Like, Moses or Something (cont.)


They walked up East Campus drive joking about Phred and the formal.

“You mean, that Vanderbilt girl actually OD’ed?” Anise screeched, a little tipsy from her two beers.


Amina looked bored. “I’ve told you already three times! This girl…”


“What was she wearing?” Amina hounded her.

“It was a formal, I don’t know, like, maybe a dress?”


“Amina, you are hopeless.” Alma ran up to Anise and described it. “Sort of a brushed gold, short, had really nice straps, like over the boobs, where…” 
“That is so chic. Hey, Perry, did you see that girl in human sexuality? She had like, this really nice sort of faux fur skirt, I don’t know, it was very hip.”

“Anise, have you always been a clothes horse?” Alma was shocked.

“This is a new thing for our Perry. She just found out that clothes make her look hot and she’s getting ga lot of attention..”

“Perry!” Amina was now shocked.

“From a certain boy named Brian Williams the Third…”


“Perry!”


Alma stopped suddenly, “Girls! This is it!”


Boys poured out of the doors. They poured out of the windows. The night was sort of warm so the lawn was full of boys, and a few girls. Boys on bikes, boys with drinks, boys laughing, boys wrestling with other boys.


“Boys.” Amina muttered.


“Boys.” Alma said flatly.


“Oh my god, Boys!” Anise whispered harshly.


“Calvin!” Perry started threading herself through the crowd to the corner, next to the house. Alma grabbed Anise’s hand and Amina followed. Alma accidentally brushed her breasta against a boy with a U Washington tshirt, and he smiled at her, with shiny red cheeks. She made sure not to look at him. She felt someone against her and backed away, trying to keep up with Perry’s disappearing form. She could hear anise laughing behind her and she was sure Amina was making friends.

Perry stopped suddenly and Alma stopped as well, Anise bouncing against her and a swearword coming out of Amina. 


“Alma! Perry!” Calvin gestured to hug Alma and she entered his embrace. He kept her there a tad longer than she felt was necessary. 


“Hey Calvin, this is Amina, and… you know Anise.” Alma gestured to her cohorts.


“Dude, Anise, you look great.” Calvin had obviously tested the keg.


“Thanks, Calvin. Where’s hour housemate?” She awarded him with a big toothsome smile.


“Right, dude, I think Kevin walked over here.” He took her arm and walked up into the house, which was teeming with loud music. Probably a U2 style band, drums, guitar, and bass. Coming from the basement, no doubt.


Amina sidled up to Alma. “What do you think? Compare the schools! I can’t stop.”



“I know. We should find the keg.” 


Perry had already thought of that and was disappearing around in the house. They followed and soon found themselves in the back kitchen. A few bloodshot eyed guys in the clothes du monde were resting butt to counter. One of them kicked Alma’s shoe. 


“I think you’re so hot.”


“Well, thanks.” Alma turned to Amina, “Where’s the band?” She gestured with her eyes behind her to the guy who kicked her shoe.


“Yeah, wait, let’s get beer.” Amina said .They quickly grabbed the tap’s nozzle and fill up a few cups. The kitchen had this bright fluorescent light and the foot tapper boy so Alma steered Amina and Perry into the hallway. 


Amina kept walking down the stairway then turned back. “Let’s see the band.”


Perry and Amina exchanged looks. “OK, let’s see the band,” Amina mimicked.


Sure enough, three guys were playing in a shifty made-up set, something loud that sounded like a fusion style jazz. The guy at the guitar was bended over so you couldn’t see his face. Alma hopped up onto a table near the side of the wall and cradled her beer between her thihgs. Amina and Perry joined her checking out the scene. A few guys and girls were standing around bobbing their heads and shuffling. 


“Where’s the mosh pit? This sucks.” Amina stomped away. Perry jumped up on the table with Alma.


Alma spoke into her ear loudly to be heard over the noise. “So what’s up? Why is Anise so girly lately? Are you mad at her? Who is this Brian guy?”


