


	
	




Critical Acclaim for Kin to the Wind and Moro


“A most diverting and picaresque tale, one that reads like a sentimental journey of a hundred years ago.”

—Norman Cousins




“Highly entertaining … spins an enchanting effect … among the cream of his ilk … huge potential.”

—Billboard Magazine




“Like roots growing and spreading in the earth, Moro Buddy Bohn tells his story, digging deep into his childhood. The branches reach out, taking wing upon the wind, the trunk thickens and strengthens. Moro’s is an innate aptitude and love for music, played to the accompaniment of a spice of life garnered the world over, inspired and nurtured by love. The fruits of labor and freshness of youth blend to a satisfying adventure of wild success, played out by his fingers, his heart and soul, upon the melodies and harmonies.”

—Diane Buccheri, Publisher, OCEAN Magazine




“Extraordinary on every count. Moro takes the reader on a thrilling journey. I couldn’t put it down!”

—Norma Paulsen, wife of the late perpetual presidential candidate Pat Paulsen




“Enthralling.”

—San Francisco Examiner




“During the two centuries in which they flourished there were about 400 of these troubadours. Today, there is roughly one. His name is Buddy Bohn.”

—TIME Magazine




“ … Beautiful … his performance was a model of pure, harmonious playing. His tone sings.…”

—San Francisco Chronicle




“He’s tall and handsome, with the magnetism of a Pied Piper. Everywhere he goes people gather around. For life is all harmony in the company of Buddy Bohn.””

—London Daily Mirror




“The guitar of Moro travels the world; a touch of flamenco, a hint of classics, some new world, and always gently expressive with warmth and romance …”

—The Christian Science Monitor




“Kin to the Wind is a highly improbable-but-absolutely-true tale of a modern troubadour who made his way around the world relying solely on his musical performances to obtain food, shelter and transportation. It’s an enchanting and fascinating chronicle filled with adventure, courage, romance, and ultimately, wisdom.”

—David W. Moore, author and Senior Fellow, Carsey Institute, University of New Hampshire




“Nathaniel Hawthorne wrote, ‘a happy person is such an unaccustomed and holy creature in this sad world!’ Moro is deservedly one of those happy people. Through his travels, not merely geographic but also psychological, emotional and spiritual, we’re provided a glimpse of his development and a totally new outlook on things. Those who value freedom and love in their purest form will find much to treasure in this incredible, unique adventure.”

—Lori Tunnell, PhD, USPTA certified tennis professional




“A mystical journey made more so because it is true!”

—D.P. Sanfilippo, public relations consultant, commercial writer




“Kin to the Wind is a tale told with honesty and ecstasy, lovely and full of love. Moro’s musicality transforms prose into song and makes irresistible the charm of the troubadour’s travels. It is an enchanting story through to its final wistful notes.”

—Derick Tasker, classical pianist




“A must read! Moro’s story speaks to the innate goodness of all humans. It shows that regardless of background, people are the same. And when you speak the universal language of music you can often overcome even the most significant of cultural barriers. Some will read this story, set in the ’60s, and think it isn’t possible or even relevant today. I disagree. This story needs to be told today more than ever. We need this reminder that we’re all in essence cut of the same cloth, and our differences should be celebrated.

Whether it’s a musician playing for his keep, or someone offering a smile to a stranger, faith and love are exchanged and all are richer for the experience. As a survivor of the 2001 attack on the Pentagon, I saw the worst of humanity—and on the same day saw the best of humanity. Complete strangers gave me assistance, even hugs. They didn’t ask about my religion, politics or anything else. They just helped. Their kindness fills my memories of that day, just as Moro remembers all the wonderful people he met on his inspiring journey.”

—Lieutenant Colonel Jill Higgins, U.S. Air Force
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THE SAILOR

My old friend is a sailor

From the crew of many boats.

In his face shine the answers

Taught by visions and horizons

Lit with precious understanding.

He’s learned so many nameless lessons

From the risings

And the settings

Of the sun—this vagabond in me.

“What you see in me is you,” he says,

“For we never see each other—

Only ourself who is the other.

“And the sense of one and other

Cannot stand before the vision

In the mirror

One could think to be another.”
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PREFACE

Being kin to the wind, I’ve been driven to travel, discover and be discovered. And this tale is about my worldwide family of folks, both rich and poor throughout 50 nations, who’ve helped me as I came their way.

I’m very grateful. For without connections or referrals, I set out with a backpack and guitar to circle the world at 21 as a troubadour—to play in royal courts and get along without ever using money as a means of exchange.

Other than with the exuberance of my youth, enthusiasm, guitar music, and my desire to see and learn, I had nothing with which to pay anyone. But by trusting, and simply putting one foot in front of the other, I discovered my huge worldwide family. All, even the terrorists among them, saw that I be given food, lodging, transportation, love and encouragement, advice and education. They also taught me philosophy, took me sightseeing, and showed me the lay of the land.

I crossed the Arabian Desert with a camel caravan of champagne-smuggling Bedouins, played for Pablo Picasso in France, was a circus act in Italy—guitar-accompanying a dancing midget horse—and performed with gypsies in Spain. The Communists in Berlin offered me $100 a day to defect. I was attacked and nearly killed by Tunisian beggars, met a ghost in the Himalayas, and was court troubadour to the king of Siam.

If my narrative reads a bit like the tales of Sinbad, I believe it’s because there was a beautiful charm at work, born of my trust in love and my faith that love governs. This charm generated an invisible shield, protecting me when dangers became life-threatening and creating what seemed a worldwide conspiracy that I get looked after.

For most of my life I’ve been known as Moro (Moorish root of Morrow) my legal middle name. It suits the Moorish flavor, probably stemming from blood ancestry, that seasons my guitar composing. But during my troubadour years they called me Buddy Bohn.

Kin To The Wind recalls the events of those years—the people, conversations, and facts just as they occurred—assisted by journals and a big scrapbook of media coverage, documents and photos. The media coverage, including a feature in TIME, became so intense in 1963 it was turning my travels into a publicity stunt though. So I had to stop.

But it’s a tale that cries out to be told. For my memory of the way I was treated—and what this tells me about the presence of love—has so warmed my heart over the years, I’ve come to realize it’s too precious not to be shared.

My story discloses that amid the world’s frailties, insanities and horrors, there’s a limitless treasure of deep love abiding in us—a treasure so bountiful as to make all else seem paltry. It further reveals that if any of us goes around reflecting love with a mirror even so crude as a guitar, we can find it everywhere in abundance. For our world is truly the Eldorado of legend. Though it’s not mere gold that paves the roads. It is love.
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BECOMING A GUITARIST AND DECIDING TO BE A TROUBADOUR

Mom poked her head through the door of our forest cottage and peered through the trees.

“Bud,” she called in her cultured, resonant stage voice.

Though only six, I knew what she wanted and remained silent, hidden behind a tree.

She called louder. “Bud! Garbage!”

I closed my eyes in a desperate attempt to hang onto the music I was at that moment inventing in my head, for I’d come to a very nice passage that needed to be remembered.

But she persisted at full volume, “BUD!”

That did it. My inspiration was gone. My beautiful private symphony was lost.

Sadly I rose to my feet, emerged from behind the tree and confronted her.

“Hmph,” she said. “Come here and take out the garbage. Are you deaf? Why don’t you answer when I call?”

Sun rays filtered artfully through the treetops. I allowed them to soothe the pain of this confrontation and would’ve told her, had my wit been developed, “because I need music. My soul requires these musical moments for sustenance. Subconsciously I know this to be so. Thrilling musical inspiration comforts me, and you’re always taking it away.”

But I was only six, and life was a dream. I could only stare at her helplessly.

She glared at me. “I’m going to instruct the school nurse to examine your hearing. You might be deaf, like Dina says.”

Dina was my older sister. She always insisted I was deaf, dumb and blind, for I didn’t respond to her very well either. I lived in a beautiful astral-like world of my own making. No one anywhere seemed to understand. I didn’t know how to explain and hadn’t really figured it out myself.

Without a word, I took out the garbage.

Then I sat in our sun-drenched garden patio, holding my velveteen panda, and once again immersed into my astral-like world.

Fortunately Mom had her moments when she relaxed and got into my world with me a little. She sat inside a half-opened door and listened as I improvised a song for my panda, borrowing the phrase, “A tiskit-a-tasket” from somewhere … 


A tiskit-a-tasket,

I’ll carry my own basket

And travel the whole world with my house on my back.



There was more to the song, but that’s all I can remember. Mom wrote down the whole song and showed it to me in later years. It was my first outwardly expressed song and probably the start of my being a troubadour. And it turned out to be a song of prophecy.

Around that time, my divorced mom’s boyfriend, Jack McCoy, a fine and giving man who’d been a world-class champion bike racer, took me with him to visit some friends who had a guitar on their hearth. It leaned there temptingly, inspiring a deep longing I can’t explain. I’d never played a guitar before, but I intuitively knew I could make music on it. The lady of the house had been friendly toward me, so I asked her for permission to play it. She was cautious.

“Do you know how to play?”

“I’ve never played, but I can. I just know it!”

She was impressed with my enthusiasm. “Yes, all right then. Go ahead.”

I carefully picked up the huge instrument. It was very bulky. But I was tall and long-limbed for my age and was able to tenderly put my arm around it and pluck my first notes. It sounded rich and fine. It resonated like a cat purring, and I could feel it vibrating. Utterly entranced, I began experimenting. Within seconds I made up a tune, my own song, and played it.

She appeared amazed, as were her husband and Jack. Their attention felt good. I elaborated on the tune and played it over and over. When it was time for us to leave, I put the guitar down reluctantly. The thrill of that experience kept me awake all night.

We lived in Carmel-by-the-Sea, California. Among the artsy little shops, sheltered by tall pine trees, we had the Browse Around Music Store with a few dozen guitars on display for sale. The next day, during my walk home from school, I went in and began playing my tune on one of them without permission because I felt at home there.

The blond saleslady listened. She knew me because I’d been there before and bought a Burl Ives album with all my savings. “That’s a pretty tune. What is it?”

“My own song,” I said, still concentrating on the music.

“I see, but what’s its name?”

I thought about it, decided, and then declared its title. “My Own Song.”

“Well it’s just lovely. But I think Burl Ives might’ve played it a little differently.

Do you mind if I show you how he’d have played it?”

“Yes, please.” I handed her the guitar, grateful for her friendship.

An expert guitarist, she played the same passage I’d just played. But she used all the fingers of her right hand, adding counterpoint with her thumb. It was fuller and richer.

I was very excited. “That’s beautiful! May I try it?”

She handed me the guitar, and I played it just as she’d done. We were both delighted, and I kept returning to her for a year during which she taught me a lot. I decided I liked the guitar and her very much, and that I liked making up tunes and playing them.

