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Prologue

This book was inspired in prison. I wanted my son, long estranged
due to divorce, to know the entire story; the why and the how that
brought me to this place. In the process of writing, I discovered
that I was really writing it for myself-to purge and forgive myself
for the life I created. Sadly, my own compulsions sabotaged much
of my life, allowing me to wallow in self-absorption and self-pity.
Through years of laboring in rewrites, I have reviewed my life
many times- maybe too many. The result has been a tremendous
healing. My story is one of fall and redemption, of heaven and hell.
It’s about the pain of loss and the cop-out path I pursued for so
long. If you’re looking for something better than what you’ve seen
on TV or already read, you might or might not find it here. But
remember, the truth is always stranger than fiction. I couldn’t have
thought this story up in my wildest imagination. Hopefully,
anybody suffering from alcoholism or an overactive ego may find
a ray of hope here. However, this book is without a hook; an
inspirational memoir whose title alone will have to suffice. My
lifelong dream has always been to pursue a lifestyle of truth,
simplicity and love. The road to that goal hasn’t been easy, and I
realize that I paved it all myself. I had to lose everything to gain a
freedom I never dreamed possible, but it was worth it, every step
of the way. Many names in this journey have been changed to
protect the innocent.



Prayer

Heavenly Father, Divine Mother, Friend, Lord, Beloved God-Jesus
Christ, Bhagavan Krishna, Mahavatar Babaji, Paramahansa Yogananda
and sacred Peyote; [ humbly bow to you all. May Thy love and light
shine forever, on this, the sanctuary of my devotion, and May I be able to
awaken Thy love within my own and within all hearts and bring them to
Thee. Amen

Life Path

You were born on the last day of the last sign of the zodiac wheel and
as a result have tremendous potential for an all-or-nothing existence. It is
not an easy ride, in many ways, as you will be forced to confront who
you really are and what you really want. There will come a time when
you will be called upon to make a drastic change, and at this point it is
essential that you follow your heart. Born on March 20, you are kind,
unusual and liberated. You are naturally good at changing your life.
You will make a very wise sage in your latter years.



STILL SINGING, SOMEHOW

“Before signing your plea bargain, is there anything you would
like to say?” asked the balding Superior Court judge.

“Yes, Your Honor,” I replied. I was the only one being convicted
who even responded to the judge’s rhetorical question. Since it
was my life on the line, I decided that I may as well tell him what
was running through my head. God, this is all so heavy! My palms
were sweaty, | was shaking and I sensed that the judge knew I
drank last night. I hoped that I would learn the length of my prison
sentence after speaking with the judge. My court appointed public
defender hadn’t been able to shed any light on this subject over the
past two anxiety-ridden months. He dryly stated that I could serve
anywhere from four months to four years for this aggravated DUI
felony that had gotten me to the present karmic moment of my
pitiful life.

“Whatever sentence you impose, Your Honor, I see it as the will
of God. I am a very sick man who only wants to get well. I accept
my punishment wholeheartedly.”

The judge replied, “Thank you, Mr. Rideout. I’ll soon be
sentencing you to prison in the Arizona Department of Corrections.
I have seen a few men really change for the better in prison. Good
luck in county jail until your sentencing.”

Good God, how had all of this happened to me? How had I let
alcohol take me this low? I had five years of college under my belt,
traveled to nineteen countries, been blessed by holy men in India,
had two marriages plus a child and, quite literally, withstood the
trials of Job. Ironically, I was not scared out of my wits. I was way
past that and ready to accept my sentence with open arm- praying
that I could really change inwardly. I wanted to process and correct
the many mistakes and wrong choices that had resulted in this
incarceration. I saw that I must use this appointed time creatively,
to look within and reflect upon what had put me here:
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abandonment issues and alcoholism, dysfunctional upbringing and
rebellion, heartbreaks and my misleading hasty ego. After decades
of spiritual searching and study, maybe prison was just what I
needed to awaken from the illusion I falsely created and called
“my life.” Maybe I would somehow find the inner peace necessary
to be able to forgive myself for all of the pain that I had inflicted
upon my son, ex-wives, and loved ones.

After signing my plea bargain (which was some variation of
guilty as charged) I was immediately handcuffed and seated, still
wearing the new Christmas shirt given to me by my dear friend
Lyn. I sat uncomfortably in the jury box, alone and bewildered,
and watched while others’ lives went to hell. After a few hours, my
wrists aching, I was escorted out the back door of the courtroom
and taken over to the county jail.

“Am I being booked again?” I asked the guard.

“Yeah... and here is your new orange outfit, complete with
Yavapai County jail stenciled on the back. Plus, you’ll get a new
identity bracelet for your left wrist, with your own number and
picture on it.”

“My face will change over time, but this number will never
change,” I replied. “I am now a convicted felon, like it or not! How
long do you think I’ll serve?”

“I don’t know, Buddy, I just don’t know.”

This mad house ....

I’'m now doing my time in Golf Pod. All of the pods here
have such classy names, with approximately forty-five inmates
per pod. This is where I’1l stay, until I’'m finally shipped off to
prison. This mad house is packed! We have about sixty
inmates over crowded in here, with fifteen more on floor mats.
I soon found my space under the stairs and scored a very beat
up paperback to begin reading immediately. This would be the
first of many more books to come. Now I can begin to



mentally relax and “rest in God.” I know this sounds strange,
but finally the long awaited process of incarceration has begun
for me, up and running. This is it... well, the beginning
anyway. All the fear and anxiety of the past few neurotic
months is behind me now. It feels like it’s sunk or swim in this
present jail environment. Talk about being pushed into the
unknown! Just walking into this room, with all these new weird
faces checking me out, makes one a bit nervous. I’m learning
to adapt quickly, however, as when I traveled in foreign
countries. I’m basically staying to myself, until I can figure out
all the new rules and politics here. And there are heavy politics
here, believe me! Every day is a learning experience in one
way or another. I know I won’t be sentenced to prison, Arizona
Department of Corrections (ADC), for another month and that
alone keeps me guessing. How long wi// I do hard time? Why
can’t they just tell me now? Legal wheels move soo slow!
Everybody here has advice and opinions. Everybody! And
some of it really scares me. Thankfully, there are always many
jailhouse lawyers to help figure things out. And everybody here
has many things to figure out. Oh yeah.

After a few days, I finally moved out from under the stairs
into a room with two other inmates upstairs. However, I’'m still
on the floor while they’re on bunks. “Oh, this is priceless,” |
thought. Thank God I haven’t lost my sense of humor. It’s one
step up this institutional ladder at a time.

Every day, after breakfast is passed through a slot in our door,
along with a disposable razor to be returned, we’re let out of
our rooms to shower and congregate- only to find another ten
or more new cons asleep on the dayroom floor. They booked in
while we slept. Many will bond out quickly, paying any
amount of money to do so today. Many will return later for
longer stays. We recently had a DOC SWAT team dressed out
in black combat gear conduct a practice on us for prison
uprisings; complete with loaded paint guns, face shields and
kneepads. They looked like they were out of the TV evening
news or possibly the Mideast crisis.



“Everybody get on the floor right now! Hey you, longhair,
get down!” We were forced at gunpoint to lie on our faces
against the cold dirty cement floor, and later marched outside-
to be lined up against a wall, execution style, for an hour.
Some inmates laughed or made rude comments.

“I’'m calling my lawyer,” threatened one inmate. He was
quickly handcuffed and sent to the hole, not to be seen again.

A book cart comes by bi-weekly, and I scramble for any reading
material.

“Have you read Lonesome Dove? Here it is. Grab it
quickly!” shouted another inmate to me.

“Thanks. I’ve always wanted to read it.” Luckily, I have
found some great thick books so far, perfect for prison reading.
Down time is basically a time warp. As I adjust, I see that time
now seems to go faster inside, than on the outs. Cool. Most of
my time is spent on my bunk, flat out, trying to relax on all
levels. The lights are always on here and the green, cracked
plastic mattress is very thin and hard. There is no pillow.
Everybody who knows claims that prison is way better than
any county jail. I’ll be finding out the validity of this claim in
due time. But for now, it’s time to lie back down and remember
how it all began for me, with that “damn beat” of the Beatles.

That “damn beat” just....

Music has always been my first love, long before I ever had a
girlfriend. My mom loved music intensely too, especially the
Beatles. To quote Mom, “that damn beat just drives me crazy!”
But that “damn beat” that my mother spoke of, would ultimately
lead me into a lifestyle of bars and drunks, pot and parties,
heartaches and heartbreaks; all laced with travel and relationships.
Playing music professionally would put me in enabling
environments for the creation of a very self-indulgent lifestyle.



This lifestyle and mindset would persist for many decades to come
and take me further into to the illusion of the ego.

For me, it all began on February 7, 1964 when the Beatles arrived,
attacking our American TVs on Ed Sullivan’s Sunday night variety
show. This had to be one of the spiritual high noon’s of the 20™
century. No crime was committed in New York City during that
one hour. When I saw a picture of Ringo’s drum set, taken from
behind in Life magazine, I knew I’d finally found my destiny: to
play music and follow that “damn beat” wherever it would take me.
This was my parents’ worst fear. My mom would repeatedly say,
“Oh God, Rob.” That would actually become her mantra. And like
it or not, I would hear that mantra many times in my life.

My drumming career began on an upside-down tin garbage can,
using paint brushes for sticks. Soon, I had an old wooden snare
drum and a cheap Japanese cymbal that got beat beyond
recognition. When I scored my first real job in the Malibu’s, I'd
progressed to a full set of oyster blue Ludwig drums. I seemed to
know how to play instinctively. I knew where the beat was and
how to get there. I must have been born with thythm. Mom paid
for drum lessons but only one sufficed, as I could play everything
already. Cool! So now I was actually making money on weekends,
playing for dances after football games. And the times, they were a
changing, as cheerleaders were quickly starting to notice musicians
over the jocks. Yes!

In 1964, most bands mainly played instrumentals. With the advent
of the British musical invasion, vocals were becoming very
popular, as were costumes. Being raised in Bellingham, we were
exposed to such bands as Paul Revere and the Raiders and
Seattle’s The Fabulous Wailers, Don and the Good Times, The
Viceroys and The Sonics, to name a few. We wanted to be like
them! I studied each drummer intensely, learning to imitate
something from their style, as these bands played weekly in our
county. So, with love and fascination for the Civil War, The Rebels
was created. Our five mothers hemmed us gray woolen uniforms
right out of the Confederacy. With our knee-high vinyl boots and
Rebel forage caps from a Seattle costume shop, we were equipped
for musical warfare and armed with plenty of new cover tunes.
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However, these woolen band outfits proved to be incredibly hot!
We were drenched in sweat by the end of our first set. At this time
too, razor cuts were considered advanced hair styling. I’d actually
drive to Seattle, ninety miles away, to have my hair cut. My stylist,
gay of course, cut all the famous Seattle bands’ hair at that time.
Mod haircuts were the thing for musicians. You have to look good
on stage and you sure couldn’t trust ‘60s barbers for that! The
jocks went to them.

In a local battle of the bands, The Rebels won big time. Our band,
of fourteen to sixteen year olds, sounded great. The other members
had been taking music lessons and practicing on their instruments
much longer than me. We sounded much older than we were and
everybody got a kick out of our costumes. Our young raw energy
was pretty much irresistible, with three part harmony and cover
tunes that sounded dead-letter perfect. With a college student as
our manager, we played weekly for 1500 students at Western
Washington State College, for months. Our fame was pictured and
printed in the Bellingham Herald. 1 was now making over $100 per
weekend- way more money than most my age and having extreme
fun at the same time. I love this music business! I literally lived
and breathed drums in my head at school, especially on Fridays. I
couldn’t waif to be on stage each weekend. The chemistry that I
was experiencing between the band and audience would become
addicting over time, as would a variety of other things.

We even played a few fraternity keggers in Seattle. Our
microphone cords would often short out from all the spilt beer on
the floor. And once, while packing up equipment, we found fresh
blood on the floor of our rented U-Haul trailer.

“What’s that?” we all asked. It obviously wasn’t a murder
but something was out of whack here.

“Another college virgin has been deflowered,” said a frat boy,
while we virgins played on.

After playing these gigs, we often frequented the counter-culture
coffee houses in the University district. Here I encountered my
first “fringes”- beatniks playing bongos and reading poetry. These
folk, historically the first symbols of those to dropout, were paving
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the way for the upcoming hippies. I was all eyes, as | entered these
coffee shops of mystery. I also hung out a lot around our own
counter-culture college scene at WWSC in Bellingham. Many of
the older college freaks, who were already experimenting with
drugs, told me not to mess with them.

“You don’t need them with your energy. You are already there!”
The same truth A Course in Miracles would hammer home to me
decades later. If only I had heeded their advice then!

My summer of love....

As the psychedelic movement was blossoming during *67, I had
Red Dog, my mom’s red VW bug and high school graduation gift,
painted much like John Lennon’s Rolls Royce. It was groovy
flower power done artistically, by two art-student friends. I now
owned the first freak vehicle in Bellingham’s history. I proudly
made my maiden voyage through Bunk’s Drive-In, to show off and
revel in my newfound hip glory. “You do your thing and I’ll do
mine,” was the popular saying of these times. How I longed to be
noticed as unique. Why? My ego had already chosen the social
archetypical role of the “nonconformist™ artist or performer,
unbeknownst to me. [ wore my wide, black leather belt, holding
up my bell-bottom jeans. My Beatle boots and polka dot balloon
sleeve semi-pirate shirt made me hip as shit! Most of my
classmates probably thought I was totally crazy. Who cares? I sure
didn’t. I was the only musician in my class and everybody seemed
to know that. I was different, no doubt about it.

Just prior to graduating from high school, the Jefferson Airplane
came to town, complete with the Merry Pranksters, the San
Francisco Mime Troupe and their psychedelic bus, Further. Beat
poet Alan Ginsberg, freak author Ken Kesey and speed freak
legend Neil Cassidy, along with a lot of very silent actors,
assaulted Bellingham for a week- a week I would never forget.
This whole troop was all living legends. The Beatles’ Sergeant
Peppers album had just been released and I was one of the first to
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own it, of course. Well, the Airplane somehow got wind of this
news and asked if they could borrow my newly acquired treasure-
to drop acid to after their concert. They couldn’t wait to experience
this classic masterpiece and I was instrumental in making their
dream come true. At the concert, I was seated on the floor with my
legs under the sixteen inch high riser. Grace Slick was belting out
White Rabbit right in front of me. I was almost in her personal
space. The following morning I drove over to their crash pad to
retrieve my new Beatle record. There was the Airplane passed out
on the floor. I quietly put my record back in its jacket and backed
out the door. Were they asleep or was the Airplane still flying
somewhere out in the cosmos? Boy, they sure sounded good last
night and I hadn’t even experienced drugs yet! What is acid? Now
the time was coming for this young free spirit to go on pilgrimage
to the happening Haight-Ashbury district of San Francisco,
California. My “Summer of Love” was about to begin.

Mike, the Rebel’s bass player and also called “Toad,” from
Kenneth Graham’s The Wind in the Willows, joined me on the
twenty-four hour Greyhound bus ride to the pilgrimage site. We
ran into Kathi, our old girl singer, who took us up to Hippie Hill in
Golden Gate Park.

“Have you ever smoked marijuana?” she asked.
“No, I haven’t yet. But I’d like to.”

Well, Kathi stoned me for my very first time up on Hippie Hill.
For the record, the word “hippie” comes from “hipster.” “Hip” is
slang for “aware.” This was the beginning of the end, one could
say, even though I didn’t really get off on that first toke.

Toad and I also had another bizarre experience together during
this Summer of Love. We attended a Baptist revival meeting at a
circus tent in the Happy Valley district of Fairhaven, Bellingham.
Toad had been drinking beer and, being an atheist, didn’t cotton to
believers. I didn’t know what to think, not having been exposed to
religion yet. The crazed preacher was expounding brimstone and
hellfire inside those canvas walls.

13



“My God... is this what religion is all about?”” I thought. After
mocking them, we quietly slipped out under the tent canvas. “Who
needs a God like that, Toad?” I just don’t understand this thing
called religion- yet!

This summer also introduced me to LSD and Timothy Leary’s
mantra, “Turn on, tune in, drop out.” Faithfully and sadly, I took
both to heart. Now, I knew what acid was. In total, I dropped good
LSD about a dozen times, way less than most of my peers. My
first trip took me from being an agnostic, who doesn’t know if
there is a God, to the realm of a true believer. My mystic path had
just begun; it was a real turning point. Acid let me see things
clearly, I felt, just as they are, peeling away the onionskins of
preconceived ideas and perceptions of judgment in my mind. It’s
very difficult to write about acid trips, practically impossible
actually, as most of it is so far beyond words. Trying to explain
seeing things at a sub-atomic level, where everything is in a state
of constant motion, isn’t real easy to describe, much less relate to
for most people. I was fortunate enough to have experienced
guides, harmonious settings and so, basically wonderful trips.
Acid made me aware of other levels of reality, whatever that is,
and let me feel a structured and loving, divine order to all of life.
I’d only tripped twice in ’67, but it really opened my mind, as they
say. It was the first crack in my ego shell, which allowed me to get
a glimpse of pure Spirit.

My own experiments were always special, sacred and spiritual.
To me, acid was a sacrament, not a toy. It could show you heaven
or take you to hell in the wink of an eye! Respect it and keep it
holy. Irealized early on that it was just a door to show me the
Way. Not to be considered or mistaken as the Way. However,
that’s the trap that many got caught up in. I’'m lucky to have
survived, I guess.

As my parents weren’t churchgoers, I was raised agnostic. We
didn’t talk about God in our house. When I was a youngster, my
mom took me to Sunday school briefly, but then was appalled by
all the hypocrisy. She promptly yanked me out. In the war, she had
held a dying soldier in the ocean, with both arms and legs blown-
off. After this, poor Mom couldn’t believe in God anymore. Mom
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was Scots-Irish with flaming red hair, a temper to match, coal
black eyes and nice long legs. She’d been a babe in WW?2, as a
scrub surgery nurse under General Douglas Mac Arthur in
Australia and New Guinea. Mom was one of fourteen nurses
surrounded by two thousand lonely soldiers. Here, she learned to
smoke, drink, dance and cuss. Her bad habits would ultimately
corrupt my poor dad. During her last year of life, at age sixty-four,
her faith would finally turn around. Mom always told me that we
create our own heaven or hell right here on earth. It has taken me
over fifty some odd years to fully realize the complete truth of her
statement. [ did drop out, as they say. I guess I was destined to all
along- always the Rebel on so many levels. But what was I really
rebelling against? Myself sadly, and not just authority, but I
wouldn’t realize this for a very long time. Also, I descended from
Quakers, historically the first semi-hippies in anti-establishment
Europe. 1 became the black sheep in my parents’ eyes, for
dropping out in more ways than one, and would later in society’s
eyes. But, all things considered, I’'m still glad I got to experience
all I did back in the *60’s. It was a real trip!

Jesus, Mayhem, and Red and....

For about two weeks now, I’ve been coughing heavily as
nicotine toxins exit my system. I know my cough upsets the
Mexicans, but I’ve just got to get this phlegm out. I really felt
no come down from alcohol, except the occasional nervous
body snap when fully relaxing before sleep. Sleep, everyone
does a lot here. It kills time. I did a lot of deep breathing and
quick walking of laps around the dayroom, joining an orange
line of others in the exercise program. The high starch diet is a
major change from my usual fare of fresh veggies and brown
rice. I’ve gotten horribly constipated and had to queue up in
the nightly med line for laxatives. I’'m drinking water
copiously now, to aid this common incarceration problem. It
does feel great, finally, to escape the bondage of demon alcohol
and its ensuing entrapment into my lower nature. I’ve sadly
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been under the spell of the false self, the ego, whose very
nature is harmful, for far too many years! My awareness of my
true nature, the Higher Self or Christ within me, grows daily, as
I now confront my forced sobriety and shame over a wasted
life. Finally surrendering more, I’'m letting God have His
perfect way here. I long for the awaited healing of my heart
and soul. I just feel grateful to be alive right now, even here in
county jail.

“Look at that dude. Jesus Christ’s clone has appeared!” a
fellow inmate shouted. This inmate from Seattle, as I learned,
looked exactly like actor Robert Powell from Jesus of Nazareth.
I wonder what the guards thought as they processed this carbon
copy of the Lord. God definitely has a great sense of humor,
even in jail.

“Have you gotten any mail yet?” I was asked.
“Yea, | have and surprisingly from my first ex-wife.”
“How many ex-wives do you have?”
“Only two that I know of,” I responded.

Jolene put fifty dollars on my books but, and as the county
takes one dollar per day for rent if you have money, that
doesn’t leave much for commissary candy. She let her folks
know of my new address, and soon her faithful mother wrote
me too. Her letter was heavy- hard love. Many sentences were
underlined, admonishing me to never drink again and
reminding me of all I had lost, just to feel good temporarily and
numb out life.

After reading the letter, I said to another inmate, “In a
strange way, I’m grateful that my parents aren’t alive any
longer.”

“Why would you say that?”

“I’m sure my mom would have killed me verbally and most
definitely disowned me.”



My dad had already done that, years ago. [’m sure they are
both rolling over in their graves, but then again, they don’t
have any, as I put their cremated ashes to rest in the ocean.

“Yeah, my mom is really having a hard time dealing with my
incarceration. My dad hates me now,” answered back the
fellow inmate.

The White Supremacy Arian Brotherhood is powerful in this
jail. Names like Chaos and Mayhem are popular, along with
swastika and lightening bolt tattoos. And, of course, the
shaved head. They keep the majority of Mexican nationals or
Pisa’s in line through intimidation and fear. I learned that in
the Convict Code, racial pod fathers negotiate problems
between the races. Father knows best. You never eat with
other races, only your own. Sean, the unspoken king of the
Aryans, silently ruled our pod. He had the German Nazi eagle
tattooed on his neck and even drew it out as an extensive
letterhead on letters he wrote. And he wrote continuously.
When Sean got shipped over to Prescott for court, a real
asshole named Red took over. Red was a meth-head and had
been up speeding non-stop for nearly two weeks. He was
pronounced clinically dead in the E.R., after ingesting mass
amounts of speed in a police chase. However, he miraculously
survived, to torment us all here. Red had a very loud idiotic
machine gun-type laugh, which cackled constantly throughout
our waking hours. He combined this audio torture with saying,
“You know what I’m talkin’ about?”” and “You know what I
mean?” every few seconds in his babbling dialogue of his
egotistical drug orgies. This sick dude looked like an angry
Vincent Van Gogh, combined with the Energizer bunny.