Perry sighed, “Well, we don’t really hang out that much together, I mean, she’s got this whole sort of guy scene, she’s just different now. I’m sort of realizing we’re different, you know?”


Alma thought of her earlier analysis of her friends and their future together. “Don’t worry about it, I mean, you and her will always be friends.” Alma spied a boy checking Perry out. “This guy at your 2 o’clock is checking you out. Don’t look!”


Perry craned her head obviously and smiled at the boy.


Alma lowered her head. “You are so lame.” 


The guy approached. He was wearing some low hung dark blue slacks and a button down vintage shirt, with some pattern on it like checks or crosses or something. He leaned up against the table.

“My name’s Mark.”


“Perry.”


“You’re in my Human Sexuality class, I think.”


“Right! You were the one that answered that question today about..”



“Sexualy transmitted diseases.”


Alma almost gagged on her beer.


Perry turned to her. “He’s joking.” Perry and Mark got in a conversation about the various pluses and minuses of professor marken, and why they had both taken the class. As Alma was studying Mark, another guy came up to stand next ot him. Alma was arrested by his looks. He had black hair, hanging lightly over his forehead, wide black eyes, and a slight underbite. He had similar outfit to Mark, and even though it sounded normal and average it was very out of place in the frat party.


“Right, Perry, and, I’m sorry, I don’t know your name.” Mark extended his hand to Alma.


“Alma” She shook his hand briefly.


“Right, Alma, this is Evan.”


Evan walked around Mark to stand across from Alma. She sipped his beer and checked out the band again. Evan leaned into her to yell in her ear.


“I know these guys. They’re cool.”


“Right. I think so too.” She laughed. 


“I mean, don’t you think they’re cool?”


“Uh, yeah. I do.”


“So, like, what’s your major?”


“Oh come on! That’s the oldest line! Alright, I’ll put you out of your misery. I don’t have a major. I’m not in school.”

“You just living at your parents?”


“Um, I’m, like, a foundling.”


“A what?”


The music had reached a crescendo of sorts and embarrassed, Alma had to really yell. The music then died very quickly. 



“I’m, Like, a FOUNDLING.” Alma yelled, her eyes closed. When she opened him the small basement was full of trendy hipsters staring at her.


“Hey, let’s go upstairs!” she said in a falsetto.

Alma trucked out of the basement and Evan followed. She held her beer high thorugh the hall way and they were in a small room. It had a few big bamboo round chairs and a futon. She sat down and another couple was on the far side, on a bean bag. 
Evan sat next to her, leaning back on one arm.  “You’re cute when you’re embarrassed.”


Alma flipped her hair. “I didn’t mean to make it such a big deal, is all. I’m just sort of supposed to go back to my foster parents and I’m in denial. What major are you?” She tried to turn the tides.


“Why don’t you want to go back?”


“I asked you first.” Alma leaned her arm back too so that they were head on. He had a lanky frame and was bit taller than alma but on the futon they were head to head.


“I’m a pre-med junior. I’m from New Orleans. My given name is Evan Smith, and I like to paraglide.”


“Thank you.” Alma surprised herself by awarding him with a kiss.


When she backed out from his face he had a surprised look on his face. “Well, thank you.” His free arm briefly held onto her shoulder and she leaned back. 


“Sorry, I don’t know why I did that. You’re cute.” She put her hand over her mouth.


“No, keep it coming. Want another beer?” He got up quickly and she was on the futon alone. She looked at the other couple.


“Kirkegaard is not like Sartre. In the least.” The girl with the black, horn-rimmed glasses insisted.


The middle-eastern guy opposite her had the same glasses and a shaved head with a five o’clock stubble on it. 


“I think that you are missing my point.”


“You just don’t understand the relevance of Christianity on an existensitalist.”