During those magical days, I often visited my secret quiet place beneath a sprawling, gnarled old cypress tree growing in the silky white sand of Carmel Beach, gazed at the ocean, sniffed the salty breeze, and listened to the powerful music of the surf rolling in. To me it was an infinite orchestra that stretched for miles in all directions. The awesome power of it filled me with a rapture so intense as to make me think of brand new musical works. They were often endless melodious journeys I could hum mentally.

I’d heard many symphonies of course. Mom had a phonograph with lots of Beethoven, Mozart, Brahms and Chopin. A busy actress, she was out of the house a lot. And Dina was generally over at her friend Sally’s place. So I had our little forest cottage and those fine recordings to myself most of the time. I wore out the records, playing them until I could hum my favorite symphonies note for note.

By learning these fine compositions, I unwittingly taught myself form and structure. Then, buoyed by a serenity inspired by surf sound, I began giving structure to my musical journeys. My own sonatas emerged, fresh new ones, though only in my head. For I didn’t know how to write. I imagined them being played by an orchestra so large as to fill the sky with billions of musicians. A pretty tune made me happier than anything. I liked Burl Ives’ public domain folk tunes, as well as those of Stephen Foster. Dina would sing these songs with me while we washed the dishes.

The kindly old widow Mrs. Kelly lived across the street. She had a grand piano on which she’d allow me to play and compose whenever I visited. She also had a couple of old unwanted tennis racquets in her attic, and she let me have them. The frames were made of steel, and they had steel strings. You could hit rocks with those racquets and not worry about breaking a string. Amid a fragrant old pine forest, a block away, there was a pair of city tennis courts where I spent countless hours.

The courts were dug into the side of a hill, and the Carmel stone-surfaced retaining wall was generally my only available tennis partner. Hitting the grouting produced a crooked bounce, making me run too much. But soon I found that if I really focused and watched the ball, I could substantially improve my percentage of good bounces by aiming my shots, causing the ball to hit a smooth area of stone. This learning to focus was vital in helping me to concentrate on my guitar and composing work at the Browse Around.

Mom hired some carpenters to build an extension onto our living room. They built a space for grandpa’s baby-grand piano that belonged to her by virtue of her divorce settlement. It was a big day for us when the piano arrived. Now our baby sitter, Margaret Clark, was able to give both Dina and me piano lessons.

Margaret began a special learning program with me. It was a kind of challenge game. I would turn my back to the piano, whereupon she’d play a note and dare me to name it. Then she’d play two simultaneous notes and have me name both. After that, she’d play a whole chord, have me tell her the notes in it, and identify the chord. It was easy for me after awhile. With this and other techniques, she helped solidify my comprehension. But she was elderly and passed away.

So Mom hired Bessie Frazer to teach me. Bessie made me play Bach compositions, insisting I cup each hand face down over the keys as though holding a plum. And she demanded I play the music exactly as Bach wrote it. I found it agonizing and insufferable—not only the hand posture but the reading of notes. It gave me headaches. I insisted on playing the music my way, from my heart, taking liberties with the notes and meter so the music would sound prettier to my ears.

One day we reached an impasse when I simply refused to obey her order to play what I saw on the page. She angrily got up and stalked out of the house. As she passed Mom, who was out watering the lawn in the front yard, she declared, “that boy will never be a musician!” She never returned, and Mom wisely allowed me to just drift on my own.

Inside the back page of a Scrooge McDuck comic book, a year later, I found an ad that said if I would sell 12 cans of their Cloverine Brand Salve at 25 cents per can and return the money to the company, they would send me a small guitar—a kind of jumbo-size, cardboard ukulele. It sounded like it might be easy and fun. There was a coupon in the ad, and I needed only remove it, fill it out and send it in to get the salve. All excited, I approached Mom about it. Would she help me fill out the coupon, address an envelope, find a stamp and … 

“No!” she said. Mom was very dramatic.

Every encounter was a scene in a play for her. To her all of life was a stage. She was so very talented, winsome and stunningly attractive, she starred or co-starred in a procession of standing-room-only hit plays at the local Golden Bough Theatre for almost ten years.

She proceeded to put on one of her characters. “You’ll never be able to sell all those cans of salve. And when you don’t send them the money, they’ll come get you and take you to jail.” She pointed to a place off in space with absolute authority. There was no contesting the point. “And that’s final!” she said.

Sad and crushed, I took the precious comic book to my cabin Jack had built for me in the backyard where I was allowed to live alone. I sulked there for a long time. I had no one else to consult, for Jack wasn’t around. I just had to find out from someone if they could really send me to jail, or if this was just another one of Mom’s theatricals.

The next day, I dropped by the two-room, board-and-bat cottage of my best friend Red Eagle, adopted son of Buffalo Bill Cody. I’d met him while selling the town’s weekly Carmel Pinecone newspaper at the post office entrance. He’d bought one, offering to pay double if I’d deliver a copy to his place every Thursday afternoon.

His cottage stood alone amid an otherwise undeveloped, forested city block behind the Texaco gas station, corner of 7th and San Carlos, and was so thickly surrounded by wild juniper bushes and pine trees you could barely see it from the street. He really enjoyed his privacy in there. The only clue to his presence was the broken down, chain link gate out front.

Inside, he kept his spartan, impeccably dusted quarters in perfect order. He’d always welcome me with such warmth I felt like I was in heaven with him. He’d serve me a glazed donut and some milk and tell me of his days as an Indian scout with the U.S. Army. Occasionally he spoke of his glorious days as a performer on his dad’s Wild West Show where he’d been an equestrian and snake dancer. He was very wise and knew the answers to all my questions about everything. I found I liked him so much that my Thursday business visits soon became almost daily social calls. He didn’t mind at all, and we would go out for walks sometimes.

This particular day, we went for a walk along the divided dirt road east of his house. Cars rarely went along that road, for there were no destinations along it. There was only thick forest on either side, and it didn’t lead anywhere you couldn’t go using nearby paved roads. As we walked, I showed him the ad that I’d torn from the comic book and carried in my back pocket.

“Could they put me in jail?” I asked him.

He was silent for a long time, as was his way. Finally he said, “you need to listen.”

“To what?”

“Listen, just listen.”

I listened really hard but could hear nothing. The ocean was too far away to be heard, as were the hustle and bustle of the nearest street. We had the entire divided road to ourselves. But then I heard what seemed to be the sound of a squirrel chewing on an acorn and pointed to it.

“No, not that,” he said.

At length I gave up. “I can’t hear anything.”

He beamed with satisfaction, for he’d heard them—riders on horseback approaching us from the south. Though he was 77 years old, his hearing was better than mine. He knelt to the ground, put his ear right into the dirt of the road and listened for what seemed to be a long time. Then he stood up and announced four riders on four horses were trotting (not walking or galloping) toward us. He added they were on our southbound lane, not the northbound lane as would be normal, and would appear over the hump ahead of us in just over a minute. He checked his watch, and we waited.

In about 70 seconds, the four horses, each bearing a rider, did indeed appear. They trotted toward us on our lane just like he’d predicted. He’d known from the hoof sound that all four horses were bearing riders. The sound had told him it couldn’t be Bettie Greene mounted on her horse with three riderless horses in tow. (She often hand-towed her horses back and forth along that road to and from her pasture and riding stable.)

His chest puffed out with pride. His handsomely chiseled old face glowed like John the Baptist beholding Jesus for the first time. For he’d known how many horses and riders, their speed, direction, and exact time and location of arrival.

Supposing he’d detected not four but forty armed hostiles. How precious such information could be to the leader of a small army patrol touring hostile territory. He’d have had 70 seconds to muster his men behind a huge rock or clump of bushes and save their lives. Red Eagle was still a scout at 77, and I felt very lucky to be his friend.

When we returned to his cabin he examined the comic book ad for me. “This is a good plan,” he said. “Go ahead and order the salve.”

Elated, I told mom of the day’s adventures and repeated his advice. She respected him, as did the other few townsfolk who’d met him. So she helped me with the coupon, envelope and stamp. The salve arrived. I sold it all in a single afternoon, going door to door around our neighborhood. She helped me send in the three dollars I’d gathered, and in a week or two my little cardboard guitar arrived complete with pegs, set of strings and instruction booklet. What a joy! I spent hours and hours with it. She was proud of me, and I often caught her playing it.

On a subsequent visit with Red Eagle, I thanked him for helping me with Mom over the guitar. I told him my only disappointment with it was that when I played a composition on my guitar it didn’t sound as nice as it did in my imaginings of my billions of musicians playing it. He thought about it for a long time and then regarded me soberly.

“If, when you practice on your guitar, you will pretend that it sounds like it does in your heart, then one day it will!”

At first I thought he was just mollifying me like all the other grownups. But he continued gazing at me with a sober face and looked me straight in the eye for a long time. So I realized he was saying something important and resolved to remember what he’d said.

One day in school, during the weeks that followed, I found myself dreaming about music, behaving distantly and being unaware that this was so. Accordingly I was harassed by a group of my schoolmates. “You don’t have any friends. None of us likes you,” they chided. I couldn’t understand why they were being this way. They said I was different—not like them or anyone else—which is why I would never have a friend. It was awful.

I told them they were wrong because I did indeed have a friend.

They laughed and laughed. “Who?” they chided. “Who would be your friend?”

I told them I had an Indian friend who lived in the bushes behind the Texaco gas station and learned things by listening to the ground.

At this they laughed even louder. Our teacher came over to see what the joke was, and they told her about my Indian.

She smiled patronizingly at me. “Indians live on special Indian reservations. They don’t live here in town with us.”

“Well, maybe so, but this one lives here in town,” I maintained. And I stuck to my story with such vehemence she was very concerned. She threatened to go to those very bushes I described and prove there were no Indians in there. Right in front of my fellow students, she said it was important to confront me with my overactive imagination so I’d understand my imaginings weren’t real. The kids snickered and chided some more at this, and I was very embarrassed and upset.

But I refused to back down. So that night, just after sundown, she went to Red Eagle’s bushes. Thank God he was home, and a light was on! She could see a faint glimmer through the bushes, decided to take a chance, made her way to the cottage and timidly knocked on the door. Red Eagle received her with a pot of tea and accepted her proposal that he come to school the next day and entertain the class.

He arrived wearing his moccasins, leather snake-dance outfit and flamboyant feathery headdress he’d worn for his performances in his dad’s Wild West Show of the 1880’s. He’d always kept this wardrobe, together with his long hair he’d cut off when he came to live among white men, in a coffin-size wooden box at the foot of his bed.

He walked right into our classroom and took over. I was completely absolved. The kids were quite surprised. He took us out to the playground and taught us some Indian dances, telling us their purposes. He even showed us how to listen to the ground. He was teaching us beautiful things, but the boys behaved insanely around him, whooping, hollering and gaping at him like he was a freak. I was so embarrassed for them, I went over to the far end of the playground and sat against the stone wall there. I didn’t want him to think I was like them, and was relieved when it was all over and he left.

