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SYNOP3IZ CF 3TORY

Jonathan Bliss {nicknamed "Blister") has journeyed to Mexico
with a friend in the mid 1%70s. FHis travelmate, Eri¢, has re-
mained in San Miguel de Allende, a colonial mountain village in
the center of the country, to take courses in Spanish and art .
and Blister has taken off on his own to journey westerly to the
ocean, then south along the coast of Mexico through the states
of Michoacan, Guerrero, and Oaxaca. Both men were lieutenants
in the Army in the early 70s, and though both tarely missed hav-
ing to go to Qietnam, they -have spent the past several years trying
to deal with the confusing fa}lout of issues and activism, involve-
ment and ccnfrontation that characterized their college and ser-
‘vice experiences. Blister has left behind the young woman he
ﬁéd moved info a farmhouse with, Susan, and he c&ntinues ol
return to their situation and the status of their relationship
in his thoughts as he makes his way through the foreign culture
of Mexico. )

He meets kriefly and occasionally travels with several con-
temporaries of his along the way. One in particular, Strider,
seems to typify the burned;out, wayward hippie of clichéa stereo-
type. Others seem more settled and comfortable with themselves,
vet Blister's restlessness and ambivalent I=:lings toward his
past, his'owﬁ American culture, and Susanrn's professional carcer
choice trouble him continually as he hitches rides or travels
the busses ever sou:thward, In Playa Azul, the first ocean vil-
lage he reaches, he picks up with twe brothers and their sister
from MNew VYork, +he Booklevs, whom he trqvels with for nearly two

weeks. They all, in turn, are picked up by two young marijuana
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farmers. from Missouri, the neighboring state to Blister's hoﬁe
of Kansas. Theylare nearly arrested more than once at roadblocks
of FPederales, Mexican soldiers, or in the towns along the way.
Finally, they find what they all have been looking for, a Shangri
La of a secluded beach off the beaten track of tourists and Mex-

icans who serve, and prey on the richer norteamericanocs. They

score some excellent marijuana at this beach from some Canadians
and party every night for nearly a week, drinking mescal and te-
quila, eating pevote and psychedelic mushrooms as well as smoking
the strong pot. The scene stagnates slightly for all of them,
however, and they push on to Acapulco where the two Missourians
head back north. After spending some days in this expensive re-
sort city so the Rookley woman can recover from the turistas,
Blister and his three'hitching mates move on south. The following
chapter'opens after they have fidden much of the night in the
back of the farm truck of a Mexican family. The truck has only
one working headlight, the left bright beam, and the trip on the
dangerous night roads of Mexico .1s poth harrowing and invigora-
ting. Blister has started to lose his patience with the gar-
rulous Bookleys, for whom every decision is an occasion for de-
bate and careful consideration of alternatives, They have found
a way across a fence and into a field for the night after having
been dropped off at a fork in the highway that leads toward Puerto
Escondido.

Tn Acapulco, Glister tried to make a long distance call to
Susan, but was able only to find her gone and her bess, a young
psychiatrist at the clinic where Susan works, and several other

people holding a convivial "meeting" at his and Susan's house.



Since Blister's career in the Army was as a psychiatric counselor,
and his degree in college pointed him toward a career in that
field, the clinic people represent for him what, by all cultural
expectations, he should be persuing in his own life. Instead,

he prefers to make the first crucial decisions of what to do

with his life while on this trip of uncertainty, guitar playing,
drugs, revelry, and discovery.

In addition to his own indecisiveness, Blister is unsure how
Susan feels about his "vacation," and about their involvement of
a year and a half. Since he gre@ up.in. landlocked. Kansas, the
ocean somehow represents a soothing alternative for Blister, a
free and powerful symbol of what alternatives do.exist in the
world, He is anxious to get back to the comfogting seaside, and
‘the chapter opens after an uncomfortabl® night spent in the rural

countryside of Guerrero.