He even shouted at me, “Hey old man”, a first that really hit
my ego. Red was a classic bully who reigned through
intimidation of weaker, less institutionalized inmates. He was
a real super control-freak and doing his best to exert his power.
Some people seem to come into their prime in here. The
lowest can become the highest. In all of my life, I’ve never
really felt such hate for an individual, until I encountered this
Red. Ireally don’t like to use the word hate, but he was the

17



living embodiment of all I detested- a real human antichrist in
my opinion. Yet, what was he reflecting in me, to make me so
upset? Are my own imperfections so intolerable that I project
them onto poor Red? Maybe someday I’ll be able to offer
compassion, instead of judgment. Four of us inexperienced
jailbirds even wrote a kite, the proper prison paperwork, to the
guards to have Red removed from our pod. But this, as we
later learned, was a form of snitching or ratting off in the
Convict Code. Learned inmates would have just smashed Red.
However, it takes time to learn all these unspoken rules. We all,
unfortunately, had plenty of that still coming our way. In time
too, I would have my confrontation with Red.

Oh, those innocent days of youth....

On the first day of spring and the last day of Pisces-March 20,
1949 1 was born in Seattle, WA to Dr. Eugene Melvin Rideout and
mother Jane. On my first day back here on earth, I was treated for
spastic bowel with opium. What a way to start my life and how
symbolic of my karma to come.

Dad was a general surgeon in Bellingham, Washington where I
grew up. Mom became a frustrated mother who probably should
have kept her day job as a nurse. Our last name, Rideout, comes
from Normandy, France and supposedly relates to the first warriors
to ride out into battle when being attacked. Mom’s Celtic linage is
an ancient line of nomads who were difficult to govern and viewed
as rebels prone to violence. But I inherited many good qualities
from these two bloodlines: a sense for travel and spirituality rather
than religion and a resilient self-confidence coupled with a self-
cleansing psyche that loves life. Two years after [ was born, my
sister Joyce showed up on the scene. She was born on Friday the
13™ the same as Dad, but different months. I was blessed to have
Joyce as my sister, for now anyway. Together, we tried to
understand just how to survive in a classic dysfunctional family.
Poor Mom had lost her three best friends to polio after I was born
and became very depressed. She strived endlessly to be a Super
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Mom of the ‘50s, wanting only the best from and for her children.
Needless to say, her dream failed to materialize. Sadly, Mom
seemed to thrive more on melodrama and the adrenaline rush of
worry, fear and negativity, than on life itself. She would never find
any kind of inner peace, until she was nearly at death’s door. Her
ego was fast, always in fifth gear. It rubbed off on me, as I had to
be prepared to respond instantly around her. My hasty spirit was
already being formed. And Dad, being a doctor, seemed to have a
shell around his heart and feelings. Maybe this was his way of
dealing with other’s health problems and death, but he was
emotionally not there much, for me or my sister. There wasn’t any
hugging or “I love you” in our family. The phone was constantly
ringing, always interrupting any kind of semblance of family life.
To this day, I still react adversely to ringing telephones. Many
nights my mom would take my bed, in her desperation to get sleep,
forcing me to lie next to my snoring dad and that telephone next to
the bed that would surely bring a 2 a.m. call from some
hypochondriac patient. Being this doctor’s son was no fun.

In Lowell grade school, I had a lunch box of Davey Crockett
killing a bear and a decal of a newspaper with a headline asking,
“What’s the Latest Dope?” This was a common saying in the ‘50’s,
meaning, “What’s up?” Ironically, this would have various levels
of interpretation in my later life. I was a Cub Scout too; Pack
Seven, Den Five. Once, at a large assemblage of scouts, I was
nominated to lead the flag salute, the sacred Pledge of Allegiance.
This was my first experience of performing in front of a crowd and
I froze up big time. I was so nervous that I couldn’t even
remember the first word: “I.” Finally kids began whispering, “I”
to me, so we could get this hellish ordeal over with. Who, at this
point, would have ever thought I’d spend most of my life in front
of audiences? I was off to a rough start.

Mom became a den mother and was highly regarded by my
peers. When I asked them why, they replied, “She is cool.” Little
did they know how crazy she really was? They were only seeing
one side of her Gemini personality. She was progressive and very
different from their mothers, with her Lucy persona and war
experience, and they enjoyed the change. Why was my mom such
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a wild card? Would I end up like her? Being more of a female,
right-brained person myself, I told my friends, “I feel very
comfortable with your mothers, who are calmer and more of the
June Cleaver/Harriet Nelson mold than my Lucille Ball mom.”

“Well, we like your mom better!” they answered back.

You’ll never know, until you’ve been there yourself....

On my fifty-fourth birthday, my son Sri Ram sent me
greetings and a decent guard even wished me “Happy
Birthday”. Then, on March 24, 2003, I was sentenced to prison
in Superior Court by that same balding judge. This was the day
I’d been anticipating. What would my sentence be?

“How long did you get?” asked my cellie when he saw me
return to our pod.

“Two and a half years, with no fines or probation- only
community supervision upon release,” I answered back. “That
is the politically correct terminology for parole now.” The
reality of this hadn’t sunk in yet at all.

After this sentencing, I was officially upgraded to property of
the State of Arizona, instead of Yavapai County, even though it
would be another month before I’d be transferred to my new
ADC yard. Returning to my pod, I was in shock, to say the
least! I’d met earlier with a local probation lady, who
supposedly influences the judge’s decision.

“I know you won’t qualify for any minimum sentence, due to
your priors,” she told me.

“Well, I kind of figured that.”

“I want to see you in a halfway house upon release, with five
years of probation!” she sternly warned me. “Your destructive
behavior and irresponsible drinking could have easily killed
you, others or even Sri Ram.”
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Guilt, shame, fear and deep remorse set in strongly. I was
trembling, I was so scared. I don’t think I’ve ever felt so scared.
Oh God, what have I done? I feel so pitiful! I’ve created some
very heavy karma and the scales must be balanced now.
Remember, I told the judge that whatever he sentenced me to, I
saw it as the will of God. I still respect his decision, as heavy
as it was. The way I see it, I deserve it! It’s all good, as it’s all
God and it’s all karma too. With good time, I’ll hopefully be
out in twenty-three months instead of thirty; maybe. That still
seems like a long time to me, right now, as the reality of all this
settles in. It really seems like a long time! I’ve got to stay
positive: Positive, Positive, Positive. Now, I just wonder when
exactly, I’ll be transported out of this nut-house jail.

One inmate told me a jailhouse truth. He said, “Dude, this is
probably the only time in your life when you can’t waif to get
to prison.” How appropriate! Then he said, “You’ll be sent to
a DUI yard - much better than ‘real’ yards, where violence,
politics and fear are the norm. And in some of those yards, you
can actually make some money, working outside, as you’re
considered a minimal risk.”

“Wow, prison does sound a lot better than jail,” I replied,
thankful for this ray of hope.

“Oh, it is. You’ll see. And after the way you stood up against
Red, verbally, when he tried to bust your balls, I think you’ll
do just fine in prison. He could have smashed you, you know,
but you nailed him with the truth.”

“Yea, I sure hope you’re right, as it’s been a bit stressful
mentally so far,” [ responded, but more to myself than to him.
This place is aging me already, I thought. Red and I did get
into it; Red yelling obscenities, while I slashed him to the bone
verbally. There was a huge crowd all around us. It got very
heated and I was a bit worried. After all, ’'m dealing with a
crazy person here.

“Just so you know, Rideout, if Red would have hit you, we
would have been all over him.”
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“Thanks, that’s reassuring even after the fact.”

During my second month of waiting, my dear old friends, the
Harmon'’s, finally wrote. Barb suggested that [ move back with
them and build a cabin for myself on their wooded acreage.
This promising news was like a shot of divine adrenaline. It
gave me hope with a capital “H”; just what I needed after my
sentencing. I would definitely be writing Tony and Barb
Harmon more, when I arrive at my new ADC home.

That change occurred early on Friday, April 18, 2003. The
guards shouted those infamous words, “Roll up!” and I knew I
was now off to Alhambra- the Arizona Department of
Corrections’ equivalent of Ellis Island in New York; a convict
processing plant, for those newly entering the system. I’d
already been fully warned about this place.

Three other convicts were chained and shackled with me on
our ride to Phoenix, in a heavily barred transport van. There
were seven other inmates already in this van, from jails over in
Prescott and up in Flagstaff. I hadn’t seen I-17 or the Verde
Valley in two months, so even this ride was a simple treat for
me. [ joyously watched the scenery pass by from the rear view
screened mesh window, on this one and a half hour road trip.
Then, we stepped out of the van into another world.

“God, even the hot Phoenix sun feels good,” I commented
aloud, after being inside concrete buildings for so long. We
were only allowed outside maybe once a week, for about
twenty minutes, back at county jail. Then I noticed that the
guards here all carried rifles with scopes, looking down from
the rooftops of this classic institution. This was a maximum
security yard, as many criminals here carry far worse records
than a mere DUIL. DUI’s are considered a minimal risk, but we
receive far harsher sentences than car thieves, child molesters,
rapists and burglars. Our crime is technically a traffic violation
but we get a felony, a cross we’ll have to carry with us for the
rest of our lives. Even though we did it to ourselves, it just
doesn’t seem fair somehow, sometimes, but karma is karma
and God knows, I’m trying to deal with mine.



Everything has a beginning....

Herded inside like cattle at Alhambra, we were all instantly
assaulted by a large team of staff who were moving about
every which way and then finger printing us yet again. It was
as crowed in here as Costco on Saturday afternoon, with new
arrivals wondering which way to turn. Next, photos were taken
of our clean-shaven faces for our personalized “license plate.”
This ID card, with your notorious ADC number, will always
stay the same. The new identification badge is to be worn at
all times, in plain view, on our new orange jumpsuits. All
tattoos were photographed and documented and this took some
time, as many cons had “sleeves” on their arms or near-total
torso coverage. | was questioned by a huge black NFL-looking
intake officer about the Om sign, which looks like a squiggly
three, on my wrist.

“Is that tribal?”

“Yeah,” I replied, yet laughing inside at my answer.
“Tribal,” I thought. “That’s a good one!” To me, only a person
of African descent would say something like that. He would
probably never understand the Sanskrit symbol anyway.

Little did I know at this point, just how political and tribal
tattoos are in prison. Like Anglos had better not have feather
tattoos, as only warrior chiefs were allowed that privilege.
Sadly, I hardly met any “chiefs” I’d consider warriors. Alcohol
had taken down their once-spiritual civilization in the 19
century but they still have plans to drink and party when they
get out. I sometimes wonder if today’s Indians aren’t the very
souls who persecuted the Redman, only to reincarnate this time
around on the other end of the karmic scale.

Next, we were all herded off for pee tests and eye exams.
With hundreds a day being processed, these hurdles were done
quickly. Anybody going to prison in Arizona must pass
through Alhambra first. It was a rude awakening to see so
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many others in trouble too. What do the personnel working
here think, seeing daily, year in and year out, so many
wounded souls passing under these gates of hell? Everybody is
now just reduced to a number. If a name is used, it’s always
your surname.

“Hey Rideout, come over here right now!” shouted the C.O.

“Yes Officer, 'm coming.” I’ve personally always preferred
first names; much more intimate. [ usually get some kind of a
comment or snicker when people hear my last name, yet 'm
always proud of it, since there are so few Rideouts in the whole
world. One day, I will ride out of this place. But for now, the
game is to accept “authority”, which I’ve always had a problem
with, and slowly become institutionalized, without even
knowing it. It happens.

Finally, we were all assigned to rooms in a hallway called
Dog Run- small yellow rooms with eight inmates in old tinny
bunks and six more on the remaining floor space. One such
room housed the criminally insane. These poor souls looked so
lost, as they stared out the single barred window. I wonder if
they even knew where they were, let alone where they’d be
going or what they had done. An institutional stainless steel
toilet sat in each room’s center, so everybody could watch you
relieve yourself. This made peeing very hard for many nervous
ones, me included. And you’d better damn well flush
repeatedly when shitting, for the smell. I was blown away by
how much toilet paper those guys used- like ten feet for each
wipe. That is such a waste! But it’s just one of their ways of
getting back at a system that they feel put them here. I know
something that most of them don’t know yet. I know / put
myself here, without a doubt.

This prison is very old, built in the early 1900°s but looks
like it weathered the Civil War. There are no books and don’t
even consider TV. This was the adult experience of
“nothingness.” There really wasn’t much to do but talk to each
other and compare our horrible tales of woe.



“Did your parents do weird shit when you were a kid?”
asked a bored inmate.

“Oh yeah, they sure did,” I responded. Whose parents didn’t
do weird shit? “We took a family trip together, when I was
about fourteen, to see my Grandparents in San Diego. I
remember my dad sneaking out behind his parents’ backs to
smoke a cigarette. Dad’s homely mother Grace was a dead
ringer for the witch in the Wizard of Oz. His father Harry
resembled a Native American chief. He had no idea that his
serious doctor son smoked. That’s messed up, don’t you think?
Well, my Grandma Grace was pumping pecan pie down me big
time, as my dad was sneaking around outside. Give me a break!
I learned then how to do my own thing, by not letting my
parents catch on. If my dad did it, it was O.K., right?”

“You got that right, Jack! My old man was the same way.
They were teaching us to lie, unbeknownst to them.”

“One of the scariest memories was when Mom left us, in her
orange VW ragtop, to commit suicide. I think she might have been
drinking as she was raving frantically as she drove away. She
planned to drive off Chuckanut Drive into the ocean. And she let
us know it loud and clear, by punching a hole in the back door
before she left. Obviously, this was a call for help, love and
healing. My sister Joyce and I cried and screamed, while our dad
did nothing. He just waited silently. Mom returned later that night,
after we’d cried ourselves to sleep. Thank God. Nothing was ever
said about this later. That’s the way it is, in an alcoholic
household.”

“Yeah, I know all about alcoholic home fronts. I think most of us
here do.”

Once every three days we got to shower. There were about five
working showers, in a small room with forty-five inmates waiting
in line. When the prison towels became scarce, they passed out
orange tee shirts to dry ourselves.

One heavy biker dude asked me, “Did I ride with you up in
Jerome?”
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“No, I don’t think so.” At least he thought I looked biker enough.
Lunch, in-room always, was a plastic sack filled with two bad
sandwiches, cookies, stale chips and a packet of lemonade. Then,
we either napped or told our tales again until dinner.

“Are you a Christian?” asked the small black dude next to
me. He couldn’t wait to get to prison where he could have his
Bible.

“Wow, now that’s a loaded question,” I answered back
hesitantly. “Yes, I am. But not in the way that you think.”

I’ve pretty much been from A to Z with what I call,
“Churchianity.” The Campus Crusade for Christ, my first girlfriend
Jeanne and Art History at college, all influenced my conversion to
Jesus. As our family never read the Bible, when I converted to
Christianity, I became fanatic. I’ve always been an extremist and
seem to take things to their limit. But I drove my poor parents up
the wall, in desperation to save their souls. Didn’t they want to
accept Jesus as their personal Savior and go to heaven with me? 1
studied Bible scripture so intensely, that I had visions of becoming
a monk. Then my dad caught hepatitis from a patient and spent a
month in bed, all jaundiced and yellowish. But I was there, at his
bedside with the word of God and the teachings of Billy Graham!
This did not improve our father-son relationship one iota.

At the same time, [ was playing music in a house-band, named
David, at the most happening bar in Bellingham, the Iron Bull.
This popular bar was a major college hangout, due to ten cent beer
specials. During breaks, I’d hand out religious tracts to drunken
students or stoners in the alley. Then I’d pray for them all, by
myself, in our band room. Being a new Christian was a lot of work!
Many resented me for my fanatic actions but danced away when I
got back behind my drums. But now, I was being persecuted for
being a Jesus promo man. I even appeared in an article about
“New Christians” in a college newspaper. My friends started
calling me the “scatter-brained prophet” and made jokes about
throwing us Jesus freaks into the lions’ den- probably meaning the
taverns where I played music.
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“Jesus man, you really did embrace the Lord,” commented
the black inmate.

“Well, there’s more to it,” I replied.

When it was finally time to fly from the family nest, at twenty
years old, I moved into a Christian male commune called “The
Superior Cleaner.” This was a Christian teashop with us five
monks residing upstairs. Previously, the building had been a
vacuum repair shop, hence the name. Jesus was obviously the
Superior Cleaner. Daily, I was quizzed on how many new Bible
verses | had memorized, so I could use these new weapons of mass
salvation on the unbelievers of Bellingham’s streets.

“How many new Bible verses did you get down today, Rob?” I
was asked yet again.

“Jesus, I don’t know! All of this is causing a deep confusion and
neurosis in me,” I answered back angrily. It was, and on some gut
level I knew there was more to the story than I was experiencing
with this Christian dogma.

I also attended spirit-filled services in Seattle, at all black
Pentecostal and Baptist churches, hearing people speak in tongues
and roll on the floor for Jesus. The opposite of this was the Quaker
service of “sitting” in silence with my girlfriend Jeanne, for one
hour on Bellingham Sundays.

Then one night after Bible study, a Christian psychic couple
visited us budding monks. They placed their hands on me as I
knelt and proclaimed, “You are very special, you will travel much
and touch many souls in your life. If you really want to know God,
He will take everything from you.”

It seems that this prediction has pretty much come true for me,
now that I’m here in prison. But I’ve had a whole lot of other
losses, many, long before I ever came here.

“Did the travel prediction come true? Did you end up traveling
to foreign countries or did you just travel in the USA?” asked my
new black friend.

“Both. Let’s eat first, and then I’ll tell you some of it.”
27



I had already been briefed about the chow here, considered great
by prison standards but you were only given five minutes, if that,
to cram it down. We were guard-led, of course, out of our yellow
room on Dog Run across the yard of green grass to the chow hall.
Then you swallowed as fast as you could, until you heard a guard
yell, “Row 1, and pick up!” This hurried eating sure can’t be good
for proper digestion? It’s not. Evidence was all the farting and
constant constipation. The one delightful element here was the
grossly overweight neutered Siamese cat, who obviously took Ais
sweet time eating. We were also let out every other day for one
hour of walking around the yard, with the cat. Here, I saw a few
others I’d done time with up in county jail. These souls, sadly,
would be going to real yards, not a DUI camp. Walking together
and looking up, I noticed those same armed guards again, on the
roof above the razor wire looking down at us with loaded rifles.

“If my friends back home could only see me now!” I thought.
But where is my home now? It must be in my heart and mind, as
that’s all I seem to have left presently. And this whole experience,
so far, was really making me face now, as there was no other place
to escape fo. And ironically, a part of me on high was watching
and cherishing this experience, knowing that I would never pass
this way again.

“This place, Alhambra, never quits,” commented one inmate.
“They just keep coming and coming.”

How true. It, daily, processes new inmates as fast as it can.
Most inmates spend on average a week here, before being
transferred finally to one of Arizona’s thirteen other prisons.
Some, luckily, spend only a few days, while others might be in
boredom for well over a month. And some are actually doing
their time here. Yuk! I luckily only spent six boring days. I
was given paper, a child-size pencil and indigent status
envelopes, so I could write Sri and my friends. They all got a
blow-by-blow description of my journey through this part of
my incarceration. We also had dental x-rays taken, DNA
mouth swabs, blood tests for HIV/AIDS, prostate cancer exams
and finally scholastic tests to measure abilities in math, English,
1Q, and reading levels. The numerous Mexicans took this two-
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hour exam beneath Spanish-speaking headphones. Most of
them had little schooling, so they would be required to take
literacy classes and possibly GED classes in their new yards.
Why? Many would be deported back to Mexico by INS after
serving their time in Arizona anyway. I don’t even want to get
started on this subject. There are always more Mexicans in
prisons and jails than Indians, blacks and whites. Something
really seems wrong with our system. That subject could be a
book too, especially concerning sentencing.

Anyway, I passed these scholastic tests with flying colors.
Then, counselors evaluated each person’s rap sheet and job
skills, to determine which yard they’d be classified to-
minimum, medium or maximum. [ was assigned to a minimum
DUI yard. I still wouldn’t know which one of the four in
Arizona, until I was rolled up again for the infamous DOC bus
ride. A black weight lifter inmate, named Vincent, was my
cellie, and had come down from the Verde Valley with me on
the transport van. He had robbed Circle K in Village of Oak
Creek, and a pizza place in Rimrock. No gun; he just walked
off with the cash register beneath his two massive black arms.
Obviously, he was going to a real yard, not an adult day care
center for alcoholics.

However, he was serving only one year, while I’d be doing
two and a half. See what I mean? Where is the justice in this
ambiguous system?

I got notice that on April 23, 2003, I was to be transported
out of infamous Alhambra. Thank God! I could hardly sleep
the night before, I was so excited. So at 4 a.m. on Friday, I was
given only cold cereal and little to drink. We could be on this
bus for up to sixteen hours, so full bladders were discouraged.
Once again, we were all strip-searched one last time. Serious
looking guards inspected our assholes, scalps and mouths.
What a job they have. In two naked lines facing each other,
shackled in leg irons, I saw every form of penis imaginable.
You will lose all self-consciousness in humbling situations like
this. Now, I know how the Jews probably felt, all lined up
naked in Nazi concentration camps. And my karma with
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alcohol had provided me with this life changing experience.
After being shackled and handcuffed together, we took short
baby steps into the barred prison bus. Every driver passing us
would see that this is the bus you do not want to be on — the
one going to prison.

So here [ sat, happy as a clam at high tide. This was
definitely a big day. I was finally going home- well, to my new
temporary home anyway. That’s the only way I could see it.
Prison has to become my home, as bizarre as that sounds, as
I’1l be here awhile. We were told not to sit in the first two rows
of seats. But as soon as I sat about midway in the bus, my last
name was called loudly.

“Rideout... you sit up front.” I knew then that I would be
the first to reach my new yard and Phoenix West Prison was
only about ten minutes away.

“Good deal, right where I wanted to be!” I mumbled to
myself. Others had told me about this yard in county jail. I felt
very lucky, as this yard had serious outside jobs where one
could possibly make and save some money. I really needed
that, after alcohol’s drain on my financial status. I was the only
DUI on this bus- a true minority amongst other crimes. There
were a lot of car thieves and hackers on board. I learned that
the Revlon nail file is a universal lock pick and that magnets
from fifteen-inch speakers would suck the power from auto
security systems when placed on car hoods. The lessons here
never cease to amaze me.

