing a local story on the value of having the Free Clinic
in the neighborhood. Did it serve a reputable, necessary
purpose? The clinic directors came out and asked the people
standing in line if they could please cooperate as much as
possible with the news crew.

Needless to say, I was not real anxious to be on the 11
o’clock news at this point. The girl in front of me, the second
in line, told me to not verbally acknowledge the TV crew, that
if I did they could film me. We get inside. The first two women
didn’t answer the cameraman who asked if he could film them.

It was my turn to be next. I thought I’d been courteous and
understood when I’d answered ‘no’ to being filmed. Well, guess
who was on the 11 o’clock news asking for pregnancy
verification and probably adding a few blue words for the red
tape I was being put through? By this point my ministerial
persona had temporarily evaporated.

I didn’t find out about my TV appearance until about five
years later. Ghael told me they had recorded my conversation
with the clinic staff. If I had known about it then, I might’ve
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sued ABC. Darn those missed opportunities! Ha!
Anyway, I got my pregnancy verification, some vitamins 

with folic acid, and a hug from one of the helpers who kept 
reassuring me that everything would be all right. Somehow she 
seemed like she knew things really would be.

Waiting for the bus on Fairfax after the ordeal, an elderly 
Jewish woman approached me, smiled and pointed to my 
stomach. “Ach! You’re going to have twins!” Was this God 
attempting to lighten my mood, or was she a messenger giving 
me a ‘heads up’? Two?! Thankfully, the woman was not waiting 
for the bus and walked on.

An approaching car radio blared Simon and Garfunkel’s 
“Bridge Over Troubled Water” and I turned to look. Your dad, 
Devon and their friend Jimmy pulled up in a VW convertible 
with the top down. Your dad was in the back seat with a bunch 
of band instruments occupying all available space. Looking 
sheepish, he said “Sorry Dusty, there’s no more room!” and 
away they went on the next green light with Simon and 
Garfunkel’s voices wafting behind. I watched as they drove on 
then stepped aboard my bus. It arrived right as God let the rain 
fall down.
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CHAPTER XIX

Next day I joined L.A. County’s welfare roll, and was issued
some food stamps and an i.d. The rest would be mailed. I paid
the rent and settled in for the rest of my pregnancy.

As much as I was motivated to continue working, my head
was still not working right. Sleep disturbances left me feeling
like a zombie with everything around me having a gauze-like
haze to it. I felt like I was living in this nebulous world, semi-
connected by sensation and former acquaintances – and, of
course, you moving inside me.

Speaking of which, you were quite the active one. Wherever
we went, you’d get attention for the prize kicker you were. This
included a time at Hughes Market on Highland when you
actually kicked the woman in front of me in the checkout line.
If the cashier hadn’t seen it, the woman would have thought I
was high on weed to tell her such a thing.

The closer Thanksgiving got, the more anxious I became. I
had to tell Mother but how? I got a brilliant idea to send her a
note instead of calling.
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Mother mobilized upon receiving the note and the next
thing I knew she had ordered a little Toshiba television for my
apartment. She didn’t realize it and I didn’t feel I could tell her,
but when that TV finally arrived six weeks later, it kept me
connected to this world’s reality. My balloon brain barely stayed
attached in the meantime.

You see, I kept expecting the Devil to catch up with me, or
for God to strike me down. I thought I had left God’s good
graces up in San Francisco, that I was now living on borrowed
breaths and stolen moments.

Therapy wasn’t an option because the Power House
considered therapists evil. Needless to say, anything that might
draw attention from the Devil was off my list of solutions – End
Time or no.

One night, before the Toshiba arrived, I was walking back
from Hollywood Boulevard up Las Palmas. Suddenly there was
this supernatural, swirly luminescent cloud in the sky over
Hughes Market. As I stared up in fright, my heart beat faster,
my mind raced. Could this be the End Time, would I have to
face it alone?

“Didn’t you used to be Dusty Rose?” a voice called.

A lanky, poet-looking guy came walking up to me. It was
Alan Walsh, one of the actors in the drama group I’d belonged
to a few years earlier. He looked up at the cloud. “Oh,
Vandenberg’s at it again,” he said. “Still a cool sight, though,
huh?” “Yes,” I had smiled, tearing up at the serendipity of the
moment, relieved to see someone I used to know prior to the
last year and a half. We talked for a while and then, too soon,
we each went our own way.

Alan’s presence at that moment gave me hope that maybe
my disstate of mind was artificial, something only imposed on
me or on my brain by dishonest people in the ministry – and,
of course the chemical changes I’d precipitated on myself
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before joining the ministry. Maybe somehow I wasn’t cursed for
having left them. But there wasn’t any way to know for sure.
Or was there?

Since I could barely connect with reality, much less feel
God’s forgiveness, I decided to pray for something that was
just between me and God, that no one else would know
about. I prayed to Him that if I had His forgiveness and love,
that you would be born with blonde hair that would never turn
brown like mine until you were at least 21. That would be His
sign to me. And you still have blonde hair!

Of course, it would take time to know if I had His
forgiveness. But I knew the first indication would be that you
were born whole and beautiful and with a healthy mind. A
healthy mind, I worried for that too. And what was I thinking
to believe that had you experienced some sort of birth defect,
it would have been about God judging me? Talk about being
self-obsessed!

I didn’t know why I couldn’t get my brain in focus. In
retrospect it was probably somewhat influenced by my
hormone levels going up and down. But as the pregnancy
progressed, and I managed to stay busier - and the TV finally
came from Sears - I kept my reality a little more in check.

Doubt and anxiety had a harder time sneaking in because
I’d managed to keep my mind busier on tasks at hand. My
brain was coming back and it no longer bowed to the Power
House. It belonged to me. I just needed to retrain my brain
to think so, and quit expecting God’s Hammer to come down.

Late night talk shows and reruns of Hogan’s Heroes helped
too. That and the daily walks with your dad made the nights
less scary, and with the increase in activity came better sleep.
He and I spent a little more time together during the days
when I wasn’t selling my handmade greeting cards on
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Hollywood Boulevard. Sometimes we’d go to lunch at a
restaurant. And at the holidays, Devon invited me over for
their New Year’s Eve party. 

A week into 1972, with your arrival imminent, Mother talked
me into coming to visit while I stored my things in Ted &
Devon’s garage. Once everything was safely put inside, your
dad handed me my bag, gave me a hug and sent me off with
“Have a nice baby.”
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A card left over from the Boulevard
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CHAPTER XX

I had scarcely arrived via Greyhound when my water broke. I 
hadn’t known the flood was expected, and hadn’t a clue what 
came next. Sequence-wise, I was totally thrown off. There was 
no time to mourn the loss of emotional support from your dad. 
I had done a lot of that while standing on board the Greyhound 
from L.A. to San Diego. It hurt too much to sit down.

Your granny walked me over to the Coronado Hospital which 
was about two blocks away. “It might help things go easier if you 
walk,” she said. Easier? What was hard? You go in, they take out 
the baby and that’s it. I’d seen the rerun of that “I Love Lucy” 
episode a hundred times. FYI, accurately portrayed births had 
not made it to TV yet, and my procreation learning curve had 
gotten stuck on the sex portion and stayed there.

Needless to say, I did not have adequate prenatal care for 
you. This was partially my unawareness that more was required 
than just a bottle of prenatal vitamins, and partly because the 
doctor made available to me was more interested in playing 
“doctor” with his nurses than making sure you and I were 
properly examined and looked after. Being on welfare turned 
me into an acquiescing wimp who didn’t advocate for me or 
you to be treated properly. Questioning authority was not a 
problem for me in work environments. Clearly with regard to 
health issues it was.

Back to the hospital. We made our soggy entrance and I 
handed over my Medi-Cal stickers. The obstetrician on call was 
notified. Upon his arrival, it became militantly clear that Dr. 
Morgan was the quintessential embodiment of Coronado’s most 
honored marriage – Catholicism and Republicanism. One would 
think a doctor is a doctor. Professional standards and ethics 
override politics and prejudice. Well . . . remember Ginny, it’s not 
just about how you fall; it’s also definitely about where you fall.

Mother could tell that my situation was going to be a tough
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sell to this guy. Hey, our family had always been a tough sell in
this town. What was new? Call it Midwestern but Mother
begged me to make up a story about being married, and how
we were trying to get in touch with my husband. Of course,
that didn’t explain the Medi-Cal stickers. Was I a writer and an
actress? I’d think of something.

Before I could be admitted to a room, Dr. Morgan felt
obliged to administer the third degree. I cheerfully responded
(no labor pains yet) to his semi-repressive questioning.

I told him that it had been a very embarrassing, difficult
time because my husband was trying to finish up school on a
scholarship over in France. We didn’t have much money and
when I could no longer work, I had to go on welfare. My
husband’s classes would be finished shortly. He had been trying
to make it back for the birth, but his plane ticket was stolen.
He was in the process of getting another ticket. No wedding
band because my fingers had swollen, and no married surname
because I wanted to keep my own name (the new trend).

I looked over at Mother to see how she thought I was
doing. A rave review – she smiled as she asked the doctor if he
didn’t think we should be putting me in a room. Dr. Morgan
grunted, giving me an appraising glare. Hey, I’d had thirty
seconds or less to come up with something. It sounded good
to me. So where was my room already? Finally they gave me a
gown and a semi-private room. 

When I was situated, the doctor came in to read me the riot
act for the weight I’d gained, about sixty pounds. He told me
that I’d be on a diet to help take off some of the weight before
the labor started. Your arrival wasn’t anticipated for at least 12
hours. This wasn’t turning out at all like “I Love Lucy.” Oh well,
neither was the cast.

I had just settled back after Mother had left when in came
one of the nurses. She did a great imitation of starting up a
casual conversation. “Do you think your husband can make it
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here in time?” Was this woman dense? Husband or no, I was
the primary mover and shaker here. It was me on the labor
detail, not “him”. But I kept my cool. There was little else to do
at that moment. I answered her lame questions, keeping the
answers all within the framework of my impromptu marital
history. She went away with a wispy trail of further agenda
wafting from her brain.

The night passed uneventfully. In the morning I humored
you and the staff by eating “breakfast.” Why didn’t they just
give me a vitamin shot and call it even? Anyway, the news was
not good that morning. Another Stepford nurse came in to
monitor my ability to hold to my story, and to let me know that
I could, in fact, be the first mother of the New Year. WHAT?!