CHAPTER 6: ESCONDIDO

The first sounds Blister noticed were of tugging and the
slick stretching sound of grass. The noise repeated insporadic
bursts, followed by a thud, then more pulling, then the cdd squeak-
ing, as if someone were stretching clean strands of hair, then an-
other thud, and then a breath. He could hear more ncises from the”
farmhouses in what must be a small village, but instead of the bark-
ing of last night's dogs, now it was the crowing of roosters. This
rural symphony insinuated itself into his dying dreams, then a loud-
er thud closer by awakened him for good. He saw whiskers, lips, and
the calm exhalation of steamy breath from a burro's nostril. He
moved slowly so as not to sﬁarﬁle the herd, for sevéral burros had
surrounded the four'figures wrapped in their sleeping bags in the
pasture, "This explains the fence,” he thought and he slowly raised
himself on one elbow. A pretty Jjenny jerked her neck and snorted,
but bent hack down to tug more grass.,

Bob was sitting up too now. His movements startled the half
dozen animals and they-scurried off. Their flight was sudden, but
not sustained, and they stopped several feet off and resumed grazing.
The sun was beginning to shine on some hilltops acress the road,
and Blister noted that they hadn't traveled nearly as far as he'd
thought they had last night in the dark. Bob was reaching for his
glasses in his pack, and Sarah and Kerry were waking too.

"I thought I heard some stamping,” he heard Sarah say to her

yvounger brother, "It was the strangest sound. "



"You 4id," said Bob, "burros. Seven or eight all around us
just now. How many d4did you see, Jonathan?'

"See for yourself," said Blister. Bob was the only perscn who
insisted on calling him by his full first name. He motioned toward
the six animals now placidly strolling away. He could still see
Bob cemented to the front of the truck bed last night, rocad map and
flashlight before him, watching for the crucial cutocff. Blister
didn't see how it really mattered. Sure, they could have ended uﬁ.
ten miles off the track, but there would have been a village, break-
fast. 1It's unlikely that the driver with his wife.and two child-
ren would have meant them any harm. But Bob was cautious.

Blister had dug out his shovel and toilet paper. The others
were also now up and stirring. They all had found their glasses
and were making'plans'to cook some cereal: - Back on the road with.
only the four of them wouldrmean more decisions by committee.

"I'm going lookinﬁ for some trees," said Blister to all of
them. "Let's not stick around here, we deon't know whose land we're
on. Those chickens sound pretty close, I think I see some smoke
rising from across that draw. We need to hit the rocad." Let them
vote on that while I'm gone, he thought. We pushed our luck enough
stumbling in here hours past dark. It had been well past midnight
before they'd found the field and laid out their bags. He wanted
to get on to Escondid> to another beach. No more nights sleeping
with the burros. The Bookleys began hashing it out as he walked

away.

Blister couldn't help thinking back to his conversaticn with

Alvin. The sun was warm and high in the sky now, and two short



rides had gotten them only twenty miles or so down the road. The
three Bookleys were huddled together discussing whether to make
sandwiches for lunch or walk back to a roadside village for supplies,
It had taken Blister nearly four hours to get a line through to
Kansas even though Acapulce was a large, glittery tourist town.,

He went over the possibilities again in his mind. "Susan isn't

here right now, " Alvin had said. "Good God," he'd said, "is it
really you, Jonathan?" He was another who always called Blister

by his full name. "Where are you, for God's sake?"

"Can't you-tell by the static?" Blister asked. "I'm still in
Mexico." Why had he felt cross with the other man? Why, for that
matter, was Alvin at the farm and Susan not? He'd heard more véices
in the .background.

“Listen, Johathan,"” replied Alvin in clipped tones, "we're
having a meeting here aﬁ Susan's...at your place énd Susan's and
she’s stepped out, well, she's driven to town anyway to get some
more ...2h, turn down that noise,"” he could hear Alvin saying to
someone else in the living room. Blister could tell he was on the
phone in the bedroom and that other people were in the front room
around the woodstove. Blister wondered if his ©6ld shepherd dog was.
around. Under the circumstances, he couldn't very well ask Alvin
to hold the receiver up to his ears for godsakes., "That's better,"
he heard Alvin again. "Susan's gone for more beer actually. We're
having this meeting here...good grief, Johathan, no one knew you'd
be calling tonight." Alvin sounded a bit flustered.

"Look, Alvin, I didn't know I'd be able to get through either.
I can't stay on here very long. How long before Susan gets back?

How long's she been gone?" It was ridiculous to try to talk to
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Susan's boss under these circumstances. Why would the clinic staff
want to drive eight miles ocut into the country in the winter for a
meeting? The whole thing puzzled Blister. A Mexican woman who was
waiting for the phone to open up began tapping her foot behind Blis-
ter in the drug store. It was humid in the small shop and Blister
wondered how cold it was in Kansas and whether there was snow,.

"T really don't know, Jonathan. We ran out of beer and Kid
and Billie, I mean Susan and Billie said they'd go get more and
they've been gone some time. They might be back‘any minute, Prob-
ably any minute." Blister wondered how it had happened that Alvin
had answered. Boss's prerogative? Force of habit? Blister shud-
dered. The phone receiver felt heavy in his hands. "Can I take a
message?" Alvin asked.