Finally, the bus was fired up and running. Off we went
amongst the rumblings of inmates seated behind me. There
were some scary dudes on this bus and egos were already
starting to flare. It was quite embarrassing, as [ made eye
contact with people out the window; they stared at my
nameless face with pity. Only those who wear chains know the
joy of freedom, I thought to myself.

Finally, I was taken to....



When we pulled into the parking lot of Phoenix West, I was
told by many to submit a kite for transfer.

“Look at that small fucking yard! This place sucks. You
gotta get out of here man!” shouted one chained inmate behind
me. Yea, buddy, you do your time and I’ll do mine.

When the bus guards unlocked my chains, they accidentally
spilled my entire beloved psyllium seed laxative all over the
asphalt. A nurse at Alhambra had just given me this gift the
night before. Some lame guard hadn’t screwed the lid on
properly after checking it for contraband. And, I really needed
this shit to shit! Oh well, maybe some real instant coffee
would finally get my clogged bowels back to normal. What
they called coffee at Alhambra was really chicory root. Waiting
alone at intake to receive my new orange clothes, bedding and
dorm room, I was suddenly brushed into medical for
explanations on how H & R procedures worked here. 1 would
have to pay three dollars for any medical business. But I could
get a second pair of institutional eyeglasses for this price too.
As I sat waiting, a white dude noticed I was a new fish, all
decked out in my Alhambra transport jumpsuit. He gave me
half a pouch of Top tobacco instantly. I was told that the
“white wood” would take care of me. They did.

“Oh boy, here we go again,” I thought. After two months of
freedom from tobacco, I now faced every smoker’s dilemma: to
smoke or not to smoke? I made the wrong choice and went for
it, when a C.O. offered to light my fire outside. I mentally
promised myself that I’d quit sometime during my lengthy stay
here. But prison isn’t the easiest of places to quit, as I’d soon
learn.

Finally, I was taken to my new micro world of Dorm 4. |
had a splitting headache and was freely given aspirin and Keefe
instant java by other dormies. Everybody seems to honor a
new face, as [ was helped to feel at home on my first day here.
My new “house” was the single temporary medical bunk
against the wall, with no shelf or electricity. This suited me

31



32

fine, as I had no present money or a desire for a TV. To my
delight, I had nobody above me on this single rack. I was just
so grateful, finally to be in this better environment, where the
lights were dramatically dimmed at night and I could lay my
head down on a green plastic pillow inside a cotton case. I even
had two white sheets! I remember Mom, back in the ‘50’s, sun
drying our bed sheets. I could smell summer sunshine when I
went to bed. Wool blankets from South America were the
finishing touch to this new luxury bed here. Later, I learned
about stuffing newspapers under the low mattress dents, and
even thought about smuggling in sand from the horseshoe pit,
to help fill in these low spots. Soldier Jessica Lynch had used
sand in her bed in Iraq. Maybe I should submit a kite to ADC
about this pregnant idea. I doubt it would fly.

One evening, a new miniseries was airing on TV. It was
about Hitler and I really wanted to watch this on our English
day room television. Most cellies here owned their own clear
plastic color TV’s. In fact, our dorms kind of looked like a
furniture store, which had nearly fifty TV’s on display. Big
black Charles, who resembled Seattle’s BoBo the gorilla, got
very upset about Nazis on the TV. He released his anger on
me- verbally.

“Hey, turn that shit off!”” Ironically, most TV’s in the dorm
had this show on. As I learned quickly, Nazis and blacks don’t
mix well, especially in prison. Charles’s house was right across
from mine. Now I had to walk on eggshells, as [ was a marked
“whitey” in his book of reality. I nearly got smashed, too, by
three gang banger Chicano types and a Mexican, for farting in
my bunk on my first night. The coffee was definitely doing its
thing. I had crippling fear coursing through me, as I tried to
hold the rotten smell under the wool blanket. Boy, I hate being
here right now! Paranoia does strike deep.

“Use the bathroom next time, asshole,” I was scolded. I so
wish this Convict Code was published and available in the
library! You just learn as you go along. Pod Fathers, of the
various races in each dorm, explain the finer points of
institutional living and help settle disputes between the races.



But the gas, that all inmates have, can be a real problem any
time of day and a headache for not only the Pod Fathers.

I soon made friends with David H., an old California hippie
who was a short timer and soon to be released. He was a
gentle soul, much like me, and had a similar warped twisted
sense of humor. But he was indigent, meaning no money, and
had recently broken both ankles. He looked like a gaunt
version of actor Peter O’Toole. He also loved his coffee, and
had unique ways of hustling it off of me. There are no secrets
in prison. And it’s always a good policy to share here. You
never know when you might need help, on whatever level.

“I heard you talking about Europe. Have you been there?”
asked David one afternoon.

“Yeah, I drove through thirteen countries in ninety days, in a
Volkswagen van with my classmate friend Randy in 1968.
We’d both just finished our first year of college. You name it
and we pretty much saw it.”

This Grand Tour was....

My parents gave me this Grand Tour as an initiation into life.
The Volkswagen bus, which cost $1900 new, was a gift which
would later be sent home and travel the United States with me
and the lady who’d become my first wife. We started our trip
in Holland, where we saw Ann Frank’s upstairs hidden
apartment, the famous “red light” district, numerous canals and
tulips and learned all about how Edam cheese was made. Most
of our trip, we survived on Edam cheese. Ann’s place and the
girls of the night made quite an impression on us. In the
museums of northern Europe, we viewed the art of Van Gogh,
Rembrandt, Raphael, Da Vinci, Michelangelo, etc., to Cézanne,
Picasso, Fra Angelico, etc. - yada, yada, yada. Before leaving
Germany, we visited a huge beautiful stone castle from 853
A.D., Burg Hohenzollern, complete with three drawbridges and
a moat. This place fit every image I ever had of a castle. The

33



doors were ten inches thick! But a day that I’ll never forget was
visiting Dachau concentration camp. It’s now a fully restored
museum, but you get the idea of what it once was: full on Hell
and way worse than any prison.

“Wow! That must have been heavy, just feeling the
vibrations there,” remarked David.

“It was.”

After seeing the gas chamber valves at floor level, a
beautiful butterfly crossed my path in front of the massive
crematoriums. This was like seeing Beauty and the Beast at
the same time. Walking through the yard, billboard-sized
black and white photos captured images of emaciated Jewish
prisoners piled, dead and rotting. How can men commit such
atrocities? Is there any hope for mankind? Is there really a
God, and, if so, how could He let this happen? These were
some thoughts I had upon leaving Germany. I was only
nineteen years old and seeing so much.

“Where did you go next?” he asked, knowing well that I’d
tell him. This is a good way to kill some more time.

“After trying spaghetti in northern Italy, which was nothing like
Mom’s, we ferried over to Greece, reaching the ruins and Oracle of
Delphi as our first stop in this ancient land. Over a bottle of yellow
wine that resembled piss, an ancient Greek mariner prophesized to
me. He had traveled the world and said that I looked like I came
from Chile.”

“Yea, you do kind of have that Indian look.”

“Well, maybe. I’ve always been told that I look part Indian or
maybe Jewish. You know, they used Jews to play Indians in many
of the early Westerns.”

After scaling the Acropolis, where the 5™ Century B.C.
Parthenon sits overlooking the city of Athens, we drove up the
western side of Italy, stopping at Rome, Pisa and Florence. The
coliseum in Rome seemed to house most of the city’s feral cats, as
we visited it in pre-dawn early light. At the Pope’s house, the
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Vatican, we saw the Sistine chapel frescoes where Michelangelo
had painted the ceiling from scaffolding lying on his fricking back!
Again, we did yet more museums that left us exhausted. These
museums are huge all day affairs. We were getting callous and
burned out to the Masters of Western art. The underground
Christian catacombs, however, were haunting and fun to explore.
This labyrinth of tunnels, eight miles long, contained tombs and
secret meeting chambers. A spooky feeling unfolded for me there.
These early Christian sure could dig! There were 174,000
Christians buried around the Apian Way and Saint Sebastian, Peter
and Paul were all buried here too. Now that’s far out!

“It definitely is. Being a Christian, I would love to see all
that stuff. Did you happen to see Pompeii? I saw photos of that
place in National Geographic in our library,” enquired David.

“Yeah, we did. After visiting the leaning Tower of Pisa, Venice
with its black canal water and Michelangelo’s David and Pieta in
Florence, we spent a long day at the Pompeii ruins outside of
Naples. Volcanic Mount Vesuvius still looms in the background.
Vesuvius erupted on August 24, 79 A.D. burying Pompeii in ash.
Remember?”

“I remember, but not the exact date. I’m sure it was in the
magazine article but so what. Who’d remember that? Jesus,
Rideout!”

“Well, this archeological city was huge, dude! We saw frozen
bodies of humans and dogs, screaming, as the volcanic ash turned
them to stone forever. Pompeii affected us much like Dachau
concentration camp had- memories that leave a lasting impression
with some even frozen in stone!”

“Man, you guys saw a lot of neat historic stuft,” exclaimed
my friend. “You saw the real deal.”

“Well yeah, we did.”
“Is it hard to remember now, this many years later?”

“What do you think?”
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After driving through the Italian Riviera, we sampled Monaco
and the French Riviera, before heading on to Barcelona, Spain.
Here, replicas of Columbus’s ships, the Pinta, Nina and Santa
Maria, were docked for display. We were amazed at how very
small Queen Isabella’s ships really were. And we heard flamenco
music here, too. The guitars and flashing rapedo boot heels really
stirred our Anglo blood. I've always loved Spanish music and in
both Italy and Spain, we heard Tom Jones’s Dear Delia sung by
everyone and recorded in numerous languages.

“That’s an old corny song!”

“It may be, but in 1968 it was very popular! Don’t you get off on
romantic songs like the Mexicans listen to? I do and I especially
love Julio Iglesias’s voice.”

“You can have it as I’ll stick with good old rock n’ roll. It’s
more my style.”

In Barcelona too, we saw the famous ballet team of Rudolf
Nureyev and Joan Fontaine perform at night, in a bullfighting
arena. He held the record for high jumping, long distance style
ballet and in ’68 they were both world famous superstars receiving
a lot of media attention. We were very blessed and fortunate to
have seen them. Also in the same bull arena, we saw six bulls
killed in the matador’s death dance before 34,000 people. This was
sad to watch but the crowd greatly enjoyed it. At least this
gruesome sport had a happy ending; the orphans ate freshly killed
beef that night.

“That’s certainly something we don’t get here!” exclaimed
David. “All the meat in this prison is made out of turkey. You
know- turkey ham and turkey hot dogs.”

“Well, it is probably healthier for us. I didn’t wanna tell you but
I’ve been a vegetarian for thirty years. This is the first time [’ve
eaten meat in three decades.”

“Really, you’re not kidding?”
“I felt it would cause too many problems with the other inmates

to declare my vegetarianism. Also, it’s probably good for me
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mentally and spiritually to break my old mold and be able to eat
meat now. When I finally get out, in about two years, I’ll be able to
eat meat if I choose. But, knowing me, I’ll probably go back to
being a vegetarian.”

“Okay... whatever. I still love my meat,” David commented.

In France, anti-American sentiment was strong. The Vietnam
War was the cause. Graffiti of “Yankee Go Home!” was
everywhere. This was strange when I saw the French wearing what
appeared to be American Civil War caps. Poor Randy, my
traveling companion, stood out like a sore thumb. He had that
blondish brillo crew cut and apple pie look. I was usually
mistaken for French, English, Jewish or Canadian. We had a
Canadian flag on the van’s rear view window, German tourist
license plates and a Netherlands decal near the exhaust pipe, so
nobody knew quite how to take us. After four years of French
classes, where I was called Robere Rideaux, I tried out my new
tongue. The results were insane. They understood me perfectly,
but their sexy-sounding replies to my standard questions were so
fast that I shut down. Let’s stick with English, damn it! It’s the
universal language and most Europeans speak it anyway, along
with four or five other languages. I should be so lucky.

“Yeah, I hear you. I hate it when the Mexicans speak Spanish
and the Indians their language and I don’t know what they’re
saying. I wish everybody spoke English in prison.”

“Now you know where I’'m coming from, David.”

The Eiffel Tower, the Citadel of Love, was fairly impressive
from a distance. Up close it was very rusty and in need of a paint
job. The Louvre Museum was one of the biggest and best yet. Of
course, we saw a lot more Flemish masters, Madonna and Child
paintings, Da Vinci’s Mona Lisa and a ton of French
impressionism. All the best the world of art had to offer! How
very fortunate we were. I was having so much fun. Despite their
lack of affection, my folks had indeed given me a very great gift.
When I finally got mail, I realized that I missed my family
immensely. This was my first real time away from home for so
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long, and being only 19 years old, I couldn’t wait to see them
again- especially my sister, Joyce.

“I know what you mean. I can’t wait to see my friends and
family again, when I finally get out. And I’m just a short timer. I
don’t have that long to go. You are going to be here for awhile,
Rob. You’ll make some new friends. It always happens.”

“You don’t have to remind me. I know. We also took in the Follies
Bergere and Moulin Rouge- the prototype original seminude stage

shows that would greatly influence Las Vegas. Are you going there
when you get out? That seems like an inmate dream you’d pursue.”

“Who knows? I’ll write you a postcard if I do,” replied
David.

“Yeah, I’ll bet. I do hope you get there, though. Well anyway,
this was nudity with class, at its best and oh so French.”

There was an authentic forty-foot tall waterfall on stage with
beautiful topless ladies descending down on ropes from above, all
in feathery costumes. This was a royal night out for us. We even
wore ties, a first for me, as they enforced a strict dress code. After
Paris, we ferried over to the iconic white cliffs of Dover, England.
That August night we saw those infamous white cliffs gleaming
under the moonlight. Now we couldn’t wait to finally try British
fish and chips. We luckily found a vendor still open late at night.
What a disappointment! Our greasy meal was wrapped in
newspaper and the added vinegar made the ink come off all over
our fingers, lips and food.

In London, we came down with the Asian flu which was very
popular that summer of 68 but a real pain in the neck, literally.
Our eyes felt like we had knives stuck in them. We’d tie our black
dress socks around them to keep out the piercing light. We both
had very high fevers and probably should have seen a doctor. But
we just sweat it out in the van, taking aspirin and hotter Kool-Aid
and tea. As a result of this flu, we didn’t see much of London. We
didn’t see much of anything for awhile with those socks wrapped
around our eyes. | remember wandering around Carnaby Street, all
spaced out after our illness. Here we saw the Beatles’ Apple store,
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which had been previously painted in beautiful psychedelic colors.
Now, it was all whitewashed over and had the word Jude scrawled
across the windows. Was this anti-Semitic graffiti? It certainly
looked that way, especially after the concentration camp tour and
Ann Frank’s house still mentally on my mind. No, it was soon to
be one of the Beatles most beloved songs, Hey Jude.

“Did you go to Ireland or Scotland, after getting sick?”” asked my
intrigued friend.

“No, we didn’t get to see where my mom’s bloodline came
from.”

We returned back to Holland, where we picked up Randy’s
Texas friend Paul for the remainder of our European experience.
He was a Mobile oil kid too. Now, we headed north through
Germany again to Copenhagen, Denmark. Here we saw the
famous Little Mermaid statue seated on a rock in the bay. She was
donated as an art gift by Carlsburg Brewery, and later some fool
decapitated her bronze head off. Is nothing sacred anymore?
Carlsburg was very wealthy and a patron of the arts. His brewery
had life-sized elephant statues supporting the entrance and gold
plated handrails on the guided, gilded tour. We got roaring drunk
in the tasting room and smuggled beer out in our jeans.

“Wow that sounds like something I’d do too, being an alcoholic
and all,” confided David.

At that time, I didn’t even know the word alcoholic yet. We were
just beginning our youthful experiments with alcohol on this trip.
Randy was dry-heaving in a five-gallon bucket, as I somehow
drove us to our campground. We were very lucky not to get a DUI
in Scandinavia. Even in 68, one could get imprisonment and loss
of driver’s license for life! Here, drinking people took cabs;
responsible drinking. I sure didn’t know then that drunken driving
would be the demise of my golden years.

We drank heavily again at Touberg brewery. But this time, we
knew well how beer was made and could have cared less about the
damn tour. We only came for that one free hour of all we could
drink. To double our fun, we then did both brewery tours again,
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back to back. More vomiting resulted, but this time Randy wasn’t
alone, as Paul and I retched right along beside him.

“Wow that sounds messed up man! You did two tours in a row
of your own personal Vietnam. But I probably would have done
the same exact thing,” confessed David. “You guys were like kids
loose in a candy store. Guys have gone wild.”

“We were more like sick puppies.”

After passing through Sweden quickly at night, we went on to
Oslo, Norway and the Norwegian fiords. The people had that
Viking look and the natural topography reminded me of my area of
Washington State. In Vigeland Park, we saw many naked statues
by the artist of the same name. There was a monolith about three
stories high composed of piled up, naked sculptured bodies.
Another couple of aging crones were on their knees, breasts
sagging, looking up at the sky. These strange stone people
reminded me in some ways of the real stone bodies we’d seen in
Pompeii. Also in Oslo, we saw Thor Heyerdahl’s Kon Tiki raft in
the local museum. Downstairs, we could view the small raft from
underneath, in an aquatic mural setting complete with mounted fish.
This raft actually fell apart at the end of Thor’s voyage between
Peru to Tahiti. Here it was authentically reassembled for display.
It’s amazing such a small raft actually crossed that large body of
water. Thor’s diary was there too, from which he penned his
acclaimed book, Kon Tiki! Across the Pacific by Raft. Real
Viking ships were on display too, but not quite looking as glorious
as the Hollywood versions.

After ninety days abroad, I arrived back home a seasoned
traveler, with a taste in my soul for more foreign travel. I found out
that traveling is the greatest education, as you see for yourself how
things actually are, instead of someone else’s interpretation in a
book.

“Yeah, you could say the same thing about prison.”

“I guess you could, but in 1968 our world was still rather
innocent and safe for travel. Today’s world for an American
traveler is far different. Even by ’69, things had begun to change
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worldwide, especially due to drugs. I was lucky to see Europe in
that window of opportunity I had, Dude. I will always be thankful
to my parents, forever, for the Grand Tour of Western Europe. It
certainly opened my eyes.”

“Thanks for sharing your memories, Rob.”

“Thanks you for being here for me, David. Birds of a feather do
flock together and you are one of the only birds around here like
me.”

“Yeah, I know. I’m glad you’re here too, as ironic as that
sounds.”

When the student is ready....

After completing the required Stage I and II substance abuse
classes, I was assigned my first job as dorm porter. This classy
job paid ten cents an hour, to clean the bathroom sinks, toilets
and showers, but I only received two cents per hour, after 80%
for “kick out fee” and MADD Mothers was deducted. In two
weeks, [ might be able to afford a pouch of Top tobacco.
David H. and I shared some cosmic humor, doing this shitty
job together. He is one of the few I’ve ever met who
understood or appreciated my bizarre sense of humor. It was
fun to share my European memories with him too. It felt sad to
see him leave, as a friend in prison, or anywhere for that matter,
is a great gift. Friendships formed in difficult circumstances do
seem extra special. David wrote me for awhile after release,
and even put twenty bucks on my books as payback for all of
his coffee hustles. Later, I saw in a Holbrook newspaper that
he was back in court for failure to pay fines. I wrote him again
but never heard back. He’s probably back in the prison system
for violating his probation, as most here are. Or maybe he did
make it to Las Vegas. I’ll certainly never know, unless I
receive that postcard he promised.
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When Nazi hating Charles was released, I moved into his
house. A new friendship was to begin with my Bunkie, Randy
Larkins, who lived above me on Memory Lane. He too hailed
from Washington, near the Mount Rainier area, having worked
in the logging business in his early years. Randy was ten years
my junior, and had had his own construction company doing
underground utility installations in the Phoenix metro area. He
had lost all of this from alcoholism. He also loved cats as
much as me, so I gave him many of Jolene’s cat cards from my
mail call.

Poor Larkins’ head and neck always hung low. He was very
depressed and had mucho shame and guilt still to process. He
also had a very deep fear of relapse, upon release. His alcohol
track record was very heavy from an early age on. [ was
continually amazed at how many inmates here really had no
real friends in their lives; only alcohol, who is no real friend at
all. They had placed the bottle way above any effort to create
and maintain real lasting friendships. How very sad. Now that
the bottle was gone, they had nothing and seemed to be
realizing that. Most of the mail they received was legal mail,
an indication of potentially more trouble. I was so thankful for
all the letters my real friends wrote me- letters of love. I could
feel how jealous others were of me. I am truly a rich man,
even here in prison.

Bunkie Larkins was struggling a lot with his Catholic roots,
recent Christian conversion and, as always, the Devil. He
feared hell and damnation on a daily basis, and basically kept
his TV tuned to Channel 4, the Christian station, for help. 1
personally feel it only made his matters worse. Fear, on many
levels, is the teachings of these “Christians” who propagate
from their interpretation of the Bible. What an illusion they
preach! Larkins was like a small child, just beginning
kindergarten lessons in religion. Spirituality was way beyond
him. He thought I was fotally crazy when I reminded him that
heaven is here now. Jesus even says so! Sadly, not many here
understand Now, the holy instant- the only reality and all that
there is. Nor do they understand how to creatively use this



prison experience to get well, now, while serving time inside
these “walls of freedom.” Most only think about getting out,
not getting well. Larkins had a revelation one day.

“I was placed as your Bunkie, Rideout, to bring you back to
Jesus, so you can be saved.” How cosmic! How comic? Then
after getting to know me a bit better, he lays another one on me.

“Like how did you get so weird, man? Not too many people
in here think like you...you’ve got to realize that, right?”

“I had a true life-changing experience Randy. It’s something
that you probably would nof understand.”

“Try me,” he fired back.

“Okay. But please don’t judge me on what I’'m about to tell
you.”

“I’ll try not to, Rideout. I promise.”