Coronado being a small town, there hadn’t been any births
since January 1. It was now the 13th. You looked destined to
be the first, hon. “Okay, but what does that mean?” I asked.
“Just free diaper service, certificates for baby clothing and
supplies from local merchants!” the nurse sang, adding “And
press coverage, of course. You and the baby will get your
picture in the paper.” I can only wonder if your arrival wasn’t
somewhat delayed by the three-alarm anxiety attack that
overtook my body at this point. If these nurses wanted to zing
me, they had succeeded big time!

Whatever social discomfort I’d have to endure from marital
status or lack thereof, I was willing to weather. But press
coverage? In Coronado?! Why not just make me the Vatican
poster girl for Miss Original Sin? Did I have to accept? I feigned
shyness. “Yeah, right, you unmarried hippie whore!” I could see
her thinking to herself. I hated that smile the nurse was
wearing on her way out of my room. “We’ll see,” she smirked
as she exited.

Well, this certainly put a new face on an already ugly
situation. Not you, hon. Just the circumstances of the situation
and feeling like I had to lie for things to be okay. All I could
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think about were my growing up years in this town, going to
high school, being a social outcast because of my mother’s
divorced, lower middle income status. How Meegan and I had
been snubbed by the upwardly mobile majority of classmates.

Our friends were the children of working class parents.
Nothing inferior about the friendships. In many ways I’m sure
we had better friends because of our lack of social standing.
But when you’re a teenager, you just want to belong. And there
was no way without being Catholic and/or military and/or rich.
The insensitivity and sense of entitlement of the people in this
town went on forever. At least it did then.

I guess my main complaint, other than feeling like the Lone
Ranger, was that none of my ostracism was deserved. It was
‘just because’. There were endless examples of unjust behavior
on the part of others, like the time I walked from choir practice
with two or three of the more popular choir members. They
literally hid their faces so that I wouldn’t see them laugh at one
of my jokes. Then there was the practical joke these other girls
played on me one afternoon after school.

I was flunking algebra and, since I had a crush on someone
with a passing grade in that class, and he was someone they
knew and lusted after themselves, they baited me into calling
him and asking him to meet me at the library for help. Well, the
aftermath (so to speak) of our meeting at the library was him
being told about my crush, and the whole campus being told
about how I had chased the guy. Humiliation wasn’t a personal
tragedy in this town, it was a group event.

Interesting that I should remember this particular incident
because the father of the New Year baby was this very same
guy. He had married a classmate of mine who was known as
one of the “bad girls” back then. She definitely had lived on the
fringe of social acceptability throughout high school. Now she
was the New Year Mother with her social pleats totally in place
for the occasion.

Kristi Koons 89



As for me, I grew up poor but pleated, then grew to disdain
arbitrary social pleats. Hence my situation as an unwed mother.
But the point really isn’t about pleats or no pleats, Ginny. It’s
about how you wear who you are, and owning your pleats or
lack thereof.

With the New Year Baby honors out of the way (whew!),
and into the second day since my water had broken, I grew
impatient to begin labor. I drank a lot of water per the nurses’
advice. In fact, water was turning into a main course.

At the end of the second day, I started to experience some
cramping. Just mild, sort of faraway cramping like when an arm
falls asleep then starts to wake up. But by 9 a.m. the next
morning, we were talking “The Beast Within”. A precursor of
things to come, you were taking your own sweet time coming
out.

Because the “beast” phase lasted for 18 hours, the last five
hours were a true test of human endurance. Not just mine but
the entire maternity ward’s, and Mother’s, who got the duty of
being bedside in the pre-op room waiting for me to dilate. And
waiting and waiting and . . . Dilation didn’t happen till the last
hour before you were born. Then we couldn’t find the doctor.
You were pushing your way down a dry birth canal. I wouldn’t
dilate and they couldn’t medicate me for fear I would never
dilate.

I screamed endlessly with each wave of pain. The nurses
had to endure, Mother had to endure, and the entire floor had
to endure what for the rest of the women in the ward had
seemed relatively easy births by comparison. I say that
because I didn’t hear any of the others screaming.

I begged throughout these last four or five hours to be
allowed to get up. I knew that whatever the problem was, if I
could stand up you would come out and everything would be
okay. But the nurses wouldn’t let me and I was too weak to
fight them.

90 Great Falls, Virginia!



When I finally dilated, the nurses went running for the 
phone to call the doctor. He couldn’t be reached, or wasn’t 
ready to come yet. We didn’t really know which was the case. 
But once he got there, we went into the delivery room and 
within about 20 minutes you were born.

Purple and red! Not anything like I had expected to see. I 
thought maybe you were stressed out yourself to be those 
colors. But Dr. Morgan reassured me that purple and red were 
perfectly normal. This was the only reassuring Dr. Morgan did.

When you were safely delivered, Mother went to Dr. Morgan 
to find out why it had taken him so long to get there. According 
to Mother he had wanted to teach me a lesson for having 
gained so much weight. This was his response for putting a 
young first-time mother through reproductive hell. Of course, it 
could have just as easily been Mother’s decision to tell me that 
so I’d be more committed to losing the weight.

Whichever it was, I didn’t feel I deserved that kind of 
payback for delivering a beautiful baby girl. Mostly I tried for 
the high road of figuring bad karma would overtake those who 
intentionally caused me physical or emotional harm and 
embarrassment. It was the politically correct way of the times 
to leave such unresolved matters to cosmic forces.

At some point I’m sure Dr. Morgan got a healthy dose of his 
own prescription if he did in fact cause me to suffer longer than 
needed. That’s the law of the universe. Sometimes it’s the only 
law you can count on. Of course, I still owned the condition I 
was in and, mental issues aside, needed to have done better at 
caring for both of us prior to you being born.

Just FYI, Ginny, when it’s your turn to give birth, be 
prepared. Take La Maze and have a worthy partner. Don’t leave 
your fate exclusively in the hands of your obstetrician. They can 
have their agendas, too.

Always count on yourself Ginny, and you’ll never be let 
down.
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CHAPTER XXI

Whoever would have guessed your delivery would be the easy 
part of the next two years? Certainly not me. 

After your birth, you and I were still a case, but in the 
county of San Diego instead of L.A.

I was never at peace with being on welfare. It was counter 
to my workaholic nature. Even back then I enjoyed work to the 
exclusion of other activities – not all, but some.

It was like the government didn’t want you to succeed and exit 
the welfare roll. If you got a job and tried to increase your 
income, Welfare would subtract your monthly grant from 
whatever you had earned. So you had the same or less than what 
you would have had if you’d just stayed home and not worked.

Our amount was $200 a month. This was in 1972. Rent was
$125, utilities $25. That left $50 a month for food. No food 
stamps, just commodities. And since you weren’t allowed to 
have a car, you needed someone to take you there to get them.

This left zero money for bus fare or clothing to look for a 
job and forget about babysitters unless you had a family 
member nearby. Luckily I did.

If I wanted to get you a new outfit, I’d save money from 
our food budget and go to the yard sales in Coronado. That 
was one glorious advantage to living there. You couldn’t have 
asked for better used baby clothes.

During your first year, my main courses were grilled cheese 
sandwiches, cheese burritos and Kraft Macaroni and Cheese. 
Needless to say my weight problem continued. Even though I 
wasn’t eating that much, my diet was a little heavy on the 
dairy. You, on the other hand, had a full selection of baby 
delights. Fruit cobblers, strained vegetables, and every kind of 
Gerber’s you could wish for. Cereals and milk and juices. You 
were a very well cared for baby.
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When you were about four months old, I had a chance at a
waitress job at the U.S. Grant Hotel’s coffee shop. It lasted a
whole three weeks at most. Paltry tips and rip-off busboys who
insulted me in Spanish persuaded me to come home once more
even though I was desperate to work. Now there’d be no
money to even look for work. Writing poetry and watching TV
became my sole pastimes, mostly when you were sleeping. 

Once our friends in the front apartment moved away, I
became very reclusive. There was really no one to talk to after
that. I would go for days without talking more than a few
sentences or words to you. Your granny would visit us a couple
times a week, but never for very long since she was still
working then and Frank usually had plans for them in the
evenings. 

But when your Aunt Meegan would call, I’d have a chance
to express myself. The words would gush, spilling and bumping
into one another. At last I could talk about feelings, happenings
and, best of all, dreams. I still had them. They weren’t going
away because of their impracticality.

In fact, in a way dreams were a very practical commodity
when nothing else in my life besides you seemed worthy or
valuable. Dreams became the anchor by which I held on to my
daily existence. Dreams for me and dreams for you. Who says
dreams are nothing to hang your hat on? At that time dreams
were the only hat rack you and I had.
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Rainbow Baby

Sorrow bred and rainbow born,
Love thrives where a heart was torn.
A babe lies sleeping this secret morn.

Elusive dreams pass this misty rover.
She found a catch to make her hover,
And stop to ponder a crop of clover
To raise around her misty rover.

God be blessed my tired tears
That fell for every windspent year,

And my gamboling soul
That holds life so near.

Passioned lovers before the sun
Kissing quick before love’s gone.
No vows to keep when moving on.
A cry in my sleep to end the run –

You misty rover, my little one.
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CHAPTER XXII

During the first year of your life, both your great aunts died.
Aunt Molly went first. No one knew she was sick. But somehow
I knew on the very night she died. 

I had been invited down to my friend Penny’s place of work.
She wanted to buy me some beers. It was a cinch I couldn’t
buy my own and since I hardly ever got out, I went. Your
granny watched you that night. 

In less than an hour I had drank seven beers! I was having
fun and feeling too giddy and free to pay attention to what I
was doing. Flag this, hon. Forgetting to be careful at times like
this can cost you. My hangover was brutal, one of the worst I
ever had, and . . . my liver swelled up.

While I nursed myself through the night, I heard this inner
voice saying “Pray for Aunt Molly.” I was so sick I could barely
keep it together to throw up in the toilet. I felt the urgency to
pray for her, but felt too drunk and sick to accomplish it. And I
remember arguing with myself about the feeling that Aunt
Molly was sick. Aunt Barbara was the one everyone knew to be
ill with cancer. So I clung to my own needs and ignored my
intuition.

The next morning Mother came over and told me that Aunt
Molly had died during the night. Her liver exploded while the
hospital’s ER crew had tried to rescue her. 