Red Eagle and I grew very close in the precious couple of years that followed. Then one morning while I was in school, he went to work with his horse, a beautiful pinto stallion he kept at Bettie Greene stables, and the horse kicked him for the third time. Twice before, this spooky animal had warned by kicking him gently, but he’d thought his love for the horse would prevail.

He knew everything about horses, but about this horse he was wrong. That third kick was a mean one. He fell to the ground, unconscious and bleeding internally. Bettie, mom’s closest friend, found him and phoned for an ambulance which took him to Monterey County Hospital.

That same afternoon, I happened to go by the stables to see Bettie. For I often spent my days there, helping her with the stable chores and eating from the 200-pound pile of grotesque but delicious and fragrant organic carrots she kept for the horses. I loved listening to music on the radio in her office where she would sit with me reading her True Confessions magazines.

Like her horses, she was a radiantly healthy vegetarian. Her tack room was filled with horse medicines that cured human ailments also, and she was a walking encyclopedia of information on what to do in any sort of contingency. She had more common sense in her little finger than all the legislative bodies in the land.

Very sadly, Bettie told me what had become of my best friend. She’d tried to convince the ambulance drivers to take him to Carmel Memorial Hospital where wealthy folks were taken. But the drivers saw an old Indian in old clothes, figured he had no money, and insisted on taking him to County Hospital—not as well equipped or staffed and popularly known as the “pest ward.”

So Red Eagle lay unattended in the Emergency Room at County Hospital until he breathed his last. There were just not enough doctors there, Bettie said. She’d closed up the stable, followed the ambulance and done what she could there to get him some medical attention. But there was none to be had. He was 79.

“Why didn’t they take him to Memorial?” I asked in tears. “He was the richest man in Carmel. No one else knew how to listen to the ground. No one else knew about music the way he did,” I sobbed. Bettie hugged me, but even she had no answer. I cried all afternoon and evening and far into the night, unable to eat or sleep.

The town of Carmel is very proud of having been Red Eagle’s chosen place of final residence. And though, over the years, they’ve torn down his cottage and bushes, paved the entire lot with asphalt and built a shopping mall on it, they’ve erected a fine plaque there that says, “Red Eagle Alley.” And a splendid portrait photo of him hangs in the Carmel City Library.

There was no one to console me over Red Eagle’s loss but Bucky, the big loving black dog who lived next door to us. He was a cross between springer spaniel and German shepherd and had the most soulful eyes of anyone. His owner, Mrs. Beaudeau, an aloof old Frenchwoman, didn’t appreciate him much and made him live outside. Mom was so busy with her theatre rehearsals, I lived pretty much on my own too. So Bucky and I got together and were fellow outcasts.

He was closer to me than anyone. Though he had one other friend, a little brown mouse who lived in the tool shed in Mrs. Beaudeau’s front garden. Bucky would lie down on his stomach when he saw the mouse coming, and the mouse would climb up and sit on his extended huge downy paws. Bucky would rest his snout upon his legs, and the two of them would confer. The mouse would shake and move to and fro, as though telling a tale by charade, while Bucky would make sympathetic whiny sounds in response, his soulful eyes showing the deepest sympathy.

Mice and dogs don’t generally relate, but these two found each other bewitching. Several times I found them thus engaged in conversation as I would drop by. Many special souls like these two lived in Carmel. That’s just the way things were.

Bucky and I made countless trips to the nearby city dump finding treasures. And when I would come home at night and find Mom still out, our cottage dark and empty, it was all right. For Bucky would be there, lying down under his tree between our two little houses, and he would eagerly jump up to greet me.

But it was cold at night when I got home. Our cottage had no heat source but the fireplace, and I could never learn to get a fire started in it with the green firewood Mom got for free from a friend. And the lights didn’t work, for Mom was too poor and busy to replace burned-out bulbs. Only she knew how to get one or two of them lit.

So I’d generally leave and go down to the manure box at Bettie’s. The deep, 8-foot- square box had an outside entrance. She always locked the stable but left the manure box unlocked. If anyone wanted to steal the manure, it was all right. Though no one ever did. A filled manure box is warm, like a sauna bath, even on the coldest nights. So I would sit in there and get warm very quickly. I liked the smell of manure. Betty smelled of it, as did the horses and everyone else around the stable. I didn’t realize I smelled of it too.

Mom, when she had the time, would try to get me to take off my clothes—which I slept in because it was so cold—and take a bath. I always refused because it was so cold in our bathroom my teeth would chatter. When necessary I would bolt and escape if she became too insistent. I learned to hate being cold, and my nose ran almost constantly.

But being allowed to meander and discover the world by myself, in the sparsely populated pristine Carmel Woods of the 1940’s, was a great boon. A half-dozen or more neighborhood dogs walked me to school each day. If hungry, I’d eat what the neighborhood kids referred to as “sourgrass.” It grew in abundance along all the roadsides and on all the town’s empty lots. These tall, juicy stems of grass had bright, yellow-petal blossoms. One could gather a fistful of these stems and have a feast of tart, delicious, fruity-tasting food and juice. There were probably more vitamins, minerals and good things in a fistful of this grass than in a whole plateful of ordinary food.


[image: ]

Allowed to meander and discover the world by myself in the sparsely populated pristine Carmel Woods of the 1940s.



Sougrass and Bettie’s horse carrots were the extent of my diet much of the time, other than for school lunches. We kids were allowed to eat as much as we wanted at no extra charge during those years at Sunset School. I took them seriously and spent my entire lunch hour filling and emptying my plate at least three times, while the other kids would quickly wolf down a single helping and then go play football. One day the worried school nurse came to chat with me as I sat alone in the cafeteria eating my third or fourth helping.

“Young man, you certainly have an appetite. You may have a tapeworm. Do you know what that is?”

“Uh, no.”

She gazed at me with loving concern. She was most definitely worried and very serious. She never did find out from me that this was my one hot meal of the day, because I didn’t think to tell her. For it never occurred to me that there might be anything unusual about my life. But I did tell her I played the guitar and liked Burl Ives. She was a Burl Ives fan too. So we had much in common, and we talked about music until I’d finished my fourth helping of beans.

I’d never thought of being a public performer. But one evening Mom took me along to the cast reading of her new play. It was held at the magnificent Kuster stone castle on ten spooky acres of deep forest at the edge of the beach near Carmel Point. Ted Kuster, Mom’s producer-director and owner of Carmel’s Golden Bough Theater, was respected worldwide. He was known as “Mr. Theatre” in the loftiest circles, owing to a personality so powerful that when I close my eyes, even to this day, I can see the wrinkles in his smiling face.

He sat in his jumbo-size, very comfortable leather-upholstered chair. Beside him stood his old wrought iron standing lamp with a softly glowing, translucent leather shade. The cast all sat around him with copies of the new play, Arthur Miller’s All My Sons. Kuster had brought in the enormously gifted veteran actor, Forest Barnes, all the way from New York to co-star with Mom as Joe Keller. Mr. Barnes was a blend of James Whitmore and Edgar G. Robinson, and the equal of either. The reviewers used to remark that Mom looked a lot like Greer Garson, possessing similar poise and eclat.

The players read their lines with such power and clarity, such perfect timing and expertise, and the script was so well written, I was very taken by it all as I sat quietly in a corner. Mom read with awesome brilliance, making me feel very proud of her. The chemistry between her and Mr. Barnes was perfect. But suddenly the actors stopped.

Silence.

Kuster looked up, momentarily lost and helpless. “We need a 9-year-old boy. Where’s a 9-year-old boy?” He seemed to be mentally groping, trying to remember where he’d put his pencil. He looked around the room, and his gaze fell upon me—a boy of nine years. His face brightened.

“Bud, how would you like to be in the play?”

He’d forgotten to cast a small role, that of a boy named Burt, and the reading had stopped because they’d come to the place where Burt makes his entrance. I was speechless. Kuster looked over at Mom who shrugged. He looked back at me. “Can you read, young man?”

“Sort of.”

“Here. Take this book. See where Burt speaks? Try reading it.”

I stammered through the first line. My scene was with Mr. Barnes. He read his line in response, and I continued. We got through the entire scene, and Kuster was pleased. He smiled at me—a most significant and loving smile. That felt good, for he’d never before treated me as much more than a piece of luggage Mom occasionally brought around to the rehearsals.

“That’ll do,” he said approvingly. “It might work. Would you like to be Burt in the play?”

“Sure, O.K.”

“Well, we’ll see.”

Mom worked with me the next day. I learned my lines and was given the role. I had two scenes, both with Mr. Barnes. On opening night every seat in the theatre was filled. I found the large Golden Bough audience frightening, but Mr. Barnes was a solid professional. Sensing my problem, he stared hard at me as we did our scenes. He stared so hard that all my fear disappeared in the wake of my wonderment at his behavior. It was clever of him. How else does one get a non-actor kid to become an actor in one split second? Surprise him. It worked beautifully. The reviews were super, and the play was held over for several extended runs.

I would generally get sleepy, being up so late every night. So I formed the habit of dozing between my scenes atop a dusty, folded, quarter-ton pair of velvet stage curtains out of sight high up in the backstage loft. One night I fell so soundly asleep I missed my cue, and Mr. Barnes had to ad lib. Somehow his ad libbing woke me up, perhaps because something was different. What a blessing! I scrambled down the loft ladder and got onstage so fast the audience never knew.

But Kuster knew. After curtain call he stalked backstage and roared until everyone shook, “Where was Burt? Why was Burt late?” He found me and scolded so harshly I’ll never forget. He made me sit up in a folding chair between scenes after that.

I got so tired during this period, that one day I left my little guitar out in the patio unprotected. Then, of course, it rained. The least expensive replacement guitar at the Browse Around was 50 dollars, far too vast a sum for me. But there was a guitar offered in the Montgomery Ward Catalogue for only 10 dollars including shipping. So I found another comic book ad offering a money-making scheme that involved selling seeds. I ordered and sold the seeds, and got a real, full-size, wooden guitar from Montgomery Ward. I was lucky, for it had a clear resonant tone. I was so happy with it I increased my practice time, and my skill grew exponentially.

A few years later, Mom took a hiatus from her acting. We rented out our Carmel cottage and moved to Laguna Beach for a few months. Mom rented us a beach apartment right on the sand at the foot of Thalia Street. I was twelve. The weather was much warmer than in Carmel, and the ocean was warm enough for swimming. So I swam a lot out in front of our apartment, enjoyed gathering hordes of seagulls with stale bread, got suntanned, and washed away the sea salt in our landlady’s unique outdoor steam shower. Once a dirty stable boy, I was now a clean, tanned, freckle-faced kid.