It all began when I met my first wife, Jolene. For my twenty-first
birthday present, my folks gave me a ticket to lowa City, to scout
out the University of lowa as a possible grad school for art history.
Jeanne, my first girlfriend, and I were slowly drifting apart, mostly
because I always envisioned myself with a Sophia Loren type of a
woman. Already my ego was leading me astray. Sophia was to be
the archetype goddess of most of the women in my life. Ironically,
Jeanne’s father was my airline pilot on that flight to Iowa. I even
got to stay overnight with him and a few other pilots in Kansas
City. Neither he nor I had any idea then, that I would soon be
breaking his lovely daughter’s heart. And forty years later, I’d still
be regretting it and wondering where Jeanne’s at today. God truly
does work in some very strange ways. After my birthday party,
where I’d stayed up all night drinking hard liquor and smoking
strong hash, I threw away my bag of pot in the airplane head. 1
now had such a hangover that [ never wanted to use again — a
pattern that would be repeated often in decades to come. You know
what [ mean. After landing in lowa and renting a room at the Rebel
motel, of all names, I helped a blind man to his room, where he
sure didn’t need to find the light switch. Then I was on the campus
prowl to score again. Back then, an ounce of joy went for ten
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bucks. I entered the commons building cafeteria to find many
longhaired junkies strung out on heroin, listening to John Lennon
scream his brains out on Cold Turkey. That was mind blowing, as I
really didn’t expect to see long hair here and I knew very little
about heroin. I had on my black leather motorcycle jacket, aviator
glasses and haircut like Peter Fonda from Easy Rider — always in
hip style. Unfortunately, the weed I scored was laced with heroin.
Unknowingly, I smoked and experienced this demonic high.

“Jesus, man! You smoked heroin?” interjected Larkins.
“I only did it this one time in my entire life, asshole!”
“Okay, don’t get pissed off about it. You don’t have to be all
defensive.”

Anyway, I lay flat out feeling sick in the grass and wanting to
puke, as a warm current swam through me. Those bastards! [ was
not enjoying this at all. When I finally stumbled back in for coffee,
to hopefully come down, a new song was playing on the jukebox.
It sure sounded like my musical mentors, The Beatles. 1 scanned
the room and saw a beautiful Italian student singing along, who
appeared to be single. She obviously knew this song and looked a
lot like Sophia Loren! Wow. I stumbled over nervously, asking if
this were The Beatles we were hearing? She simply smiled and
said, “Let it be.” I immediately fell in love. As soon as we looked
into each other’s eyes, we both knew that we’d always known each
other and had finally found each other again. Her name I soon
found out was Jolene, a Catholic from Webster City, lowa. She
was born on April fool’s Day of 1949- exactly twelve days after
me. Her father was a jazz sax player and presently taught band at
high school level. Her grandfather had been found as a homeless
baby against the wall of a convent in Italy, and raised by nuns.
Later, he stole away with his bride on a ship bound for New York,
where he too was a jazz musician. So Jolene was descended from
musicians and I spent my next three days following her to classes.

“Was she a babe?”

“What do you think? I just said that she looked like Sophia
Loren. Of course she was!”

44



I told Jolene that I would write her weekly when I returned home,
but she felt we’d never see each other again. Well, we did. It all
took time, of course and a breakup with Jeanne, but Destiny and
Karma had plans for Jolene and me. So, between Bible study and
my college curriculum, I’d begun writing her weekly. We got to
know each other a lot better through our correspondence. She also
sent photos so I could visually remember her. During this same
time frame, I was baptized a “Christian” in the YMCA’s shower,
by a black charismatic soul singer named Walter. I first met
Walter when he sat in with our band, singing “My God” to the tune
of My Girl, with a voice like Smokey Robinson. I invited him to
dinner at my parents’ house.

“Guess who’s coming to dinner, Mom and Dad?”

“That must have been something!” exclaimed Larkins loudly
then clapping his hands. I could tell he wanted to hear more.

“Oh, it was.”

Walter’s being black and semi John the Baptist/ Billy Graham,
blew my folks out of the water, to say the least. They were
receiving an adult dose of Jesus around the dinner table tonight!
Even Walter’s heavy trench coat had hundreds of small crosses
embroidered in the design. He often fasted for days on end and
prayed continuously, writing people’s names on his conga drum
head so he could remember them in prayer while keeping the beat.
After our breakup, he contacted Jeanne, asking her to be one of his
many wives, at his New World utopia that the Lord had shown him
in Hawaii. Jeanne declined- smart move, girl. I often wonder if
Walter is still in the jungle or possibly a mental institution. Despite
his extremism, he was truly one of the most charismatic and
beautiful souls I’ve ever met. Religious fanaticism drives many
crazy. Or maybe the crazies just become fanatic.

“Yeah, you might be onto something there. Look at the 450
alcoholic fanatics we’re locked up with here. Most of us became
fundamentalist drinkers. So what happened after that classic dinner
party?”
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During my novitiate training at the Superior Cleaner, the federal
government notified me of my draft status for the Vietnam War: 1
A- ready to be drafted. Even my student deferment status wouldn’t
help me now. Please, sweet Jesus, save me! I applied for
conscientious objector status and could receive it, if I'd work in a
hospital. I wrote back to the Feds that I had no national pride but
only Washington State pride and refused their offer. Many of my
friends and I had thoughts of draft dodging to Canada. Some did.
While some played crazy or injured themselves to get out of this
insane war. Luckily and karmic for me, my birthday was an
exempt high number when displayed on the TV lottery that we all
watched nervously from our living rooms. Thank you, Jesus!
Maybe I’ve had many incarnations as a soldier before, which I
often played out as a child, and now I don’t need to repeat the
lessons of war. I feel I was always destined to become a spiritual
warrior instead.

“Do you really believe that reincarnation crap?”’

“I most definitely do. Just compare the water cycle as an
analogy.”

“Well I don’t know...I’ll have to think on that awhile.”

While briefly touching on reincarnation, I sometimes wonder if
I’'m not my great grandfather Marion Guthridge. He survived the
battle of Gettysburg, as a private at age 15, in the Confederacy. I
owned his small red leather-covered bible that was carried through
that tragic battle. More soldiers died there in three days than in
seventeen years of Vietnam. Marion lived until the ripe old age of
eighty-nine- nearly twice the life expectancy for that time! I used
to hold that antique Bible as a teen ager and wonder if the four-leaf
clover inside came from the fields of Gettysburg. I'll never know.
The clover is the Shamrock, sacred to the Irish and may have
protected him. As with this Bible, I was fascinated with all things
Civil War, even meditating on battle pictures and soldiers’
uniforms. Had I been there before? Somehow, I feel I was. I was
probably a Rebel, as that seems to be my in nature and the name of
one of my first bands.
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“Well, you are an inmate now, Mr. Rebel and a damn crazy one
at that. So, tell me, did anything happen between you and Jolene?”

Two other events transpired before we were reunited. I dropped
out of college in 1970, at the beginning of my fourth year. This
move really blew my folks away. Oh God, Rob! They were
thinking, “See what drugs have done to our son!” It wasn’t drugs
but music. Then I drove to the Grand Canyon with a friend and
actually set up my full drum set at Hopi Point on the south rim. |
played for three hours. It sounded like thunder reverberating
through the canyon. Many people came and watched me, but |
never made the TV news or Life magazine. As far as [ know, 'm
the only person to ever do that. Today, it would be virtually
impossible.

“God man, you are a trip!”
“You don’t know the half of it, Randy.”

The year 1970 marked a cosmic Christmas and life-changing
event for me. After many long months of separation and letters, I
sent Jolene a plane ticket to visit me. We both needed answers
concerning our love and long-distance relationship. They were
definitely coming. This was just the beginning of the most magical
days of my life- the cosmic times. Synchronicity was in the air and
not just for me alone. The Children of Love were starting to wake
up, all over our planet.

“I guess you were too young to remember that, right Larkins?”

“It was different for me. Remember, I’m ten years younger than
you. I do remember seeing a lot more long hair back then.”

Well, George Harrison had gone solo after the Beatle’s breakup
and had just released his masterpiece three-record set, A/ Things
Must Pass. The song, My Sweet Lord from this recording, was and
still is my all-time favorite song. For Christmas dinner, my folks
served us crabmeat appetizers and the following day Jolene and I
dropped psilocybin at my friend Peter’s house. He’d recently
returned from India. Peter’s bedroom wall was plastered with
Hindu calendar art of gods and goddesses, all very psychedelic,
and looking like they came from some astral realm with those rain
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cloud eyes. Soon, Jolene and I had to crawl on our knees, as we
were too stoned to walk upright anymore. Onto Peter’s bed we fell,
into an out-of-body, near-death experience. In a peaceful dark
void, we experienced telepathy between each other. I would think
her name and then hear her call back to me. Next, we ascended
through a tunnel of whirling colors, where memories of our whole
lives flashed before us in the wink of an eye. Again, this was the
“near death” or “little death” experience we would read about later,
in our search to make sense out of what had happened to us on this
holy day. Upward we shot, into a bright white light that was a
million times more dazzling than our earth’s sun, but surprisingly
didn’t hurt our eyes. The peace, joy and calm were indescribable.
Then, in this light appeared the bust figure of a Holy One, who
closely resembled Jolene or Mona Lisa. I later thought that it
might have been Jesus, but with no beard and looking very
feminine. After all, I’d been praying to him for answers. What
gender was this vision? The Holy One had me crying from the
depths of my soul, as I felt unworthy and impure to be in this
Presence. Everything was communicated from the eyes
telepathically and, to this day, I cannot remember what message
may have transpired. I just knew that I knew this Holy One, with
deep love, respect and honor. This vision occurred exactly when
My Sweet Lord was playing on Peter’s phonograph. The words
being sung were killing us. It wasn’t the voice of George Harrison
any longer but the voice of our own souls. Talk about
synchronicity. After returning to our physical bodies, Crosby,
Stills and Nash were singing the words, It’s been a long time
coming, it’s gonna be a long time gone. | knew then that we had
been truly blessed and that this wouldn’t happen again, to this
degree, anytime soon, if ever. We immediately opened Peter’s
Bible at random and just happened to blindly point to the verse that
reads, “The pure in heart shall see God.” Everything fit together
like a complex jigsaw puzzle, with no accidents and no mistakes,
just perfect synchronicity. What an appropriate affirmation to our
vision of the Lord. We had just taken our first step onto the mystic
path.
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“But who did you see? Were you insane or seduced by Satan’s
drug visions?” questioned Larkins. “The Bible warns about stuff
like this.”

“No, we were not insane or seduced. And just stuff your Bible
beliefs for awhile, will you?”

We tried to explain to Peter and others what had transpired for us,
the Holy Instant, but soon found that we were casting pearls before
swine. They tried to enter our dimension but couldn’t. We were too
high. It wasn’t until a year or more that we’d get our answers as to
whom we’d seen. Soon things got much heavier at my parents’
house. Poor Jolene nearly died the Big Death. She was allergic to
the Christmas crabmeat we’d eaten the night before and bloated up
nearly twice her size, with her heart failing fast. Thank God, my
dad was a doctor! He shot her up with adrenaline right in her heart
to keep her alive. Talk about heavy! We were all scared shitless
and worried out of our minds. How could God take my beloved
from me after all we’d just gone through? This was scaring the
hell out of me. She miraculously survived, after much prayer and
doctoring, to return to lowa and complete her University
graduation. We’d gotten the answers we needed to any questions
about our relationship. We were destined to be together again,
without a doubt. We now felt spiritually married.

To back up about a year prior, I had another spiritual experience
on LSD- a true ground breaking kind. I was at Betty’s house
tripping. She would later be Jolene’s bridesmaid. On Betty’s floor,
I had the kundalini spiritual force rise up my spine through all
seven charkas. It felt like I was having an orgasm in every cell of
my being. The waves of bliss were so intense and strong that [
thought I would die or blow apart with the next surge. It took what
seemed like forever to utter to Betty, “Who is this?” I was
referring to the heavenly music on her phonograph. When she
softly said the band’s name, /t’s a Beautiful Day, the cosmic juice
shot up my spine to my sixth chakra, or third eye, where brilliant
golden letters appeared — GOD — pounding in my forehead, as the
wavelets of bliss continued to surge. Then I saw myself naked,
alone on a stage, looking up. It reminded me of Shakespeare’s
words about the world being a stage, where we are all just actors.
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“You’ve definitely had some incredible trips, Rob,” commented
Larkins. “I never had the guts to do acid. I guess that maybe I’'m
afraid of my own mind and what I might see. So I just stuck with
alcohol. The shit seems much more predictable than acid, even if it
did put us here. So, who did you see in that vision?”

“You sure don’t forget, do you, Larkins. I’ll tell you in time.
We’ve both got plenty of that still left to do. The point is that all of
the brain washing and confusion of Christianity fell away. Jesus
had answered my prayers, as you would say.”

These experiences gave me an awakening into the spiritual
realms of self-realization. All fear of death was gone now and I
was no longer an agnostic, but a true believer. What is mind
blowing, however, is that I ended up here, in prison. Of course, a
lot of substance abuse and many unspiritual experiences
contributed to that. Even though I believed in God, Jesus and the
Great Ones, | was still misled by my own self-centered, hasty ego
for many decades, ultimately ending up in this present
incarceration.

“Even if you don’t believe in reincarnation Larkins, you can’t
deny incarceration!”

“You’ve got me there, Rideout. However, you’re still a loser -
just like me,” he retorted.

“I don’t believe I am a loser, like you. I’'m willing to accept the
mistakes [’ve made and forgive myself. It’s the only way to move
on. That’s the difference between you and me, Larkins.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Well, until you forgive yourself, the healing can’t begin.
Ultimately, I know that’s why I’'m here. What about you?”

Did I get any mail today....

Mail call is very important in prison. You can get mail that
either makes or breaks your day. My young Nebraska cellie in

50



county jail, Daffer, wrote that meth-bully Red had been
smashed well by six cons over in Prescott, for trying to
dominate with his ugly intimidating aura. He was taken to the
hospital in bad shape. Dark souls like Red have no idea about
the cosmic law of karma. He’ll have a lot of hard prison time,
hopefully to learn his lessons and confront his anger and fear.
Inmates will teach him that. Sadly, I never heard from Daffer
again. He may have been sentenced to four years in prison, for
his twenty pounds of pot conviction, or he may have been
released with ten years of probation. I’ll never know. Inmates
cannot write other inmates in prisons. The only way to do that
is to piggyback a letter through a third person on the outside.
And I don’t know any of Daffer’s friends.

Soon, I had very supportive mail arriving from my beloved
son Sri and female friend Lyn to brighten my days. I’d been
seeing Lyn prior to my incarceration. Both expressed missing
me and the intention to come visit soon. And both were
praying for me daily. A guy can’t get too many prayers,
especially in here. Then the depressing mail arrived. Larry
wrote that David Lee Bond died of heroin on June 15, 2003. 1
wasn’t really surprised by his death. I knew it was coming. I’d
let Dave live with me for the last ten months before prison.
Now I would never be repaid the five thousand dollars he’d
promised me, or be made into a “fucking prince,” another
promise. Goodbye dear Brother- you had a good con going, as
much as I did love you. I attempted to find out about his
“living will,” but got no results. Dave’s lawyer never even
responded to the letters I wrote him, concerning Dave’s death.
I even began to wonder if Dave hadn’t staged his death in order
not to repay his debts. At this point, I wouldn’t put it past him.
Writing letters was my only means of communication and it
often became very frustrating when I didn’t get replies for
weeks, and then, often, many unanswered questions. To top
off the depressing mail, Michael finally wrote saying that he
put my dog Shanti down and that he had lost my place! He
never gave landlord Ken any forewarning of his departure, thus
legally breaking the lease agreement. He assured me that all of

my possessions were safe in a mini storage and the rent was
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being paid; but for how long? His letter blew me away. Every
day I worried and tried desperately to process my fears. I was
now smoking more. I wrote Michael back but got no response.
Lyn was also lax on responding to my urgent questions,
regarding what was left of my earthly possessions. In
desperation, I wrote Roderick, Sri’s step dad, to call Lyn.
Finally, she wrote that everything was fine and not to worry. I
still had my doubts. I thought I was somehow beyond all this
and wouldn’t be bothered. Wrong! I’'d become attached to my
vintage clothes, stereo, tapes, books, guitars, photos, P.A.
system, religious trinkets and family heirlooms I’d been saving
for Sri. Please, God, don’t let me lose these things! Of course,
all of these “things” I called “mine” just mirrored how very
stuck I still was, in attachment. Those words from my youth
reverberated in my head, “If you want to know God, He’ll take
everything from you.”

Next to come was an intimidating letter from landlord Ken.
He was very upset about Michael leaving and the ruined state
of his rental unit. He also let me know loud and clear, in his
parental way, how much pain my drinking had caused him. He
would surely use my situation as a tax write-off, as he’s no fool
business-wise. I’m sure his only pain was the Midas complex:
worrying about his beloved dollar. Isn’t it easier for a camel to
pass through the eye of a needle than a rich man to enter the
kingdom of heaven? Landlord Ken sent an exaggerated
itemized list of repairs, cleaning and other sundry costs totaling
about $750.00- to be paid and he’d be out for my life. This
letter really stressed me out, as he had repairs listed that needed
attention long before I ever moved in. Dewayne, an older
retired real estate agent inmate, helped me compose a
politically correct response to the landlord’s unfair demands.
How could Ken expect to get blood from a turnip? Especially
an orange turnip who earned ten cents an hour cleaning shitters
in Dorm 4? I never heard from him again, just as Dewayne had
predicted.

Christian wrote too. She married Joya, my second wife, and
I at her island home and later baptized our son, Sri Ram-



asking God and the Great Ones to bless his young life.
Christian shared that she’d had eight eye surgeries and other
medical tests conducted. My heart goes out to all of my
friends’ woes, as | contemplate my life here in prison. Life can
be so heavy. Anything can happen to anybody. Jolene has
come through with flying colors in supporting me here. She
sent me the money for my color TV, as my birthday and
Christmas presents for the next two years. She writes regularly
and sends great internet jokes and hip humor. I send these
jokes to others, using the backside for writing stationary. No
waste here. It’s kind of ironic, but after thirty years, Jolene is
proving to be one of my very best friends. Larkins and I so love
those cat cards that she sends. Looking back, it’s a shame that
she and I never got counseling together. Who knows, our
marriage may have survived and this alcoholism might have
been nipped in the bud early. But, of course, that wasn’t the
way my story was to play out.

A description of Phoenix West needs mention. This present
DUI yard was formally a Bashas grocery store warehouse. It
was converted into a prison around 1996. Some guys have
been here since then- long sentences. There are eight dorms
with about fifty-five inmates in each. Rows of bunk beds
house shelves and electricity for the expensive clear TV sets-
only clear, so nothing can be hidden inside. Inmates classified
as medical, or over fifty, usually get the cherished lower bunks.
Other inmates often wait over a year, in a seniority pecking
order, to receive a lower bunk. And even that move is at the
discretion of the movement officer. It’s all politics here.

There are three showers, three toilets, four sinks and two
urinals per bathroom. Our outside yard is very small, with a
Native American sweat lodge, horseshoe pit, tables, exercise
bars and a sand volleyball court. It takes twelve laps of
walking around the perimeter to equal one mile. We all shop
once a week at commissary on our appointed dorm day. This
is one of the highlights of the week, if you have money on your
books, as everybody wants coffee, writing tablets, stamps,
candy, bagels, etc. We all eat with a Spork- a plastic spoon
with small lower front teeth and, colored orange, of course. Do
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not lose this tool, as you’ll not be granted another. Our
toothbrushes are about two and a half inches long. Keefe
coffee rules and, luckily, all food prices, including tobacco, are
much cheaper than on the outside. There is no tax here. Books
can be sent into property, if they come directly from a publisher
or bookstore but not friends. We arise at 5 a.m. and lights are
out at 10 p.m., except for weekends and holiday late nights,
when midnight shuts down all activity. There is a lot of
activity on weekends. Weekends are still weekends and that
means visitations for some. As for any kind of partying, and
not having alcohol involved now, most turn to food. Inmates
will pool food items like beans, chips, beef tips and tortillas to
party down. The cooking is done in bathroom sinks, with the
help of plastic bags under hot water and stingers- submersible
electronic heating devices. Obnoxiously loud voices
continually inform us of announcements on the intercom
system- “Inmate so & so, number...report to your C.O.” This
piece of information was called daily, “Attention, attention in
the dorm. .. Attention in the unit and attention in the yard.
Smoking area will close in fifteen minutes. All inmates should
be returning now to their dorms, as dorm doors will be secured
for formal count.” The one that always cracked me up was,
“Attention, attention - ice run has been completed!” Who in
the hell cares, unless maybe you are the dorm porter who
forgot to go fetch the ice? And that could be heavy, as these
guys take ice very seriously here- it cools the sodas they buy,
trade and barter while being locked down. This definitely is an
ecosystem like no other.

AA is here, along with jobs...

54

During my first month of prison, I saw the cosmic humor and
insanity of this new home clearly. I got creative and decided to
write a parody on life here, which I entitled, Now in an Orange
Grove. It is supplemental reading for a more comic view of
prison life at Phoenix West. I had to be cool about whom I



could share this with, as it touches on some race issues and
could raise unneeded controversy. I also wrote a satirical spoof
on AA’s preamble called Conanon. It mocks the infamous
twelve step program by designing it for cons and their P.O.’s,
Probation or Parole Officers- as if the P.O. is your Higher Self.
All of this creative writing is in fun and helps keep me
mentally healthy. It also proves to be therapeutic in some weird
way. I think I’ll continue. Due to these writings, [ became
inspired to write this book. What a beautiful way to use my
time. Bunkie Larkins suggested that the title should be Loser,
of course, as he felt that is essentially what we all are for
ending up here. The cover could be solid black with large
orange lettering- how strikingly appropriate. Or maybe a good
title would be, Autobiography of a Hippie. Another priceless
bi-polar inmate, Joe, suggested his title idea - Just another
Autobiography by a Righteous Dude. Joe’s favorite repeated
words were “sweet” and “smooth action”. You do meet some
real characters here.

For awhile, I attended AA regularly in the library. I was the
star reader by far, as many were too shy to expose their reading
inability. All of the repeated war stories got old very fast. One
Mexican, Alfonso, continually talked of his crack pipe and
little baby for twenty minute stretches at every meeting. This
was too much.

“Keep it short, so others have a chance to share,” another
inmate stated. “And focus on alcohol, not drugs, Brother.”

“But I kept hitting that pipe and the little baby was crying,
man. You know what [ mean?”