Alma felt dizzy and leaned back even further. Then, realizing where she was and what she was doing, and how it would look when Evan returned, she groggily got up and headed out the door. She was confronted with the hallway, people leaning next to each other and against the wall. She headed one direction. A girl with cornrows put her face in Alma’s line of vision. “Are you in line for the bathroom?” with the music as background it sounded more like, “Awe you a witch in the bar room?” Alma responded, “No.”

She careened into another room. Briefly thinking that the beer had really taken toll, she collapsed into a chair. Next to her was Perry, necking Mark. On the bed was a boy with another boy, neither clothes nor other indicating clothing was recognizeable.

 Evan’s head popped in the door.  “There you are.” He crouched next to her. 

He handed her the beer and they talked. They talked about what it was like to go to Stanford, if she wanted to follow music, re-apply to Princeton, or go to Reed. She didn’t mention Alex but she talked about how much fun she had, and how weird the school was. He put his hand on her knee and stroked the top of her thigh. She closed her eyes and felt good. The party was still going in the same rhythm it had all night, perhaps every time this house had a party. He took her hand and they went out side, where she leaned against a building wall and kissed him, he putting his hands on her breasts and circling them, feeling her rise and fall with every deep breath. He had a small tight body on a large frame, she wondered if he did any drugs or if he just was born with this type of physique so common in heroin users. They tongued each other for a while, just examining the feeling and liking the mellowness. 

Perry ran up to her and grabbed her arm. 

“Hey, we’re going to dinah’s wanna come?” She looked at Evan and looked back at Alma unphased. Alma was embarrassed. 

“Um, I think I’ll stay. Just let me into your flat, OK?”

“Yeah, sure,” Perry ran off with Mark and Anise.

After they left, Evan whispered into her ear. “You can come back to my house.”

She gave her some room from him to talk. “So, where do you live?”

‘oh, in town. I’m 3rd year.”

“right, right.” She traced the buttons on his shirt. “I actually have a boyfriend.”

He slowly grabbed her hips and pulled them to her and pushed her against the wall. “And that is important because…”

She laughed at his insistence. “Well, it’s just that this is sort of…”

“Hmmm. Hmmm. I’m listening.” He kissed her roughly, deeply.

She broke off for a moment. “It’s just that…”

“I think you should stop talking now.”

She did, and then things got progressively worse.

Alma knocked on Perry’s door. It was 10am. 

Perry answered, groggy. She didn’t open the door all the way. 

“Hey, you interested in brekkie?” Alma had her hair in a ponytail and a bright well-scrubbed cheeks. “Amina and I were going to go across El Camino to Hobbee’s.” 
Perry didn’t answer and turned away, leaving the door open. She dropped on the bed like a sack of potatoes.

“Are you hungover?” Alma asked. The room was dark, the curtains drawn. Perry didn’t respond. She was turned away from her.

“Oh god,” Perry said.

“Is something wrong?” Alma sat on the corner of the bed. 

Perry lay in a curled ball and slowly turned her face and shoulders around. Alma expected the worst, but Perry was just sleepy faced. 

“Did you have a good time last night?” Perry asked. Her eyes were still closed.

“Yeah. That Evan guy is amazing, just… he like, ran out this morning, it was really embarrassing.”

“Where was Amina?”

“Oh, I think she just ran back to the dorm. Getting her to a frat party altogether was a huge feat, you know. Come on, let’s go.”

“I don’t know, I feel sort of…”

“Come on.” Alma picked out one of the many sweatshirts perry had littered on her floor and threw it at Perry. Perry’s room was a classic boy’s dorm room—dirty clothes all over, and clothes that a guy would wear, t-shirts, sweatshirts, jeans, shorts. There was nary a shred of pink garb in sight.
Perry struggled to put it on what turned out to be a B.U.M. sweatshirt and with her usual flair for fashion shoved her feet into some thongs.

They got in the car and Alma started singing with the Smashmouth song on the radio. 

“God, you are so fucking happy.” Perry glowered out the window.

“What’s with her?” Amina turned to Alma.

Perry started crying. 

Alma turned from the front seat. “What is wrong! You are falling apart!”

Perry was quiet.