There was an annual music festival there for young musicians. I took my guitar to the tryouts and was accepted. The show was held at the high school auditorium. Mom attended and was so pleased with me she wrote a letter to Grandma about it. For some reason the letter got returned, somehow saved, and then it fell into my possession. I recently found it in a pile of old papers. She wrote,


Wednesday, May 23 … 

We just got home from the music festival—finale for the whole year—and I am frankly so flabbergasted that I feel like calling you long distance and asking you what to do now. I must have mentioned to you at various times Bud’s ability on the guitar and how he plays for groups whenever they ask him. But I had never heard him until tonight and I almost didn’t go tonight. As Dina says, it gets so monotonous hearing him work, work and work on his music at home that we often feel relieved when he’s off playing for somebody else. Sometimes we even make him go in the garage to practice.

Tonight was a huge program of very talented children on whom fortunes had undoubtedly been spent. They were so darling. Each piano student seemed excellent to me—much better than I could do—which isn’t saying much I know. But instead of being bored, I was fascinated and the enormous audience seemed fascinated too. There was even a nine-year-old accordion player that was out of this world—and all kinds of instruments and singing, etc. Then, without any warning, I saw Bud sitting casually on some box with a spotlight on him and everything else dark. My heart pounded with fear for him. It seemed cruel to me to put him on a program with finished children artists. He smiled a crooked little smile so that the audience laughed before he played his first note, which also scared me. But then he started playing, and filled that auditorium with the sweetest tones I’ve ever heard him make. I still can’t understand it and neither can Dina. We both think we must be crazy or something. Every note was distinct. The music came from inside him and he played with infectious joy. That audience went wild. They shouted, stomped and cheered. Bud said that he had been told before that there were so many children to perform that no encores were allowed. So he tried to get back through the curtains as best he could—bowing, walking a few steps, bowing again. I counted at least six bows. He was squeezing the rag dry, I was afraid. But they chuckled and clapped long after he had disappeared.

After the performance enthusiastic admirers surrounded us and I was wishing I had at least bothered to dress up. They told me Bud was a natural showman with rare ability, and they couldn’t believe he had never had any lessons. Maybe Jack is right. He’s been saying for two years now that Bud will never have to work for a living. Fortunately I know the dangers of what Bud overheard tonight and know how to combat it. Children are natural artists, if they are artists at all, and it is cruel to give them heady wine that they can’t stand up under. But people don’t think of that and ruin many a budding genius by thoughtlessness.

It’s a shame you couldn’t have been there. No audience ever cheered me that way. A few of them have rolled in the aisles so that I went crazy ad libbing, but they never clapped like that.

It was quite an experience for mama—and a shock.



A kindly couple, who’d been in the audience at the music festival, contacted me at school the following week and offered me my first professional concert. It was an evening performance, held in their large living room, for about 50 or so in rows of folding chairs. I wasn’t all that nervous and found it kind of fun. They sat quietly and listened to me play my guitar compositions for more than an hour. They also paid me nine dollars which I used as down payment for a Martin classical guitar, a true concert instrument.

I spent my afternoons, after school, playing tennis with members of the high school tennis team. On weekends, I figured out how to raise the money to pay the balance of what I owed on the guitar by selling laundry soap gotten from a chemical company. It was really good soap, better than what you could get at the supermarket. So I developed a return trade and soon earned enough for a sturdy case as well.

When we returned to Carmel, after some months in Laguna, we found the Golden Bough had burned down. There was no more theatre, so Mom and Jack decided to move to Los Gatos where he could find work. For while we’d been in Laguna, he’d gone to Arizona and lost everything in a failed flagstone quarry enterprise with his Uncle Roy.

So we sold our Carmel Woods cottage and bought an empty lot located on a tree-festooned hill above Los Gatos, a small, inland town about 60 miles north. The site commanded a view of distant Stanford University’s Hoover Tower, and Jack spent a year building us a fine house on it. During construction we rented a house on another hill that adjoined the picturesque unfenced Novitiate wine grape vineyard where I would often take my guitar to practice, the better to be alone with my music and not disturb Mom.

One warm golden afternoon in the vineyard, as I practiced a difficult passage on my fine new concert guitar, I looked up in surprise to see a tall smiling priest in dark clothing standing over me. I think he’d been standing there for some time. But I hadn’t noticed him, being so focused on the intricacies of the music. He saw, from the bare grape stems next to me, that I’d been sampling some of the Church of Rome produce.

I don’t remember our first words, but he seemed tolerant that I’d been trespassing and stealing. He seemed to understand that he’d come upon a dreamer who was truly unaware that this bit of earth and its contents were Church property, not quite the same as public property. After making these facts quite clear to me, he then said, to my amazement, that I may have as many grapes as I wished.

He invited me to walk with him to a nearby venerable garden where there was a statue of Jesus in the middle of a fountain pond. He pointed to the holy words carved into the stone base of the statue, “The truth shall make you free.”

“What does this mean to you?” he asked.

I wrestled mentally and observed, “well, lies make us their prisoners, and truth frees us. But I think Jesus was telling us something more than that. I think He was saying that when we understand the truth of our oneness with God, we’re automatically free of our mortality.”

He appeared both surprised and impressed. “That’s quite good, my son. You have a fine understanding, don’t you.” Shrewdly he then asked, “and why are we mortal?”

That was tricky, and I wrestled with it several seconds. “I think we’re not really mortal. We’re only dreaming.”

He looked down into the pond, smiled and chuckled. Then, putting his hand on my shoulder, he invited me to follow him to a fine patio where we sat and chatted, and he asked me to play him some more of my music. The acoustics were very good in this patio, due to some high stone walls, and my guitar sounded rich and warm.

After perhaps a half-hour, I stopped playing. For I sensed he might have more to do in life than sit and hear me play. We introduced ourselves. His name was Father Charleton, and he was in charge of the Novitiate.

“Do you know what a troubadour is?” he asked. I didn’t know, and he began to instruct me. He had an impressive knowledge of music and music history. And he seemed imbued with his devotion to God and his faith that love is the answer to all things. His love and faith were so pure and strong that he seemed a kind of angel with much more to him than the black-clothed figure that sat before me. I felt so loved by him, so honored to be in his presence and have his attention, that it all began to overwhelm me. And I’m afraid I couldn’t concentrate on many of the words he spoke.

I told him how I’d often dreamed of visiting exotic places in far off lands.

“Do you believe the people in the places you dream of are motivated by love?” he inquired.

“Sure,” I said, “because they have good in them. And they’re probably sitting there as curious about me as I am about them.”

He liked that so much he musingly repeated it. Then he laughed and said I could be a troubadour. He referred me to the Britannica Encyclopedia article on the subject and told me troubadours traveled around playing their music without using money as a means of exchange. They played directly for everything they needed. A troubadour may possess money, even earn it, but may never spend it else he forego a chance at enjoying the pleasures of guest friendship wherever he eats, sleeps, or rides on a conveyance. The second principle that distinguishes a troubadour, he said, is that he’s not just a vagabond who plays his music for his keep. He is, in addition, a court performer who entertains kings and other royalty in their palaces.

That impressed me so much I’ve never forgotten. He gave me a huge bunch of grapes as we parted. “It’s only for a moment,” he said, for he saw that I was sad at parting company with him. He invited me to come again very soon and sent me on my way.

I could speak to my family of little but Father Charleton long after. Father Charleton this and Father Charleton that. I began thinking I might really like to be exchanging music directly for everything and playing for kings in palaces. What a truly special life it would be! I began contemplating a life lived purely by this “troubadour code,” unblemished by even a single payment of money for anything. I envisioned living this life until I could make it all the way around the entire earth at least one time, surrendering myself to whatever adventures this life might bring.

Father Charleton warned me I would find insanities and paradoxes, but I could always deal with them using my two most powerful weapons, love and faith.

“No matter what your predicament,” he said, “if you can give enough love, you will find it in others, and you’ll be all right. And you must use your faith to believe this to be so.”

This exquisite man further told me that if I could give enough love to stay free of predicaments, I would become an ambassador for love. And that, he said, is the highest post anyone can achieve. Then, most helpfully, he added that any adversary, no matter how repugnant, is made in God’s image. And therefore if, remembering this, I could feel sufficient faith in the wisdom and love that guided even my adversaries, they would cease to be adversaries at once and become allies.

I knew I’d been very privileged to meet such a wise man, and that there was little but fear and doubt standing between such a glorious adventure and me. I also knew fears and doubts have no power other than that which we give them.

We moved into our house on Live Oak Avenue that Jack built for us, and Mom married him there. We had a Mormon priest friend of Jack’s come and perform a simple marriage ceremony in the living room. Mom and Jack remained steadfastly in love—and together—for the remainder of their years.

I attended Los Gatos High School, never forgetting Father Charleton’s counsel. During those 4 years, I found the time, despite being in training for a procession of tennis tournaments, to play Monday nights at the Kerosene Club, a showcase nightclub for musicians in nearby San Jose. You had to be 21, and I was only 16. But I got to play for several months before the local inspector from Alcoholic Beverage Control happened by one night and put an end to it.

I was accepted at Principia College where I studied drama and journalism. During one Summer Break, the Summer of 1959, I took my guitar and rucksack to the Hawaiian Islands, hitchhiking to six of the islands by private airplane. I found I could walk into an airport coffee shop where the pilots ate, play a little and quickly gather an audience. After the applause, I would announce that I was looking for a ride to another island.

Sometimes two or more pilots would offer me a ride. When I got to an island, I’d sit in the park, play, gather an audience, and announce that I needed a place to stay. People would invite me to their homes where I would often give another concert for them and their friends. People took turns looking after me, and there was plenty to eat. It was all happening just like Father Charleton said.

I was on the floor shows at Waikiki’s Don The Beachcombers, Hilo’s Lava Pit and Kauai’s Club Jetty in Nawiliwili Harbor. Some archaeologists took me to Kauai’s Valley of the Lost Tribe in Nualolokai where we got stranded without water and faced certain death for a couple of days. A Bishop Museum expedition rescued us, and I wound up at Wailua Beach where beach boys took me in. They gave me delicious food and allowed my sleeping in their beach shack at night in trade for guitar lessons.

Honolulu Advertiser columnist, Bob Krauss, wove it all into an adventure tale that filled an entire day’s column, saying my Hawaiian travels were, “as romantic as anything you’ll find in Robert Louis Stevenson.”

I became so encouraged that in the Summer of 1960 I visited several European countries with similar results. In Paris I traded away my Martin guitar for a handmade masterpiece by Parisian luthier Jacques Camurat. It had better action, character and depth of tone. Later, in London, I found a 70-year-old, Madrid-made, Casa Gonzales guitar that sang even better than the Camurat and traded into that. It had the finest mother-of-pearl inlay of any guitar I’d ever seen. Discovering music on this guitar was such pure joy I would lose all track of time.