Out of the 450 alcohol abusers here, only about ten or less
attended AA. Again, who wants to get well, when the only
thought is about getting out? The next time, many told
themselves, they would drink without driving. Oh yeah, that’s
a good one-the Mother of all Lies for alcoholics. Keep those
self deceptions going and you wil/ be back here, especially in
Arizona. Many, I found out, are on their second or third tour of
duty as a result of that very illusion; I can drink and not drive!
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Get real, dudes, and face your Problem- alcoholism. I finally
felt like these meetings were a waste of time; none of us were
obviously drinking in prison and the drug tales were getting
redundant. I do believe in the power and good of AA, but for
me, not often in prison. I plan to attend meetings on the
outside, as | know you can’t beat this affliction alone. I’ve
tried that and failed. As the program says, “It works if you
work it.” Another good one is, “Meeting makers make it.”

After an AA meeting one evening, Larkins confronted me
back at our bunks. “Who did you and Jolene see in that near-
death vision? I still want to know, Rideout. It’s really been
bugging me.”

After playing rock music on the road in Montana, we were
married in Seattle upon returning. Jolene’s Catholic parents wanted
to see their daughter married- not roaming the country ina VW
van, living in sin. It was a quick court house wedding with two
friends, Betty and Harrison, standing up for us. It took about ten
minutes. We already felt we were married, eternally on some level,
so it was rather a legality to sooth her worried parents. Betty gave
us her cottage overlooking the ocean for our honeymoon. Then
Jolene and I got a phone call and moved south to Phoenix, Arizona
in 1971. The van blew up upon arriving. We spent six months in
Tempe in a futile attempt to play music. Our band, Rainbow played
at Pizza Huts, schools, a car dealership and a popular water park
that had a wave machine for surfing. Things just didn’t pan out as
expected. However, our answer came as to whom we’d seen in our
near-death experience. He was Paramahansa Yogananda, a
perfected yogi and divine incarnation of Love, an avatar sent from
India in the 1920’s to American shores to share his teachings of
Self-Realization and the unity of all religions. He lived and
breathed God and became our God-ordained Guru.

“So now you’re into gurus?”’

“When the student is ready, the teacher appears. A true guru is a
direct transformer to know God. This is heavy shit, Larkins, which
goes on forever.”
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Even if the disciple strays from the Path, the guru does not. His
help and love are unconditional. God, guru and self are one. We
read Yogananda’s classic book, Autobiography of a Yogi, under
orange trees at our rental house in Tempe. [ will always remember
the fragrant smell of orange blossoms falling on the open pages.
This book was magical and hard to put down. It would change our
lives, as it has for millions of others.

“I think we have that book in our prison library,” commented
Larkins.

“Yeah, we do, but not too many here have attempted to read it. I
was so blown away by it that I bought and gave away over twenty
copies to friends and libraries. It is a true must read. One chapter
talks about Mahavatar Babaji, the yogi Christ of modern India.
Little did I know then, just how very much this Babaji would play
out in my life.”

“Now what are you talking about? Who is Babaji?”

“Larkins, He defies description and is beyond human
comprehension. If I told you now, you’d really think I am crazy.
You’re having a hard enough time just handling Jesus and the
word, guru. Try reading Yogananda’s book first, if you think you
can handle it. It’s pretty deep stuff but well explained. Then I’ll tell
you more about Babaji and my connection with Him, here and in
India.”

“Sounds good, Rob. We’d better get back to Dorm 4, as formal
count is about to begin.”

“Boy, they sure count us a lot here, don’t they?”
“About four times a day, at least!”

Everybody needs a hustle....

This prison is classified as a “work yard.” After completing
the first month of substance abuse classes, many are assigned
jobs. These range from dorm porters, like me, to maintenance
and kitchen staff, computer lab, yard porters or the library. For
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those fortunate enough to be classified as NB-3 or outside
clearance, the jobs ranged from landscaping at the Capitol,
flood control in drainage canals, possibly carpentry and
masonry at the National Guard. The big buck job was at sacred
Greater Phoenix Auto Auction. This job entails the detailing of
endless cars, fifty acres, for ten to fourteen hours a day.
However, the gross pay is minimum wage, the highest paid job
for any prisoner in Arizona. Many such workers left prison
with well over $10 thousand! That just doesn’t seem fair,
when I’m cleaning toilets for 10¢/hour. But what is fair in
prison or in life for that matter? Inmates that left with that
much money had obviously been down quite awhile.

Anybody with a prior history of domestic violence was not
allowed to work outside. And I had such a charge on my rap
sheet; from sitting on Joya ten years ago. So I hustled my way
into the coveted position of librarian. I scored this job by
working under the counter on weekends for head Chicano
Mondo and the “angry dog” Navajo chief, Mitchell- he’d been
married twelve times. I guess he beat Liz Taylor’s record
anyway. I received two pouches of Top tobacco and one
ramen soup for eighteen hours of babysitting books. This was
way more than 10¢/hour! Also, I was breaking new ground
with the Chicanos and the Indians. My commitment and
enthusiasm won out. Mondo swung it so I could become the
librarian legally and he could cut hair in the barber shop,
another coveted position. Of course, he charged me a pouch
for his efforts, even though he still owed me for last weekend’s
under-the-counter trade. But that’s the way things work in
prison. If somebody helps you out, there’s always a price tag. |
didn’t care, as I was just happy to be making 32¢/hour, instead
of 10¢ on my WHIP pay.

Many here have a hustle, in one way or another. |
reproduced a cartoon drawing of Peanut’s Snoopy, in a prison
suit with ball and chain. He is holding his heart, thinking, “It’s
all right here, you know.” Soon I transferred this “art” to
envelopes using my lighted TV screen to make copies more
easily. I gave my first sample to Tony Pebbles, a recent arrival



with the oldest ADC number on the yard- 25,100. He’d been
in and out of prison since the ‘70’s. He claimed now to be
serving a twenty-four-year sentence and boasted of 140 DUI’s!
Good God, they need to sell bullshit repellent on commissary.
But this incessant talker got me into the envelope art hustle and
became a major repeat customer, often ordering ten to twenty
of certain envelope designs. And he always paid me well, up
front, with Folgers Coffee, coco, chips and tobacco. If I let
him determine the price, which I did, he always overpaid me I
felt. I didn’t mind our business relationship but I couldn’t
stand old Pebbles socially, with his non-stop mouth of tall tales.
“Tell me again, Tony.”

Soon I expanded my creations with colored pencils and came
up with designs of birds, tipi, pueblos, cacti, Monument Valley,
Sedona, Harry Potter and E.T. behind bars, Popeye, Olive,
Charlie Brown and Lucy, the Lion King, Huey Duck and the
Indian head off the wooden nickel.

Bunkie Larkins commented, “The Indian head looks like
your face, Rideout.”

So I drew it on a meditating body, dressed in orange, floating
on an asana ringed in barbed wire. Many cartoons had
captions with metaphysical truths. My friends now have
something to cut out for their refrigerators- a little something to
remember me by. I always wondered what the post office
thought, when they encounter prison art envelopes. Some are
priceless. Maybe someday there will be a book on prison
postage art; who knows? Maybe there already is.

Those barn days would always be remembered as....

After another institutional lunch, Randy Larkins approached me
back at our bunks. “So what happened with you and Jolene? Why
didn’t it work out between you two, if she was your soul mate?”

“That’s one hell of a loaded question, Randy.”
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Being young and married put us through a lot of changes during
the “70s. After we returned from Arizona, we scored the find of a
lifetime outside of Bellingham. It was a livery stable/barn for fifty
dollars a month rent, on 160 acres of gorgeous property, complete
with a pond, waterfalls, orchard and two other living units. Our
new band, Omsly, all lived on this magical land with us. We
literally made music in the woods. And Jolene and I began our
days as aspiring yogis, after reading Yogananda’s book. We signed
up for his mail-order lessons and upon reading them we began
meditating, like two hours a day! In 1971, we became fanatic
vegetarians, did enemas along with our energization exercises,
fasted and daily stood on our heads. And I grew a beard and my
hair out; very long. We even did enemas with our headstand, to let
the warm cleansing water really penetrate deeply up inside our
intestines. Then we sat reading Mother Earth News on our
portable toilet for a very long time. What goes up must come
down. And perfect health seems to be the balance of what goes in
and what comes out. We were real yogis, no half measures for us.
Later, readings on fruitarians, by South African author Morris
Krok, and Arnold Ehret (Mucusless Diet Healing System) would be
instrumental in our move away from this paradise; something that
never should have happened, but did.

We also smoked a lot of black Afghani hash during these barn
days. You never see that around anymore. Hash, to us, was a
divine sacrament. To me, it still is and always will be. It let the
music play us, instead of us playing the music. Or so it seemed.
Oh, the stories I could tell! Like these friends who had just
returned from a long stay in Morocco. This couple looked
eternally stoned. They had smuggled back two hot water bottles
full of liquid hash oil, strapped to the old lady as if she were
pregnant. The stoned dude, who didn’t do drugs anymore, gave
me a tablespoon and said, “This is the only time in your life you’ll
ever have this opportunity. Help yourself to as much as you’d
like.” T swallowed a whole spoon of the amber oil from the
recently drained red rubber bags. I didn’t come down for three
days, continually seeing geometric patterns in the air. I was scared
that [ would never come down. A musician I played with was
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given the empty containers. After slicing them open, we had
enough hash oil for the next year of altered states.

“Did you drink back then too?”

“No, thank God. I loved my pot and hash that I felt raised my
consciousness. I knew alcohol always took me down, lowering my

consciousness. Plus, just playing in bars gave me a bad impression
of alcohol.”

I don’t view “drugs” quite the same as other folk. Jolene and I
got to meet Baba Ram Das, after reading his classic book, Be Here
Now. After hearing Ram Das chant mantras and speak, we
privately took him aside and told him about our vision of
Yogananda. He confirmed that we weren’t crazy, the guru’s
darshan was very real and Yogananda had actually appeared to
many young yogis, via altered states of consciousness. Ram Das
called psychedelics “tools of transformation.” Such tools were
necessary for some- to break the stuck mental, emotional and
spiritual barriers to true “seeing.” But this dangerous path could
become a trap, if one gets attached to believing these sacraments
are the Way. The object is to be high, not just get high. Ram Das
also autographed our copy of his best seller, writing, “Here we are
in Love — Ram Das.” Sadly, it was destroyed by fire years later,
along with quite a few other sentimental things.

“Did you have a house fire too?”” asked Larkins.

“That happened years later, during my second marriage to Joya,
Sri Ram’s mother. I’1l tell you all about that in time.”

Back at the barn, I was given a calendar picture of Lord Shiva,
from a friend who’d recently returned from India. Shiva is the
dreadlocked Hindu god of change, destruction of the illusion, yoga,
drugs, and the original drummer. This picture looked alive! Shiva
is beautiful. I’ve never seen a more profound piece of art that
moved me like this one. Remember, I was majoring in art history
and I’ve seen the best Europe had to offer. I cherished it dearly,
until its passing in the fire. With this portrait, I fell in love with
Shiva as my ideal form of God. I still am to this day. Shiva means
self- the Higher or Christ Self within. It is believed by many that
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Mahavatar Babaji is Shiva in human form. Anyway, this incredible
poster art launched me into an upcoming lifestyle and belief
system paralleling that of Beatle George Harrison. Aren’t we all
really Hindus anyway, as the soul never dies?

“That’s easy for you to believe in, but not for me. You know I’'m
pretty skeptical of this stuff. So, did you just play music to get by
or did you do other work?”’

Jolene worked at the shoe department of Sears and Roebuck,
and I finally got accepted into the carpenters’ union apprenticeship
program- a four-year course. I cut off my breast length hair for a
hard hat and worked in Fairhaven, building a new sewage
treatment plant across the rail tracks from Bellingham Bay. The
stress of being run ragged as an apprentice and working two jobs,
if you count music, caused a psychosomatic bowel disorder known
as spastic colitis. I would battle this malady for years to come.

“Isn’t that when you shit all the time?” questioned Larkins.
“You got that right, Bunkie. It’s miserable.”

My doctor advised me to quit one of my jobs. I chose to follow
music, which seemed to flow from my heart. Many times in my
later life, I wondered if I made the wrong decision that day. This
was a major turning point in my life that [ wasn’t truly aware of at
the time. The life of a professional musician has many unseen
pitfalls and occupational hazards, as I would soon find out. But |
made my decision and now [ would just have to live with it. These
hash days were like none other in my life. Synchronicity
continually abounded everywhere- all the pieces of the puzzle
seemed to fit perfectly. Creative visualizations seemed to manifest
almost immediately. Many times we’d get sweaty palms and
tingling hair, knowing that the Holy Spirit would be felt again
tonight. We were literally glowing. It’s so sad to see where the
world went, when drugs got really abused and out of control,
becoming big money and big crime. Only a few old hippies can
probably relate to what I’'m trying to say. And the rest, like my
Bunkie, probably think I’'m crazy anyway. That’s not new to me.
Please remember, this attitude was normal in the early 1970’s.
And magic is not always easy to put into words. How can you
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ever forget being touched by God? As the sadhu in India say, hash
is Shiva’s essence. Sadly, only a few of us still feel this way today.

“I’ve never even smoked hash and didn’t like marijuana anyway.
Alcohol was always my thing. When did you start having problems
with alcohol?”

“Not until years later. We were on a spiritual path strongly at
this point.”

Before cutting my hair, I was wearing it tied up on top of my
head like Hindu yogis. Jolene and I had just acquired our first mala,
which is 108 beads, of rudraksha, the holy tear seeds of Lord Shiva.
I would be wearing rudraksha malas for the next thirty years.

“I don’t see them on you now!”

“They were on me until I was incarcerated, and will be the first
thing back on me when I’m released. You can count on that!”

I actually acquired books that read like sci-fi on the benefits of
these sacred seeds. They lower high blood pressure, for instance.
I’ve always registered low. Also, he who wears them cannot be
killed by man or demon. I would later encounter this truth twice in
near tragic accidents. To even gaze upon rudraksha, brings a
spiritual blessing. They look like your brain. Any prayers or
mantras done on rudraksha, increases their potency a hundred fold.
Rudraksha are 125,000 years old and the seeds contain secrets of
the entire evolution of the cosmos within them. All of this is very
Hindu, I realize, but at this point of my spiritual quest, I too was of
“Hindu mind,” like George Harrison, my wife, and quite a few
others we knew. Somehow I felt that I must have lived in India
before. Oh, how I longed to go there!

“You did go there, right?”

“You know I did and we’ll get to that eventually. Have some
patience, Larkins. India happened way later in my life. [ wasn’t
destined for it yet, or maybe even ready for it, as much as I wanted
to go.”

On December 12, 1974 a major event happened in my life; a true
tragedy. Jolene and I took our first magic mushrooms. And we
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took a lot- over twenty of the tiny, harmless-looking, dried-out
shrooms. While shaving at a friend’s apartment in Bellingham, I
received a distressing phone call from Jolene. She sounded very
serious on the phone and told me to drive over to my parents’
house NOW! I heard hysterical screaming and crying in the
background. It was my mom, screaming, “There is no God!”

When I asked Jolene why, she said, “Joyce has died.” I felt my
heart break beyond belief. Oh God no! Not my sister Joyce! Then
a primal energy erupted like a dormant volcano from deep within
me, as | screamed out loudly my pain and anguish.

'9’

“Oh man, that’s too heavy. You must have been blown away
exclaimed Larkins.

“Oh, I was, beyond belief but at the same time, the mushrooms
were coming on heavily.”

Somehow, I managed to keep it together enough to drive across
town to my parents’ place. It was hard to see beyond the raindrops
on the windshield and the tears in my eyes. A part of me had just
died too. My childhood home was filled with loving, caring
neighbors, who sat silently with my grieved-out parents.

Everyone was in heavy shock. The loss of a child has got to be
the greatest pain a soul can endure. I felt so sad and sorry for my
poor mom and dad. This was putting everything they believed in
on the line. Dad looked like a stoic cigar store Indian, unable to
express any emotion except shock, remorse and probably disbelief
that this was actually happening. In my altered state of heightened
awareness, I felt a very deep calm descend upon me, as if Joyce’s
spirit was right next to me. And I’'m absolutely sure she was. I’ve
read that the deceased spirit hangs around for usually three days,
before departing to God-only-knows where. Joyce let me know
loud and clear that it was her time to go on and told me to watch
over Mom and Dad. I now clearly understood why “the good die
young.” They don’t have that much karma to deal with this time
around. My dear sister was like an angel. I never heard her speak
ill of anybody, ever and was seemingly loved by all people she
touched. Physically, she’d matured into a semi-super model, a
French Brook Shields crossed with Audrey Hepburn. My mom
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always said Joyce looked like Egyptian Queen Nefertiti. As her
protecting brother, I had to verbally beat away my musician friends
who wanted to date her. Joyce played music too. She’d been
playing piano since her early teens, and practiced every day, early.
I had classical music pounded into my head at 6 a.m., on a black
Baldwin baby grand piano that sat against my bedroom wall. Every
time [ hear Moon River now, I cry. That was Joyce’s favorite song.

“So what killed her, Rob?”
“That’s a real mystery, Larkins.”

Joyce received a federal grant to study cancer research, at the
University of Arizona in Tucson. There, she got engaged to an
older doctor, Scott, who’d returned from a tour of Vietnam. They
were both very much in love and he asked her to take the birth
control pill, so they could safely make love. Joyce did. Then, as
she injected a laboratory rat with cancer cells, the needle slipped,
pricking her. She called my dad immediately and told him of the
accident, but being such a small amount, nobody considered any
possible consequences. Next, poor Joyce ended up in the hospital
with a mild case of Valley Fever. It took a two-week autopsy
investigation to determine the cause of her death. The cancer,
combined with the pill and Valley Fever, it seems, had stopped her
heart. Joyce died in her apartment without the strength to even
open a recent letter I’d sent her. My parents were told previously
not to have a second child. They nearly lost Joyce to scarlet fever
as an infant. She was just born with a very weak immune system
and the deck stacked against her from the get go. My dad could
have sued her Arizona doctor for keeping her on the pill when
hospitalized with Valley Fever, but it would never bring Joyce
back. Dad knew that beyond doubt.

“Looking back now, I’'m grateful to have experienced her
passing exactly the way it happened. I really believe there are no
accidents or mistakes in God’s plan. Even us being here in prison
together is perfect.”

“Jesus, how can you say that? Some of the stuff that comes out
of your mouth is unbelievable, Rideout.”
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“I just try to see the perfection in each moment. We both created
this experience for our next lessons in awakening, Larkins. We are
exactly where we should be each moment, like it or not.”

My poor parents would never be the same again, as their deep
depressions set in. They closed the window shades, locked their
doors and actually turned off the TV to chain smoke and repeat
over and over everything they could ever remember about Joyce-
for years! Their alcohol consumption greatly increased to numb
their aching hearts. My parents always claimed to be controlled
alcoholics, only drinking after five o’clock. Now I was beginning
to wonder. Being the black sheep of the family, I ceased to exist in
their world. That is how it felt to me. They never understood me
most of the time anyway. In their minds, they had lost their only
child. Joyce was alive, even after death, and now I felt like the
living dead. My heart was hurting too. Grief can be so heavy.

Left with a hole in my heart, life went on again back at the barn.
My parents went off alone to bury Joyce’s ashes- up under a tree
where she’d caught her first butterfly, at Twin Lakes near Mount
Baker. How symbolic that is. But to this day, I have no idea of the
exact location, as Mom and Dad never disclosed it.

At our barn, we had a weekend music festival and invited a
Seattle band, called Bad Manners, to join us. These guys were as
close to the Rolling Stones as our band Omsly was to the Los
Angeles band, Arthur Lee & Love. The manager of The Doors
attended our gig. Jim Morrison had just joined my sister. He asked
me if I’d consider moving to L.A., where he could set me up with
some great studio musicians, and I could possibly move up the
musical rungs to fame. Again, this was one of those opportunities
in life that you wonder about later. It was another turning point
decision which I cordially declined. How could 1? I didn’t like big
cities after Phoenix and loved my yogic lifestyle, psychedelic rock
band and barn. Looking back now, I’d probably have died at any
early age from drugs and alcohol, in such a musical waste land as
L.A. in the early ‘70’s. I was, however, honored to have been
noticed for my God-given talent, by one so respected in the music
industry- The Doors manager, good God!
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Then, thanks to Yogananda, friends from past incarnations
started arriving. And the power of the written word would cast us
all into a fiasco of craziness. Word soon spread in Bellingham’s
underground community about Jolene and me and our idyllic home
front. Carolyn was the first to come into our life. She would soon
transform into Christian, with a couple of different last names.
Yogananda was Carolyn’s guru too and soon we were all chanting
the names of the Lord and meditating together regularly. We sang
many of Yogananda’s Americanized chants, but gravitated quickly
to the older Sanskrit mantras from Mother India. In time, we were
certified through Self-Realization Fellowship, to conduct weekly
meditation services for the Bellingham community. Then one day,
we picked up a beautiful young hippie girl hitch-hiking towards
Lake Whatcom. She had striking blue hypnotic eyes and was
called Krilla.

“Where are you headed, Krilla?” I asked her.

“I’m trying to find a Rob and Jolene who live in a barn
somewhere in this area.”

Voila! Here came another past friend from a previous
incarnation, as Yogananda’s teachings clearly pointed out. Next in
line was Wally. He was a student from Washington D.C.,
attending Western now and looking for property to erect his tipi to
practice yoga. Well, we had lots of land and invited Wally in. He
chose a peaceful spot next to our meandering stream that fed the
pond. Wally was a Hatha Yoga teacher and became my first real
spiritual brother. We all began listening more intently to
Bhagavan Das chant on his dotara. I’d been turned onto him back
in ’72 when his double album A/ came out. The dotara he plays is
a simple two-stringed drone instrument. Later, I too would be
chanting on my own dotara, thanks to the influence of this
Bhagavan Das.

“Wow,” exclaimed Larkins. “I can’t imagine you chanting. I can
see you singing rock songs but chanting?”’

“I’ve been doing it a very long time Larkins. I just love to sing.”
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Then, our small band of hippie yogis found out that we had a
living treasure in our own backyard. Existing on Western’s
campus was Sri Das, eighty-odd years old, from India, who’d been
Yogananda’s chauffer in their 1924 drive across the country in an
open-topped Maxwell. He said our Master was just like everyday
life, a regular sort of man, despite his spiritual greatness. Sri Das
made us all our first taste of Indian curry, a taste that I would fall
in love with forever. We all ate cross legged in the grass in our
five-acre field, watching the ground fog ascend at dusk into our
apple orchard, as the deer reared up on thin hind legs to pick their
favorite fruit. God, these were special times. The memories still
bring tears to my eyes.