Alma kept her eyes on her. “What happened last night? I lost track of you.”

“I… I was with that Mark guy, then I sort of lost him, and then I saw Anise with this guy, and then I just, I don’t know.”

They pulled into the parking lot and climbed out. It was only a few blocks away but they drove. The streets were too wide and hairy to walk.

They waited outside with coffee in their hands.

“God, Perry, you look totally grey.” Alma put her hand on Perry’s arm.

“Yeah, well, I’m like, hey you guys, what’s that early reggae album? You know, I think it’s got Israelites on it…”

“You should ask Calvin, he’s into that.”

Amina was absently looking through the window when she grabbed Alma’s arm. “Wait, I think I see him in there.”

Calvin was eating with a blond girl. Amina walked in, expecting Perry and Alma to follow. 

“I’ll just wait until they call my name,” Perry said and stayed outside.

Alma followed Amina. She came into the middle of a sentence.

“What? You said Perry got on with who?”

“Oh man, she was like going crazy with this guy, what’s his name, oh yeah, this new pledge, Otto. Damn, you would never know, what a freak.”

Alma and Amina looked at each other and went back outside to see Perry.

“Perry, what exactly happened last night?” Alma asked her.

Amina paid close attention to Perry’s words.

“He was a friend of Calvin’s, I think, like a frat brother or something. We were talking, then I couldn’t hear what he was saying. Was it something about reggae bands?  I forget…”

Alma interrupted. “What happened!”

“He like, I guess he dry-humped me. Like, on the bed in the room or something. I was just talking to him one minute, and the next he was on top of me, like, humping me.”

“I don’t think I’ve used that word since I was 12.” Amina said into her coffee.

“What did you do?” Alma shuddered.

“I, guess I sort of kicked him or something. I mean, it was amazing, he was so heavy and like strong or something. I couldn’t get him off, and then I relaxed, and then I just, just something took over and my whole body jerked and he sort of groaned or something and got off. It was horrible, ugh.” Perry combed her hair with her fingers. Alma put her free arm around her shoulders. 

“Perry, man.” 
Amina made a short laugh. No one smiled. “What an asshole, I mean, what is he thinking? It’s just so… god, like a junior high school kid or something. What an animal.”
“Is this guy Otto? Calvin said you were… ” Alma asked.

Perry frowned. “I don’t even want to say his name. The entire thing just disgusts me. I wish I was with you guys last night. I never should have walked off. I just got into this conversation with Calvin and that guy about reggae.”

“What’s his name? We’ve got to tell the police.” Amina’s eyes got big. 

“Otto. Otto something. German? Van Buren? I don’t know.”

“That was pretty early on, wasn’t it? I think I saw you leave when I was on my first beer when I met that Evan guy.” Alma said. They got the signal from the waitress and went inside to their seat. They passed a table and Amina stopped.

Amina walked right up to Calvin “Tell me where your fucking friend Otto is.”

“What did he do?”

Amina grabbed the back of his chair. “Calvin…”

“I, I guess he’s in his room. He’s in my frat.”

Amina walked away. Alma followed her, not looking at Calvin.

Back on campus, Alma followed Amina to her dorm. 

“It’s just, like, I can’t look at any guy without getting all skeazy.”

“What about Evan?” 

“Yeah, I mean, if things were different would he have done that to me? Perry is so quiet and stuff, I can’t imagine someone being like, hey, I can fuck that girl even if she doesn’t want it. I mean, I know it wasn’t like all the way fucking, but still, it’s so weird. Like a bully on the playground or something just beating someone up randomly.”

“Guys suck.”

“OK, so if when you were getting down with Ben back at Reed, if like, he had done something kind of borderline like shove you around or something, what would you do? Is that the same thing? I mean, there’s a confidence I feel sometimes with a guy and I wonder if it’s because I’ve never been overpowered that way. Or maybe I have but I didn’t know ti because I didn’t resist to know it.” 