My love for music took over my life. I was so obsessed with it, both night and day, I was barely able to complete my studies at Principia in June of 1961. So I got a Kelty pack and visited Mom and Jack, who’d sold our Los Gatos home and moved to Bodega Bay, California, telling them of my resolve to make it all the way around the world as a troubadour. I planned to play for royalty and such potentates who could grant me transport across oceans. I would not use money as a means of exchange for food, lodging or transportation even once, until I had made it clear around the world back to California again. They liked the idea.

“It’s something you can only do while you’re young,” Jack said.

“Do it now while you can,” Mom added. “When you’re older, you’ll never do it. Always remember, it’s the man you perceive in the man you speak to who speaks back to you. You’re at home, wherever you are, because God is there.”

Jack made me a strong polyethylene sack big enough to hold all of me, my guitar and Kelty pack on rainy nights. Mom made me a chest pouch, with a neck strap, to hold my passport and other valuables. They drove me to nearby U.S. Highway 40 that would take me eastward for the first 3,000 miles. They parked in the shadow of a tree and watched tearfully as I stood and thumbed my first car. It was an emotionally trying moment for us all. But it proved to be an important one, for it marked the beginning of a world tour so enchanting it has haunted my life.

That first car was a VW Beetle driven by a 30-year-old American war vet. His shoulder-length hair was all white, and he told me a bizarre story en route to Reno. One night, somewhere in Southeast Asia, as he and his small patrol of war buddies were asleep under the stars in hostile jungle, they were attacked by an enemy patrol who’d quietly slit the throat of their man on watch. They then fell upon the rest of his party who were zipped up in their mummy bags asleep and helpless.

My white-haired host woke up in time to see what was happening and roll himself underneath a thick bush where he lay undetected, watching his buddies mercilessly bayoneted to death as they screamed in pain for mercy. The enemy patrol then looted the carcasses and left as my host watched, paralyzed with terror, safely hidden under the bush, but in such a state of shock his hair turned all white in the following weeks.

Since that time, he said, he’d never felt he could trust anyone. And with that, he quickly produced and brandished a chromed, Smith & Wesson. 44 six-shooter from the car door pocket. But I allowed myself to trust him and didn’t flinch. He was pleased.

“I’m always prepared,” he said darkly. Re-pocketing the gun, he told me stories about frailties in our government, human foibles and dark deeds he’d seen. I inwardly affirmed the love in him, and he grew friendlier as he talked.

Father Charleton had told me to trust in the love that guided others. “If you can give enough love, you’ll find it in others and be all right,” he’d said.

We had a harmonious journey as far as Reno. I was so grateful, both for his having defended America and for giving me this first ride of my world tour, I felt sad to leave him. But Reno was his destination, and he let me off in the middle of town.

My new Kelty pack felt light as I strapped it on. I carried it and my guitar along a Reno avenue and entered an intimate sidewalk casino that emanated a nice vibration. Folks were pensively engaged in both blackjack and roulette. I sat on a barstool among them, began playing background music, and got some approving glances. So I stepped up the energy level by playing some flamenco, and the entire casino broke out in applause. I climbed off the stool. As I put away the guitar, an older man approached me.

“You can play a little can’t you,” he said.

“Thank you, sir.”

He was the club owner. He invited me to have dinner with him, and I accepted his offer of a free hotel room, meals, and a job playing there for the upcoming weekend. I told him of my quest to see the world without using money as a means of exchange. His eyes glowing with enthusiasm, he asked how I planned to get across the Atlantic when I got to the East Coast. I didn’t know yet.

“Tell you what. I’ll give you a ticket on Icelandic Airlines.”

It was truly beginning to look as though the whole world was in a conspiracy to see that I got looked after, and I could hardly believe my good fortune.

It took only three or four rides to make New York. As I hitchhiked across North

America, absorbing the awesome beauty of the Rocky Mountains, I felt the expansive sense of freedom you feel having your “residence” on your back so that your address changes minute to minute as you go along.

My troubadour life combined this freedom with that of being independent of money. Whether I had little or lots of money, it didn’t matter because I was on a different standard. It was like visiting legendary Eldorado where the streets are paved with gold, and heartfelt love is the medium of exchange. Troubadours enjoy a very special niche where nothing costs money. A troubadour gives of himself instead. In response, things are done for him out of love and not for money. This exchange is arguably the greatest charm of the troubadour experience.

But certainly not the least of the charms is that the troubadour, always a stranger who’s just arrived in town, loves and trusts his audience just because they’re people. He knows or cares little about people’s character weaknesses or past sins. The audience responds with the same attitude, and the troubadour is enjoyed on the grounds that he’s a fellow human—one with a tune who is free.

And free I was, destined to make this exchange with ruling, palace-dwelling monarchs, hashish-smoking Bedouins, custodians of castles, terrorists, Casbah-dwelling Arabs, and a whole camel caravan of desert-dwelling champagne smugglers. I found them mostly good and with much in common.
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PERFORMING IN THE PALACE OF HM KING FREDERICK IX

The plane took me to Amsterdam, and I wandered over to Rembrandt Square. It was a warm Summer evening, and there were gondolas floating in a pretty canal. Bearded artists displayed their paintings along the cobblestone streets, and amorous couples lingered in the shadows of hand-sculptured 17th century buildings. The numerous little outdoor cafes, filled with customers, presented a bohemian appeal with their crooked little wrought iron tables and chairs among colorful potted plants. It was the perfect setting for a troubadour.

I was still new at being in places where English was not generally spoken and still felt a little lost at not being able to speak with anyone I pleased. But I was starting to learn that I could ease this feeling by playing music. I sat down at one of the tables and began to play, lifted by a budding awareness that music speaks to everyone.

Some elderly women were particularly appreciative. They brought me some paper money, putting it on my guitar case and placing an ashtray on it. I felt grateful and played them my new sonata in four movements. When the elder ladies left, an unescorted young woman, who’d also been listening, invited me to sit down with her. I was about to oblige her when two very tall, very angry policemen came up from behind me. One of them grabbed me by the ear and spun me around to face him.

“Passport,” he ordered with a scowl.

“But officer, what is the matter?”

“Passport,” he repeated. The young lady looked nervous.

I produced it, and he glanced at its pages briefly. “You must come with us to the police station.”

With a regretful wave to the lady, I went with my two captors along a canal lined with outdoor art galleries to the Rembrandt Square police headquarters. They made me sit in a holding cell pending the arrival of the supervisor who spoke better English. I was allowed to keep my belongings, so I used the time to practice my sonata. I was sad but not afraid. For I sensed that these men were very bright, and that the problem, whatever they perceived it to be, would be ironed out soon. I resolved to have faith in the wisdom and love that guided these Dutch police, for Father Charleton had said this would cause adversaries to become allies.

The supervisor arrived, found me playing and listened. He sat with me and explained about the local “beggar law.” One had to be a licensed beggar to do what I’d done. To get a license one had to be a Dutchman and be able to prove inability to get a job. He decided to let me go with a warning since I hadn’t solicited money, and the money the ladies had put on my guitar case was totally volunteered. Next time though, I would be fined 25 guilders. If unable to pay I would have to spend 30 days in jail. And as I didn’t use money as a means of exchange, it would be the latter for me.

He most lovingly concluded our interview by shaking my hand warmly and telling me (“off the record”) to play only when his officers weren’t looking. For it would be their obligation to arrest me again if they saw me playing in the street.

I was grateful for his kindness but sorry at the state of things. I could see the wisdom of this “beggar law,” as it helped clean the streets of panhandlers. But the law is crude and cumbersome, I thought to myself, for it cannot discriminate between artists and beggars.

At a nearby produce center I met a farmer driving a truckload of hay, and he took me with him all the way to Scandinavia where I spent a few weeks. One of the kind souls there, who picked me up as I stood thumbing a ride, was Rynar Evenson, harpsichordist for the Copenhagen Symphony, who took me to his home in Fredrickstad.

A magnificently talented musician, he played for me on his fabulous harpsichord. I played for him too. He arranged that I ride on a train to Oslo and tape a one-hour radio special of my compositions in Studio A at Norsk Rikskringkasting, Oslo’s finest recording studio.

The man in charge was very pleased and told me the special would be aired all over Scandinavia. As though all this wasn’t enough, he paid me 150 Norwegian kroner for broadcast rights. I now had a nice little stake of money to keep in my chest pouch next to my passport—not that it mattered of course.

And soon I found another appreciative audience in Scandinavia—a quiet group of philosophical sailors at a seaman’s mission in Sweden. Among this audience was another Rynar—Rynar the fisherman—who took me across the Kattegat Channel to Denmark early the next morning in his boat.

A cold, stiff morning breeze whipped our faces and stirred the sea, creating swells that dumped water over the bow as we motored past Elsinore Castle.

“There’s the castle where Hamlet saw the ghost,” Rynar yelled to me, laughing over the salty wind that cut like a knife, his half-frozen, weathered face shining in the sun. He pointed over his pile of fish to the cannon-festooned ramparts that grew like a blossom from the rocky cliff on the Danish side of the channel.

“Ah. So this is Elsinore, home of Hamlet, the royal Dane—victim of indecision. I too, Rynar, will grapple with indecision one day. I feel it in my bones.”

“No, it is all Shakespeare’s invention,” he protested, steering the boat.

“Yes, but I’m told that he based his Hamlet story on historical fact—that it did actually occur here in ages past.”

The castle appeared bright and clear in the morning sun as the surf lashed at the granite rocks beneath it—a truly magnificent sight.

Rynar stood beside me and viewed the scene philosophically. “When you see it every day, as I do, you get used to it. You, being a visitor, are happy because the castle is beautiful. But the beauty of this castle does not put food on my table, so it does not make me happy at all. I am happy because my boat is full of fish, and the price of fish is high. So I will eat good.”

“Rynar, you are a pragmatist. I am an artist, and in the beauty of this castle I find sustenance. So we are different. I’m glad that we’re not all the same.”

“But how are you going to eat?” he inquired with concern. “You have no money.”

“Oh, I have a few shekels, but I don’t spend money for things. Troubadours don’t do that.”

“Then, in effect, you have no money,” he maintained in his practical way.

“True, but I’ll play until someone offers food as people often do. That’s why I love people so. They’re kind.”

He shook his head. “No one in Denmark will feed you unless you pay them.”

“But I do pay them—with music.”

He grinned. “Because you gave our group an evening of free entertainment at the seaman’s mission and then said you were hitchhiking to Denmark, I invited you to come in my boat. But people generally are not that way. They will take your free show, then walk away and leave you.”

I was surprised at his pessimism. “I do hope you’re wrong.”

He adjusted our speed and then pointed in the direction from which we’d come. “You could easily have charged fifty kroner for that show you gave, paid two kroner for the ferry to Elsinore and gotten to Denmark with a 48 kroner profit.”