The valley has been....

Now the power of the written word would change our young
lives in ways we couldn’t possibly foresee, and have some pretty
dramatic karmic consequences. We all read a small book, entitled
Secret of the Andes, by Brother Phillip. This book spoke of a
secret remote “valley of the blue moon” situated between Peru and
Bolivia in the high Andes mountains. Here, supposedly, the
Monastery of the Seven Rays stores esoteric teachings dating back
to the ancient civilization of Lemuria. It is the cosmic college for
the spiritually advanced and ready. As none of us had found any
answers to life at college, this book pulled at our hearts’ strings. It
seemed like the next step for us. There were no clear-cut
directions to this place, but guides would find you; when you were
ready, remembering to bring only your soul. In our young spiritual
naiveté, we took the bait- hook, line and sinker. And, amazingly,
we met South American travelers who knew of this valley and
encouraged us to go. Krilla and Carolyn left nearly a year before
Wally, Jolene and me. The girls traveled overland through Mexico
and Latin America, writing us postcards along their way. Our plan
was to fly down to Ecuador, then bus to Machu Picchu, Lost City
of the Incas, outside of Cuzco, Peru. Here we’d all rendezvous on
New Year’s Eve of 1974. Preparations began for our pilgrimage.
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We sold my beloved VW van, which had traveled Europe and
much of America, to a good kid who reminded me of myself at that
age.

My sister’s yellow VW bug, Jolene’s first car, was next to go.
Our beloved barn went to a mountain climber friend, who would
also house-sit our bob-tailed Manx cat, Jessica, for us. Then we
were hit with the shocking news that the Valley had been “aborted
due to disobedience and unpreparedness.” This came from a
newsletter by old Sister Thedra of Mount Shasta, California who’d
lived in the Valley for five years. We called this Thedra long
distance, and she told us nof to go. Her words hurt my ears. People
had died trying to locate this Valley. Even if we did find it, Sister
Thedra said we would find nothing. Our bubble had been burst!
We wanted to cry, as all of our bridges had been burned; our home,
animals, vehicles and parents, who thought we were totally crazy,
were now gone. All we had now were loaded backpacks, a broken
dream and plane passage to Quito, Ecuador. What had we done so
wrong to deserve this lesson in our quest for God? Were we so
misled by our egos or was this all a part of the master plan? There
was no way to write the sisters ahead of us about this depressing
turn of events. Just prior to this news, we discovered that the
magic mushrooms grew at our very doorstep. Wow! You’ve got to
be kidding me. After ingesting them for days on end, our own
valley, here, began to look like the Valley we were searching for.
In reality, it was, but now it was too late. We had just lost one
paradise forever in this life. It would haunt Jolene for decades to
come.

As we went to bed that night, after Thedra’s depressing reality
check, our barn began to shake heavily. A very bright blue light
ringed in white, was flooding through all of our windows. Every
barn board seemed to be trembling in anticipation. Jolene and I
were at that very fine line on the threshold of sleep, and felt a deep
primal fear. She whispered for me to go look. I was too scared to
get up and go outside and she felt exactly the same way. Wally
snored away through all of this. Imagine that. To this day, I believe
that a UFO was there to possibly take us to the real Valley, as our
devotion was so intense and heartfelt. Are you really ready Rob
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and Jolene? Step outside and get beamed up. Who knows? I really
can’t explain this one. And we weren’t on drugs either, just for the
record. At least, this was quite the cosmic send off for our now
very uncertain future. It’s certainly something Jolene and I will
never forget- never.

“If anybody should have a close encounter, it should be you
guys.”
“Thanks, Larkins. Now you’re getting to know me.”

So, off we flew to Los Angeles first, where we received Kriya
Yoga initiation at the Mother Center of Self-Realization
Fellowship, atop Mount Washington. When the SRF monks saw
Jolene, they all did double takes, exclaiming, “You look just like
our Master, Yogananda!” I’ve always had the same impression.
Back in our cheap motel room in seedy Hollywood, we practiced
our Kriya Yoga. But our meditations were constantly interrupted
by the moaning sexual sounds of some hooker and her John getting
it on in the room next to us. Hollywood sure isn’t conducive to
deep meditation.

Arriving at Quito airport, ten thousand feet high, and not being
able to speak Spanish, reality hit us like a brick wall. Where in the
hell were we? From postcards we’d received before leaving
America, we learned that Carolyn was now Christian, having been
spiritually reborn in South America. She wrote that she and Krilla
had been separated in a Bolivian train station, and unable to find
each other. She had no idea where sister Krilla was. Now our
dreams of Machu Picchu were fading fast! And with the language
barrier, Sister Thedra’s warning and having to piss something
awful, we entered customs at Quito airport.

“Now you’ll never find your friends, Christian and Krilla,”
Larkins pointed out.

On our flight to Ecuador, the airline magazine featured a cover
story on the Viejo’s- the old ones of Vilacabamba who were
documented to live well past one hundred years of age. In our
health bible, Survival into the 21" Century (Victorus Kalvinkus)
we had read about a fruitarian guru, named Johnny Lovewisdom,
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who’d been residing in Vilacabamba for years. Evidently old
Johnny did a forty-day fast in a volcano crater, and people thought
he was crazy. So they shot his pure, cleaned-out body full of
Thorazine to bring him down from his high level of super-
consciousness. Jolene stayed with our nurse friend in Cuenca,
while Wally and I took an all-night cattle truck ride to visit the
controversial fruitarian. Visually, Vilacabamba jungle foliage
glowed and shimmered under the high altitude sunlight. It
reminded us of a vision on mushrooms. This place was magical in
its beauty. In the small village, everybody knew Johnny, of course.
He wasn’t hard to locate. When we met him, he was lying
bedridden, inside a rooftop pyramid, with a broken leg; like maybe
pyramid power was healing for broken bones too. Johnny
resembled an ageing Howard Hughes, about ninety-five pounds,
with graying waist length hair. His disciples appeared to be
starving and finally agreed to ingest steamed cauliflower greens to
supplement their lacking paradisiacal diet. We told Johnny about
our quest for the Valley of the Blue Moon. He laughed loudly and
stated that he’d seen hundreds of kids like us in search of the
mystical place. He claimed to know Brother Phillip, a pseudo
name for the real author, and that the Valley never did exist. Well,
where in the hell did Sister Thedra reside then, for those five years?
When he asked us where we were from, we said, “North of
Seattle.”

“Seattle, huh?” he replied slowly. “There was a girl here from
Seattle a while ago. She was named Krilla.” We about fell over.

“Is she still here?”

“Follow that trail over there, up in the jungle about two hours
and you might find her.” He also told us how authors control the
world- through the power of the written word. I’m listening.

“If you read Playboy,” Johnny said, “the Bible, newspapers or
whatever and believe it, you’ve let that force into your mind. How
do you really know the truth unless you’ve personally experienced
it firsthand for yourself?” That’s a good point, Johnny. That is
Self-Realization.
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This whole trip was teaching us what St. Francis of Assisi had
once said: “What you are looking for is what is looking.” Or, as
the Zen say, “If you can’t find it where you are standing, where do
you expect to wander in search of it?” It finally dawned on us that
we didn’t need to go anywhere in search of God or higher
teachings. Just “Be still and know I AM GOD.” But, sadly, that’s
not as easy as it sounds, and it would take many more years to
have that truth hammer home and resurface with much more
impact in 4 Course in Miracles.

So, up the trail Wally and I hiked in search of Krilla. Suddenly,
she appeared out of the jungle, wearing a white sheet with those
blazing blue eyes not even recognizing us. When it finally dawned
on her who we were, she screamed in shock.

“What are the odds of you guys finding your little lost sister
between Peru, Bolivia and Ecuador?” asked Larkins.

“I know. It seems unreal.”

Kfrilla told us her story back in Cuenca, with Jolene present. It
seems that after losing Christian in Bolivia, she headed for the
Andes outside of Lake Titicaca. Way up alone in the mountains,
she remembered the words “bring only your soul,” and
immediately threw her backpack into a ravine. Dressed barefoot in
her white sheet, a heavy storm was quickly approaching. She lay
down with bleeding feet, screaming to God for directions to the
Valley. As the storm got heavier, a voice boomed from the sky,
“Move!” Krilla found a cave, where she performed the
hypothermia “breath of fire” to stay alive. She finally passed out
and awoke to find mountain villagers staring at her. Dressed as
she was, with only her soul and those magnetic eyes, the locals
thought she was a wounded angel. She was taken by the hill folk
to Peace Corp workers, who nursed her back to health. Then Krilla
finally found Vilacabamba, Lovewisdom, and ultimately us.
Again, God does work in mysterious ways. Later, jaded by
Eastern mysticism, Krilla wrote me that Jesus was the only way. 1
guess she meant the only way for her, because He was still
revealing more of God to me, in many different ways. And Jesus
would return to me unexpectedly as the Voice in ACIM.
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Now, we were off to Quito to purchase our souvenirs, before
finally leaving this banana republic of smashed spiritual dreams.
We’d pretty much covered western Ecuador by bus, seeing Los
Banos and its geothermal water, quaint Cuenca, and sea-side
Esmeralda. I was tired of bugs in my ears at night, and itching
from fleas in these third-world hotels. Plus, I’d gotten very ill in
Los Banos and felt I was nearly at death’s door. While I was
shitting and puking at the same time, the Virgin of Banos was
having her yearly celebration, complete with a large doll-like
image of her carried through the streets on a stretcher, while a
poorly dressed semi-Salvation Army band cranked out off-key,
bugle drum corps Virgin music. It was definitely time to go home!
While breathing the dirty diesel bus fumes once again, standing
outside a raunchy hotel, I noticed that Wally was acting very
distant and withdrawn. He seemed totally blown away by our
experiences here. I think he felt deceived by us somehow, because
none of us ever heard from him again. I felt such love for him as
my spiritual brother. When he dropped me, it really hurt. Is human
conduct ever reliable? Can anybody ever really be trusted? I would
ask myself these same questions many times in my life. This was
the first time. Well, like they say, there are three kinds of people
from the ‘60’s- the burnouts, the sellouts and the holdouts. I'm
definitely the third kind and maybe, I’'m also a fourth- the Rideouts.

Oh, how attached we become to our material things....

Visitations are very special here and often pretty emotional
too. These occur on weekends and any visiting friend or
relative has to be thoroughly checked out, before approval is
granted by DOC. Then they are given a physical pat-down,
before entering our world through the sally port. Sri and
Roderick were first to arrive. They both looked a bit shocked
by the prison environment, Roderick more so than Sri. This
would change. We all had a very heartfelt connection, which
was a great blessing for me and now the ice had been broken
for future visits. I knew they all went through a big ordeal to
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have Sri spend a little needed time with me- a long drive with
high gas prices, Joya and young Falcon (Sri’s brother) killing
time outside and all the emotions that surface during such an

encounter here. My heart goes out in loving thankfulness for
their efforts to make this possible for me.

Lyn also came and I was nervous. Remember, I was seeing a
lot of her prior to my incarceration. She too had to make many
arrangements for her visit. But as soon as we were seated
together outside at a picnic table, it was as if we had been
together yesterday. She looked so beautiful and was very
excited to see me. We talked of Mr. Blanco. She had informed
me in a letter that my favorite white Siamese cat had split from
her place, after five days of hiding under the microwave stand.
I was very upset by this news, but understood how hard it is for
cats to adjust to change, especially when I wasn’t there for the
shocking transition. I figure Blanco still has about six lives left
anyway and, knowing him, he probably adopted a better living
situation further down the road.

Lyn also assured me that she’d check into my stored
belongings. Obviously, this was really important to me, after
Michael’s unpredictability and his moving out. My gut
instincts about him proved true. Some weeks later, Lyn wrote
that he’d moved to Flagstaff, but his ex-girlfriend said the
storage was being paid but for how long and by whom? More
stress! I now needed Lyn to get everything legally transferred
over to her name, so I could do easy time here, instead of hard.
I’d lost so much, on so many levels since incarceration that I
needed to know my earthly possessions would be safe, with the
storage rent paid each month. I really relied on Lyn to help me
on such business matters. To quote The Beatles, “Don’t Let Me
Down”.

More changes....



One hot sunny Phoenix morning, sitting outside in the smoking
cage, Larkins asked me, “So what happened after South America?
Did you pick up the pieces of your life and start over again?”’

“Yeah, you could say that. It sure put us through a lot of changes
coming home after only a month gone. We thought we’d be gone
forever. We never should have left our barn and home front. We
screwed up, and would now have to start over again. Sadly, this
would happen again many times in my life.”

We lived with our friends, Jan and Mitch. I got a job at
Washington State Nursery, bent over pulling juvenile trees out of
the ground all day for reforestation. I also began playing country
western music with a guitar player named Mack. After years of
rock, this was a real first for me and I dug it. I fell in love with
country music big-time. It seems to come from the heart much
more than the genitals. Jolene worked briefly for two preventive
dentists. Through them, fate led us to the Okanagan area of eastern
Washington, where we nearly inherited an organic orchard from an
elderly Italian fruitarian, through the most bizarre of circumstances.
He took a shine to us and his property sat in a beautiful secluded
valley thick with apricots and McIntosh apples. Still tripped out
from South America, we wondered if maybe this was the valley
we’d been seeking. On some weird level, we were creating this
whole strange situation. However, I tore my knee cartilage from
doing the full lotus advanced yogic posture too long and too soon
in my career. I needed surgery, but the Italian fruitarian insisted
that God would heal me. /f1had surgery, he insisted we would
never, never inherit his house and property. Wow, now that put a
lot of pressure on me. In extreme physical pain and emotional
turmoil, I consulted Bellingham’s most renowned psychic, Dolly.
Without telling her anything about myself, she read me like an
open book.

“I see a frayed rope in your knee,” she said, “and it’s important
that you realize God also works through the hands of surgeons.
You are a western man trying to be an eastern man, and that has
contributed to this accident. And yes, you have previously
incarnated in India-as a monk with a shaved head.”

75



“Wow, maybe that’s why I have a lot of hair in this present life,
as I didn’t have any before. And that helps shed some light on my
longing for India. Thanks Dolly, that’s quite a reading.”

Since I had my medical parents pressuring me for surgery, along
with the psychic’s answer and medical insurance, we chose to say
goodbye to the fruitarian and our dream valley. My knee operation
was my first experience with major surgery and being put under
and learning to use crutches, but not to be my last. What would the
future bring now?

“Well, what did it bring?”” asked Larkins. “You seem to
change more than the weather, my friend.”

In 1976, that “damn beat” resurfaced again, when I got an off-
the-wall call from musician friend Mack to play country western
music in Dallas, Texas. He had moved down there as he felt Texas
was definitely the place to play country music. I flew down on a
two week scouting mission to check out the scene. This time we
wouldn’t just jump, but look before we jumped. Mack arranged for
me to use some Mexican’s raunchy drum set. But this Mexican
ironically turned out to be the original drummer for Sam the Sham
and the Pharaohs, and 1 was playing the German made Trixson
drum set that had recorded the famous song, Woollie Bullie. Things
looked promising enough in Texas for Jolene and me to make the
move; probably another mistake, but what the hell. The reality of
just playing music, with more travel, was very appealing to my
wandering minstrel soul. However, because of the advent of disco
music, we had a hard time finding steady gigs in Dallas. Nobody
was in interested in live music now. And unbeknownst to me,
things were happening behind my back that I wouldn’t find out
about for a few years to come. So after six months of struggling in
the Big D, mainly playing in private clubs where alcohol could be
served, we’d had enough of Texas. It was time to return home.
Texas, to me, is a state of mind anyway.

“What do you call home? Bellingham?”

“Yeah, I guess so. Jolene and I really needed to settle down and
create a new home front again. So we chose to go back there. It
was our hood, Bro.”
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We needed some kind of stability in our lives. Things had just
gotten too crazy since we had left our barn. Fortunately, I scored a
job as a groundskeeper/caretaker at an historic building complex
just a few blocks from my family home. It had been a convent,
when I was a child, and now we’d be living in Mother Superior’s
penthouse apartment. Jolene ended up working next door at a
private business as a secretary. We’d eat lunch together in our
apartment, then back to work right where we lived. This was
definitely a unique living-working situation. As active vegetarians,
we now grew sunflower greens and wheatgrass under our skylight,
as well as sprouting lentils, mung and alfalfa in large glass jars.
We bought the popular Champion juicer and a special manual
juicer specifically for wheatgrass. In our good health, we now
wanted to purchase our own piece of land, to live the simple life
once again in nature. Mother Earth News was our main source of
inspirational reading towards this goal. We came across seven
wooded acres south of Bellingham for $7,000. This was a good
investment for our money. We soon purchased logs to build a log
cabin. We even took a weekend log cabin building class in
Redmond, Washington. At the class, Jolene and I had a heavy
quarrel, about equal to one we’d had in Dallas. What was
happening to us? We definitely weren’t getting along anymore. I
was not providing the stability and security that Jolene needed. We
were basically poor but happy. Now she was not happy and wanted
more than I could give. We talked about children but never
seriously. Maybe we should have. But I knew I wasn’t ready.
There were so many good times together in our marriage that
didn’t get any kind of mention. All of those times when we were
one. And how can I ever describe the taste of her good food and
all of the love that went into preparing it? And the everyday joy for
life we both shared together for so long. Now we had serious
problems to deal with. Nobody ever said marriage was going to be
easy; especially for those marrying so young back in the early ‘70s.

“Were you guys drinking at this time?”

“No. We’d both gone through a beer stage coupled with that
country western music I was playing in Texas. During this time
period, I got into Colombian marijuana. Jolene no longer joined me
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in smoking. What’s up with that? In time, she grew to hate it. This
was a real change, as we had always shared this together.”

“That could lead to problems,” exclaimed Larkins.

“Oh, it did from her point of view but there were more problems
happening than my pot smoking.”

When trust is broken, it can never be regained. I came home
from playing music one night to find my wife and a former very
drunk employer together. I felt sick, hurt and angry. What’s
happening? What’s really going on? At lunch one day, Jolene
dropped the Big One on me:

“I am divorcing you, Rob. You are like a bird that needs to be
set free.” This was heartbreak Number Two, Joyce’s death being
Number One. It felt like my soul mate was yanked from my heart.

“Did she ever really tell you why she left?”

“Yeah, over twenty years later, she told me her reason. Seems I
had placed music and getting high, as priorities above her, she felt.
But, of course, there are always two sides to every story. She
refused the marriage counseling that my parents offered and had
already set her decision in stone. A few days later, all of her stuff
was gone, leaving me feeling like half a man with a broken heart
and oncoming depression.”

“Well, so much for soul mates and marriages made in
heaven,” snickered Larkins.

“Yeah, that is exactly about how I felt at this point too. Later, my
view on soul mates would change. I really feel that we incarnate to
work stuff out, that we’ll never understand- probably from past
lives and unfinished karma. Certain soul mates may last forever
but others may only last a certain length of time. Who really knows,
Larkins?”

“What did you do after she left you?”
“I started picking up the pieces of my broken heart.”

I continued to live in our apartment, where I really heard the
heart and depth of Willie Nelson’s soul. He sang hurting songs that
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portrayed my very feelings as I was doing the dishes alone. It was
as if I were hearing myself sing. I got on my knees in front of my
stereo in rapt awe. Who is this guy who sings from the heart so
deeply, like he’ll be forever lonely? I’d been listening to Willie
awhile and playing his songs in Texas, but now I was really
hearing him and self-realizing the depth of his divine talent. He
tells it like it is! No fluff. Then I went to a Jimmy Buffet concert
at the Bellingham Ice Arena. At this concert, I finally saw Hiraman.
I had heard about him before, as he too was a vegetarian and into
sprouts, wheatgrass and God- just like me. Having returned from
India with a shaven head and eyes turned upward, Hiraman looked
heavy- very heavy. Friends who knew him said he had lived with
the Babaji of Yogananda’s autobiography. I couldn’t believe this!
Nobody sees Babaji. Yogananda had only seen Babaji twice in his
holy life. I should add to, that by this point of my life, I had fallen
away from Yogananda’s path of meditation. This caused a lot of
guilt feelings at first, feeling that I was leaving my guru, but my
path was changing. I met a monk from Self-Realization Fellowship
who’d given up his vows. I can’t imagine his guilt. People change
and paths change and the next step always presents itself. I will
always respect Yogananda’s teachings and organization, but found
it was not for me any longer. I was much more attracted to Babaji
in his autobiography anyway. So, who is this Hiraman? Can he
teach me anything about Babaji? I must meet him and learn more.

“Did you,” questioned Larkins, “get the chance to finally meet
him?”

“That would come to pass after more foreign travel.”

“You are a lucky dog, Rideout!”
“Well, I don’t know about luck, Larkins. You don’t know the price
I’ve paid to be a free spirit. Everything has a price tag.”

“Where did you go this time? Gosh, you seem to get around
more than anybody I’ve ever met.”

“I’1l get to that,” I replied. “Right now, have you got any Jolly
Ranchers in your drawer? They were out of them on commissary
last week.”
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“Yeah, I’ll give you one. Have you got any Sweet ‘n Low?
Kevin hasn’t been able to smuggle any out of kitchen duty in his
socks for awhile.”

A bonus to my spiritual seeking at this time came in hearing
Dick Gregory speak at Western’s campus. Gregory was a noted
black comedian turned political and diet activist. His long fasts for
peace made national headline news. He was heavy. He kept re-
emphasizing, “When are y’all gonna wake up? Y’all just smoke
that reefer and listen to that vinyl. You have a lot of work to do!
When you gonna wake up?” I took my French friend Fabian, who
has the same birthday as me, to see him. After hearing Gregory
speaks, Fabian did a forty-day fast to help her wake up. Dick
Gregory was like John the Baptist- one powerful voice for truth
crying in the wilderness of materialistic wasteland. What a blessing
it was to see him and hear his powerful words. Sadly, I wouldn’t
wake up for a long time. Alcohol was coming back into my life
again. The snowball, that would become a snowman, was just
beginning to form. I now drummed for a country-rock band named
Super Natural, in the border town of Blaine. Again, this was yet
another very talented band. We had a great tight groove and
everybody sang well too. They introduced me to peach brandy
during our fifteen minute band breaks off stage. Soon, my
upcoming divorce and loneliness didn’t seem so bad. On the very
day of my divorce becoming finalized, I went from divorce court
and final goodbyes to Jolene on the courthouse steps, to a
recording studio and whiskey shortly after. What the hell- I was
free now, or so I thought.

