
I’m free [short musical interlude courtesy of the Who’s Tommy] 
I’m free! Yet the questions remained: free to do what? Free to be what? 
Free to work 9 to 5 under the immediate direction – whim? – of an insec-
ure power maniac who’s been promoted one level beyond incompetence? 
F*** that! Free to be unleashed and tethered to no one or no thing with 
no responsibility to anyone or anything, but with little access to funds 
and no real method of keeping up such a lifestyle? F*** that, too! Free to 
pursue investigation of a higher education, in liberal arts studying soci-
ology, to see if there really is a branch of human learning that can capture 
my imagination, my desires, my dreams? Perhaps. Or free to drink, do 
drugs, get wasted, goof off, sleep late, stay out late, and generally harm 
no one but maybe myself? Yeah, well, you got me there. I wanted to be 
that kind of free, at least for the next three months, and that’s what I did.  
My first full day of newfound freedom, Saturday, after picking up my 
diploma Friday,  started late, almost noon. I could put a check next to 
‘sleep late’... - page 138

 Charlie and I talked about the Vietnam war, in the context now 
of possibly being drafted and having to serve or make some other de-
cision.  We were both eighteen and legally required to register  for the 
draft, so we decided to go to the local office of the Selective Service and 
register. It was painless, official, and took only a few minutes, but we 
were now legal; they couldn’t come after us for failing to register. We 
would have to wait a few months to see what else would happen. Before 
most  states created lotteries, there was a national lottery for the draft,  
which assigned a number to each birth date of the year; the lower the 
number for your birth date, the more likely you would be drafted – not as 
good as winning one hundred million dollars,  is  it?  When the lottery 
numbers were finally announced months later,  my number was 352. I  
figured if I got drafted, everybody was going. At the time no one knew 
what would happen in Vietnam; the conflict had dragged on for so long, 
the United States military and the corrupt officials from the south had 
hung on for so many years, it could go like that for six months or five  
years. Who knew? - pages 142-143
...Ed, though, was not doing as well, and we started to give him a hard 
time because his best was ten seconds off the best time.

On his turn, he vowed that he was going to run his best time, yet. 
He took off and disappeared around the house. Once on the other side of 
the house, the rumble from the bike couldn’t be heard, so I looked at my 
watch.  Thirty  seconds…thirty-five  seconds…forty seconds…forty-five 
seconds and still no bike rumble. Something’s wrong. At that moment 
Jailbait  came out  the  front  door  and announced,  “Your  friend took a 
tumble.”

We ran around the house to the back yard to see Ed lying on the 
ground on his back next to the tree by the lake. The bike was on its side 
still running in first gear with the rear tire spinning slowly in the air. As 
we  approached,  asking  what  happened,  Ed  slowly  got  up  from  the 
ground and simply said he wasn’t going to race anymore. We looked him 
over, noting the scratch on the side of his forehead and the torn jeans  
over his left knee that appeared to be bleeding. He limped into the house, 
declining any help, and attended to his wounds. Jailbait told us later that 
she was looking out the picture window and watched as Ed lost control 
of the bike as he maneuvered between two trees, swiveling left and right, 
until he hit a stump that threw him off the bike, which caused his injur-
ies. Once he stopped rolling he looked up to see that the bike was still 
upright and headed directly into the lake. He jumped up and ran as fast as 
he could, caught the bike just feet before the lake and sat it on its side  
with the rear tire off the ground, exactly where we found it.

- pages 150-151