“But I’d not have met you and ridden on your fishing boat. You did me a service out of kindness and generosity. This means more than money to a troubadour.”

He saw my point and thought about it. Then he said, “Maybe you will play for our King Frederick. His Summer palace is in Fredensberg, and he’s there now. His Majesty might enjoy hearing you. He’s very liberal, up-to-date, and might even feed you.”

It sounded like a good idea, and I began thinking about it.

It was a great relief when we entered the harbor at Helsinger, got out of the wind and gently motored through a nest of other boats toward the unloading pier.

After we docked, I checked in with immigration at the nearby ferry landing and headed for Copenhagen, its cold-water flats, statues, fountains and museums.

I found the place where Rynar had said there was a pretty outdoor café in a vast flower garden. It was a large café, full of happy customers, and it was a splendid day. Putting on my guitar with a shoulder strap, I began strolling among the tables and playing. Per European tradition, people put coins in my pockets as I passed by. In five minutes I’d worked my way from one end of the café to the other, and my pockets were bulging with these coins.

A pale and rotund man in his mid forties, who looked a tiny bit like the actor, Charles Laughton, was seated alone with a mug of beer. At his invitation, I sat with him. His suit was very worn and ill-fitting, and he wore a soiled, tattered hat that he’d propped on an empty chair.

“You appear to be a shrewd young man. That was the quickest, easiest, legally made money I’ve ever seen made,” he said with a nod at my pregnant pockets. Smiling, he sat back in his chair and studied me as he clasped his hands together beneath his heavily pocked face accented by a bulbous Roman nose. “… But then you are an artist. One can easily see that—a true artist.”

I noticed the hole in the elbow of his suit jacket. His shirt cuffs were hopelessly frayed. He took a hasty look at his watch, grabbed a paper from his bruised and dirty briefcase, put on a pair of old, bent spectacles and perused it importantly. I think he was just pretending to be busy.

“Hmm,” he said, turning back to me. “Now then. I haven’t much time unless you are willing to cooperate with my plan completely. I have an idea for you to better yourself to our mutual benefit. My name is Christian. I am Danish, although I’ve been to school in England. I have several contacts among important restaurateurs about town, and I believe it would be to their advantage, mine and yours, if you were to place your art at their disposal during certain hours of the day.”

Such a pompous talker he was, with his queen’s English accent. “You want to be my agent?” I asked.

“Yes, for a price—a high one. My time is too occupied at the moment for me to even bother with a hundred percent of your profits, but I’m interested in you as a person. Therefore, as impetus for you, I will take only fifty percent commission for myself.” He folded his hands once again and placed them under his chin with elegant poise. He could have been posing for a portrait photograph.

“But agents usually take only ten or twenty percent,” I gently protested.

“Fifty,” he maintained with authority, raising his nose with an attempted air of dignity that came off as comedic. (That nose was just too bulbous!) “But if you’ll obey me explicitly, I can assure you that fifty percent of your earnings under my management will be tenfold times a hundred percent of your present earnings. Well?”

I found him amusing, though he didn’t intend to be so. Figuring the worst he might do would be to show me the town that I wanted to see anyway—and he might just lead us to something interesting—I consented. He told me that a gentleman was a man of his word. And as we were both gentlemen, there was no need to have a written contract. Half of my earnings, from this moment on, would be his, as long as I was under his management. He stood up, picked up his briefcase, donned his raggedy hat gingerly, with respect, as though it were made of platinum brocade on velvet, and walked out of the café like a prince. I followed.

He led me through archaic and crooked little streets past mildewed seventeenth-century tenement buildings. Odors of sweating mortar mingled with those of stale sewage. But to this man who led me, they might well have been rose-strewn perfumed paths to glory. His posture was impeccable—his chest inflated. Eventually we emerged into a better section of the city where he found our first restaurant. The main approach was up a gigantic marble stairway, beneath a crisp, purple canvas canopy and past two footmen who wore uniforms with gaudy cords and brass buttons.

Christian mounted the thickly carpeted stairs as though this was his own home. He pranced gallantly, smiled cordially and properly at the footmen, who were exchanging concerned glances at our approach, and entered the glitzy foyer where a massive, half-ton chandelier glowed softly above us.

A receptionist took possession of his briefcase and my knapsack, and a maitre d’ escorted us to an impeccably set view table covered with a starched, white linen tablecloth on the far side of the room. We were each given a crystal-embossed, leather-bound menu.

Christian sipped some water, rattling the ice in his goblet with delight, and dabbed his lips with his white linen napkin. “Now then,” he said in a low tone, “take out your guitar.”

“Here? Now?” I felt intimidated by our surroundings.

He placed his folded hands on the table and assumed a stern face. “Do as I say. One of my conditions is that you must obey my instructions explicitly.”

I got the guitar and put it on my lap.

“Now begin playing softly. Remember, softly,” he whispered.

Figuring the worst they could do was to throw us both out, I began playing a gentle, low-energy improvisation with long-sustained notes. As it was a quiet restaurant, my notes were clearly heard throughout the grand room.

He looked around impishly at the other patrons who were studiously ignoring us. “Not that softly. Give it more volume.”

So I leaned a bit harder on the notes, and a nearby party of four in bow ties and fancy dress began frowning at us. Another table of elegantly dressed businessmen stopped eating, raised their eyebrows at each other and smirked derisively with nods in our direction.

I began to weaken and stopped playing.

“Continue!” he doggedly instructed. His face assumed a zealous glare. “Louder!”

Our waiter bustled over to us in haste. “I’m sorry, gentlemen, but you’ll be disturbing the other customers with the music.”

“Quite to the contrary,” Christian protested with a confidant, engaging smile. “I think they would enjoy a bit of music. Let the young man play. He doesn’t mind. Everyone is enjoying him.”

“I’m so sorry, sir. He must stop playing.”

“Where’s your initiative, young man? You’ve a good thing here, and you don’t know it.”

The waiter turned to me. “If you insist on making music, you must leave.”

“Why then we will leave,” Christian angrily snapped. He stood up and ordered me to gather the guitar into its case. I followed as he grabbed his briefcase rudely from the receptionist and glided from the room with his huge nose so high it almost pointed to the chandelier.

As he walked down the posh steps, the outer sole separated from his left shoe and began to flap with each step he took. When we reached the sidewalk out front, the flapping got worse. It kept flapping for a block or so as he continued along the sidewalk without a word to me. He stopped, angrily tore it off and cast it into the gutter. Then he walked on. His clothes and hat were those of a bum and now his shoes as well. But he wore them all with the dignity of a marquise.

“Come,” he said at last. “My friend owns another place down the street. I won’t have those plebeian bourgeois pushing you around.”

His friend’s restaurant was packed with a boisterous private party eating spaghetti on linoleum tables. We sat down, and he wrote something on a scrap of paper from his briefcase. “Here. This is my mother’s address in Odense. If you ever go to Odense, she’ll care for your needs. I’ve written her a note on this paper, and it’s valuable. Don’t lose it.” He handed it to me with tender care.

His friend then came over, and Christian introduced us. “This lad will play for the customers and charge you nothing for this first performance,” he explained, “and music calms the savage beast.”

The manager surveyed me and gave us a worried smile. “I do not think so. It might not be a good idea.”

“What about in the bar?”

“You’d best ask the bartender,” he advised.

Christian turned to me. “You stay here. I will go alone to the bartender and negotiate a palpable business arrangement.” He got up and left.

My agent safely gone, I felt safe in asking the manager to give me paper bills in exchange for the heavy coins that were stressing the fabric of my front pockets and making me uncomfortable. He agreed. I poured the coins onto the table, and we began counting, organizing them into piles of five kroner.

Christian returned. “Ah, you are counting the money. How much is it?’

We ignored him, absorbed in keeping track of the amount. “Thirty-seven-sixty, seventy, thirty-eight-forty.” The coins clanked and glittered as we pushed them into piles. “Sixty- five, seventy, eighty, eighty-five and twenty. Eighty-five kroner and twenty cents.”

In full sincerity, Christian showed the whites of his eyes, behaving as might a hungry dog watching us eat steak. The manager gave me paper notes, gathered the coins in a bag and left us.

Christian’s face glowed. “Ah, you’re a rich young man. Come along to the bar with me, and you can buy me a drink.”

“I’m a troubadour and therefore never buy food,” I explained gently.

He laughed. “Well, just give me my half of the money, and I’ll buy our drinks myself.”

“But I had this money before we ever met and made our arrangement,” I calmly reminded him.

He became very angry, and his veneer slipped. He lacked dignity for the first time. “The money is mine!” he whined.

“No, I’m sorry it isn’t,” I replied gently and with considerable regret. For I liked him and wanted in the worst way to make him happy. But I knew it wasn’t right that he take my money. We both stood, and he faced me with an expression of both disregard and despair.

“Give me the paper.”

“No. I have just explained to you. It’s mine.”

“No, the note to my mother.”

I handed it to him. Very upset, he took the note in his hand, tore it into several pieces, crumpled them vigorously and put them into his pocket. Then, wearing a sneer so bitter as to be worthy of Charles Laughton’s Captain Bligh, he wheeled about on his one good shoe and glided into the bar. I never saw him again.

Such a powerful scene he put on. I was very moved by it as I walked out into the street. I felt deeply sorry that such a noble soul was disappointed with me—even if it was only because of his warped view. I’d clearly had a narrow escape. I could see that my trek around the world had hidden dangers and realized that troubadours and agents belong to different worlds. As I walked along and discovered a centuries-old, dimly lit cobblestone alleyway, I resolved that if I met any more agents I would protect myself by telling them up front that I was a troubadour.

I was now in the Stroget, a bohemian part of town where artists lived in garrets and women sang out of their windows as they watered their flower boxes. The smell of good cooking attracted me to an intimate if expensive-looking bistro on the ground floor of an artfully gabled building along the old alleyway. It was half-full of quiet customers—a perfect place to play. I put my knapsack in a corner, sat at an empty table and began playing flamenco. There was immediate rapport. A well dressed old gentleman came over and gave me a 10-kroner note as he left.

In the far corner, a youngish man, also well dressed, was seated with two attractive ladies who kept looking at me and jabbering excitedly as I put my guitar away. The man rose and came over.

“Pardon me fellow, would you care to be our guest for dinner, or are you otherwise engaged this evening?” He seemed a bright, cultured and pleasant person. “Your music is very tasteful, and we thought we’d like to meet you.” He was full of confidence and poise. I looked over at his table, and the two young ladies smiled in unison.

“I’d be delighted, sir.”

Together we joined the ladies. We all introduced ourselves and had a scrumptious dinner, over which we talked of troubadours and kings. I felt soothed as the evening wore on—the encounter with Christian thankfully becoming a distant memory—and then the youngest, prettiest lady told me I was handsome.