“I know the exact feeling. Alcohol almost always makes me feel
free,” said Larkins.

“Yeabh, it does in the beginning but not later. It becomes a trap, on
more levels than one.”

Playing weekends in Blaine, we met Emma and Henry Morell,
who’d migrated to Canada from Fiji Islands. They loved our band
and invited us to their home in Surrey, B.C. for Fijian food, stories,
dancing and grog- kava kava. Kava, technically yongona root, is a
mild liquid intoxicant and a large element in Fijian and most South
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Seas culture. And it’s legal. We all became very close with the
Morells and visited them many times. They were so loving,
mellow and kind and raising a very functional family in first world
Canada. They were absolutely beautiful. Finally, they suggested
that Super Natural ought to consider playing in Fiji, and offered to
assist us in our endeavor. It would take much planning and time to
bring this tropical dream to fruition, but their seed did sprout and
bloom into a beautiful flower of a once in a lifetime experience.

“So, you’re on the rebound from a divorce, starting to drink
again and going to Fiji islands to play music? I wish I could have
been in your boots. That sounds exciting to me. Fiji!”

“Yeah, it sounds crazy, doesn’t it? However, the divorce would
still haunt me far away in paradise.”

Those ports of Paradise
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I was definitely at a major turning point, in my young life of thirty
years. In early October of 1979, Bruce, Wayne, Teri and I flew
fourteen hours to Nandi, Fiji. We had gotten an incredible
introductory airfare on Continental airlines for five hundred dollars
round trip, with Hawaii included, and good for up to one year.
During ’79, Brooke Shields was busy filming 7he Blue Lagoon in
Fiji. She would soon be our neighbor, island-wise. In Nandi
airport, the first thing you hear is Bula, Fijian for hello. We’d just
stepped off the plane into another world. The warm tropical night
air felt so good after the freezing cold of the Pacific Northwest.
With Fiji being fifty percent Hindu, it’s not ironic that this town is
named after Lord Shiva’s bull, Nandi. Even the capital city of
Suva sounds a lot like Shiva to me. But these are just observations
of a Hindu mind. Fiji might actually blow my mind, who knows.

That first night we stayed at an inexpensive haven for travelers,
where we could cook our own food to save money or order from
their simple menu. Arriving very late at night, I took my flashlight
outside to see the flora of this new world. The flowery scents of
frangipani flowers and roses were evident, even in the dark. After
a short nap, I was the only one up early enough to see the sunrise.
The same old sun, but it sure looked spectacular this morning.
There were lots of beautiful Hindi children in blue uniforms,
walking off to school and mangoes were scattered everywhere,
with the mynah birds picking and cackling about. I was rushing
with joy on my first morning in paradise! The beauty and magic
here was already killing me. I felt so incredibly free and blessed
and it was warm too.

“I wish we were there now man, instead of here in prison,”
exclaimed Larkins.

“I know what you mean. Just pretend you’re with me, Randy.”

The snorkeling in Fiji’s coral reefs ranks next to the Great
Barrier Reef in northern Australia. There is ninety-foot visibility
in the near, 70° water. On our first dip, we all emerged screaming
with joy. This was another unbelievable dimension to experience;
an aqua paradise. The coral and numerous varieties of fish
reminded us of pages out of National Geographic or TV specials
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by Jacques Cousteau. We’d snorkel so long, that when falling
asleep at night, we’d experience the aquatic feeling of floating in
water again. After leaving Nandi, we traveled south on King’s
Road to Suva, Fiji’s capital city and a famous hub in the South
Pacific. The air pollution in Suva smells like a coconut macaroon
cookie, from the copra processing plants. How sweet. This was
much better than the diesel fumes of Quito! Our combo played for
a week at the Hotel Esa Lei, overlooking Suva Bay. This classic
hotel was famous in Suva’s history and built in the shape of a turtle,
Fiji’s symbol. The Fiji Sun ran a front page picture and story on
us- Super Natural — Super Country. The article said we were
famous in America, and on holidays here in Fiji. At least part of
that is true. When we arrived to play, it was like being famous for a
little while, as small black faces stared into our taxi windows,
while being repeatedly asked for our autographs. I wonder today
how many of those kids, who would now be adults, even
remember who we were. We also played at Fiji’s four-star resort,
The Fijian. That place was really something else. Talk about
beauty! After spending two weeks on the main island of Vanua
Levu, our trip was possibly coming to an end, or modification,

anyway.
“What do you mean, Rideout?”

“Well legally, we could only perform for two weeks, as we were
competition to local Fijian bands. We could never get a clear
answer to this question before we came down here. So Wayne and
Teri decided to fly home and commercial fish in Alaska. They
loved what little of Fiji they saw, but had children to raise and
responsibilities far beyond guitar player Bruce and me. We
decided to go for the long haul and spend six months, as we’d only
touched the tip of this tropical iceberg. We both had enough funds
for the venture and the chance to experience this paradise so fully,
might never be presented again. My life was so good at this point,
but we seldom seem to realize that when it is actually happening.”

“Oh, I know what you mean. We always seem to take life for
granted.”
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“That is so true, Larkins and prison always seems to hammer
home that truth.”

After saying goodbye to Wayne and Teri, Bruce and I moved
into the government fisheries compound north of Suva, where the
Canadian Morells’ cousins resided and worked. Their names were
Harry and Olive Morell, and their blond five-year-old daughter
was little Emma. Fisheries would be our home base of operations
for the next half-year. We drank Fiji bitter beer and/or Yongona
root — kava or grog — with the fishermen pretty much each night.
I’d brought pictures and postcards from home, to share around the
tanoa or grog bowl. They would pass these treasures around like
they came from another planet. When we saw The Deer Hunter in
Suva and Mount Baker came on the screen, everybody fell into a
silent shock at the sight of my sacred snow-clad mountain. I
wanted to stand up and shout, “That’s where I come from!” Why
is the grass always greener somewhere else? Leaving your own
country always lets you see it from a new perspective.

“I’ve never even left the United States, but prison is sure giving me
a new perspective on it.”

“I hear you loud and clear Larkins. It’s like the other side of the
coin from leaving the country. David said the same thing. Being
incarcerated does give one a whole new perspective on his country.
You never really know what it is like, until you are there.”

The Fijians really took to our nightly music around the grog
bowl- like every night! This almost took on the similarity of a job,
but it did cover our room and board. We did not want to be a
burden to these kind people, so this was the least we could do- play
music. Music is undoubtedly the greatest common denominator
anywhere on earth; the true universal language. So we sang for
our fish dinner, and believe me, we ate fish nearly every night, plus
white rice, dalo and cassava root.

However, I was plagued by dreams of my ex- wife Jolene
and those divorce flashbacks. I also discovered my first gray
hairs sprouting from my crown. I still felt that I was processing
deep inner questions about her and our relationship. Could we
ever be together again in the future? I doubt it. [ know I’'m
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looking for an anchor but will I find it here in Fiji? I also know
that God is the only anchor, but I still miss having a mate. All
the goodness of Jolene comes through to me at times alone,
still haunting me. I remember how heavy she could be, on so
many levels both good and weird, and yet possess a beauty that
most women don’t have. Women! Why do I lose myself over
them and give away my power? I see too that I am the one who
must change and mellow out a bit more, before I’1l ever attract
another mate. I feel so fragmented and I need to be whole. On
top of all these dreams and flashbacks, I still wonder what I’11
do for work when I do return home- a major worry. So, [ wrote
a letter to country musician Mack back in the Bellingham area,
to possibly see if he might have any work when I return. It sure
doesn’t hurt to do some ground work from here, down under. It
just may pay off.

“You were trying to cover your ass for the future, Rideout.”
“Yeah, you could say that, Larkins.”

One day in Suva’s marketplace, Bruce and I luckily ran into a
very friendly outer island native, named Joe. He offered to take us
to his village of Gunu, on the island of Naviti in the Yasawa group.
At first, we didn’t believe him. We needed to receive government
passes to visit. We were also required, by the government, to take
grog, rice, flour, sugar and salt, carrots, bread, jam and peanut
butter. That way we wouldn’t be putting pressure on their low-
income subsistence village economy. Finally, we were off for a
five hour voyage on a twenty-four foot long crowded copra or
dried coconut boat, heading towards Joe’s island of Naviti. The
total cost was $5.50 each. Cold waves splashed us all day, we were
soaking wet and we both got wind and sunburned, with no visible
sun in the sky. On this thirty-six mile trip, my fingers actually got
numb. This was the first time I’d been cold since leaving the
Pacific Northwest. As the waves were splashing me and [ was
shaking all over, all I could think about was the possibility of a
Hindu wife. In the back of my head I could hear my mom saying
her mantra, “Oh God, Rob.” Many native friends here had already
posed this idea to me. Bruce had a similar idea too- of possibly
marrying a Rotuman wife. Rotuma is an island 300 miles north of
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Fiji and is supposedly noted for the prettiest women and the
sweetest fruit in the south Pacific. Now that’s a good one. We had
previously met a few Rotumans here. One, named Julian, had
become our friend, planting this idea and also suggesting that we
should definitely see his beautiful island on our trip. It seemed like
a good idea at the time, the marriage thing I mean, as [ was already
of Hindu mind. I reckoned a nice young East Indian lady would
probably make a hip guy like me a great mate. Now [ was flipping
out over the idea. Then maybe, I could possibly live in Fiji full or
part time. This was actually where my head was at, on the rebound
from my divorce. And seeing the Rotuman women didn’t sound
like a bad idea either.

“You were fricking crazy, Rideout!”

“Divorce does that to some folk. You know that, Larkins. Just
think about some of the stories we’ve heard in here from other
inmates. A lot of these guys have been married right and left, many
times.”

Finally, we saw Naviti looming in the distance. The water here
was so blue, splashing up against our waists as we waded ashore.
This was a vision Hollywood dreams were made of. No wonder
they’re filming The Blue Lagoon here! Where’s the music? This
gorgeous tropical scene was blowing me away. [ totally forgot how
cold I was a few moments ago. Most tourists in Fiji will never see
this side of native life, unless they’re invited into it like we were.
But there is a price to pay for it too, like the physical aspect. After
catching our breath on the beach, we began hiking up five miles of
jungle trails, seeing incredible vista views of the other islands in
the Yasawa group and numerous white sand beaches scattered in
every direction with no tourists- the real Fiji. Soon it got dark on
the trail and following Joe was not an easy task. After slipping and
sliding in the dark, we met another native who had the most
incredible bananas I’ve ever tasted. After his sweet snack, we took
a bath in a black saltwater lagoon with lightning flashing overhead.
Good God! Where are the dinosaurs? Coconuts were falling in the
dark and bananas were scattered everywhere, with a warm wind
blowing to beat the band. This bath felt refreshing but I wish it
could have been clear water instead of saltwater. By the time we
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had reached Joe’s village, the moon had risen, casting a
luminescence across the most beautiful bay I’d seen yet in Fiji.
Already, Bruce and I felt like we were being permitted a view of
heaven on earth or at least a totally different culture from our own.
Here was a true paradise.

The next day we took our grog or yongona root to Chief Johnny.
He performed serious prayers to the gods Mana and Dina or luck
and truth, followed by muffled handclaps that ordained us
permission to be a part of their village. Then, Johnny thanked us.
You must always bring yongona when staying in a Fijian village,
to be accepted. In the days that followed, we tasted green coconut
milk, wore our first Sulu or wraparound skirt and learned how to
weave palm frond baskets with much difficulty. Soon our fishing
lessons began in the blue lagoon. The spear guns were basically an
inner tube strip combined with a coat hanger. You can imagine
how hard it must be to shoot a fish this way!

“Wow that sounds like real fun to me,” commented Larkins.

“It’s much harder than you think. You have to calculate the
refractive nature of water too.

Joe has had doctors, scientists, engineers, hippies and God
only knows who else stay here in his village of Gunu. Joe is a
holy man to me and, physically, he reminds me of Mahavatar
Babaji in his former incarnation. Back in 1974, when my wife
Jolene and I had taken the pilgrimage to Ecuador, we carried a
small book with us titled, Hariakhan Baba —Known, Unknown
by Baba Hari Dass. Joe strongly resembled the cover photo of
Babaji. Who was this guy, really, to give us such an incredible
experience?

“Maybe he was Babaji, unbeknownst to you.”

“I don’t actually think so, but in my mind I felt such deep
respect for Joe that he might just as well have been Babaji. He
was always teaching me so much in so many subtle ways. He
told me once that I was fit and a chief. Maybe you are right,
Larkins.”
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As we watched the goats, pigs big and small, chickens,
puppies, cats and kittens play alongside aqua blue graves,
Gunu’s villagers and fishermen told us tales. They spoke of
seeing large colored lights ascending from the ocean depths
into the night sky and beyond. They asked if we thought they
were possibly devils. I don’t think so, as the Fiji Sun and
Times newspapers both had feature articles about UFO sighting
in the Yasawas. Old radio shows like Art Linkletter’s Kids Say
the Darnedest Things and The Shadow are still popular here at
night, as TV does not exist. Who needs TV when you’ve got
ET?

“Why no TV?” asked Larkins.

“The government wouldn’t allow it. Back in ’79, they were
trying to protect their culture against the inevitable.”

Kava, or yongona root, of which I’ve already spoken, is a
variety of pepper tree that takes five to seven years to reach
harvest. When the stems and roots are dried and then manually
beaten, or mechanically ground into a flour, cold water is
added to create a mud puddle that tastes like a freshly ground
cedar pencil. This is the liquid drug or beverage of Melanesia
and Polynesia. With my addictive personality, I had a love/hate
relationship with this grog, as it is commonly called. It is
consumed daily in Fiji as a ritualistic ceremony, a “grog break”
at a city bank or socially in the villages and towns. Both native
Fijians and domestic East Indian Hindus partake of the narcotic
beverage, which is basically a man’s drink. I out drank the
chief of another village one night and became a living legend-
something they would talk about for a long time. When asked
if I was stoned yet, I replied, “You don’t even know the
meaning of the word.” You are dealing with one of the original
hippies here. To me, the high was like one beer combined with
a mediocre joint. But when drinking mass quantities, [
developed what Fijians call coni coni or second skin. This is
an intense nerve itch that can’t be scratched- like a snake
shedding its skin. I swore I’d never drink grog again. However,
when tomorrow arrived, there was nothing else to do but to
drink it again. My thinking was that it made me feel more at



one with the natives, myself and this hot environment, despite
the consequences. This rational and pattern would be repeated
with alcohol later; that damn addictive personality at work. At
night in the villages, you often hear what sounds like drums
pounding away. However, these are not drums but the beating
of kava into powder. The beat goes on, even in Fiji.

“Yeah Rob, I’ve got that addictive personality problem too. I
think most alcoholics do.”

“That goes without saying, Larkins.”

Things were about to get much more interesting for us under the
palm trees. On Christmas day, Bruce and I attended a Methodist
church service to enjoy the incredible a capela singing. 1 wore a
white muslin shirt from Thailand and meditated with my eyes
closed. I now wore a beard with my long wild hair. Unexpectedly,
I heard children’s voices saying, “It’s him,” all around me. They
thought I was Jesus, for Christ’s sake! Bruce affirmed their
observations, as this island sure didn’t see too many hippies here
looking like the Son of God.

“That’s unreal!”

“Well, one kid whispered I was not him.”

“Still, that is something you’ll never forget, Rideout.”
“I suppose you’re right, Larkins.”

After that experience in the church, we were invited to celebrate
the holy day with whiskey and grog under a corrugated tin roof.
Everybody there had a head start on us. The gray-haired, respected
chief of the village sat in front of us. Both the bottle and the bilo
were passed around for us to catch up. A very great honor was
about to be bestowed upon us. I guess they were just getting us
ready. The chief had two tobuas to present us. This is the highest
spiritual honor in Fiji, seldom given to whites, except maybe
important dignitaries or Prince Charles. A tobua is a sperm
whale’s tooth, usually passed at death or marriage within Fijian
culture. We were blown away, to say the least! We only accepted
one for the two of us and later passed it on to the Morells for their
daughter little Emma. There are only so many in circulations here.
Had we taken it out of Fiji, it would have been confiscated at U.S.
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Customs in Hawaii, never to be returned to Fiji. The sperm whale
is an endangered species so this could be illegal outside Fiji. I
carried a picture of me holding our sacred treasure, which could
open any door in Fiji like a key. Now, we were spiritually adopted
in Fiji; in like Flynn. This token is similarly equal to receiving a
golden eagle feather from a Native American.

“Wow, that’s cool and another affirmation that you are special,
Rideout. God was blessing you and Bruce. ”

“Yeah, well maybe, but we are all special in our own unique
ways. Even you are special, Larkins. And I know you usually don’t
feel that way about yourself.”

“Yeah, I know,” he mumbled under his breath.

“Please try to hold your head and neck a little higher. You look
too depressed sometimes.”

“Hell, I am!”

One thing made me very unique for years to come. To fulfill a
longtime desire, I had a local Hindu craftsman build me a dotara
for chanting. This simple musical instrument is a large hollow
pumpkin gourd with a bamboo neck and two strings tuned the
same. | soon began chanting Sanskrit mantras under the palm trees
near the ocean, ala Bhagavan Das.

“You are so bizarre, Rideout! Come to think of it, a lot of
musicians [ know are weird. But you are unique in your own way.
Was it hard to play that dotara?”

“No, it came to me real easy and fast. It was just like I always
knew how.”

Singing to God has always been my most cherished form of
devotion. The human voice is really all you need to express your
love for the divine. You just need to find and perfect that voice
within your own heart and let it come forth. I began doing just that
on the beaches of Fiji in 1979. Bruce, in his quiet way, didn’t have
much to say about it. He was busy photographing flowers and
shells close up.
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“Wow, you’ve been singing a long time. I don’t hear you singing
in here... prison [ mean.”

“No, not here, but when I hear the chiefs singing out in their
sweat lodge on Saturdays, it brings joy to my heart. They know
what I’'m talking about. And there is a Mexican here who sings to
Jesus all day long. You know the guy I’m talking about... the one
who plays guitar in the chapel. That dude is one righteous soul,
really trying to keep his mind on God here in prison through
devotional songs. I take my hat off to him. However Larkins, I’1l
sing like a lark when I do get out.”

“Yeah, we all will. So, did anything ever happen with you
marrying a Hindu girl in Fiji? That just sounds so crazy to me.”

“Yes and no.”

After placing an advertisement in the newspaper and having
girls lined up and down the sidewalk, I chose nineteen year old
Indra to be my bride. Her mother was a seamstress and her father
farmed sugar cane. I was totally out of my mind. Calling my
mother collect, I asked her to send me my much needed, recent
divorce papers.

“I don’t know what I’ll have to say to you, Rob, when I pick you
up at the airport,” she shouted, before slamming the phone down.

This was a real bummer, as [ still had another month to go
and a lot of time to think about what I’d done and/or nearly
done. There would be no marriage without my US divorce
papers. Oh well, ¢ est la vie. During this time, [ met Tim
Welch from lowa, who’d been schooling in New Zealand and
was on his way home via Fiji. We became fast friends and
partied hard with the Morells. Our lives would cross again.
Finally on my way home, I stopped off in Hawaii to visit old
friends. Why not, it came on the same ticket and I may never
have the chance to see Hawaii again. There, I reunited with
Hiraman once more, the Bellingham disciple of Mahavatar
Babaji. He was presently building a Shiva temple in the jungle,
as instructed by Babaji. As I helped Hiraman mix cement, we
talked for hours about his personal experiences with Babaji in
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India. There was no doubt in Hiraman’s mind that the present
young Babaji in India was the same old Babaji of Yogananda.
Left alone in my friend’s house, while they went out shopping,
I noticed a black and white photo of a man that seemed to stare
through me. I studied the photo closely. He looked like the
actor Sabu from The Jungle Book movie. This was Babaji, both
young and old at the same time, back in his body and alive in
India! I couldn’t stop staring at this photo. Even today, after
seeing many pictures, this photo still holds that power over me.
I returned to Bellingham a changed man, holding my first
photo of God.

“You mean Babaji.”
“Same.”

“Was your mom pissed off at you when she picked you up at
the airport?” questioned Larkins.

“No, not really; she’d cooled down quite a bit and actually
felt a lot of compassion for me. My mom knew that I wanted a
woman in my life, but not somebody from another world and
culture, so far away.”

“Moms have a way of knowing what’s going on.”

We were all having too much....

Soon, a letter arrived from Indra, stating that her family did
not want her to marry a non-Hindu, white dude. I understood
and now it wasn’t a problem- just pipe dreams down the drain.
I’d just gotten a job offer to go on the road again, playing
music for a year with Mack. Remember, I’d written him about
possible work and he came through. Our three piece country-
rock band spent six months in Winner, South Dakota playing
some serious music and experiencing alcohol on a pretty much
daily basis. During this time I made friends with some Sioux
Indians. Rosebud Indian reservation is very close to Winner.
On the weekends here, it was real cowboys and Indians as the



drunken barroom fights broke out. Later, the Indians presented
me with a golden eagle feather and told me to consider myself
Sioux.

“Wow, like getting the fobua in Fiji,” interjected Larkins.
“That’s pretty cool.”

“Again, | felt very blessed and blown away.”

Working cowboys took us horseback riding here too and we
even played for a rodeo dance. Tim Welch, whom I’d met in
Fiji, drove over from Iowa to spend a few days and hear us
play. What a friend! As the summer got hotter, we all got into
bowling, demolition derbies and the community swimming
pool. A few affairs with cowgirls came with the territory too.
We all grew to really love South Dakota, in more ways than
one. Seeing Mount Rushmore was definitely a rush and Rapid
City on our day off was a musicians dream comes true. |
actually saw a drummer there set his Zildjian cymbals on fire
with lighter fluid, while performing the drum solo on Wipeout.
On my tape deck, I was still listening to Fijian music constantly
and dreaming about how I could ever get back there someday.
These dreams were heartfelt and intense, especially under the
influence of alcohol.