“Yeah. I think I’m always the one who like, throws them to the ground. I hate it when a guy like lords over me with that sort of macho shit. What an asshole. What are we going to do? We have to like tell someone. Perry’s not going to.”

They sat on her bed, thinking.

“I know what to do.” Amina grabbed some pens from her desk and ran out of the room. Alma stayed there. In a minute Amina ran back. “Get your camera.”

Alma took her camera out of her duffel bag and changed the film. She had to develop the pictures of Alex and her, and Alma and her in the thrift stores. 

Amina ran from bathroom to bathroom on campus and wrote a headline: “Rapists” and underneath, wrote his name. She went to every bathroom. Alma took pictures of the wall. They finished, and called Perry. 

“Perry, I know you probably won’t approve, but we have to warn other girls. I mean, this guy can’t go around doing this shit.”

“But what about, like, if he finds out or something?”

“Whatever.” Amina hung up. 

Amina went to class and Alma went to the computer lab.

There were a couple of messages from Jack, Phred, Jed, and Alex, but what caught her eyes at first was a note from her foster parents. It was from her mother’s hotmail address.

Alma

We’re going to get back in town soon and we’d love to have you come down and stay with us so we can all go to the club’s bicentennial. I know that Betsy Tilsdale is dying to hear about your trip to Seattle. You know that she helped endow the arts foundation there. Got to go. Do visit. Bring a friend if you want. Joe will be here for his football summer camp. 
Mother

Alma grimaced. Her younger brother was a neo-republican jock from another planet and her mother existed in a world defined by her country club. An evil that must be faced, she thought to herself, at some point.  At least it’s free rent. Alma quickly typed back:
Mother,

I’d love to come down. I have a month or so before heading back North to see some friends I’ve made up there. I’m probably going to bring my friend here from Stanford. 

Love, 

Alma

While Alma wouldn’t admit to actually loving her foster mother, she did have a warm spot for her. This woman and her husband had taken Alma as an infant into their home and tried to be parents to her. They probably were, in how they defined the role. Alma couldn’t help seeking a warmer couple, if she could have, to take on her parentage.

Alma stood outside of Amina’s class. Even though it was highly unlikely that she would see Evan in a class of 50,000, she tried to see a black tousled head bouncing down the hallway. Soon Amina came out with a pack of boys. 
“Physics.” Amina stuck her tongue out. “I wish it was physics for poetics, but my parents have this idea that I’m going to be a mechanical engineer.”

“Really? How did they make you take it though?”

“Oh, the lovely force of having Indian parents. Their way, or the highway. I think it’s a combination of eternal guilt.”

“Hey: can you do me a favor?”

“Sure.”

“Can you…”

Two girls walked by and said loudly, “Yeah, the list is getting really long, it’s like, got that John guy on it…”

Amina and Alma looked at each other. “Quick! Do you have your camera?” Amina grabbed Alma and they ran off in the direction of where the girls were heading. Going into the first bathroom they saw, the list, in amina’s scrawled hand, had gotten much longer. 

“Look.” Alma pointed out, “Father. God, that is so sad.”

“Quick, take a picture.”

Alma turned her camera around from her back and shot a few pictures with her flash on.

“What were you going to ask me?”

“Oh, yeah, I wondered if you’d go down to San Jose with me for a few nights. I don’t know if I can deal with them on my own.”

“that bad?”

“It’s just a culture clash. I promise constant entertainment. Mostly observing them will suffice.”

“Sure. I don’t mind. How about this weekend? I can’t miss any more classes. Getting bawled out in every one I go into, if they notice at least.”

“Sure. And thanks.”

They headed out into the sunshine. “So why are you so destined to find your birth parents, I mean, aren’t your foster parents enough? They sound wealthy enough. I mean, I’m sure you’re like, curious and stuff, but…”

“You don’t understand. It’s horrible. They’re like, completely different than me. I’ve always known that. And yet, I didn’t realize how much until I was at Marcella’s. I mean, she’s a real mother. She bakes and stuff.”