Both she and Aunt Barbara were alcoholics, but this was
such a shock at a time when the family thought Aunt Molly had
cut back on her drinking. I felt so devastated and guilty that my
intuition had been right and I hadn’t listened. You’re the first
one I’ve ever told about that night. Mother still doesn’t know
about the experience.

Aunt Barbara followed along several months later. They
arrested her throat cancer, only to have it spread to her liver.
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Obviously the liver is not one of our family’s stronger organs.
So keep that in mind if you ever take up drinking or excessive
behavior of any kind. We do max out with fatal results.

After Aunt Molly died, I became even more depressed. I
struck out at the guilty feelings by writing a one-act play called
“Blue Biscuits and Salt Water Tea”. It was a self-obsessed,
rambling two-character play - kind of like this letter. Anyway,
when I finished it, I decided to take it with me to L.A.

As a Christmas present, Mother had gotten me a ticket to
see “Butley”, a play starring Alan Bates. I decided to drop off a
copy of my play backstage before the performance to see if it
was something of interest to him.

Eventually, I got a nice letter from him turning down the
play. But it got to him, and he personally read it – a bull’s eye
with no payoff.

So, for the next couple of months, I was a little on the low
side again. Of course, your birthday was a bright light. You and
I celebrated with your first ice cream cone. You’ve seen the
picture. It’s one of my favorites. Your first anniversary
milestone. 

A month or so after your first birthday I lucked out getting
a job. Your granny was off work for the day and came by to
babysit. The week before the local bus fare had dropped to just
a quarter each way. I took my two quarters and headed over
to San Diego. Mother had a couple of dollars to spare for me
to buy lunch while I was out. I went to some early job
interviews then stopped at a restaurant near my afternoon
appointment. 

The restaurant was just opening up for the day. The first
thing the head waitress said when I walked in was “You
vouldn’t happen to be a vaitress, vould you?” “Well, yes,” I
answered “but could I have lunch first?” “Not if you vant the
job,” she answered. “Okay, then I v-want the job. Can I have
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lunch later?” “Ve all have lunch later, you’ll see,” she announced
as she hustled me into the kitchen for a crash course on their
operation.

I worked that whole shift without anybody knowing my
name. How great to walk in and be drafted on the spot! The
Old Heidelberg turned out to be quite a good job. And the cast
of characters there – Hispanic and German – was a very
entertaining mix of personalities.

The one real drag about the job was that it was a split shift,
and the bus ride there and back wouldn’t have given me much
of any time with you if I had come home in between shifts. So
the days got incredibly long, and nothing could be worked out
where I could work just days or evenings instead of both. With
such a gap in our mother/daughter bonding, it was hard to hold
on to the job. But I did for as long as I could. Then your
babysitter started proving to be unreliable and careless. I
considered it a blessing in disguise and quit.

As much as I despised continuing on welfare, I couldn’t
bring myself to go off it. What if we needed it again, only next
time we didn’t qualify or they just denied us? What if I didn’t
find a job right away, or couldn’t find a babysitter? I kept us on
it a little while longer. 

Soon the girls at the Old Heidelberg figured out a Plan B for
us. None of them were particularly crazy about the split shifts
either. So they worked the lunches and then called me in to
work their evening hours for them. Often I would get to work
alone, which meant pretty decent tips. Your Aunt Meegan was
staying with us by then, and she did some of the babysitting in
the evening, or your granny would come and stay. So
babysitting was pretty affordable and reliable. And it was a
break for me to get away in the evening and put in a few hours
of work. In fact, it was almost too perfect.

I babysat several children during the days. Anything to start
putting away money to get off welfare. I couldn’t take much
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more of the “free money.” But it was so scary letting go of
something I had become conditioned to rely on. And technically
I wasn’t supposed to be babysitting since it could be
considered unreported income. But Ginny, I couldn’t figure any
other way off the system.

If I had reported the income, they’d have deducted that
amount from my monthly allotment, which is fair if you plan to
stay on welfare. If you’re planning to get off, you need that
extra bit of cash to help you. Otherwise, it’s next to impossible.
Unless you get a little encouragement from the D.A.’s office,
which is what came next.
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CHAPTER XXIII

Surprise! It’s the attorneys from the San Diego D.A.’s office. 
Kids, can you say “Hello, Mr. and Ms. District Attorney?” Yes, it 
was right in the middle of one of my unreported, disallowed 
day care sessions with evidence everywhere from 18 months 
on up. The man and woman from the D.A.’s office were 
excellent at their jobs.

In just five minutes or less they had managed to convey 
their authority in no uncertain terms – how, if I cooperated in 
putting my own effort into finding your dad, then maybe they 
wouldn’t feel compelled to research how much I was earning 
on the sly. In fact, if I could locate him within the next 30 
days, maybe they wouldn’t even have to report the findings of 
their visit. Enough said. They knew it and left.

Okay, fine. So how would I find the jerk? Excuse me, hon. 
I hadn’t heard from your dad since he had last written me the 
year before. In response to my requests for child support, he 
sent a letter with Christian Cabala curses. I decided it was best 
to forget about staying in touch.

In fact, that letter had driven me to go to the police and 
request some help in restraining your dad from contacting us. 
The sergeant on duty had me go into great detail so he could 
“fully understand the kind of person we were dealing with”. 
Yeah, right.

I don’t know about now, but at that time some of those 
police officers were just as jerky, sometimes shouting 
remarks from their squad cars as they drove by. Not in the 
public’s interest and certainly not in mine.

My first call  to find your dad was to Leslie back in Virginia. 
Her grandmother, Mrs. Kellerman gave me Leslie's new 
number. After catching up with what she and I had been up 
to, Leslie suggested I call
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Devon’s old work in L.A. It never occurred to me that Devon 
might still be at her first job in L.A, but she was!

As I waited for her to come to the phone, I panicked.

Wait a minute! I can’t be me. Quick, Dusty, think of 
something! “Is this – Devon Gubb? This is . . . Pete’s Second 
Hand Emporium. Do you know a Ted Bradley?” I asked with a 
thinly disguised voice. There was a hesitation. “Why yes, what 
is this about?” Devon asked. “Well, it seems that Ted put a 
Spanish guitar on layaway here quite a while ago. Huh! Two 
years ago now. Yeah, well we were wondering if he still wanted 
the guitar or if we should put it out for sale again.” I was way 
stretching the bounds of logic, but it beat calling up and saying 
that it was me. Okay, maybe not.

“Well . . . “ Devon started, “I don’t really think Ted can use 
the guitar anymore. He’s been in Rancho Los Amigos Hospital 
since before Christmas.”

It was now March! What could’ve - “I just don’t think he’ll 
be wanting it now. But you can certainly call him there and 
ask,” Devon added.

“Oh well, if you’re pretty sure he won’t be wanting it, I 
guess that will be okay. I mean we’ll just put it out for sale 
again.” Why would he not – “May I ask what happened to him?” 
“He was driving a VW bug and a semi came up from behind 
and hit his car. He was hurt pretty badly. He’s pretty much 
paralyzed from the neck down,” Devon revealed.

It was like being punched in the stomach. “When did this 
happen?” I asked, sickened. “Back around Thanksgiving,” she 
answered calmly. “Oh,” I acknowledged, vaguely remembering 
a curse I had muttered about that time, a negative prayer to 
God that your dad be made to suffer as much as we had. But 
this was way too much. It was just brutally unfair. “Well, thank 
you for your help,” I said, hanging up the phone.
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Could that moment of selfishly spoken thought have caused 
this? I immediately apologized to God for having wished 
that thought aloud or having anything to do with what 
happened to your dad. I prayed for forgiveness and for God to 
be with him, for delivering him from his situation and 
circumstance. But I knew that whatever prayers were 
answered, your dad would never walk again. 

I called the hospital and asked for him. “Oh, the spinal 
ward,” the operator said casually as she transferred my call. 
“Spinal cord!” the next voice answered. “I’m looking for Ted 
Bradley,” I stated, still not quite believing he was there. “Just a 
minute,” the woman’s voice turned surly. Great! He had 
obviously won over somebody there.

After a bunch of clicks, another woman answered the phone. 
“Just a minute,” she said. You could hear your dad giving 
instructions to her on how to hold the receiver. “Hello,” Ted 
whispered into the phone. I had forgotten it was getting kind 
of late.

“Ted, it’s Dusty.” Major silence. “Dusty?” “Yeah.” More 
silence. “Why are you calling?” “I heard about your accident.” 
“How?” he asked. Fair question. Ahem! “Uhh, I called Devon 
and she told me.” “Oh.” “I got to thinking about you guys and 
realized I hadn’t heard from you in a while.” 

“You still on welfare?” “What?” I said. “Are you still on 
welfare?” “Oh, yeah. For a little while longer. Hopefully, we’ll be 
off it soon. So are you going to be getting better?” I tried 
imagining the bundle of perpetual energy impulses that was 
your dad being endlessly locked inside his body. How was that 
even going to be possible? “I don’t know. I don’t think so. But 
I may get my arms back,” he said. “They give me range of 
motion every day whether I want it or not.” As we found out 
later, this was his new form of exercise instead of being able to 
truck around town on his own.

“You don’t give them problems, do you Ted?” Yeah, right!
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It’s what your dad used to live for, and probably still 
did.“Hey, if I’m feeling too sick to work out, then I should be 
left alone,” your dad revved at the phone. “They pump me full 
of pills, all different kinds, they feed me all this crappy food that 
a rat wouldn’t even smell, let alone eat. And then they expect 
me to feel like I should exercise. Hey Dusty, you know what?”