After our stint in the mid-west, we traveled on for six more
months to Texas, New Mexico and later, British Columbia
playing our songs. This is when my drinking career really
began and accelerated quickly. What happened in Winner
didn’t stay in Winner. It followed us, especially me. I was
definitely a party boy. Little did I know then that I was an
alcoholic? I did become a much practiced drinker during this
time, as we often partied after hours till dawn. We were all
having way too much fun; extreme alcoholic fun and craziness.
At this time, musicians usually got free drinks, not to mention
the ones that the fans sent up on stage. While playing in Silver
City, New Mexico in December of 1980, John Lennon was
shot and killed just before we were about to go on stage at a
Holiday Inn. Everybody left. We reluctantly played our tunes
to empty tables and bar stools, on the day the music died. |
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deeply mourned Brother John, as Yoko had requested, three
days after his passing. I did this in the Gila wilderness of New
Mexico, never envisioning then that I might live there someday.
After completing our tour of duty in British Columbia, playing
small hick towns in the middle of nowhere to some of the
quaintest people on earth, our band settled into a house-band
job for five years in the American/ Canadian border town of
Sumas, Washington. This new gig would ultimately lead me to
my own piece of property and cabin.

“So, you only played music during this time?”” questioned
Larkins.

“Well, yeah. That’s what musicians do. I made enough to
live on and that was good enough for me. It left me time to
enjoy my life a bit more. I also finally learned to play the guitar.
That was a total dream come true for me. Drums came easy but
I always longed in my heart to play that damn guitar. I never
thought I could do it but it happened, after practicing an hour a
day for a month. In fact, my guitar became a very dear friend,
enabling me to learn any song I wanted to sing, including my
own. And that is a pretty high form of therapy in my book.”

“You musicians live the life of Reilly, don’t you?”

“Not really, but it can seem like that at times to an outsider.
It’s just a thankless job with some strange fringe benefits and a
whole lot of occupational hazards.”

Our band, Dakota was like a big fish in a small pond. |
played four days a week and made as much money as I did
working forty hours a week, in only nineteen and a half hours. |
also had way more of my share of good times than most people
could ever believe or deserve. The party that had begun on the
road seemed to continue into this house-band job. As far as
women went, we could take our pick of the litter from onstage.
This was all still before HIV and AIDS became a big scare. In
short, these were the good old days.

“Alcohol must have been starting to cause problems in your
life by now,” remarked Larkins.



“Yeah it was, but I was in total denial of course. A fellow
musician told me I was starting to have blackouts. I had no idea
what he was talking about. What’s a blackout?”

“Your troubles were just beginning my friend,” commented
Larkins. “A blackout is when you can’t remember anything that
happened.”

Willie Nelson and Emmylou Harris were performing in Seattle,
so I attended this concert with my friend Will Callow. Callow
grew up in my neighborhood and had worked on tugboats for
years- two weeks out, two weeks home. He looked like a bobcat,
wide eyed and bushy tailed. He was very well off financially and
also grew the herb. He met me at a rest area south of Bellingham
and we carpooled to Seattle in his tub of a station wagon. For
having money, he didn’t have much of a car. On empty stomachs,
after an afternoon in the University district window shopping, we
began chugging down whiskey before the gig. Then Callow ate
raw oysters while I had greasy fries. After yet more whiskey, we
smoked his special green California bud to be in prime shape for
the gig. Our concert seats were seven rows from the front and not
cheap. When Callow went to pee, | went into the twirlers, puking
all over the floor. People got very angry, as it stunk something
awful. Hell, who can blame them? I didn’t get thrown out, but I
did get placed at the back floor space of the King Dome.

“How embarrassing that must have been for you!” exclaimed
Larkins?

“Yeabh, it really was. I was one sick hombre.”

When Callow returned, he was very upset, as nobody in row
seven knew where they’d taken me. He spent the whole concert
walking every row, balcony and floor, looking for me! I distantly
heard Willie and Emmylou, who I could barely see now, as I dealt
with immense guilt and shame. I’d puked at my musical mentors’
gig. Shame on you! Look what fucking alcohol did to you this time,
asshole!

“Boy, you got that right, Rideout,” commented Larkins.
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Callow finally found me during the last song. He was nof in a
good mood. I wonder why? In fact, he was fuming mad. Now
things quickly progressed to what seemed like a Cheech and
Chong movie. We left immediately to beat the traffic jam.
Wouldn’t you know it- Callow’s tub had engine trouble, belching
and spitting as we were leaving the parking lot. He started
freaking out on me, rummaging around madly behind his back seat.
How is this going to fix the engine? He had a pound of his
California pot that he was frantically trying to hide, as the red and
blue lights of the cops appeared behind us. Now there was heavy
fear in the station wagon! I got out immediately and told them we
needed a jump. All I could taste was peuck and whiskey in my
mouth. They quickly said, “Call a cab now, as this place is gonna
be crazy with traffic when that concert gets out,” and sped away.
Whew!! A Good Samaritan jumped us within seconds. Then
Callow needed a drink for his nerves. [ was through with alcohol
forever at this point, or so I thought. He got a few shots of
whiskey down his belt before we were finally backed on I-5,
heading north toward home. But not talking. Then, all of a sudden,
we ended up at the Mukilteo ferry landing. Somehow Callow got
in a wrong lane and took an exit north of Everett. Would this night
never end?

“Well, how did it end?” asked Larkins.

“Callow finally dropped me off at my Datsun pickup and I slept
off my headache and shame in the back. I returned to my home the
next morning like a dog with his tail between his legs. I didn’t see
Callow again for many years. Ironically, Kenneth Bianchi, the
famous Hillside strangler, killed his last two college girls in
Callow’s parents’ house, working as a security guard while the
family was away on vacation. The girls’ bodies were found in a
car in a cul-de-sac two blocks from my parent’s house- heavy
karma.”

“I saw a special on TV all about that sick dude.”

“I did too, Larkins. They even showed Callow’s parents’ house,
which totally blew me away. What are the odds of me seeing a
piece of my old hood, on TV, in prison?”
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“You certainly have some strange stories, Rob. Have you ever
thought about writing a book?”

“Funny you should say that. My mom said the same thing.”

There are still so many unanswered questions here....

At Phoenix West, Channel 4 is the Christian station. What a
joke! It oscillates between science fiction and Comedy Central.
Emotional fans of Jesus cry and extend their arms up in the air,
praying to feel God’s presence. If they’d quit crying and close
their eyes just once, maybe they’d finally realize that the
kingdom of heaven is within them, as their holy Bible clearly
states. Tammy Faye Baker seems to have a clone, with heavy
eye make up and a bouffant wig. This lady can cry on call!
Then there is an East Indian preacher who continually knocks
down sick people or pushes them over onto their backs. I am
sure he goes over like a lead balloon in India. The young
traveling, hip looking ministers are really a good laugh. They
frequent Tibet, India and Nepal, which is nice to see on TV,
telling people, who already have a profound spiritual path, how
to get to God through Jesus. How insane is that? These kids
are barely old enough to travel or obtain a passport, let alone
know the way to God. I have yet to see a self-realized being on
channel four, only parrots of Churchianity.

The sisters or homosexual cons seem to have a gay ol’ time
here. They have that certain look in their eyes that makes them
stand out. They are different. They excel at back massage and
hemming pants and really come alive after 10 p.m. lights out,
usually hanging in the bathroom. What goes down in there is
anybody’s guess. Some love to stare, never blinking. What are
they on? Staring is fricking rude in anybody’s book. Here it
indicates lack of respect, according to the Convict Code.

The warden removed the public day room English and
Spanish TVs last week. Now it is very quiet, finally, but all
those brown Latino eyes are focused on my TV set, as it faces
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the day room. Some rude dudes actually stand next to my
“house,” with their nuts in my space, trying to catch a glimpse
of what I am watching. It makes me paranoid to even change
channels, as they are now so into my TV. On weekends, I hang
my wet towel from Larkin’s rack above, to give me some
semblance of privacy. You are never alone here! I often get up
early — like 3:30 a.m. — just to find some quiet time. Then I
hear farting, coughing, snoring and sleep-talking all around me.
At least it’s a little peace, before the 5 a.m. bright lights
awaken the racial rascals once again.

Before bed, I often enjoy some nacho chips and fireball
candy while watching TV. If I can afford it, the killer is raisin
bagels and peanut butter. This is as good as it gets. Inevitably,
somebody walks by asking for a handout, so I often feel guilty
partaking of my one simple pleasure. It’s much easier to eat
treats during count, when the other prying eyes are stationed at
their own bunks, not knowing what I’'m doing. Oh, the joys of
prison life!

The blacks are fairly low key, but loud- very loud, just like
the Fijians. Due to noise levels, their domino and card games
have practically been banned from all dorms here. They’re
commonly seen playing on the yard picnic tables now. The
Indians or Native Americans are called chiefs in prison. There
are a lot of chiefs, mainly Navajo, a couple of Hopis and an
occasional Apache. I seem to get along fairly well with them
on a one-to-one. But sometimes I get the feeling that, being
white, they feel I caused all of their problems. Maybe this is the
karma of being white. Many of the chiefs receive government
money and purchase mucho commissary. There is one semi-
chief who claims to be Indian, but I noticed that the other
chiefs have nothing really to do with him. We call him
“Shitting Dog”. He has tattoos of feathers on both arms and
calves, as he probably doesn’t even own a feather- poor guy.
He also is never seen in the sweat lodge. He tries to lose weight
on his special diet, but buys so much junk food at commissary
that he fills the cart and our largest mesh laundry bag with his
mouth watering treats. Food addictions seem to replace



alcohol here. And being cynical about others seems to come
with the territory too.

My intellectual atheist friend just got released this morning.
The red haired female Sergeant announced in her calm
soothing voice those familiar words, “It’s time to go home.”
How we all await that special time! This young con had a very
old number, indicating that his criminal record began early on.
He was smart but not smart enough to stay out of trouble. God
bless him, even if he doesn’t believe in God.

This once drunken dad often feels like a semi-forgotten
father, in my prison sobriety. Then my son comes through,
with a letter of love that reminds me I am his dad and he loves
me unconditionally. He truly is the best outcome of my
marriage to his mother. I pray the best is yet to come for Sri
and me. And I hope and pray that he will somehow be able to
accept me, as I am, despite the mess I have made of my life-
not to mention the pain I’ve caused him and his family. It
really hurts me to hear him call Roderick “Dad.” I’ve got to
get over that, or at least get used to it. He’s blessed, truly, as he
has two dads. I hardly had one.

There are still so many unanswered questions here and all
about my future, of course. What kind of a job can I look
forward to back in Colville, if I'm allowed to go there? I hope
that Tony can employ me somehow at his new cabinet shop,
but God only knows. After all I’ve been through and all I've
done for employment, faith is what I am left with now. I have
many fears but trust God will provide, as always. Everything
depends on faith. I don’t even know where I will be living for
sure when I leave here- Prescott, Cottonwood or Washington?
Will Lyn and I ever be more than a couple? What to do with
my truck, since I can’t drive? How will I pay child support?
My sobriety will pave the way for the answers, somehow—and
in that 1 place my faith.

Back in my cabin....
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“So tell me more, Rideout, of your days playing that house-band
gig on the Canadian border.”

“Well Larkins, I had some of the most incredible times of my
musical career in that bar, playing again with a bunch of very
talented, good guy musicians. As [ now had steady work, my goal
was to manifest two acres and a cabin.”

After writing daily affirmations hundreds of times - 7, Rob am
now finding my two acres and a cabin - and praying to Babaji, I
found exactly two acres and a cabin on Sumas Mountain, not far
from the border town where I was playing music. The total price
was $15,000- a true miracle. I had Babaji’s disciple, Hiraman
perform a Vedic fire ceremony on my new property, to bless it
properly. Then one night, on stage, time seemed to stop; when I
gazed into the eyes of a beautiful French Canadian lady dancing in
front of me. I mouthed, “I love you” spontaneously. She read my
lips standing very still, staring at me. She had that Babaji look in
many ways. As I tried to reach her table during our fifteen-minute
break, she walked out the door with her apparent date. I went
home that night and wrote in my diary the whole experience,
reverently praying to Babaji again to bring this goddess back into
my life.

“Well did she come back?”
“Be careful of what you pray for, Larkins, as it may come true.”

I wrote Babaji a letter, thanking him for blessing my prayers and
land affirmations. I felt He was directly responsible for scoring my
new home, via my new friends and neighbors Tony and Barb
Harmon. It was a difficult letter to write, as I felt [ was literally
writing to God incarnate. He would know everything already
anyway, right? So I chose my words very carefully. Also, the
mystery dream lady I’d seen on stage a year ago, returned to my
bar world again. Thank you, Babaji. She wore cowboy boots and
an Alpaca poncho from Bolivia. She was as cute as could be, but
smoked cigarettes! I had never been with a smoker before, but I let
this pass. My parents had both smoked around Joyce and me
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growing up. Mom smoked in our VW bug with the windows
closed taking us skiing at Mount Baker. She’d be out in the
freezing cold, cigarette in hand, giving me lessons on how to put
the damn chains on the car. I’d be under the back wheel trying to
hook the freezing metal chain latch in numb bare hands smelling
Mom’s cig. I needed to know more about this chick. It didn’t take
long. I saw her intelligence, magnetism and budding spiritual
beauty from the get-go. Her name, I found out, was Jody and she
was yet another Catholic girl. How do I attract these Catholics into
my life? We walked over toward the pool tables to talk, and she
asked me, “How do you feel about kids?” Hell, I didn’t know, as |
really hadn’t given it much thought and felt I was still too much of
a child myself. I wasn’t ready yet and Jody seemed to feel the
same way too, or so I thought. But little did I know back then just
how prophetic her words would be. We arranged a date where
she’d pick me up with my drums and drive us to the Ski to Sea
Festival in Bellingham. Our band Dakota would be playing outside
there.

Earlier that same morning at about 4 a.m., my deceased sister
Joyce appeared to me beside my bed in living color. This was no
dream or hallucination. I was totally straight. She’d left us seven
years ago, but looked very beautiful in her youthful astral form.
Nothing was said that [ remember. Then she dematerialized back
into the spirit world. Thank you, Joyce.

“Has she ever reappeared to you again?”

“No. It only happened once. But later, as I looked at pictures of
Joyce, I noticed that in nearly every one she has bright light
shining from her forehead. Is that heavy or what?”

“Being your sister, I can totally believe it. She must have really
been something, Rob.”

“She definitely was, Larkins. You would have loved her.
Everybody did.”

Jody and I visited my parents before the gig. My mom planned
to come see me play drums and I wanted Jody to hang out with her;
to keep her company and get to know her better. Upon arriving,
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my dad took me aside in the driveway and announced, in his
doctor’s bedside manner, that my mom was dying of terminal
cancer of the esophagus. She had maybe a year to live. This was
devastating news, now that she and I were finally very close in our
mother-son relationship. When I entered the house, Mom asked
me if [ knew what was up. “Yes,” I said, holding back tears of
pain. “Dad told me.” How was I supposed to enjoy playing music
after this shocker?

Mom expressed that she wanted Joyce to be there for her when
she crossed over. 1 calmly told her of Joyce’s appearance that
morning and reassured her that she’d be there for her. Jody
photographed my mom at this gig, the last time she’d ever see her
drummer boy perform. Mom really approved of Jody. She loved
her. Jody and I continued dating, but after awhile I broke it off.

“Why would you do that?”

“She was a great lady, no doubt, but I wasn’t ready yet. I had
just been burned severely in a cosmic flash-in-the-pan relationship
prior to Jody. I don’t even want to tell you about that one.”

“Oh, come on. Please do tell, Rideout.”

“It takes too long to tell and it’s too heart wrenching for me to
relive it.”

“Okay, I get the point. Sorry.”

I had given my heart away too fast and it had been broken
severely, again. At this point, [ wasn’t certain if I truly had any
love left in me, to give to a serious relationship.

I continued to putter away on my land and cabin and bang
away on my guitar, learning every song I ever wanted to try
singing. And of course, [ was chanting away on my dotara. |
gave my custom Fijian dotara to Hiraman for his Hawaiian
Shiva temple and purchased a larger one from India that sounds
incredible. This was one of the greatest joys of my entire life-
having my very own property to grow with, cultivate and
improve. And I was singing to God doing it. In my small
garden I grew the vegetables I dearly loved and watched them
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flourish. My young tabby cat Angela was now learning about a
whole new environment- the wildwood. I took long walks in
the woods, finding a raven’s nest on a craggy cliff and sitting
in a small cave, next to babbling mountain stream that ran
down the little ravine across the road. Daily, my new
relationship with neighbors Tony and Barb grew deeper. We
depended upon each other for help many times. I felt so blessed
at this point of my life. I owned my own piece of heaven
outright and loved it. As I began studying 4 Course in Miracles,
I felt like I was being shown a divine secret to finally
understand myself and life. This was a whole new way of
looking at things. There must be a better way. I practiced the
daily lessons for one year. Sadly, I was not prepared at all to
tackle the heavy text of this triple volume, life changing
manuscript. However, a seed was planted then that would
sprout much later in my life, in the most unlikely of
environments- right when I’d need it most.

Also, at about this time, I began to have deep fears and doubts
concerning my future as a drummer. Drum machines were on the
rise, putting many percussionists out to pasture. Thank God I
learned to play guitar. I knew I would live, as I’ve always been a
survivor and will find work regardless, but fear gripped my guts
deeply one night as I lay reading alone near my woodstove. Most
other musicians | knew treated music as a weekend hobby, not a
career! I’d put all of my eggs in one basket, and became very
depressed about any future in music. Parental voices scolded me
in my head for not pursuing my college education or carpentry
apprenticeship program. Why can’t I just play music? That’s all
I’ve ever wanted to do. Maybe I should have taken that offer from
The Doors manager years ago? I guess I’'m just like Peter Pan. I
didn’t want to grow up.

“Hell man, you are an alcoholic! That goes with the territory.
That’s why we drink. To try to stay young or at least in our minds
anyway,” retorted Larkins, scratching his ass against the side of his
bunk.

“You’re words are so comforting, Randy.”
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“Well, you know I’'m right, right?”

On the way to work one evening, I stopped off for my mail. I
had received an aerogramme back from Babaji! Lord Shiva had
replied to my thank-you letter. My hands were trembling as I
opened it. What am I going to read? His secretary had typed His
reply. He sent me His blessings- now that’s cool- and said I may
visit Him, after first sending $1,500! This blew my mind. I spoke
with Hiraman immediately. He had never heard of Babaji asking
for money. He stated that there was a lesson here, somehow.

“This sounds like bullshit to me,” interjected Larkins quickly.
“There was a lesson here.”

There always is with Babaji. He had stated that if you doubted
Him, He’d really give you something to doubt about. I had
continually battled the same doubt many had, as to whether this
new young Haidakhan Babaji in present rock star form, was really
the same old Babaji from Yogananda’s autobiography. Was this
His lesson? Did I doubt Him? Would the real Babaji ask for
money? Would the real Babaji please stand up?!

“Did you ever figure it out?”” asked Larkins.

“I mulled it over for a very long time, just watching all the
thoughts that came to the surface. I would get my final answer later,
in India. However, I did not send any money to Babaji. He left His
body before I could. ”

As the shock of Babaji’s letter was wearing off, Barb Harmon
told me about an old psychic gypsy at the Lynden Fair. I decided
to have a reading in her small carnival trailer. She looked the part
with a scarf wrapped around her head and predicted that I'd meet a
beautiful lady where I worked, who’d love my voice. In my mind,
it had to be Jody. She loved my voice and I met her where I
worked. How could I have been so blind? Yet at the same time, I
was helping to create everything that was about to transpire- all
based on the words of a gypsy! And tragically, this would mark the
beginning of all of my woes to come...with nobody to blame but
myself. But I didn’t know that back then. It would take many
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years for me to understand the misleading of my hasty ego and the
karma involved here.

“You’ve definitely made some wild decisions, Rob. Have you
ever thought about being on The Bachelor? So what happened after
the gypsy’s prediction?”

I called Jody up and we began dating again. My mom was
elated. However, Jody was presently signing real estate papers to
purchase a large home in Canada. I remember thinking, “Don’t do
it, as I’ll be marrying you.” She began reading Yogananda’s book
and then called me from Ontario, where she was visiting her
parents. This book really impressed her, and she was fascinated
with me because of the path I’d pursued.

“If she only knew you’d end up in prison,” said Larkins, with a
snicker on his lips.

“That’s not very funny! My incarceration has deeply affected
her.”

We shared the Christmas of *84 together, driving to Seattle’s
Virginia Mason Hospital to visit my dying mother. Poor, shrunken
Mom looked like an extraterrestrial with huge black, knowing eyes.
That was the last time I would see her, as she passed over to join
Joyce on December 28, 1984. When Dad called me that day, I was
knee deep in snow hauling drinking water up from the well. There
were three tall hemlock trees near my cabin that I always felt
represented Mom, Dad and me. On the day of my mom’s death,
her hemlock fell over and was lying in the snow.

“Wow, that is kind of symbolic,” remarked Larkins. “Did you
have a funeral with your dad?”

“I guess you could call it that.”

Jody, Dad and I took Mom’s box of cremation ashes to Clark’s
Point, where I’d played Tom Sawyer as a kid. I said prayers and
recited mantras, just trying to do my best, as [ watched my beloved
mom disperse into the Pacific Ocean. The waves washed her away,
leaving the colorful starfish displayed on barnacle-covered rocks.
Jody and Dad watched on from the cliffs above. She wouldn’t be
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the only loved one I’d lay to rest here, either. I remembered her
words about the curse on the Irish- drink or the temper. Sadly, I
had them both.

“You don’t seem like an angry person at all to me, Rideout. You
seem to have more inner peace than anybody here, in some ways,”
commented Larkins.

“I was a much different person back then,” I countered back.
“Time and what you are about to hear, all had an effect on me,
eventually mellowing me out some. Jody had heard me talk about
Fiji and my desire to return someday. My God, that is all I ever
talked about back then.”

“I’ll bet.”

“Anyway, she heard an advertisement on Canadian radio selling
cheap airfare to Fiji.”

I really wanted to go, but needed to find a lead singing drummer
to substitute for me, to cover my ass, so to speak. I luckily found a
Cree Indian drummer who fit the bill perfectly. I even had him up
to my cabin for a walk in the woods. This guy sang fantastic and
played more instruments than just drums. I invited Jody to go with
me, if she could pay her own way. With her recent house purchase,
I thought my offer was highly improbable. Not so. She had a gold
credit card and used that to finance her trip. So now we we