Daybreak brought with it a host of Summer dragonflies. I found myself miles out of Copenhagen, abiding with this pretty lady in her country home. It’s always sad when leaving your hostess, particularly such a friendly, talented sculptress as she with her quaint, garden cottage. But like Rynar the sailor, she’d talked to me about the king.

“He rides about in his gray Jaguar,” she said. “He is, how you say, a horticulturist—he grows his own flowers. He is a swinger. He loves music and fun. Everyone loves him, and he would love you. You must go see him and play for him.”

I stepped out to the main road that passed her cottage, and a farmer driving a small truck stopped to give me a ride and practice his English. “So you are going to Fredensburg, yes? To see the royal palace of course.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Ah, she is the most beautiful in the world. You must see the change of the guard. Everyone goes to see that. It is most impressive. And our King Frederick IX, he too is impressive. His Jaguar goes 150 kilometers an hour past my farm as he is driven from his headquarters in Copenhagen to his castle. He goes so fast that he is only a gray blur. But he is a kind man.”

We came to a fork in the road. “I go left here. You go right. It is five kilometers to the castle. Good luck, my friend,” he said as he drove off.

The road sign said “Kongsvey” (king’s way), and I followed it on foot through several kilometers of lush meadows, glens and forests. Fresh water streams gurgled hither and yon between small ferns and hyacinths. Finally I arrived at the tiny village of Fredensburg, climbed the crest of a small hill and saw the palace for the first time. I couldn’t believe how big and tall it was.

It was all white except for its tall, green, copper-topped minarets that protruded and shone dramatically in the sun above a layer of morning mist that partly clouded the lower portion. The front courtyard encompassed several acres. The grounds occupied mile after mile. Impeccable uniformed guards stood at the gate at stone-like attention, and a few early-morning tourists milled around taking snapshots.

It was an imposing and challenging sight for a troubadour to see. I looked at one guard standing at the magnificent iron gate, and the thought of making my intention known to him filled me with panic. But my young lady had been so sure it was the right thing for me to do. Father Charleton had said I should see friends in people I meet. “It’s the man you perceive in the man you speak to who speaks back to you,” Mom had said.

So I swallowed a lump, perceived a friend in this guard and said, “I would like an interview with His Majesty, King Frederick, in order to perform a concert for him. How would you suggest I proceed?”

Amazingly, the intelligent-looking guard surveyed me and looked downright interested. But he wasn’t allowed to speak on duty. So he just pointed to a small, inviting white house about 50 yards inside the gate and ushered me in through a little door next to his guard box. It was a pleasant-looking cottage—nicely furnished and neatly maintained. I pressed the buzzer, and a short, wrinkled man answered dressed in vest and sport coat.

He gave me an unfeeling smile that showed all of his front teeth and gums. He seemed the kind of man you hate when he’s opposed to you and worry about when he’s with you.

“Yawse?”

On hearing my request, he blinked thoughtfully and surveyed me several times, perhaps unsure he could believe what he’d heard. “Well now, I don’t quite know. I’m only the gardener—well, I am the landscape supervisor. I would suggest you inquire at the chancery in Copenhagen. His Majesty isn’t here anyway. He’s away in Arhus. In any case, please move along, young man. You have done a rather improper thing coming inside the gate.” He gave me another large, gummy smile, and I headed for the gate feeling both put down and embarrassed.

But as I passed the guardhouse, a guard who’d been watching me emerged and invited me in for a chat. He looked friendly. “What happened over there?”

“He said King Frederick was in Arhus, and that I have to go to the chancery.”

He grinned. “You want to play for His Majesty with that?” he asked, pointing to my guitar.

“Yep.”

He kept grinning and stroked his chin. “Would you like some coffee and a biscuit?”

I was hungry and thirsty from my long walk, and the coffee smelled good. “Sure, thanks.”

We chatted awhile. Then several more guards entered, after a change-over, and I played a ballade I’d composed—a simple one. The first guard told me His Majesty wasn’t in Arhus at all, but in Copenhagen, and was due back around 6 p.m. They all snickered when they heard what the gardener had said, and I gathered they didn’t like him very much. It was probably that gummy smile.

“Come back around 6:00,” the first guard told me. “The guard on duty then will try and help you. That’s all I can tell you right now. O.K?”

I understood completely and promised to return right at six. These guys were all right. Such good people! They gave me a whole sweet roll to put in my knapsack. I was delighted and walked out filled with optimism.

The midday crowds had now arrived to watch the changing of the guard. The entire front area was lined with busses loaded with tour groups. I joined one of them as they listened to their tour guide speak in broken English.

“ … And these grounds,” he said, pointing to the miles of royal real estate inside the gate, “have seen some of the most illustrious noblemen of all Denmark. Generations of kings and princes have lived out their privileged lives here. Hamlet’s blood may be mixed into this very soil.”

“Ooh!” chorused some of the tourists.

“Queen Elizabeth has passed through this gate, as have dozens of crown heads from Europe, Russia and Asia.”

“Ah!” they sighed.

I went off to explore Fredensberg, the quaint old village down the road, but returned at 6 p.m. Rain was starting to pour, but a guard standing at attention in his wooden cubicle saw me, stepped out and let me through the gate without a word. He pointed across the 300 yards of open courtyard to the right wing of the castle. Then, like a robot, he marched back to his wooden box and resumed his rigid pose.

If I was afraid of what I was attempting, the fear was smothered by my haste to get across those 300 yards to the shelter of an eve or doorway. I got under the eve of the right wing and followed it around to the rear. The rain became so intense I actually ran to a garage-size door I found there. It was ajar, so I stepped inside before thinking one way or the other about it.

The massive door closed behind me with a creak and loud latch click. I was now safe from the rain in a dark old stable that had been converted to a garage. And there in front of me was His Majesty’s famous gray Jaguar.

Then I heard what sounded like a dishwasher or compressor. I investigated and found it to be only a noisy pipe. Imagine. Noisy plumbing—even in His Majesty’s castle.

There were two opposing garage exits—the first was a staircase, probably leading to the royal chambers. I peeked through the second, to my left, and found the royal kitchen. I opted for the kitchen—the scullery maids and the cooks. Here was a place to play, gather an audience and perhaps something to eat.

I entered the kitchen as though I were a new staff member, walked straight to one of the kitchen sinks, washed my hands with soap and warm water and dried them using a clean hand towel hanging there. After all this, I was still unchallenged and my confidence grew.

So I uncased the guitar and sat with it in a chair next to a pretty pair of scullery maids engaged in peeling potatoes. I began playing a soulful study I’d written in the tune- structure style of renaissance Granada and quickly became absorbed in it. The maids listened and kept peeling. I built the piece to a climax that ended with a flamenco rasqueada flourish.

“Ole!” shouted a cook in the distance. That broke the ice. The two maids giggled, stopped working and sat down to watch and listen. Then both cooks and His Majesty’s chauffeur joined my audience. I played an intricate bulerias that started slow and became bouncy toward the end, at which point the maids began clapping.

Things couldn’t have been better, but it didn’t last. A Herculean hulk of a man came downstairs from the royal chambers, angrily shouting orders and admonishing the staff for being late with the dinner preparation. In terse Danish, he demanded from the cook to know who I was and what I was doing there. They all chimed in and told him I’d come in out of nowhere, was a “fantastique” player and that he should listen.

“Humph!” he huffily said, and walked back up the stairs.

The chauffeur clapped his hands and laughed uproariously. Then he picked up an intercom phone, dialed His Majesty’s extension and spoke excitedly in Danish. One of the maids, a tall, blue-eyed blonde with classic, Nordic features, seemed delighted at his words.

“Can you play something else?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Well, play! Play!” she commanded urgently. It sounded like she meant King Frederick might be coming, and I began playing an alegria.

She was right. King Frederick appeared, stood at the door and smiled approvingly at me, listened for a few minutes, and then returned to his chambers ordering that I be given dinner and looked after. As it happened, His Majesty was entertaining some foreign diplomats. And as they were amid important and urgent discussions, he had to return to the meeting.

The hulk returned from upstairs and delivered His Majesty’s orders in a mellow and friendly voice. My blue-eyed friend squealed in delight, rushing over to shake my hand.

“Congratulations,” she said. “I’m Nina.”

I was glad to meet her and thanked her for her help. She was a beautiful girl with such warmth I wanted to pack her away in my knapsack and take her along on my journey.

“That took a lot of nerve,” she said. “At first I thought you were a kook.”

“Are not we all?” I answered.

The other maid appeared with two autograph books for me to sign. I ate with them in their staff dining area while they questioned me about my music and philosophy. They told me stories about their fascinating lives. Several hours with them seemed like a few minutes. They asked me to play again because His Majesty didn’t need them the rest of the evening, being so busy upstairs with his foreign diplomats. They were so appreciative I played for them far into the night, and they found me a roll-away bed in one of the pantry rooms where I slept until midmorning.

A bright sun awoke me. Nina had made me some sandwiches which I packed into my Kelty pack. I walked out into the warm day to find a pretty garden. Strongly attracted to the spirits in residence, I thought no harm in sitting on the white bench I found among the blossoms. I was in no hurry to leave such a pretty place and began playing some notes on my guitar. I wanted to hear how they would sound mixed with the heart-dappling enchantment I felt in response to the beauty there.

Many minutes passed. Then, feeling I was being watched, I looked around to find an utterly charming, smiling, middle-aged couple holding hands and regarding me and this quiet garden with delight.

“Good morning,” I said, smiling back at them. “It sure is nice here.”

They sat down with me on the bench, and we began chatting. This was the West German Army-Navy Attaché, Theodore Von Mutius, and Mrs. Mutius, who’d been among the group of diplomats the night before in His Majesty’s chambers. After some minutes, we found we enjoyed each other very much. So they decided to take me to Berlin as their guest. And an hour later I waved a thankful farewell to the friendly castle guards as I rode through the front gate with my German hosts in their large black Mercedes with a flag on the front fender.

They were monumentally congenial company. I was a good listener, and they told me many stories to pass the time as we rode along. Having always been interested in Russia and Russians, I asked Mr. Mutius about his relations with the Russian military attaches.

“Do the Russian attaches act just like the others?” I wanted to know.

“Oh, indeed they do not,” he replied grinning. “I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but recently I attended a banquet for all attaches and noticed that my friend, the Russian attaché, was missing. Later, as Mrs. Mutius and I returned to our car, we saw him. He was dressed as a taxi driver and huddled in an open black Mercedes, listening to the conversations of all the embassy people as they went to and from their cars. His face turned red when he saw us.”

“Did you exchange any words?”

“No. We just smiled, waved and walked on.”

“So he knows you’re on to him! When you do talk with him, what do you generally discuss?”

“Mr. Michailov and I avoid current affairs, politics and philosophy, for a misinterpreted statement in one of these areas causes a rift in our relationship. Your American attaches have the same policy with the Russians. We talk mostly about our World War II experiences.”

