
Back  at  work  the  following  day,  I  had  the  misfortune  to  be 
teamed  with  Manager  Pompador.  Pompy  was  the  managerial 
replacement for Marvin, transferring from one of the smaller stores a few 
months  before,  and what  a replacement he was.  In a single move we 
went from gung-ho to ass-ho.  Granted,  he was smarter  and had more 
marketing sense than Marvin, but he was also blatantly egotistical and 
arrogant, too. You had to do it his way or no way. He started riding me 
the first day we met and rarely let up. His biggest peeve was not having 
the store  ‘properly faced’;  facing,  in  retail,  is  moving product  on the 
shelves to  the front  and stacking so that  a cursory,  superficial  glance 
down an aisle gives the appearance of fully-stocked shelves. In Pompy’s 
mind, facing was more important for me to do than keeping the dairy 
case stocked – just face it – or sacking to keep lines moving, helping a  
customer with the bags to the car, or rounding up the carts when they got 
low. Face it, just face it. I hope you’re not drawing the impression that I 
considered Pompy very superficial. He had substance, and what little he 
had was stacked and faced every half-hour. I’m almost sure of it.

– Page 119
Back  at  school  two days  later,  the  talk  –  never  to  your  face 

because this is high school, mind you – was about Tim’s party and the 
consensus  was  two-fold.  First,  the  three  of  us  showing  up  out  of 
‘nowhere’ brought  a  much-needed  sense  of  cool  that  was  somehow 
missing from the entire proceeding. Some people who had been there 
most of the night sensed that things were getting a little out of control,  
that some of the guys and even some of the girls were getting too rowdy, 
almost begging for a fight.  We showed up and, for some inexplicable 
reason, that stuff diminished. Sure, kids got drunk and stupid and sick, 
but there were no fights and Tim’s house remained mysteriously intact.  
Second,  everybody was now convinced that I was a stoner; they may 
have thought  it  before,  but  now it  was certifiable.  ‘Hey,  man,  you’re 
actually hangin’ out with Kent and Kerry and we  know those guys are 
stoners.” That was incredibly easy for me to deflect. Who could argue 
with the fact that I could drink half a case of beer, smoke a quarter-ounce 
of pot, and I would still be smarter, more rational and reasonable than 
ninety-nine percent of the stuck-up snobs in school at any time in their  
lives? Okay, it’s a stretch, but it was impressive back then, because they 
all knew I  was smarter, more rational and reasonable, and had  earned 
more respect from more of my fellow students than they had, all without 
compromising my dignity or kissing anyone’s ass to be with them. In 
high  school,  you  almost  have  to compromise  your  dignity  or  kiss 
someone’s ass just to get to graduation day... - page 120

 Pompador was unrelenting...“You want me outta here? Is that 
your  goal,  your  objective?  Is  that  what  you  want,  for  me  to  leave? 
Consider this my two-week notice.” Pompy smiled and walked away...I 
worked my last  Saturday and walked out  for good.  The next week at  
school, Dave made a point of catching me walking through the halls so 
he could ask me if I knew that anyone who worked for two consecutive 
years at the store would automatically earn full-time wages. I said that I 
did not know that.

“Too bad,” Dave said, “and you only had three months to go, 
too.”

What a guy! A prince among men, baron of the wine and cheese 
bazaar, Dave the great. When I heard him say that, I saw the money I was 
losing for  one summer and that  was it.  The owners  had no stores  or 
cooperation with any other owner where I  was going to college,  so I 
wasn’t losing much. It also revealed to me the aim of the power struggle 
and  the  motive  behind  Pompy;  his  riding  me  wasn’t  due  to  my 
incompetence or that he didn’t like me for some reason; it was all about 
the money. Still, the most important fact was that I was free; I had bailed 
again and there was no looking back, except for now. Even though this  
can be considered looking back, I have absolutely no regrets.
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