“You’ve got to be kidding. There’s more to being a mother than baking.”

“You know, it’s comforting. She’s interested. She talks to you. She’s a friend. I could really talk about anything to her. She’s supportive but not constrictive.”

“How long did you spend with her?”

“A few weeks, but it was just… “

“Was that before you found out you looked like Sedra?”

“You don’t understand!” Alma got flustered.

“Alright, alright, peace. I’m going to Trig now. I’ll check you later.”

“OK. I’ll go develop these.”

“Cool. And check on Perry. She’s so not herself right now.”

“Yeah.”

Alma developed the pictures in the student lab – she knocked and someone let her in, lended her paper, and everything, it was a little too easy.  She went back to the lab and got her email again. She clicked on the note from Jack.

Hey Alma!


You wouldn’t believe it but I got on a flight to Canada. I’m in BC right now… that’s British Columbia… going on a backpacking trip soon. I got a windfall gambling the other night at this divey card room in Vancouver, it’s really a great town. Tons of Chinese, and damn good food. Well, tell me where you are. I’ve got some more funny names for you, my foundling. ‘Vancouver, bend ooover’ you have to say that with a Canadian accent, of course ( and ‘Victoria, Dick-toria’.. I don’t have the same flair here since I’m not a local and don’t have those great personal feelings towards the cities. How was Porltand? Otherwise named… Dork-land? OK, I’m getting more and more juvenile as I write. 

I met some interesting people, but nothing like our small train ride. Do write back and we’ll see if we can meet up some time. I hope you’ve found your adventures well worth it. And my word of advice: don’t go home too soon.

J. Harris. 

She wrote back:


Jack,


I’m in Shallow Alto, had some drama recently from a frat party (not my usual scene). I have met some really cool people. I’m not sure what your plans are, but I’m going to have thanksgiving in Seattle with some really cool people, so check in when you get back from backpacking and… heck, I’ll just invite you.. .it’s in a little neighborhood called Green Lake (what name can we make out of that??). Turkey Day. 


Alma


She kept it short because she wanted to reed Alex’s three emails. 


Alma

Budapest is amazing. I’m the only red haired guy in three blocks. It’s totally old world here, like I can see Alexander the great (was I named after him?) walking through the streets. I wonder what your’e doing. Are you reading this at home finally or are you still on the road? How’s the buddies? I’m missing you so much. Love being here but I want to be back with you in Porltand.

Love Alex

The other two letters were more about the sights and scenes he ran into and his room. He had a turret apartment with another guy on the program. Just as Alma was starting to hear his voice through his letters, she got jarred.

“Cathy is coming to visit me next week. I guess she got on the program too. It’ll be great to have a dormie here!”
Was he dense? Didn’t’ he understand anything?

Alex-

What the hell is Cathy doing there??? I’m so glad you’re having a good time. I miss you horribly. I’m having fun here (even without you) and I’m so sad, I guess Perry got into some trouble with this guy and Amina’s all bent out of shape about it so we’re running around campus causing a stir. It’s crazy. Have to go to the snobbies for a month before turkey day. I guess that’s OK since I can’t really stay here any longer and make Amina miss classes. Her parents would die if she didn’t graduate from here. Having a harder time convincing them she wants to major in social studies. Alright, don’t know what to think about Cathy visiting you. Don’t let her get in your pants, OK?

Love Alma


The next notes were from Phred. He wondered what had happened to her. Was she still on the road? She asked him that she heard from Amina via Ben that this Vanderbilt girl OD’d. She wanted the scoop. She hoped she didn’t sound too callous but people wanted to know!

“Excuse me, are you Alma?”


A pimply overweight guy stood next to her computer.


“Uh, yeah.”


“I’m from the Beacon.” He checked his notepad. “Amina told me you had pictures of the bathroom walls.”


Alma looked around the lab. No one lifted their head up. “Uh, yeah.” She spoke in an undertone. “You want them?”