“When you’re tired of reminiscing, what then?”

He thought for a moment and smiled. “Then we often play our little game. Instructed by the Kremlin to use all means of getting information on the latest Western military developments, he always questions me about West Germany’s new weapons, troops and ships. I know the answers but always give him the wrong ones. He knows this, of course, but continues to ask questions. So it’s all a type of much-needed game. Dwelling on the day’s weather or the quality of the bourbon is so shallow.”

We all laughed at that. And thus the long trip melted, save for those hours going through Communist Territory. For the roadway that had been smooth became rutty as we entered the Russian Zone where bitterness clouded the faces we saw. But my hosts shared with me the joy of their love, each of them winking at me as they nodded toward the other. I felt we were a kind of lightbulb in a zone that was darkened, through no fault of its own, by the whims of politicians. Mr. and Mrs. Mutius were so warm, I was sad when, at Friedrichstrasse Station, they bought me a ticket and put me on the train to West Berlin.

The train just sat for several minutes, and I began looking around. There was an undecorated and humbly furnished train station coffeehouse filled with patrons. I thought I’d try playing some music, here in the Russian-controlled part of the station, to see what would happen. So I got off the train and went into the coffeehouse. Using the shoulder strap again, I strolled and played, and people filled my pockets with money.

A bald, middle-aged German soldier greeted me like an old friend and invited me to his table. As I sat down, he apologized that he couldn’t buy me a drink. I didn’t have the proper papers. Before being served, every customer of an East German restaurant had to show a card proving citizenship in the Russian Zone. Any East German restaurant serving an American risked being closed down by the police.

Just as he was telling me this alarming story, a smiling waiter came over and gave me a tray of tea and sandwiches that hadn’t been ordered. Glowing, he put a finger over his lips. Then gesturing with both hands as though to push me away, he shook his head, indicating he wanted no money, and quickly went away. The soldier and I were amazed and grateful.

We were both philosophers and dreamers. I mused to him that one day I might be in the U.S. Army and we two might be fighting each other and shooting to kill if Khrushchev gave the word. He nodded and answered, “I wish there weren’t any governments.”

Unbelievably, he then handed me about $5 in East German Marks—a week’s wages—and said, “You take this. I like Americans ever since the war. I was a prisoner of war in your country for two years and treated well. Now I want to repay.” Then he quickly got up, repeated with much emotion, “I wish there weren’t any governments,” and ran off, disappearing into a dismal alley.

As I looked back and forth between the money and the alley where the bald head had disappeared, I heard a loud “halloo” but couldn’t find the source.

“Halloo!” the voice said again. I looked to my rear left. There she was—a young German matron wearing a suit. “Will you sit down with me please?”

I took my tray to her table and sat down with her.

“I see you are treated well here in the Communist Zone,” she smiled, with an approving glance at the food on the tray. “Your performance was well received. I enjoyed it thoroughly. I am hiring agent for the Deutsche Konzert-Und Gastspieldirektion (East German Concert and Artist Management Association).”

She showed me her credentials—an automatic reaction, for I’d not even thought of asking her. Expressing her surprise that the waiter had brought me food, she confirmed the soldier’s story that the reason the waiter had not taken payment was because I was a Western “alien.” One could not dispense food to my kind without a special permit. Food was precious and not to be given out to imperialists.

She warned that the People’s Police would arrest me for playing in cafes (a foreigner on tourist visa may not work at any employment without official sponsorship), and the U.S. Consulate would be powerless to help me. But she said her organization could give me sponsorship and a contract to play at political gatherings in East Germany.

“Imported artists are always bigger drawing cards—especially when they are from America,” she warmly explained. “Would you come with me and allow me to introduce you to my superior, Fraulein Unga? Our office is very near.”

Here was my experience with Christian repeating itself in slightly different form with new characters. I’d already learned how life repeatedly throws us the same experience time after time until we learn to deal with it.

Reluctantly I told her, “I’m a troubadour. I don’t think it would work, because it might interfere with my current pursuit.”

She sensed I was torn and continued her warm coaxing, “You could explain this to Fraulein Unga, and the two of you could surely work something out that would suit both your purposes.”

She was so nice, and I wanted to please her. “All right,” I said.

For half an hour she led me through unrepaired ruins of the 1945 Allied bombing. After 16 years, there had been no repairs. Walls were missing from some buildings, but they were inhabited nonetheless.

We arrived at her building, and she led me up several flights of stairs to a cold, utilitarian office where sat Fraulein Unga, an emotionally callused, hard woman of tragedy and broken dreams. She was dressed in a military uniform, looked through me rather than at me, though she was not blind, and asked me to play. She depressed me and I played listlessly, hoping to flunk the audition.

“Yes, I can send you on concert tour,” she said dryly. She reached into her bottom drawer, pulled out a thick black book and began thumbing through it. “I can get you $100.00 in U.S. hard currency per day. My fee for handling you will be five percent. Are you interested?”

I gently explained to her about my being a troubadour and the fragmentation of purpose this tour would represent.

“You can live like a king on that money here in East Germany,” she coaxed lightly. “Money always prevails over purposes.”

I took a deep breath, I do confess. That was more money than I’d ever made or even thought of making in my entire life. So I asked, “would I have to sign a contract?”

“Of course.” She looked pleased. “I can have it prepared by Monday at two o’clock.”

I groped for a catch. “Would I be allowed to take the dollars with me back to the West?”

“Naturally. I would arrange this for you.”

“How long would this be for?”

“I don’t think we could bother with anything under ninety days. Once you’ve been with us that long and seen how nice life is under communism, you’ll want to extend indefinitely.”

I admitted to her that life would indeed be nice on $100 a day. “But would I be working against my country?”

She smiled grimly. “Is that important?”

I took another deep breath. “Well, it seems a sound proposal, but I’ll need time to think about it. This has all happened rather fast.”

She nodded and said, “opportunity knocks only once, you know.”

“But the devil knocks many times.”

She pretended to look offended. I felt like apologizing but didn’t.

“Shall I write up the contract or not?”

I squirmed with indecision.

“I must be reasonably sure of you so I can safely make out the contract knowing you’ll return at two o’clock on Monday.”

“This isn’t a guarantee, but I’ll try and come by this afternoon and give you a decision.”

She gave me some train coupons with which to go to West Berlin and return later should I decide to put my troubadour life on the shelf and do this thing. She also gave me her card so I could find my way back, and suggested I stop by the office of the People’s Republic downstairs if I wanted true facts and figures concerning life and economy in East Germany.

“Remember,” she said, as I descended the stairs, “what you read in the capitalist press about two thousand East Germans coming to West Germany each day is misleading. For they return to their homes in East Germany at night after work.”

“But what about the East German refugees in the American Sector at Marienfelde?” I called back.

But she’d returned to her office and didn’t hear or answer.

I asked the same question of the official I met at the People’s Republic Office.

“They are lazy fortune seekers,” he droned casually from behind his chipped desk. “Every country has them. They know they can get free food from the imperialists without working. Nobody wants such bad people. It’s a boon to us that they’re leaving. They’re a drag on the West who accepts them only to make propaganda.”

He talked as though he answered this question several times a day. But he was destined to eat his words. For within a week of that day, communist workers began building the Berlin Wall to stop the “bad” people from defecting.

He gave me some propaganda pamphlets to read. Carrying these, I took the train to West Berlin, found a beautiful park and sat down on a bench to read them. I envisioned my appearance at their political gatherings with a loud orator introducing me as a young American who’d seen the light, defied capitalist temptations and so on. I saw that for $100 a day they had valuable propaganda.

Still I headed back to Fraulein Unga’s office to tell her I would do it. I actually went on the subway to the transfer station and stood at the entrance to the eastbound train. Then, unable to enter it, I turned around and used her last coupon for the next train west.

Riding westward on the train, I felt I’d shed a heavy weight from my shoulders. I was free again, still a troubadour, and excited once again about my freedom. Looking around in East Berlin had helped me to better appreciate the freedom Americans enjoy. The fact that my country was free allowed me to choose my free way of life.

It occurred to me that I could, in a small way, thank my country for that freedom, and all the young Americans who’d relinquished their lives that I might have it, by helping get out the word about the way America’s Cold War adversary operated. So I decided to write a letter describing my experience with Fraulein Unga and send it to both of my media contacts, Art Volkertz and Dwight Pennington, managing editors of the Santa Rosa Press Democrat and Kansas City Star Times, at my earliest opportunity.

That opportunity came within 24 hours. I happened on a nice nightclub in Berlin that very evening—The Lido. It was late at night. The musicians had all left, but half the audience was still lingering. It was a perfect setup. I climbed onto the still lit stage and began playing. The audience livened up and applauded. The club owner enjoyed it and bought me a hotel room for the night. The next afternoon, he connected me with his friend, Abe Zwick, an American comedian who was director of entertainment at another Berlin night spot, the Wannsee Hotel, an American military officer’s club.

One of the finest mansions in Berlin, the magnificent old Wannsee Hotel-Resort stood on the shore of beautiful Lake Wannsee. It had been Hitler’s old hangout until the U.S. Army took possession of it in 1945. Now it was the pride of the U.S. military and boasted a nightly dinner show. Abe was in charge of it. He sent a military courtesy car to get me, and we met upstairs in the Wansee’s luxurious mezzanine beneath the massive open-beam ceiling. He had more energy in him than a three-year-old.

“I’m told you just wandered into Berlin’s best civilian nightclub and took over. That’s pure show business.” he smiled, incandescing like a light bulb.

We liked each other right away, and he made me a guest artist on his dinner show. He gave me board and room, with a typewriter, a box of hotel stationery, and all the postage stamps I’d need to write and send out my story about Fraulein Unga’s offer.

Both the Press Democrat and Star Times printed the story with banner headlines, and the wire services picked it up. The American Forces Network, AFN-Berlin, invited me to record a one-hour special program of moromusic and tell the story. The program was aired throughout Western Europe. I never checked to see if the Communists tried bribing any more American musicians after that.
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A Voyage for the Ages

In the carly 1960, 2 young, sclf-taught musician sct out
to travel the world with no money, cquipped only with his
guitar, his voice, and his belicf in the goodncss of people.
Along the way, blown by the winds of fortune, guided

nstinct, he played for kings and paupers, soldiers and
servants, artists and terrorists. His name is Moro Buddy
Bohn, and his unlikely and powerful story will uplift you
and inspire you to five the life you want.

His audiences have included Queen Elizabeth TT of
England, King Frederick IX of Denmark, Pablo Picasso,
Rita Hayworth, Patty Duke, Lee Marvin, Howard Hughes,
King Bhumibol and Queen Sirikit of Thailand, and he was
the first musician to entertain U.S. troops in Vietnam.

“The guitar of Moro travels the world;
touch of flamenco,  hint of classics, some
new world, and always gently expressive
with warmth and romance...
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