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	 But our new friend there, well he done gone and inspired 
us.  We four hop in a car, just as the rest of the �
�������
	������
��
���� crew arrives, and up the half mile incline we drive.  As we 
reach the crest yes, the driveway is watched over by a gauntlet of 
large black SUVs, yet unexpectedly, there are cars parked all along 
the road and the side roads and…and apparently $2700 doesn’t get 
you a parking space on the grounds.  So, even the wealthy deal with 
the horrors of stadium parking like the rest of us bleacher bums.
	 Yet, there, waiting for us, a couple of hundred yards from 
the entrance, are spaces for our two vehicles.  We park, unload 
and unfurl banners, now with The Illustrator and The Three 
Kids tromping along, not to mention The Scarf who we all knew 
in passing.  Now up to a dandy party-of-nine, we notice a security 
detail starting to head up the road toward us, obviously aware that 
we’re not delivering sails and Bernie signs to be used as placemats for 
the third dessert of caviar and diamond-encrusted raisins.
	 Does $2700 get you a meal?  Appetizers?  Those little 
cups of snack mix one used to get on airplanes in the 1980s?  Could 
somebody who has attended one of these, as well as reads this 
magazine, get in touch with us so that we can accurately report to 
our readers if the finger foods are really made of the fingers of the 
500,000 dead Iraqi children that Hillary’s BFF Madeleine said 
was perfectly acceptable?  I mean hell (and literally we mean Hell) 
that’s like five million bites for a night like theirs.

	 Placing the six foot tall “Honesty, Integrity, Compassion” 
banner on the ground next to the feet of The Three Kids, and asking 
Viggy to keep an eye on them, these feet walk out into the road, 
these ears hear them say something to the effect of “Must be here 
for Bernie” and thinking of how to show we’re here for nothing 
invasive, I put my hands up and keep walking..because I’m five and it 
seems like a game of cops and robbers.
	 And it hits me.
	 There’s only one reason this is going so well right now, and 
it likely has to do with the color of my skin.

	 We’re all afraid.  We’re all unsure what the next move 
will be by the other, when the situation is heightened.  But taking 
for granted that talking my way in and out of anything, is at 
least starting from a point of safe...is...is privilege.  And it takes 
everything I have, as I keep walking, to hold back the waterworks. 

WHAT IS REQUIRED, IS CIVIL DISCOURSE 	 This is what they mean, this is that moment.  This is 
a thought nobody should ever have to have, and that’s why it is 
important to have it, right now.
	 Later that night, chatting with a friend, recounting the 
day’s events, I look at her and say, “How different would it have 
been were you, or your husband, walking down that hill?”  And we 
know what the conversation is about, we know that it’s about skin 
color, but it has to be more than knowing what we’re talking about, 
it has to be talking about what we’re talking about.  It has to be more 
than speaking in fear of Trump, in fear of what world her children 
will grow in - because that’s the result.  We need to speak of, and 
speak to, the cause.
	 And when I want to shake my head and not think about 
why my hands up practically ensures my safety, but doesn’t 
guarantee the same for another...I must think about it.  Because 
when I don’t want to think about it then I very easily can decide 
I don’t want to talk about it.  And if I don’t want to talk about it, 
then when am I going to say the words that it is not right for the 
color of a person’s skin to be the determining factor in their chances 
of living or dying.  But even that sounds so trite, so understated, 
so not understanding - that it is “not right”.  That it is not fucking 
right is no better.  But at least speaking it, being willing to talk about 
advantage and disadvantage, problem and even-if-not-solution-yet...
is a step.  Talk about it, create conversation, civil discourse - and 
maybe we’ll get it wrong ninety nine times, but we can’t get it more 
wrong than we already have it and let’s head for the hundredth go 
around in case we do finally get it right.  A fear of getting it wrong 
should never be the closed-locked-bolted-barricaded door on trying 
to get it right - especially when we’re talking about life, and the 
potentiality of death.
	 This resonates through like a chord-struck-wrong and the 
molecular structure of the body has forever been modified.  To 
realize that there are people in this world with the same intentions 
as ours, but they could have guns drawn on them simply because...you 
don’t come back from that.
	 In each of these moments it starts with us.  It starts with 
leaving a memory for these officers so that the next time they are 
faced with protestors, maybe-just-maybe they recall that last group 
- we gave each other a chance, and maybe we can do it again.  
	 That’s the point of this protest, don’t you see.  Pave a 
way back to democracy - because democracy is honest discourse, no 
matter how difficult it feels.  Because it’s time to talk about race 
and privilege and liberty and freedom and find a place where, while 
we all might not get along right away, at least we’re willing to listen 
and try.  ‘Cause we here at �
�������
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���� promise you 
- there’s a common bond to be found with each and every one of us - 
and it’s a heaven of a starting place when ya find it.