 Fuck off?
 “What?” I asked.
 “I’m sorry for laughing at you. That time on the farm when 

you said you felt evil everywhere. I’m sorry for laughing at 
that. Well, for not believing you.” “Did something happen?” I 
asked. “Yeah, this happened. And while I was in the hospital 
waiting for surgery – they operated three times – while I was 
there in my room – I didn’t just feel the evil, Dusty, I saw it. 
At night when they’d turn out the lights, I could feel that chill 
you talked about. Like a chilly, wet blanket. I could feel the 
presence of evil in that room all around me. I just wanted you 
to know that.”
    “Maybe it was the drugs,” I half-heartedly quipped. “No, 
Dusty!” he whispered, “I felt it. It was all around me, just 
waiting and . . . laughing.” “You don’t still feel that way?” 
“Nah. Just while I was in that hospital. Before it was for sure 
I’d be okay . . . so to speak.”   
    “Do they treat you okay where you are?” I asked.
Dusty, when will you learn? Your dad had a familiar ear to 
bend. I got the rundown on everything the personnel had 
been doing wrong, how they had mishandled his care, how he 
just wanted to be left alone and they wouldn’t do that. How 
he knew better than they did, and why wouldn’t they just 
leave him alone? All of this while someone held the receiver 
so he could rant about the hospital staff.
     At this point, all I could do was offer to bring you up to 
see him. This made him very happy. He wondered if you 
seeing him like that would upset you. I told him as long as we 
didn’t act weird about it, things should be okay. And that most 
likely you would just think he was resting.
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Well, you and I went to see him. Your Aunt Meegan came 
along for moral support. We ended up sharing our visit with 
some of your dad’s druggie friends who showed up. I was not 
real happy that they came the same day we did. But afterward 
I thought he was probably buying insurance, in case we came 
and then turned away.

It was so sad to see your dad helpless like that, and yet it 
was probably the only way I would have felt safe bringing you 
to see him. Not that he had often been violent, just that his 
behavior could be so unpredictable.

I don’t remember if I ever notified the D.A.’s office. Probably 
not since I had stopped doing childcare after their visit.

What had seemed an oppressive situation before became 
even more so after visiting your dad. Since Ted would most 
likely never have a job, this meant endless public assistance for 
you and me unless something really amazing happened.

Emotionally lost and unable to see a silver lining – and now 
conditioned by circumstance, at least for the moment, to 
overlook my own capabilities, I grew more despondent and 
discouraged. When I had reached the bottom of my despair 
without finding any hope to bring me back up, I didn’t start 
drinking (couldn’t afford it), or run off with some guy (didn’t 
know anybody), or consider suicide (what would I have been 
thinking, hon?!) – all selfish choices. 

I decided to make my own hope instead.
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Woman Into Summer

Where once burst forth
The confidence of a maiden
Now bides a woman sore from sameness
Looking forth to grasp at dawn.
What new flower grows to Lady’s garden
Or steps widely to cling at her ankle
Just to tarry her beauty
On course to consumption to say
It knew Lady passed this way?

A woman weary of youthful season,
Caught like a butterfly in a collector’s grasp. 
Tender and treacherous his hand
Raves at her splendor for which
She falls beneath his glass.

A woman with mangled wings and spent splendor, 
With the faith of a child
That she will conquer the disease that always kills, 
Sure that she must be delivered
For her kiss was never a lie.

Lady reaches out to touch the morning.
She pulls upon a sunny ray
And draws up the dawn like a kite,
And cries to embrace the day -
Another dawn, another locked room in which to wait.

Youth faints at the will of summer.
This woman passes, quite sure
That tomorrow shall pop up tied in a bow.
And she shall unwrap it as all her dawns -
Expectant of morning.
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Lady waits for the package
That shall deliver her
From this patient, maddening state.
A sun upon her lost flower,
Lady’s hand spreads into the air.
The morning, my God, the morning -
The morning, her morning is here.
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CHAPTER XXIV

As is your dad’s nature to push people’s buttons (how well you 
know, right?), Ted began lobbying for an independent living 
situation with a staff of helpers. He had a top law firm 
representing him in the suit against the trucking company. And 
he was getting tired of the people and surroundings at Rancho 
Los Amigos. No doubt the feeling had to be mutual.

Round One found him in the care of a woman whose 
mother had custody of her child. They all lived together until 
the wild child mother let her equally wild friends lift Ted’s stereo 
and other personal possessions they’d stored in the garage. I’d 
have put her in jail for terminal stupidity. How could she not 
think Ted’s law firm would pursue it?

Round Two put Ted in the care of an acquaintance of the 
law firm’s private investigator, Gavin. This situation was not 
working for Ted or the acquaintance. After that arrangement 
ended, Ted went back to the hospital for a while. There he 
made some up close and oh-so-personal friendships while 
waiting for the law firm to put together another live-in 
arrangement. Even paralysis couldn’t keep your dad down.

Round Three was where you and I came in. Gavin recruited 
me to be one of Ted’s attendants at a modern apartment in 
Long Beach’s Sunset district. I held out for some special 
considerations to make our transition a little smoother. The law 
firm agreed to pay up my utility bills so we could leave without 
owing anyone. Unfortunately, I forgot to include the last 
couple of payments for the furniture I had bought. This 
eventually got worked out.

I wanted us to be finally off welfare. The only way I could 
see it happening was for us to be where we didn’t have to 

sweat any bills, and we could save up my earnings.

 I didn’t hold much hope for resolving personal differences
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between your dad and me, but I felt he at least owed us a 
new solid footing. It would also be a way for you to know 
your dad, even though that was a mixed bag of 
opportunity for you and me.

Did I think we would have it easy? Materially, yes. 
Emotionally, ha! But look at where we had been. Could 
anything have been harder than that?

Yes, as it turned out! And we were just about to meet 
them. 

Gavin helped me carry some of our belongings into the 
nicely furnished apartment where your dad now lived. You 
were immediately taken by the huge fish tank in the living 
room.

The fishmaster, Gavin’s son Adrian, entered from the 
bedroom and gave you a finger-pointing tank tour of who was 
who. Kid friendly and kind. So far, so good.

Spoke too soon. In came his fiancée, Creia who hadn’t 
quite gotten over her brilliance of becoming a recent 
University of Santa Cruz graduate – or the fact that I hadn’t.

I could deal with enlightened minds. What I wasn’t 
prepared for or particularly needing was Creia’s unmedicated, 
unpredictable mood swings AND her overeducated, 
overopinionated bitch – oh, never mind. It’s been decades 
since then. Somebody must have given her a pill by now. 
Maybe even Creia finally figured out she needed one.

Speaking of pills, one of our first conversations (she talked, 
I just stared speechlessly in amazement) was about why 
doctors only prescribe birth control pills to university graduates 
because they’re the only ones bright enough to follow the 
directions.

How could I argue? Wasn’t I the one with an unplanned 
child? Unplanned, Ginny, not unwanted. Remember that. It 
even happens to married people, some of them university 
graduates.

Kristi Koons 107



You were really too young to know all that went on between 
the adults. Adrian and Creia controlled the finances, they 
controlled the schedule, they controlled the menu - this is 
sounding like “Outer Limits” again, huh? In a way it was, and 
they pushed me there! Hey, they pushed your dad there and 
that was a once in a lifetime experience. Come to think of it, 
that alone was worth the price of admission.

They were health freaks, Virginia. Do you know how hard it 
was to go from cupcakes to granola? From soda to herbal tea?
We’re talking cold soy turkey here! I mean, we’re talking about 
a woman who had fed and raised a child on a food budget of
$12.50 a week watching the university grads being given the 
food budget money (substantially more than we ever had) and 
the grocery list. Hey, no loser welfare bimbo was going to 
manage this law firm’s client’s affairs. She’d just have to wait 
for the settlement before she’d see a nickel again.

This was one situation where those high rollers 
overestimated a university education. It’s called endurance and 
street smarts, Virginia. If you hang in long enough, and deal 
with whatever is dished out, you’ll get your chance to win.

Then, of course, Gavin couldn’t leave well enough alone. He 
came around to stir things up so he’d have something to report 
back at the law office, thereby making himself necessary. He’d 
come by at least once a week and take a reading on how the 
two women were getting along, log a report on any visible 
scratch marks, etc.

You see, there was a bet down at the law office that the two 
women would not be able to hold their tempers since it was a 
“well known fact” that two women could not live in the same 
household without competing for the run of the place. Well, 
you know how I am. It nearly killed me to let Creia’s crap fly 
uncontested, but I wasn’t going to let those chauvinist assholes 
get the last laugh on me.
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     I let Creia run the household, no contest. I took the time to 
spend with you going places – the park, the beach. I 
became the group’s cheerleader, the one who kept the peace 
and made things light. I also acted as liaison between 
the preppie houseparents and Ted’s counterculture friends. 
I understood both languages, you see. Yawwwn! I stayed 
focused on one real objective – getting out of that situation 
with more than we came in with. A challenge? You bet your a- 
Well, you know.

But it wasn’t all just dealing with Creia and Adrian. Your dad 
contributed his share of “deal with it” too. In fact, when you 
and I first came up there to Long Beach, Ted had in mind that 
he and I might also be getting married.

I didn’t give this idea a very big chance of happening 
because I had certain expectations by now. They were on a list 
of things for Ted to agree too – a pre-pre-nuptial agreement, if 
you will. We had to agree that there were certain things to 
agree to before we could agree to the idea of getting married.

Well, your dad was not happy about my list. It included 
getting rid of the people in the room who were listening to him 
ranting and raving about my list.

He told me to get out and lit up a joint – numbers one and 
two on my list: 1) No more abusive behavior, and 2) No more 
dope. Hey, I could’ve stopped at these since it was very clear 
he’d never agree to give up either. So I said that we couldn’t 
get married, but that I would still stay on as his attendant. 

The law firm had enough invested in my being there. They 
weren’t going to let him throw me out. Besides, him having a 
kid was good for the ultimate settlement amount of the case, 
and I knew it. I may not have had any direct power or 
influence, but you gave us standing in the outcome of the case 
and a bigger bat for the law firm to swing at the trucking 
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company.
    A few afternoons after you and I had moved in, a guy 
from Social Security showed up to evaluate our collective 
living situation. He needed to determine your dad’s 
eligibility for SSI benefits. He was an older guy looking for a 
cool spot on a hot August afternoon; a strictly business kind 
of guy.

Creia, you and I sat down with him at the dining table while 
Adrian tended to Ted. The man verified our address, that we 
were all living there as part of Ted’s support crew. Everyone fit 
into a place on his form except for you.

He wanted to know who you were. Creia explained that you 
were Ted’s daughter. “Well, where’s the mother?” he asked 
anxiously. “I’m the mother,” I answered. “But you said you were 
his attendant, not his wife.” “That’s right, I’m not.” “His 
attendant?” “No, his wife.” “But you’re living here!” he exclaimed, 
clearly looking confused. “But not as his wife. We were never 
married. I’m just here to be his attendant,” I clarified. The man 
looked worn. It was the early days of free-spirited relationships. 
He dropped his head, lifted his pen like Atlas lifting the world, and 
spoke as he wrote on the form, “Friend.”

