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Legends are conceived from the loins of government checks. With their pooled together federal refunds they equipped themselves to the teeth, on a perverse journey to Southern California to locate a former drug dealer that had somehow  imposed on their uneasy lives enough to warrant a voyage. Between the three of them they had four ounces of mushrooms that made the earth bubble and inspired little purple men to scuffle around and disturb what little peace that one might find in the solace of an empty truck stop stall, a quarter pound of ganja, a six foot “water pipe”, and a Russian assault rifle with enough ammunition to persuade their way out of most any situation. 

 A week in the Grand Marquis, the frightened and then run-away hitchhiker, the retina light shows, the gaggle of swarming pterodactyls, and the free drive-thru gas stops could have been recounted as some twisted dream if not for the fact that the three friends now stood in awe of a sunset atop the greatest expanse of water that any of them had ever seen. The waves glittered with fire, the tide spoke a language that none of them understood, but all felt, and the sand grabbed at their toes pulling them into childhood reminiscence. This beach became home. 

They slept in a tear prone tent. They smoked when a passing tourist would ask to partake in the bong that they had delicately propped up in the sand in front of their home, like a veteran hangs a striped flag to proclaim love for his country. They ate when a woman’s maternal instincts overrode her distaste for boys who smelled of sewage, pot, and pineapples, or when the opportunity to steal was too easy. Phil, the youngest of the crew had just such an opportunity one Tuesday afternoon at a nearby park. 


He was combing the park for spare change when he caught sight of a young well-suited man. His hair was clean and his shoes were scuffless. The man sat down at a bench and pulled a paper wrapped package from a plastic bag. He set the package on his lap and let the wind carry the plastic bag from his conscience. Phil watched intently as the suited man unraveled the paper wrapper. He spread it flat and grabbed the contents with both hands. A heavenly beam, like the ones from the old King Arthur movies that shone upon Excalibur, emerged from Phil’s imagination and bathed the sandwich with desire. The ham, salami, and bologna twinkled in the mid day light. The bread was a sesame pillow. The mayonnaise and mustard were like old high school buddies that wanted to relive the glory days. The cheese spoke, and it called to him. Phil decided that he was much more deserving of such a prize than a man that could afford such shiny shoes. Before a proper plan could be devised his feet took action. At a pace that would make Jackie Joyner Kercy proud, Phil ran towards the man. His bare feet tore up sod with every step as his matted hair flew out behind him. The suited mans gaping mouth closes on nothing as Phil snatches the hoagie from his grasp in a full sprint. He raises the sandwich in triumph as he runs through the park, yelling, “Fucker!” back to the benched man who still sits wide eyed and slack jawed in disbelief. The victory was far from sweet, but it calmed Phil’s belly and brought him one day closer to returning home, which was the last place he wanted to be.
