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my community. I spent a lot of time in the library reading %" i*%

Gandhi, Whitman, Thoreau, Martin Luther King Jr., Herman
Hesse, Kerouac and Ginsburg. [ listened to Bob Dylan, Joan
Baez and they all seemed to say "Get the hell out of there!"
I was greatly influenced by them. They were beacons in the
darkness and they opened up new doors of perception.

My quest for knowledge and curiousity of spirit led to an
ever-widenng gencration gap between myself, my parents,
teachers and eventually my entire community.
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honored each other, panhandled for spare change together,

hitched rides together, looked for places to crash, and shared

what little food, money or sleeping arrangements we may have

come across on any given day.”We had to develop street smarts

and savvy, for there were always those who were out to exploit
W . g_,)\ a young, naive girl.

L Eventually the hunger, cold and constant dodging of cops
v \Jw:fu and finding a safe place to sleep where I could be unmolested
= W— 2? became impossibje, withr the police specially viscious and
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we held so dear, and in some cases paid for so dearly.
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