He then turned to Creia. “You’re not his wife?” “No, I’m 
going to be that man’s wife,” she said warmly as Adrian made 
a quick run through the kitchen. “You’re not married,” he 
confirmed. “No,” Creia answered. “What’s your relationship to 
the applicant?” “Attendant,” she said. The man dropped his 
head again, and wrote as he spoke “Friend.”

“And then your fiancé, he’s not related either?” “No,” Creia 
and I answered in unison. You shook your head ‘no’. As he 
looked down to write again, we all said “Friend” and nodded. 
He looked up anxiously, “Anybody else here?” “Nope, just 
friends!” Creia smiled. I laughed. The poor guy – lemonade just 
wasn’t going to be enough for him that day.
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Although Creia and Adrian had their more low-key moments, 
for the most part living with them was like being inside a 
Cuisinart. Sometimes Creia would do it to herself.

Maybe she’d scorch dinner or launch garbanzo beans from 
a loosely fitted pressure cooker onto the kitchen ceiling. Or 
she’d give a careless dissertation on survivalist lore or put down 
“counterculture non-conformists”. How can you argue with 
someone who doesn’t know what the hell she’s talking about?
As it turned out, the important thing to Creia was to have an 
opinion regardless of her familiarity with the topic. Adrian rode 
the middle ground between being her obedient mate and 
hanging with Ted’s back bedroom Wild Bunch.

We were definitely a mismatched, quixotic group of societal 
misfits – Ted and I by choice, Creia and Adrian by a misdirected 
sense of entitlement. Of course, you were just happy to be in 
a new neighborhood making new friends, and playing with 
Adrian and Creia’s tropical fish when the adults weren’t looking. 
“Mommy, one of the fish got out!” “Virginia!”

Your dad loved that one!
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CHAPTER XXV

Personalities aside – as if! - it was a time of personal
opportunity for me. I enrolled in a crafts class and a drawing
class. No big creative achievement resulted, but I got to test
my creativity in new ways. I earned my supply money by taking
a temp assignment away from my job as your dad’s attendant.
Ted admired and appreciated this. Creia thought I was stupid
not to charge it back to the law firm. She was right, of course.
But I was operating on a very naïve code of ethics back then.
Before much longer, it would finally sink in that in this world a
code of ethics only works when everyone’s following the same
set of rules.

Ethics had very little to do with the situation we were in. But
you were two and a half, what did you know? You just knew
that you got to be with your daddy, to sit on his lap board when
we went for walks, and imitate the way he’d flutter his
eyelashes at you. He loved it when you did that!

And then there were our trips to the park, just you and me.
Time away was at a premium since Adrian, Creia and I were
each other’s backup.

You may remember that one trip to the park. I fell down from
tearing a ligament in my ankle. I never seem to manage these
faux pas in secluded places. They’re always in an openly public
location. My last episode was at the main gate of Warner Bros.

Anyway, this time there were no people anywhere until I
fell. All of a sudden the park was alive with people. I had said
the word “Help” almost laughingly, because the whole thing
must have looked so stupid. One minute I was throwing you
the Frisbee; the next minute I was part of the landscape.

Two teenage girls were first on the scene. They went yelling
for an ambulance. You went running along after them, yelling
your word for ‘ambulance’. I was powerless to go after you.
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Thank goodness the girls noticed and brought you back to me. 
Creia came and took you home. I went in the ambulance to the 
hospital.

Single mom caregiver/attendant in a walking cast. This was 
going to be interesting! Since I couldn’t walk and get to class 
without someone carrying my materials for me, I finished my 
classes of basket weaving and drawing at home. It was better 
that way anyway because there was never any parking at school.

Probably because I was slowed down by injury, my next 
accident occurred when I thought I had recognized my 
mechanic friend Josh behind the wheel of someone else’s ’47 
Ford pickup. It turned out to be Jake who, in short time, 
became your stepdad.

Instead of heading for the apartment after realizing I didn’t 
know him, I decided Jake was interesting. He was a self-
employed house painter for some very valid reasons (i.e. his 
recent return to society after serving time on a pot distribution 
charge).

But since he adored you and seemed to be crazy for me – 
a nice change from my loneliness of the previous three years - 
I gave him a chance. He didn’t hold back on his life’s path to 
that point, even sharing that he’d been evaluated in prison as a 
sociopath. I naively thought he was just being hard on himself. 
All I can say on this Ginny is when you get a “duck report” 
directly from the duck, believe it; don’t try to “nice” it up!

Anyway, before I allowed Jake to come around, I checked 
with Ted to make sure it wasn’t a problem. Since your dad had 
withdrawn his marriage proposal, I didn’t think he’d mind Jake 
being there and he didn’t.

So Jake started coming over for dinner, sharing time at the 
apartment, taking us to visit him at his motel room on Pacific 
Coast Highway. I don’t want to be too critical of Jake. He may 
be out of prison by now. Just kidding (although he could be).
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But he did have a way of taking the long way around issues and
calling them “short cuts”.

At the time we met, he was working as a house painter with
a side business of going through trash cans looking for
collectibles to sell to local antique dealers. He got some
amazing finds out of the trash cans of Belmont Shores. For
whatever lame reason, this intrigued me. Someone unafraid to
reach into a garbage can in search of treasure. Well, maybe I
just thought my brain had recovered. Sometimes I wonder if it
wasn’t a case of “This is the logical next step after you’ve been
down for three years with nothing and no one. You take your
lumps for where you’ve been and you take your time climbing
out. Keep your expectations low. You’re a mother on the lam
from convention.”

Not that Jake was totally without redeeming qualities. You
don’t spend seven years with someone (he kept saying ‘eight’)
if there isn’t something decent about him. The trouble with
Jake was that most of his good qualities were intertwined with
his evasive, slippery nature.

The sweet easygoingness held hands with his consmanship,
his business acumen embraced the low road when it suited him,
and he’d sell for the quick profit rather than stretching his
expectations. But his tenderness and attention to children was
really something wonderful. He had great affection for you. I
thought I had found a really good second dad for you – a little
rough around the edges, maybe wilder than was safe, but a
willing partner to help me look out for you. This quality had a
very attractive, blinding effect. I forgot to see the whole picture.

Still, Jake was there for us in Long Beach when our car gave
up the ghost. He was there for us when Adrian and Creia’s
preppy nonsense would drive me from the apartment. He was
there for us when Ted needed anything – a prescription, an
extra body, a pack of cigarettes. He was reliable and pleasant
but only when he didn’t drink.
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When he drank too much, his palsy walsy exterior masked
an underlying tension. You kept waiting for his flip side to
show. Then he would get incredibly paranoid as opposed to
just his mildly paranoid self when he was sober. And, once he
became attached emotionally to you and me, he grew
incredibly, ridiculously jealous. And who inherited his jealousy?
Your dad. Talk about karma!

Just before Christmas, Adrian and Creia moved back to
Preppie Heaven in Santa Cruz. Their goal was to have a
gloriously organic wedding, then fade into the sunset of the
surrounding mountains so they could start building their
survivalist fortress for the dark days to come. And we couldn’t
have been happier for them! Bon Voyage, Adrian and Creia!
Now Gavin wouldn’t have any internal spies to rat on us. Not
that there had been much to tell.

Now I would be in charge of the shopping and house
management. It was great! I even got to go grocery shopping
before the young intendeds left town, and showed them the
real way to shop – with change back! 

Things felt freer. We changed locations from a modern
apartment to a funky wooden house on Third Street. Jake built
a ramp for Ted’s wheelchair access over the front stoop. It was
getting near Christmas. For the first time since I’d known Ted,
he was getting excited about Christmas. You were having an
amazing effect on all the adults involved. People went out of
their way to make sure you had a great Christmas. This was
probably the official start of how you got so spoiled! Just
kidding.

Having a bigger place to manage and losing two attendants,
we needed to find additional staff. I asked Ted if he would mind
if Jake moved in and became an attendant. Ted liked the idea,
mostly because he had someone to drink beer with. Most of
Ted’s friends had gone on their way. I guess they’d been
preppied to death. The law firm wasn’t thrilled at the shift in
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personnel, but that was part of the fun.

Your dad had conveyed to us our official status with the law 
firm. According to the high rollers who thought they were 
running the Ted Show, we were all losers. The only way the law 
firm would accept Jake as an attendant was if they could 
supply one of their own people as well. We were all more than 
annoyed at this development, especially when we found out 
who they were sending in – Gavin’s previous offering, Clara 
Fukama.

Was this woman more qualified than Jake? No, and for some 
reason she creeped us out. This was confirmed by your dad 
who begged us not to leave him alone with her because she did 
whatever he told her. He needed protection from himself!

Case in point: he talked her into giving him his suppository 
orally. Maybe she didn’t want to give him his bowel program till 
later or maybe we were out of gloves. Maybe Ted just didn’t 
want her to “scoop the poop”. Sorry, hon. Guess this is getting 
a little too detailed.

Anyway, it was obvious we were already looking for another 
attendant as soon as possible. Enter your Aunt Meegan.
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CHAPTER XXVI

At last degreed in something besides getting into mischief, your 
Aunt Meegan showed up as a fully certified medical assistant.

It could have been a wonderful situation. Unfortunately, 
from what I remember, Meegan was there for more than a job. 
She seemed to have heeded your granny’s siren song of “Well, 
one of you should marry Ted. He’ll be rich soon.” Ah, Midwest 
Depression-era spawned values! 

Meegan had left behind her significant other from Coronado 
to go for permanent job security instead. How do you get that 
with someone like Ted? Give him anything he wants and make 
everyone else in the situation the enemy – or in our case, 
“uncool drags”. At this point in her life, Meegan had decided to 
put herself first.

Of course, this was the end result of your aunt’s own 
Roberta-like experience that happened after I had left the 
Power House in San Francisco. She had met, fallen in love with 
and married someone named Lenny, an emotionally damaged, 
alcoholic Catholic. 

They had moved back east to be near his mother - the 
instigator of who he’d become, with his own cooperation. He 
and Meegan continued with the Power House folk who 
would side with his violent rages against her because their 
marriage vows – and the Bible – insisted that a woman submit 
to and obey her husband’s will. Too bad I was on the West 
coast during that one!

