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us tu tile beach?" 
"I came with a friend," I said 

on a rising note of uncertainty. 
"Son~eone'll take her home--it 

is  a her, isn't it?" 
"Yes, but-" 
"Once in a while, Ann Palmer. 

you have to hang loose." and he 
took my guitar case. I mumbled a 
hasty, apologetic explanation to 
Marcia and grabbed my new coat. 

Bo drove Mother's big car reck- 
lessly yet easily, as if  he had emi- 
nent domain over the Santa Monica 
Freeway. 

He parked, walking me by the 
entry to the gaudily lit amusement 
pier, south along the sand-gritty 
cement broadwalk to the row of 
rundown beach stores. It  was late, 
cold, and there were few people 
around: a pair of shuffling an- 
cients huddled into outsize top- 
coats and three skinny, exhila- 
rated little boys playing tag. Old- 
fashioned looped wires of bulbs 
hung like heavy bracelets, and a 
haze of barbecuing smoke hung 
over red neon arrows shooting in- 
to the dark sky. Bo stopped at a 
shabby wooden stand. 

"The most gourmet hot dogs. 
Want one?" 

For a hesitating moment I saw 
the place as my parents would. 
Grease-spattered, unsanitary. 

Then-"Everything on mine!" 
Sauerkraut, chopped onions, 

chili, grated American cheese, 
heated mustard-it was delicious 
and I a te  as quickly as I could. We 
were hypnotized by a saltwater 
taffy machine pulling fat, creamy 
ribbons, folding. pulling again. We 
peered into a narrow bar where 
everyone slumped on high stools 
watching Bonanza. Bo bought cot- 
ton candy to split, pulling off my 
share, offering me huge, bobbling 
mouthfuls that melted into empty 
sweetness. 

Later, back in the Lincoln, he 
asked me to sing. He listened, 
holding one hand over the dark 
hair that covered his left ear. "For 
a camel's hair type," he said, "you 
really- are good." 

Before I dropped him off at Sun- 
set and Beverly Drive he memo- 
rized my phone number; he owned 
neither pen nor little black book. 
I spent Saturday and Sunday on 
the pink chair next to my silent 
phone going over the idiot things 
I'd said and done which had prob- 
ably alienated him forever. 

Monday noon. I sat listlessly 
chewing a tuna sandwich on the 
sunny cafeteria patio. Marcia 
chugged over. Her books dropped 
onto the round metal tabletop and 
she pointed at  me. 

"Behold!" she cried. 'The sly, 
shy one." 

'What does that mean?" 
"As if you didn't know what Bo 

McCarran does." 
"He lives, he breathes, he-" 
"Promotes records. Listen, you 

really don't know about him? Ann, 
those groups being discovered in 
their own garages-well! Bo 
t h i n k ?  of himself as  t h r ~ r  diz- 
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