Blister had paused. "Listen, Alvin, is Sheppy there? Is my
dog okay?"

"Who? Oh, good God, the dog. Yes, he's fine. He's arocund
here somewhere...wait a minute," he'd said, "someone's just come
in the back door...hev Kid? No sorry, Jonathan. It's Ed and Sandy.
Jeez, I wish Susan were here. Can I tell her anything for you,
fellaé" Blister didn't like the sound of that "fella."

"No, look," he'd said, "I'll try to get back." Blister noticed
that three Mexicans were in line for the phone. "Just tell her I
said 'hello,' Tell her I'll try to get back in touch. Tell her I'll
write.," They'd hung up after that. It hadn't been the way he'd
wanted the conversation to turn oﬁt. He knew Alvin had been a "great
help" to Susan after she'd been hired. He was a shrink, but still
young. Youﬁger than Blister maybe. He'd been glad that he'd talked

the Bookleys into leaving Acapulco the next afterncon. He'd not been



able to think about the conversation much in the day and a half
since. Now, it kept coming back to him in patches., He saw a bus
pull up to the side of the road several hundred yards away. Bob
was approaching from where the three New Yorkers had been trying
to flag rides. ‘

"We think we'd like to head back and get some supplies from
that fruit stand we passed further back, Jonathan. Want to come?"

“How are you going to get there?" asked Blister. This plan
sounded regressive. He wanted to get on with the trip. The Book-
leys were going to be in Mexico and Guatamala for severaltmonths,
Blister wasn't sure he had nearly so much time. He notéd that
the bus was starting to get back onto the highway.

"We'll walk," said Bob, "can't be more than a mile. We'll
leave our packs here if you want to'stay. It'll save us time."”

Blister wés feeling itchy. He had a sudden noticn and stood
up. Neither man was tall, but Blister was on a slight hump and
had the sensation of towering over the youngest Bookley. Sarah
and Kerry looked up from their books from near their gear.

“Look, Bobby," he knew the younger man preferred to be called
"Robert," "see Ehat bus coming up the road?" Bob turned to look
and returned his gaze, blinking behind his glasses.

"Yeah, so what?" he asked.

"Wwell," said Blister, "I'm going to flag that sucker down and
ride to Escondido. Hasta lumbaéo, senor. See you guys down the
coast.," It sounded pretty abrupt even to Blister. Bob just stared
at him and blinked again.

“wWe haven't even talked about this, Jonathan. This is rather

sudden, isn't it?" BRBlister could see the other two watching closely.
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Sarah did her funny thing with her mouth. She locked even more like
an ostrich than ever. Kerry was staring hard through his glasses.
"He'll understand,”" thought Blister, "he'll make the others see,"

"Bobby," he said, placing his hands on the younger man's shoul-
ders, "you guys have more time than I do. I need to get some miles
under me today. We'll see each other in Escondido." The bus was
getting closer and Blister stepped near the shouldef and pointed down
the road in the way the Mexicans had of hitching rides. The big
diesel slowed loudly to a stop. Blister waved to Kerry and Sarah.
Sarah waved limply back. The door opened and Blister stepped up
into the bus backwards,

"Adios, amigos," he said once more. The door closed quickly
and the bus started immediately, throwing Blister off balance.
The driver, a short, squat Mexican with a. white shirt and black.
bowtie motioned with his ﬁead toward the back. The bus was fairly
full and Blister wound his way toward the rear. The pack was
hard to handle with the shifting of the floor under him, but the
motion of the vehicle felt good. He tossed his pack into a seat
and lurched down beside it. Damn: but it felt good to be moving
again. He caught a glimpse of the Bookleys picking up their packs
to begin their trek back to the fruit stand. The bus accelerated
around a bend in the road. For a brief instant, he thought he

saw a patch of blue ocean far to the right.