You were less than a year old when she first came to stay 
with us, which must have been very hard for her. It was soon 
after Lenny had pushed her down a flight of stairs and caused 
her to lose her baby. She had been eight months pregnant. 

This didn’t help her leftover anger problems from childhood. 
I’m sure part of that anger played into Meegan causing 
problems for us with your dad. I was mad at her, she was mad 
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Ted and convinced that I was jealous of Meegan. And your dad 
was having a great old time with it all which, make no mistake, 
was and is his nature. Okay, maybe he’s mellowed a little bit.

As our personal melodrama unfolded, the pre-trial 
proceedings heated up. It seemed that since the preppies were 
gone, the defense was laying odds that we’d botch Ted’s care 
and he’d never make it to trial.

What the defense didn’t know, or Ted’s own attorneys for 
that matter, was that doing the unexpected was like a drug to 
your dad. Once he heard what the defense expected, he took 
steps in the other direction. Actually, his involvement with 
Meegan pumped up his spirit with a vengeance. Life was not 
over for him, and if he couldn’t get inspired enough from your 
presence there, he was definitely rising to the occasion on 
Meegan’s account.

He became more visible, getting out and going places more 
often. He and Meegan went to a local club one or two nights a 
week which I’m sure was a welcome turn of events for the 
surveillance team intermittently watching our house. Before 
Meegan came, we were a pretty low-key, self-contained stay-
at-home group – except for Jake with his semi-regular public 
overkills of Smirnoff. He’d get so bizarre over things that 
couldn’t be changed. Like getting jealous over me doing your 
dad’s bowel program. Well, I think you can guess the problems 
from this. 

As if all of this weren’t enough to have to deal with, you had 
come down with double pneumonia. The doctors had only told 
me you had a lower respiratory infection. Obviously, they knew 
what that meant. For a novice mother who’s handed a 
prescription of ampicillin, and told to keep her child in bed, 
it meant you had one heck of a cold.

You were very sick and pale. Everyone stopped smoking 
indoors so you could get better. I don’t remember much more 
about your being sick. There was so much going on. We all
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were trying to keep the situation together.
   The realization that the defense didn’t plan on having to go 
to court made me worry that something unethical and 
underhanded might be near at hand. It wouldn’t be the first 
time I overreacted in a situation, but no one at your dad’s law 
firm would take us into their confidence. Conversely, there was 
no one I could trust. 

Ted’s attorneys treated us like losers, and shared very little 
information with any of us which caused great anxiety for your 
dad. If they had just bothered to confide in him, things would 
have been much better for everyone, including the attorneys.

The defense, of course, remained an unknown quantity. So, 
I decided that your dad should make out a will. I didn’t care 
who he named as a beneficiary, but I figured if the defense 
knew a will existed, they’d have no reason to blow off their 
court date. We recruited a notary to come to the house. 

I drew up a simple will and, per your dad’s instructions, put 
your name on the document as the heir apparent. Ted was 
uncomfortable with the whole thing, but I felt it would make 
pointless any attempts on his life (so dramatic, yes?), and give 
your dad’s attorneys cause to pursue the case even if 
something did happen to him, which didn’t seem likely given 
your dad’s vibrant comeback under Meegan’s care.

Something had to give. Jake and I were more than ready to 
move on. We were one or two attendants away from being free 
of the situation, leaving your dad and Meegan to wait out the 
court date.
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CHAPTER XXVII

Well, bless me again! Meegan had reconnected with the 
Power House folk, and caught up Ted in the frenzy too. Yes, it 
was a sequel in the making: The Power House Ministries II.

Your dad was looking to get healed and walk again. And 
those Power House people were just the ones to promise it to 
him – for a 10 percent tithe of his settlement amount. Make it 
15 percent and he’d not only walk again, he’d moonwalk on 
water!

Maybe it was Meegan’s belief the ministry would get your 
dad walking again. Maybe she was repenting for having left the 
ministry in the first place. Maybe – oh, who could ever figure 
out Meegan? Except to figure that she cared about your dad 
being spiritually saved and maybe that a miracle could restore 
his ability to walk.

Anyway, it was serious this time with the Power House. 
Before, the ministry had let two low-end tithers – Meegan and 
I - slip away from the flock. But now we were talking Daddy 
Warbucks potentially joining the flock. No way would the 
ministry ever let Ted go! No sooner had Meegan started up with 
the ministry again than I said it was time for you, Jake and me 
to hit the trail. I wasn’t lending out my brain for another 
washing, and Jake – no way was he going to have any of it. 
“You can’t con a con,” he’d say. Funny how that didn’t worry me 
much when he said it. I usually just laughed.

Since I had worked for the better part of a year, I fully 
expected to receive at least some of the money I’d earned. I 
requested an advance for Jake and us to get settled in San 
Diego. The attorneys were more than happy to write a check 
and see us leave. Like “Hey, Dusty, it’sbeenanexperience. 
Later!” 

At the time it felt like we were throwing in the towel as the 
defeated losers your dad’s attorneys had dubbed us. But
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afterward it was more like we had passed the torch to a fresh 
runner. In fact, it looked like the case might be settled 
before summer was over. Visions of vacations danced in our 
heads. Even getting out of that situation was a vacation of 
sorts.

Coronado, the jewel of San Diego Bay. Away from your dad 
and Meegan – a needed break – and the Power House 
followers, some of whom eventually walked off with Ted’s 
stereo equipment and other valuables at the end of one of the 
meetings. That was only the beginning of your dad and 
Meegan’s troubles with the ministry. But more about that later.

Back to Coronado. You, Jake and I had made our escape to 
Coronado, that bastion of pomposity that I really didn’t care to go 
back to, even though summer was the perfect time to be there.

I had been planning to commute between San Diego and 
Long Beach for the writing class in Coronado. But Jake insisted 
(his jealous paranoia again) that we move there instead so that 
I wouldn’t be forced to stay overnight if my writing class ran 
too late. I guess Jake didn’t want to chance that I might find 
an interesting topic between there and Long Beach. So we 
moved to Coronado for the summer.

I think you probably remember a little bit about where we 
stayed. It was this unpainted antique clapboard guest house 
facing an alley behind a filling station on Orange Avenue (the 
main drag).

After your tonsils had their second flare up, the doctors took 
them out. Scary for you, but also a relief because they had 
caused you so many problems.

We cruised through the summer, visiting the nearby beach 
and park often. Jake, you and I had become a family.

I started my writing class, and stayed buried in paper 
completing my writing assignments. What surfaced was all the 
anger I’d stored up over the social abuse I’d experienced in 
that town.
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The instructor, a well regarded, long-time resident of 
Coronado, kept giving us assignments that seemed made to 
order for venting it all. And I did not miss one opportunity in 
my attempt to deliver maximum shock value to the entire class.

For anger, I took a symbolic incident at a recent estate sale 
when I had a copper tea kettle snatched from me and sold to 
the upscale snatcher. I blew it full force into a social indictment 
of the town’s character. For fear, I decided to curl the hair of a 
few more tightly wound students – to no avail. It turned 
instead into a voyeuristic experience for them into the 
netherworld of drugs and non-conformity. And, for the real test 
of the class’s mettle, I wrote a story about my experiences 
giving birth to you at Coronado Hospital. But they went and 
empathized, which I guess I ultimately wanted, but not from 
them. 

They were symbolic of all that I had hated about this town 
for years. Seemingly cardboard souls dressed in outward 
perfection and pretending to artistic aspirations even though 
their writing was on the level of recreation.

Snobbish? You said it! I was becoming what I hated. 
Through my volatile, compactly worded short stories, I was 
delivering literary retribution for all those past injustices to an 
audience totally undeserving of it.

Nothing was going to deter me from this opportunity. I was 
out to be winner and new champ of the town that had me 
down for the count – more than once. FYI, Ginny, the only way 
you can be down for the count is when you lay there and refuse 
to get up. Also, when you choose to give back the same as 
what you got, it’s helpful if it’s to the original offending 
parties. Otherwise, it’s clueless justice and what’s the point in 
that?

Eventually, I made peace with my past in that town. I just 
kept writing stories until all the anger and angst was out of 
me.
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  Then, before summer was over, your dad’s case was 
settled. This improved my mood greatly. He got over a million 
dollars. My earnings of $10,000 wasn’t a lot ($25K to $30K in 
today’s dollars), but it let me feel that I could hold my head up 
in that town, and not feel out of place anymore.

Suddenly our future had choices in it. Choices with money 
to spend. Maybe we’d take an inexpensive vacation or I’d stay 
home with you, write a book or – Jake had a different plan. So 
did your granny.

But before we took our next step, Ted had invited us back 
to Iowa, where he and Meegan now lived – just down the road 
from the Power House’s headquarters. That weekend the 
ministry was having its annual summer gospel rock concert, 
and we were invited!

Ted thought he was inviting us to party. I felt like I was 
being asked to a spiritual hazing where I’d have to open myself 
up to re-justifying why I’d left. Especially with the leaders since 
your dad was now a favored – if not the favorite – member of 
their flock.

Hey, wait a minute! Hadn’t my financial status been reborn 
into abundance? Didn’t I now have someone to help me raise 
you and be my helpmate and partner? And, contrary to the 
Man of God’s prediction several years ago now, Satan hadn’t in 
fact done me in.

Maybe it was time for some of the multitudes to get clued 
in that you didn’t have to bow down to the Power House to be 
right with God. 

Bring on those self-righteous multitudes. And, praise God, 
pass the suitcase!
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CHAPTER XXVIII

By the time the plane took off for Iowa, Jake and I were real 
mellow. Just the week before you had seen the same Shirley 
Temple movie they were showing on the plane. You charmed 
the passengers by going down the aisle singing “Good Ship 
Lollipop.” Too bad there weren’t any talent agents on board. 
You were really impressive. It occurred to me then that the last 
time I’d been on a plane was when I had left the ministry. Now 
I was going back but, thankfully, just visiting.

Your dad and Meegan had managed to rent a room in the 
same hotel where we were staying. 

Soon it was time to head to the “farm”, the euphemistic 
term for the Power House’s acreage and spiritual compound 
complete with flies and brown tap water.

There were dorms and a study center, a school and 
cafeteria as well as the administrative headquarters. There was 
also a barn and a theater, and everywhere there were children, 
many your age. Outwardly, it appeared to be a Midwestern 
paradise with a few thousand too many flies. Beneath the 
surface – well, that part was just beginning.