	 “Not here for any trouble” to which the officer calls back 
up, “Neither am I.”
	 Never been in the presence of Secret Service, but been in 
the line of sight of state and local police.  But it has been a long time, 
and never in a situation where we’re one-on-two facing each other 
down on a street near the location of a presidential candidate.  
	 We reach each other, first action is introduce myself as 
myself, not as a writer or editor or from the magazine - just a name 
and a hand and a gesture of familiarity.  For it is so much more 
difficult to think of us as protestors, problems, dangers...if you know 
a name.
	 “What are you looking to do?” he inquires, we’ll call him 

“The Three Kids”



 Two more stories to tell - one about singing, one about 
children.
 Guthrie The Troubadour has written an amazing song 
“Bernie Is Our Man” and at the end it segues into “This Land is 
Your Land”.  It gets ya in the feels not only from all the videos 
we’ve seen of the Bernie rallies, or Bernie’s recording of it 
(somewhere between spoken word and...spoken word...) but as we’ve 
all been a part of that circle, in summer camp, in first grade music 
class (for those of us who are old enough to have still had music 
classes in elementary school) or around a campfire.
 As we stood in our designated area, those who wined and 
dined continued their walk of shamefulness to their vehicles, having 
spent $2700 and up for this.  Rejoice however, as little did they 
realize there was a concert thrown in afterwards (why didn’t we put 
a tip jar out with a sign reading “You just spent $2700 on Hillary, 
can ya spare a buck for us?”).  After sixty or seventy people passed, 
another group of eight began their cardiovascular test.
 What’s sad is, that there were cars parked all along the 
quarter-mile driveway and up an absurd incline and here were folks 
in their seventies and eighties having to walk back to their cars a 
good half mile.  Part of me wondered, and had we known, could we 

YEAH WE’RE HIPPIES, SO WHAT?

The Wisdom of the Poor Fish

“It’s okay to protest
and to hold up signs
but it would be nice
if everybody would
take their water
bottles home with 
them afterwards, 
unless of course 
they’re standing tall
against trash cans 
and clean parks and 
recycling.”
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Officer B.  “Stand here with our signs and sing.  What would be a 
location that would make you comfortable?”
 We discuss the public field on the side of the road, about 
halfway between where our little party is standing at our vehicles 
and The Gate.  It would get us closer to The Gates of Hill than one 
would have figured.  “Don’t go near the cars, and don’t harass the 
people,” he requests.  No reason to disagree with that.  We’re not 
exactly a visually frightening crew.
 We part ways and these presently writing arms start 
flailing and gesturing for everybody else to continue walking 
down from our parked cars to our negotiated vantage point.  Fears 
subsided, we get in line and we start to smile and make eye contact 
with everybody walking to their vehicles.  One party goer tells us 
that it was just as “cold inside as it is out here”.  Was he indicating 
the temperature or the icy staes of the other attendees?