Blister tried to begin a letter to Susan, but the motion of
the bus made it hard to keep from looping the script. He stopped
and began to watch the scenery outside. The road turned from the

ocean and wound through densly vegetated hills. The trees were



still large, but the climate seemed to be harsher down this far
compared to the lush forests of Michdacan. Here, the heat obwvious-
ly stunted the opulant growth more than in the states to the north.
More baked flats were apparent in the lower stretches, and Blister
noticed several topless women washing clothes near a stream as
the bus crossed a bridge. In the village cf Cuajiﬁicuilapa. most
of the buildings were the white adobe one immediately associates
with Mexico. Most of the people walking about the plaza as the
bus pulled into the station wore the white tops and bottoms seen
in many travel posters. They would soon be leaving Guerreo,
Bliéter realized, and there'd been few signs of rocadblocks or
Federales all day. The young boy who took the money for tickets
for the driver told Blister that they'd make Escondido by evening.
After the fits and starts Qf'hitching, the pace seemed luxurious._
As some of the local paééengers were getting off the bus,
Blister looked across the aisle into the face of a woman dressed
in the loose Indian clothing of the area. She smiled easily at
the gringozand Yent over to pick up her mesh bag of market goods.
The vee neck of hexr blouse opened and her breasts swayed forward
beneath her torso. She was neither old nor young, but her bosom
looked inviting. There was a certain sag or drocp tc her breasts,
something Blister would never have thought attractive, yet the
unexpected sight held his gaze. She seemed not to mind at all,
It had been nearly a month since Blister had left Denver with
Eric, he hadn't slept with a woman in all that time. He wondered
again about Susan and the party two nights before at the farmhouse,
their farmhouse. What was he to make of that? he wondered.

Pehind the woman, a man dressed inwhite nudged her impatiently



She retrieved her bag and stood back up. Blister felt the blood
flush his face slightly, the unexpected sight had warmed him all
over, The man pushed on the Mexican lady once again, and she
smiled at Blister briefly before stepping toward the decor of the
bus. wWas she coming on to him? he wondered. She was slim, but
looked like any village mother rather’than a prostitute. Was the
man her husband? She had appeared to know that she'd exposed her
front to the gringo, but maybe an open bosom meant less this far

"~ down in Mexico, Blister watched her descend into the plaza and
walk awa§ into the crowd of‘white-suited locals. He reached for
his water bottle in the side pocket of his pack and took a long
swig. He remembered. that Alvin had called Susan "Kid." That fa;
miliarity bothered him. It was disturbing'to think of that again
and he.tried to push the thoughts out of his head. The bus jerked
again and giided slowly into motion. Blister noticed a groupvof
policia standing in a huddle on a corner. Their dark brown uniforms
contrasted with the adobe and whitewash motif of the town. He
thought of the healthy baggy of pot stuffed into the foot of his
sleeping bag. You'wve éot to hide it somewhere, that was the pro-
blem when hitching. He'd have to remember to bury it in the sand
as soon as he found a place to sleep in Escondido. He could envi-
sion the feel of the cooler sand below the surface. It had become
a part of his generation's lifestyle--this stashing and surrepti-
tiousness, always careful and watchful. Was this part of the game?
Did it lend to the thrill? Did they really have anything to hide?
It seemed pointless in a way. What did it matter that they liked
pot and mushrooms? And peyote, acid? What the hell did it mat-

ter? The diésel muffled as the bus swung up out of the town and



headed down the highway. He hoped he'd find some hippie-types in

Escondido, some "friendlies."

Blister had to change busses in another village along the route.
The delay meant that it was nearly sundown by the time he stepped
" down into the muggy air on the one main street of Puerto Escondido.
It looked to ke a pleasant place with several homes and buildings
built upon a hill along the highway that descended down to the sea.
He could hear distant lappings of the surf, and the moderate whirr "
of a tourist town ﬁade him feel welcome. He walked along a street
lined with palms that seemed to be headed for a camper park. Var-
ious Winnebagos and smaller vans were ensconced among the trees.
One American or Canadian man was musing in a hammock outgide his
truck near the wire fence that set off the park..

"Excuse me, sir. Is fhis pérk open to tenters dr backpackers?"
Blister asked.

The man slowly recovered from his reverie. He was watching
the sun set over the water and picking at his teeth. He must have
just finished eating a grilled dinner, Blister thought., His wife
was probably inside the camper doing the dishes.

"Hmmm? What's that?" he asked. "Oh, this park? Naw. This
is for campers only I think." The man lcocoked Blister over closely.
He pointed further down along the beach. "There's a ragtag bunch
stays on down the way there. Maybe that's your bunch, Ole Buddy."
The man looked him over one more instant. "On down the Qay a bit.
You'll see the bunch I mean." He dismissed Blister with a wave
of his hand, the same kind of gesture that farmers made from the

cab of their pickups in Kansas when they passed on the dirt rcads.
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Blister thanked him and moved on. The sunset really was a
‘beauty and the reddish glow was tinting the ocean surface and the
wet sandy area where the foam pushed up and receded. Bliéter took
off his juarachis once he got to the beach and walked along in
the warm, soft sand beyond the water's edge. The harbor sﬁretched
in a wide semi-circle and hooked out toward the opening two or more
miles out to sea. A high point of land rose at the southern edge
of the natural port. Several palapas, thatch and adobe huts withr
grass roofs, lined the beach off to Blister's left as he walked
along. A few meager shelters of palm leaves and ridgepoles ap-
peared’as he walked closer to the final point that rose in the
distance. The tent-like affairs must be the gathering that the
~man in the hammock had been directing‘Blister toward. They were
some two or three-hundred yards away from the last of tﬁe palapas
that served as bars and réstaurants along the beaéh front. Ik
didn't look so much like a home as a temporary place to squat.