Lainey, one of my roomies from the Women’s Power House 
in San Francisco, was there. She stood before me now, a little 
older, a little more prematurely gray. Of all the believers I left 
behind, she was the one I had most looked to for friendship 
and guidance. I knew she had missed me as much as I had 
missed her.

I still think about Lainey and her baby and wonder if her 
husband, Jack is still as active in the inner workings of the 
ministry as he was on that visit. I wonder if Lainey is still his 
wife in the active sense, or if she’s resigned herself to be a wife 
in name only due to Jack’s obedience to the higher ups. Or 
maybe she finally broke with the ministry, and found another
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way to express herself spiritually. I hope the latter with all 
my heart, because if she stayed then she obeyed, and 
obeying the ministry’s teachings meant giving up your 
children to the authority of the leaders, without question, 
without recanting your permission to them.

From sunup to sundown all activities were structured to 
exclude and/or minimize parental influence and interaction with 
the children. The official version was that parents were being 
availed of the best child care for their children so their minds 
would be free to absorb the teachings of the ministry. And the 
children would be free of their parents’ quick fix supervision 
between classes, making their family meal times together 
quality time.

Other than meal times and getting dressed and undressed, 
families rarely interacted. Everyone participated in events as a 
part of the larger family of the body of Christ. You were always 
exhorted to think of the higher good of the group rather than 
your individual desire or need. A great theory when everyone’s 
on the up and up. An appalling Machiavellian technique when 
some are reduced to lemmings by the leaders supervising 
them.

As Lainey made her pitch about my opportunities as a writer 
within the ministry, I looked around me. Even though I didn’t know 
many of the people I saw, those I recognized lacked the thoughtful 
beauty I remembered seeing on their faces before I left. 

Those faces of yore had been alight with inner peace and 
freedom of spirit, a highly desirable state that was not 
something I had experienced since leaving the ministry. But 
were they still that way now? Or had they succumbed to 
psychological challenges due to the ministry’s doctrine?

Lainey asked me to think about coming back. I agreed to 
give it a thought. Jake gave me a look that let me know it had 
better be a real fleeting one. He mouthed the words “round
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trip”. I guess that was the beauty of attending this concert 
event with a self-professed con man. He knew the angles 
before they were spoken, and was right in there pitching back 
a curve to every line drive that came at me.

Our first stop pre-concert was at the theater where they 
were presenting a group of skits about the oneness of the 
Power’s teachings and how when you’re right with the Lord, 
you don’t have disagreements, and the path of your life is as 
predictable as a length of wallpaper. I’d seen it before. I knew 
what would be said, but I wanted to be there to reassure 
myself that I didn’t still believe in the Power’s rhetoric.

As we approached, I saw someone straightening the rows 
of empty folding chairs. He looked to be a much older man, 
probably 50 or so. His posture was stooped as though he were 
used to a large burden being on his shoulders. I couldn’t get 
over that he looked vaguely familiar. Yet, I couldn’t remember 
anyone that age from San Francisco, or even Mill Valley.

When the man looked up and his eyes held mine, a wave of 
shock and horror overtook me. The man I was looking at had 
aged 15 years in three. It was Jeb, the Man of God from Mill 
Valley. He smiled and said ‘hello’. I finally managed a shaky 
smile as you, Jake and I took our seats.

As Jeb walked away, my eyes teared up. I couldn’t look at 
him again. I could barely even breathe. How could that have 
happened to him? What had been going on to make him age 
like that? What had they done to him?

Meegan had the story when we talked later that night. Jeb 
had broken with the ministry a few months after I had left. He 
and Skip, his disc jockey buddy-turned-also-Man-of-God had 
left to start up a new body of believers. For whatever reason, 
Jeb’s wife had talked him into returning to the Power. And in 
just three short years, he looked like he had aged at least a 
decade! He had become the Judas goat, the mute sacrifice 
symbolizing the price of going the way of one’s conscience
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without the Power’s blessing.

When Jeb had returned to take on the mantle of leader
once again, I was told the Board of Directors sent him to some
remote area of Maine to do penance within the body of Christ.
I didn’t talk with Jeb. We hadn’t been that close. But the
suffering he obviously endured to please his wife had caused
him to violate his own soul to be righteous in the sight of his
peers – all for the Power’s blessing. Such a vibrant, warm and
generous spirit reduced to what I had seen that day. How could
that have been to God’s glory?

Jeb stood before me blinking at the sight of me. If there
was meaning to my being there, my hope was that it could be
for him. So that he would know that he could walk away and
be whole, to not look over his shoulder for evil every step of
the way. To know that God didn’t condemn anyone for
following their conscience, even if it meant walking a less
sanctified path.

If one’s path wasn’t honestly followed, what difference did
sanctification make? Wasn’t the point of one’s path the motives
and convictions one follows? You can’t hide from God. He sees
your heart and everything in it. 

Sanctimonious behavior, spiritually void good works and
deliberate manipulation of others in the name of God have
some serious dues attached. I knew I was willing to answer for
my path, and knew the Power’s leaders would have to answer
for theirs. I wasn’t ashamed of my spirit and I would now pray
for Jeb to reclaim his own.

The show was over and we stepped outside. The food was
being readied for dishing out to the masses. Thinking back on
it now, it’s kind of eerie. They dished up things with the same
opportunity the Jonestown folks had with the Kool-Aid. Of
course, this was a few years before Jonestown. After eating
and feeding the flies, we dumped our plates in the garbage and
took our seats for the outdoor concert.
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I had a momentary inspiration to take your picture sitting 
there on Jake’s lap in the middle of the muddy pasture with the 
few thousand semi-robots chanting along to the pre-concert 
festivities. As I was about to snap the picture, a paramilitant 
woman came up at my elbow and said, “Hey, I exhort you to 
take your seat - now!” Witless for only a second, I smiled back 
and said “Well, praise God, hon. Bless you real good!” Then I 
snapped the photo and took my seat. Jake and I shared a 
smirk, as the bands started playing.

Thankfully, the concert was anticlimatic and short. It was 
now dark and we stumbled along in the semi-lit concert area 
toward the parking lot. As I carried you with me, I looked 
around at my final view of what I’d left behind. There was mud 
everywhere, people trying to outbless one another, and flies 
still up past dark – sort of supernatural.

As we walked past a couple of gaffers striking the set, 
another guy approached and asked them if they had seen Barry 
(the “Mole”). I added some speed to my step as you and I 
sailed away from the group. “Praise God, no!” I said aloud as 
their bewildered stares followed after us. “Come on, Virginia. 
We’re splitting!”
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CHAPTER XXIX

So there we were, Virginia, back to our new house three miles 
from the Mexican border, back to your Montessori, back to our 
shop, a cubicle-sized space along a humble row of crumbling 
brick and stucco storefronts. We named it “Last Chance 
Antiques”. Jake insisted. He was more cynical than I was then. 
I humored him.

Aside from the Red Light designation, our shop was in a 
pretty good location. Jake found it a great spot for buying. 
Almost every one of the derelicts in the area became a supplier 
of some kind of collectible or antique.

Sometimes family heirlooms would be relinquished when 
the hunger for a drink overpowered a sense of sentiment and 
family history. It was cause for more than a few disagreements 
between Jake and me. You see, he used to “help them out” by 
giving them all the way up to ten bucks for some items - “if it 
was really worth it.” 

Like that clover-patterned sheared velvet-covered photo 
album. You remember. It came with a musical stand and had a 
brass harp with a beveled mirror inset on the album’s cover. 
The thing was filled to the max with the seller’s family photos. 
Jake’s magnanimous offer? Six bucks! And he let me buy it 
from him for twenty-five. “Hey, you know I could easily get fifty 
for it.” What a guy! So I bought it, and as you know, we held 
on to it for a really long time.

For me it was and still is the principle of the thing. Selling 
something so wonderful for so little. When that drunk sobered 
up, I’m sure he realized what he had done. But that was just 
one example of Jake’s ethics. And truthfully, if he hadn’t bought 
it, another dealer would have, but six bucks!

Then there was his other business side, the one that 
schmoozed it up with the other local dealers and street folk. I

Kristi Koons 129



never knew who was going to show up looking for him while I
was sitting there minding the store.

Since I was mostly out looking for bargains or working part-
time during the days, Jake took this as his opportunity to
manipulate deals for the highest dollar. His most standard
modus operandi was to take a deposit on an item from a local
dealer then if someone else came in with a higher offer before
the item was out of the shop, Jake would sell it to them and
tell the original buyer that I had accidentally sold it to someone
else. Nice, Jake! 

Speaking of nice, that’s what your granny had said when
she chose a house for us. “Nice house, wrong neighborhood.”
For whatever reason, Mother thought locating us there would
give her more control and access. I initially took it as her
wanting to have you close by so she could babysit and visit.
After a while I could see it was about wanting to influence our
day to day lives and decisions. It was this control issue – hers
and Jake’s – that eventually caused our situation there to go
south. Ah yes, the South part.

We might as well have been on the other side of the border
when it came to local news coverage. I remember one night
when one of the channels did a nine o’clock news story tease:
“Armed guerillas cross the U.S. border, news at eleven!” This
was somewhat alarming when you figured we were only a
three mile walk from the border crossing and the guerillas
could have crossed anywhere from Tijuana to Tecate. Of
course, this was of little concern to the TV station which was
15 miles up the road in the heart of downtown San Diego!

Most of the illegals we met were very peaceful, friendly folk.
They’d come to the Spring Valley swap meet to buy clothing
and household goods from us on Sunday, which we sold along
with some of our shop merchandise.

We’d leave at about six in the morning to set up our space,
and pass a number of illegal aliens at the top of the off ramp
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waiting for a ride north. I think my favorite memory had to be 
the Hispanic man in his early thirties, standing there with a 
satchel and some kind of mongrel sheepdog, acting like he and 
the dog were out on a walk to 7-11 to buy a Sunday paper.

The illegals also showed up at unexpected times like 
Halloween. I doubt that you remember but there were trick-or-
treaters from the other side of the border going door to door 
in our neighborhood. Jake found out the kids didn’t even get to 
keep the candy. Their parents took it and then sold it back 
home in Tijuana to help feed their families. That is real poverty, 
hon. When you see that kind of poverty and determination first 
hand, it at least softens your perspective on illegals crossing 
the border. Besides, they were in California first.