“Yeah, that’d be great. Everyone’s talking about it. Do you happen to know who wrote the first ones?” 


“Uh, no, I just took some of them when I saw them. I’ve been taking photos everywhere just for fun so I had my camera.” 


“God, super. Can I have the negatives?”


“Uh, no. But I have some prints, here.” She drew them out of her bag and gave him some of the better ones. He grabbed the whole stack. “I guess I can make more prints…” 

“Yeah, and can you give me your name? I’ll give you credit.”


“Sure. Alma T. Jones. Right. Hey, thanks.”


“No, thank you. This is like, the biggest thing and we got photos before they cleaned htem off.”


“They cleaned them off?”


“Yeah. All of them. Really fast.”


He left her and she returned to her computer. Jed and written a short note about how he was sorry they never got to have dinner. She wrote him back that she’d be up there again in a month. What did people do before computers, she wondered. While she noticed Marcella got online.

MomofFourKitties: Hello Alma,
AlmaSanJose: Hey there!

 MomofFourKitties: Where are you?
AlmaSanJose: I’m in Palo Alto California. I wanted to ask you if we’re still on for turkey day!

MomofFourKitties: You bet! And invite whoever you want, I have a big house (
AlmaSanJose: Great, because I’ve already invited Amina and Jack!

MomofFourKitties Oh I’m so glad Amina is coming, she’s nice. Who is Jack?

AlmaSanJose: Jack is a friend I met on the train up from San Jose (where I live) and Amina wanted to taste more of your bread (
MomofFourKitties: How are you doing?

AlmaSanJose: I’m good. One of my friends got sort of hurt here so we’re all trying to help her out. But I think I’m going to San Jose until Thanksgiving. I can’t wait to go back up there!

MomofFourKitties Well, Sedra and I can’t wait to see you. We’ve been doing quite a bit of work lately, I’m putting together an anthology of theater from the northwest, just for fun. How was Portland? Was that your next stop after leaving here? 

AlmaSanJose: Yep. It was super fun. Reed was really fun. I’m a bit torn about Reed, Princeton or Stanford, actually.

MomofFourKitties Well, they’re all fine schools. I’m a bit partial to Reed because it’s closer to here, but you’re the one that’s going to have to go there for four years. Are you ready to go back to school?

AlmaSanJose: Not at all. I like this lifestyle. But I’m such a bad influence on my friends! Amina hasn’t gone to class in 2 weeks!

MomofFourKitties Yes you are! Well have fun. I can’t sit down this long at a time. Have to bustle about.

AlmaSanJose: Ha ha. Alright. See you soon!

MomofFourKitties Talk to you later

AlmaSanJose: Bye

MomofFourKitties Ta

Chapter 7 

“I’ve got lots of friends in San Jose…”

Dionne Warwick singing Burt Bacharach’s “Do You Know the Way to San Jose”

Amina and Alma rode the Caltrain back to her foster parent’s house. Then, they got the bus. Usually Alma would have walked the 20 blocks through downtown to 10th street but her bag was too heavy. She had done that walk often enough to escape the boring San Jose downtown full of sports bars and grocery stores proclaiming ‘passport photos available NOW’ in Spanish. She loved the combination of immigrants in the area but the downtown was desolate, and usually a bit scary. Now that she had experienced the rest of the western states and their different, sometimes older and more quaint, downtowns, San Jose seemed young, brash and expensive. 
Alma explained the local stores. A good thai place, or actually a couple, and where Japantown was. Where and old jazz club used to be and a bookstore café. She got tired after a bit and Amina stopped asking questions. They rode in silence as they passed the suburban neighborhood near her house. 
The bus stopped and she lugged her duffel bag off. Amina had a nice airline bag from the sixties, but Alma still had all of her shit from the rest of the travels. As they approached, she saw that her brother’s car was in the driveway.
“Damn. Joe’s home.”

“Yeah, so what’s he like?”

“You’ll find out soon enough! Just don’t talk to him if he’s annoying you. And he will, believe me.”