have offered them rides up the hill (love the entendre)?
 In this group, however, one of the women was noticeably 
different.  Not dressed to designer eighty eights, her straight long-
brown hair and colorful flowing dress (yet darker, earthier, tones), 
flashes the mind’s eye to a sight of her forty years earlier, tie-dyed 
and fancy-free.
 You could see in her eyes the struggle.  You can instantly see 
the familiarity with the song.  Maybe it was the barely perceptable 
change in step, or the head that might have nodded on the inside but 
never quite made it out because that was something from long ago.
 But then her stride quickened, she got herself a few feet out 
in front of her friends...and with a slight grin and a sigh, she started 
singing - not loud enough for anybody to really hear it, but it was 
more than just mouthing the words, because you can see it in the 
face, the jaw, and the eyes.
 We make eye contact - and she’s singing.  She’s singing a 
song that takes her back, takes her back to a time when...when her 
soul was alight.  And maybe, just maybe, maybe in that moment, she 
remembers that age when she would have been standing where we 
are - and maybe as she walks past, she’ll carry that past forward, 
into this future we’re all seeking.  And as she walks past, while the 
wind is still chilling us through, it all seems worth it, for that one 
quiescent moment when as a team, we raised up the opponent in our 
victory.

 Let us end with the future.
 Once we were ready to depart, it was worth taking a jog 
down toward the officers with which we had spoken earlier, just 
to say thank you - again with all the intent of planting that seed 
for whoever the next people are, with whom they will cross paths.  
They’re directing traffic to send the non-chauffeured visitors home, 
and once the line of Mercedes and Tahoes slows we spoke.
 Officer M, closer to me at this juncture, saw the rainbow 
Bernie sign in my hand and said, “You have an extra of those?  Been 
trying to get one.”
 “You can have this one, if you like.”
 He quickly looks around, grabs it, and throws it into the 
open window of his cruiser.  We smile, he says thanks, Officer B. 
shakes his head with a smile and these frozen toes wheel and start 
back up the trudge.
 Once back to the family, the story about the sign is relayed 
and a chorus rises of “You should have given him a button”.  Great, 
but we ran out of buttons giving them to everybody else.
 That’s when the five-year old says, “Papa, there’s still the 
one on my coat, you should give him this one.”
 Sure enough, tacked to his Bernie blue winter coat, is a 
Bernie blue button.  Gently we unhook it, a smooch on the forehead 
seals the deal, and with assurances of a quick return, an uplifted 
canter gets this delivery boy back down in a jiffy.
 Bemused at the sight of a third trip in their direction, but 
not wanting to draw attention to the fact that we’ve outed a Bernie 
supporter in front of Hillary’s Secret Service detail, it becomes a 
slight of hand, handoff, with the simple words, “Our five year old 
wanted me to come back down to give you this as well.”
 No words were needed in reply, just a nod.
 With that, a bunch of folks who all gathered in the rolling 
dales of Roxbury, for one day, in a situation that will never again 
be repeated, headed off in all of their own directions.  And the day 
went on.
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We saw them laughing
Those cloven devils
Bella Ciao (x3)
They bathed in hundreds
They bathed in millions
That smelled like blood of laborers

Then we saw Bernie
Senator Sanders
Bella Ciao (x3)
He stood among us
He stood up for us
How could we not stand up with him?

So we are marching
Onward toward Philly
Bella Ciao (x3)
We’ll storm the castle
Of politicians
Who act like petty kings and queens

CAPITALISM (BELLA CIAO)

And we’ll raise Bernie
President Sanders
Bella Ciao (x3)
We’ll change the future
For everybody
Stand together one and all

We’ll end the race war
We’ll end the class war
Bella Ciao (x3)
We are meant for
More than their servitude
And to catch their cannonballs

So if you see us
Let’s sing together
FEEL THE BERN (x3)
Take back the country
From corporations
Keep it where it does belong

Em
Again this morning

We woke up hungry
     B7
Bella Ciao Bella Ciao Bella Ciao Ciao Ciao
                    Am
How was it possible
        Em
We had no money
                           B7                           Em
Though we had worked for all the week?

In the homes and…
In all the hearts of…
FEEL THE BERN (x3)
This one’s for Bernie
And for the people
Who will sing this victory song

Sung by
Italian Partisans
heading off to fight
against the fascists
during WWII.
Rewritten with
hope, for a modern
battle to extiguish
fascism before it
rises to a new height.