Living in South San Diego meant we were to heck and gone 
from everything else we needed to do. Your school was about 
five minutes from Sea World and our antique shop was in 
downtown San Diego – a daily round trip of at least 50 miles. 
You went to Montessori pre-school with the children of upscale 
families. I picked you up and drove down to our shop in the 
Red Light district to pick up Jake, then we drove home to the 
southernmost section of San Diego.

Mother couldn’t understand why being part owner in a 
house would upset me so much. I had no problem with the 
house and appreciated the opportunity to own one – even if it 
was only a half interest.

Maybe my name not being on the title had something to do 
with it. Not that I didn’t trust your granny. I completely did, but 
I had already seen so much of what money could do to people 
during my time as your dad’s attendant. People can and do 
become whole new creatures when there’s the smell of money 
in the air. And woe be the hand that holds it when it’s feeding 
time! This does not mean your granny, just a general 
observation about money and its effects on people.

The arrangement with your granny was that Jake and I
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would pay half the house payment, keep up the property, live
in it and then when the house was sold we would get half the
equity and the profit. No major problem there. But as I found
out at this point in my life, your granny liked to put strings on
things and pull. This and the fact that she didn’t like Jake put
extra pressure on me to the point that having the house
ultimately wasn’t worth it. This is just between us, okay? 
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CHAPTER XXX

“Last Chance” soon became prophetic for our situation in San 
Diego. What had started as a promising new phase of our lives 
had stalled when the economy changed under President 
Carter’s administration.

Antiques and collectibles were still easily found and 
reasonably purchased for resale, but the real money was being 
made by the vendors who shifted to selling gold jewelry and 
antique gold watches. What had been a fairly good income for 
us became less so because most gold jewelry was new and so 
the focus became new merchandise.

I lost my part-time job that had funded our buying for the 
shop and swap meet, and was now on unemployment. Jake 
decided if it was all about “new”, he would go “new” as well 
and sell handmade pottery items from Mexico to the florist 
trade. Since his sister had a florist shop, he started with her 
and networked out from there. It turned out to be a good 
decision for him, and ultimately us.

Meanwhile back at our ranch style house, I was losing my 
ability to keep enough profitability in the antique/collectible 
side of things. Unemployment stretched only so far and it 
wasn’t long before Mother was saving the day with the house 
payment.

Jake held back his money to reinvest in his growing 
business which pretty much left me under the influence and 
control of them both. I was miserable, Virginia. I loved you and 
loved being your mom, but the situation and circumstances, 
however wonderful I’m sure they seemed to you, were putting 
me over the edge.

Before it was too late, I made an appointment with Vera, 
the therapist I had seen in Long Beach previously. After a 
couple of sessions, she laid it on the line.
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I could choose to have her institutionalize me, or I could 
choose to relocate away from Jake and Granny. It was her 
opinion that the latter choice would be my better option, 
since she felt I was a strong enough person to survive my 
current situation and start brand new in L.A.

All the way back home from my talk with Vera, I thought 
about how to make the transition for you and me. Rather than 
try to hold on to what was left of the antique business, I 
decided to sell all my leftover stock and move us to L.A.

Of course, Mother thought I’d lost my mind, which was now 
not going to happen, because I was leaving behind a house in 
which I had a fifty percent interest. Jake decided he didn’t want 
to come with us since all I could find that was affordable was 
a one-bedroom apartment. Neither of them seemed to catch on 
too quickly that their strings on me had been cut, and they no 
longer had any pull.

You, of course, were unhappy. You had some great friends 
in the neighborhood, a nice yard to play in and a granny and 
grandpa just two miles away. Jake and your granny drove me 
to it, Virginia. I had to go. Love just wasn’t worth what it was 
costing me.

I was pretty happy at the prospect of starting over in L.A. I 
had gotten over the fact that I was being selfish. It was a 
matter of survival, so no apologies were required. Except that 
I was sorry you couldn’t keep your backyard.

But then I found Miss Mary’s Hansel and Gretel Pre-School 
near our place. What a wonderful person Miss Mary turned out 
to be, huh? I found that nice, sunny apartment with the 
peaceful vibes. You got a whole neighborhood of new friends 
to play with. The transition was coming along nicely. Then, lo 
and behold! Jake decided that a one-bedroom apartment with 
somebody was better than one without anyone at all. Besides, 
he missed you too much!
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I don’t think Mother ever did figure out that it wasn’t 
financial reasons that kept us from having a phone that first 
year. It was so blissful having no interruptions, no fire drills, no 
anxiety raids on my peace of mind. Mother only heard from us 
when we called her. Then Meegan, who had left your dad after 
finding attendants to take her place, moved to the mountain 
town of Julian then relocated to L.A. to find a job.

She did great for a couple of weeks. But soon enough, she 
had a boyfriend to move in with and just left. She could’ve 
stayed longer with us but I guess leaving was her preference.

For me it was a time of hope reborn, dusting off my chances 
and putting them once again into play. I felt lost and without a 
clue, but eventually I would make a few right connections. 
Better to be Dorothy on the right road to Oz than Dusty on the 
road to nowhere.
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CHAPTER XXXI

A few years after arriving back in L.A., Jake took a hike and not 
a moment too soon. You and your sleepover friends watched from 
the staircase when he nearly planted a poker in my head.

As I’m sure you remember, since you were the one who took 
his call, he let us know that he’d gotten married the week after 
he left.

Again, not a moment too soon, since the woman he left me 
for was already several months pregnant. Who was that masked 
man of seven years, anyway? I always wondered if it wasn’t 
somewhat Freudian that he kept insisting we’d been together for 
eight.

Your granny came to stay for a while until I recovered 
financially from his departure. It didn’t last for a real long time 
since she and I were getting along as well as usual. She’s always 
been there for me no matter what happened in my life, usually 
offering help before I’d asked for it. On the one hand I’ve 
sometimes taken the help, on the other hand I’ve resented that 
she expected me to feel obligated in return. There have been so 
many times when I would have managed if she hadn’t imposed 
herself in the situation. It made things easier in one respect, but 
the cost in the other direction was more than I should have been 
willing to pay. Eventually I caught on to that but it took a while.

It’s best to take your falls alone, Ginny. There’s only you who 
gets hurt, and you who picks yourself up to start over. It’s nice to 
have someone help you – not do it for you – but help you. 
However, that’s only if they respect that they’re entitled to nothing 
except a thank you, and if you’re willing, a promise to help them 
should the occasion arise.

Anything else, Ginny, is a crock. Love is only worth having 
if it’s given freely and with respect. Anything else isn’t love. You 
can be lonely till you think your heart will shatter in a million 
pieces, that it’ll happen without anyone to care or bear witness 
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to the tragedy. You can think that you are on God’s hit list, 
and that He’ll never forgive you for your “sins” of 
someone else’s imaginings. You can be so far out of your 
mind that reality falls away, and you are easy prey to 
anyone who offers an anchor to your soul, no matter how 
unworthy and corrupt the anchor, or love, no matter 
how corrupt and unworthy the lover.

You can pursue your dream and be true to it, and accept every 
sling and arrow that comes your way as a badge of courage in 
your pursuit of it. You can look in the mirror and realize that the 
chances for your dream coming true are thinning while you are 
not; and that maybe if you’d been smarter or more politically 
astute, you could have attained your dream sooner, or at all. 

You recognize that if you’d been less concerned with 
conducting yourself honorably and more focused on the means to 
an end, you could be farther up the ladder of success even if you 
didn’t like how you got there. But ultimately, your peace and pride 
will come from how you make the journey, not just in winning the 
prize.

Just remember, Ginny, you can endure all things if you never 
quit believing in who you are, or what your dream’s about. No 
matter what the trend is in degrees of ethical behavior, no matter 
what your choices in business, love and life, no matter if you’re 
finally judged a winner or a loser, it’s not about the great falls that 
you’ll take – and you will fall. It’s about getting up and starting 
over – as many times as you need to get it right. Remember, 
those chances to get up are ones Roberta will never have.

And I don’t care what the ref says, Virginia. Don’t jump out of 
that ring until you say you’re done. They’re real tricky that way!

Make your own rules. It’s your road. Travel it well, and 
remember I love you, and I’m here for you always.

Love,
Mom

Kristi Koons 137



EPILOG

Well, kid. You’re not a kid anymore. And now I’m hoping 
your kid has read what I wrote to you two decades ago. 

Shelly is so bright and beautiful and gifted. And she’s 
already chosen one guy who didn’t honor what she has to offer. 
Needless to say, if I were starting over, a guy like her boyfriend 
would’ve been standing in my dust. But then I might not have 
had a letter that needed writing. And you might have still come 
along, only by a different man in my life. Maybe it would have 
been a happier, more romantic match. But life happens as it 
happens, like we do as people.

As for who came along after you were born, I would like a 
‘do over’ there, too. But oddly enough, looking back, Jake was 
who I needed at the time – someone friendly and socially 
confident (albeit with a dark side lurking beneath) and who 
provided a sense of emotional belonging to you and me. We 
were truly a family for a while.

It’s been a very long time without anyone in my life 
romantically. My trust issue with men took a further dive south 
with how Jake left.

This did not help you in your romantic life and I wish for at 
least that reason, I had sought to be in another relationship as 
you were growing up. 

I never told you but that September before your graduation 
that former friend of mine sexually assaulted me on our annual 
birthday dinner together. This created an even larger chasm of 
distrust for guys. It would seem maybe permanent even now 
except that I keep thinking there’ll be someone who’ll come 
along and be the trustworthy guy I’ve always known existed for 
me somewhere. Who knows?

Either way it’s a ‘heads up’ that Roberta-like things can
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happen even when you think you know the guy. All I can say is 
me shutting down emotionally has not been the answer any 
more than casually or carelessly dating would have been.

If you look for someone who’s kind and truly loves women 
as people, you’re more likely to find someone worth having; a 
man who has a healthy love and respect for his mother and 
sisters if he’s got them.

Shelly seems to have found her way without either of us. I 
just hope she doesn’t settle for less than she deserves. 
Adopting her and her brother so soon after your own high 
school years, it's so your turn to have someone special 
yourself.

    We’re in a new year now. Maybe this will be the one with 
no great falls. Keep your fingers crossed for us all, Virginia.

     Love you always!
     Mom 
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