He saw a bearded young man walking toward him from the rough camp.
He was carrying a guitar case in aone hand and a bottle in the other.
It looked like mescal or tequila. "This must be the place," Blister
said to himself.

"Any empty shacks in here?" he asked the fellow with the bottle,

The man stopped and looked at Blister as he pulled on the clear
liquid. He fished a section of lime out of his shirt pocket and
popped it into his mouth. He squeezed the Jjuice out of it with
his teeth and spit the rind toward the water that was advancing
in a whirl of motion and sibilant noise.

"You mean down here in 'Doozyville?'" he said as he took an-

other drink from the bottle. Blister could see that it was tequila.
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"Here," he said to Blister, "have a hit of this." He offered
to bottle and another wedge of lime in the same motion., Blister
drank, the hot liquor warming his throat all the way down. The
lime juice cut the taste just right and he handed the bottle back
to the slightly tipsy man.

"Is that what you call it? 'Doozyville?'" Blister liked the
way it rolled off his tongue.

"Yep. This here's Doozyville and we be the 'Bedoozies,' us
that stay down.here. Over yonder," he pointed back toward the
towﬂ‘where Blister had gotten off the bus, "that's 'Turkey City,'
that's what we call it anyway. Up there," now he shifted his aim
with the bottle to the point that rose above the beach settlement
of palm frond tents, "is 'Mantra Hill.' That's where the 'Be-Loveds'
stay. They like to get up real early in the morning. Med-i-tate
when thé sun'risés, so they say. Down here, well, we like to-stay
up a little later, Gets a little rowdy maybe, hell, we don't care."

Blister liked the man's manner. He sounded southern, maybe
from Arkansas, or Tennessee. Maybe Virginia. He placed his guiﬁar
down on the sand. "You can stay in Junkie Joe's spot if you want.
He fooled arocund last night-and got shoved in the jail across the
water. Pissed on the boot of the chief-oh-policia last night in
town. Hell of a fuck-up." He drew on the tequila again and of-
fered it to Blister once more. "Pardon my French," he said.

Blister took another swig and handed it back. It was fast
getting dark and he thought this would do for one night at least.

V“Hell, I'll stay down here. Where's this tent, or whatever
you call them?"

"I'11l help you find it. We call them 'shents,.,' Shack tents
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don't you see? I'll have to introduce you. Hey, Jimmy," he velled
as they walked over toward the triangular huts. A youngish man
with .long blond hair and awhispish, light beard materialized as
they approached the settlement., "This here guy=--" he turned back
to RBlister, "hey, what's your name there fella?" Blister told
them. "Hey, I like that. Jimmy, this guy Blister is moving into
Joe's old spot. You keep an eye on his stuff too, okay?"

The blond ran a flashlighﬁ up and down Blister's gear and
nodded.

"Right over there," he said and motioned toward an empty
"shent” with his beam. The man with the guitar led ﬁlister over,

"My name's Nick," he said. "They call me 'Nick Namer,' on
account I gave all these places their names. That's how it hap;
pened. .Someone comﬁlained about them on Mantra Hill being too |
damned 'beloved' for their own good. i said if they was 'Belové&s,'
then we must be 'boozies' down here. That's how it stuck. Any-
way, I don't suppose you pick, do you?"

Blister was glad he dsked. He explained that he did and it
had been nearly a week since he'd played. They stowed Blister's
gear and broke out Nick's six-string. Both men played the same
music and for an hour they traded songs. Blister rolled a joint
from his stash and they smoked and drank aleng with the songs.
Blister asked about the local "heat," the police activity.

"Oh hell," said Nick, "you'll hear their little bugle about
six in the morning. They have a camp somewhere over the hill there.
They march around and shoot every day. It's a Federale camp, so
keep an eye out. Better bury that bag of smoke. We always leave

someone here to watch out, Tonight it's Jimmy's turn. Every so



