
                                                JACK

I never knew him as Jack. It was his first name, but I never knew him as that, 

never called him that. He thought of himself as Jack after he fell off the edge of things.

I took a walk down the bike path and walk way on Monterey's Cannery Row, the 

old Southern Pacific right of way to Pacific Grove and beyond, Pebble Beach.

He was at the Edgewater Packing Cannery with a couple of other bums. 

It was Spring, 2 o'clock or so: They're under the stairwell at the then closed  

building, a block up from Doc Rickett's lab.

One guy looks OK, the other, on the other end, with my friend in the middle, 

wearing wrap around black sunglasses, has extremely sleazeball vibes.



I tell the man called Jack: “ Come by. I'll take you to lunch. Crank up the espresso 

machine. I have a nice sleeping bag you can have.”

It was a weekend, weather in the 70's, the Row packed with people.

My friend and the nicer bum, wore hats. The guy in the dark glasses, blonde, red 

faced, looked at the passersby as I conversed with the other two men of the road.

I see Jack a couple of months later at Asilomar Beach. He's on foot with a black 

plastic bag over his shoulder. It's not a warm day and he's got a lot of cloths on, dirty, he 

looks sunburned and tired.

“What's up?”

“Working along, enjoying the beautiful world, and I find you!” He feigns outrage.

I give him some walking around money.

 

Then it was Winter and Jack shows up for the sleeping bag,

“How about a pizza? “ I ask him.

“And some beers, “ he said.

Stevie Duck came by on Christmas. He went into the garage where Jack was 

staying.

“He looks bad, “ he said.



We loaded him into the Duck's Bravo, and took him to the hospital. The two of us 

took him to Emergency and left him at the door.

He was back at my place in a taxi, two days later.

The cab guy asked me: “He lives here?”

“Never heard of him,” I said. 

I called his sister Martha. She called her sister Missy, then his Chinese brother, the

head of the family, his parents were dead. He called Mel Grimes, a local big shot lawyer,

Jack's best friend from high school in Carmel.

The two of them pulled strings: Jack had Parkinson's. Didn't have much time left.

His brother and his two sisters saw him off to Hawaii, where his daughter was, a 

couple of months later,  in San Jose. He had been at his sister's in Placerville. 

She'd actually cleaned him up.

In about a year, he'd turned into a very sick man on SSI, on his way to Hawaii, 

wearing diapers.

Time walked it's secret walk,  it was a Sunday, rainy, and cold for Pacific Grove, 

I get a call from his sister Missy. 

She's coming to town and wants Stevie Duck's phone number.

I call Stevie Duck and tell him she's looking for him.

Stevie Duck calls me back a week later : “He went on one of his walkabouts with 



two canes, wearing diapers, and they found him about walked out, on his way to the 

hospital to admit himself, when he fell out.  Mua said goodbye to him in the morning, 

had his grandson in the afternoon.” 

When I met him him, he was a “Digger”,  drove an orangy red corvette, was 

seeing his girlfriend, her sister, etc.

Diggers? I gleaned this from the official web site: The Diggers (1966-1968) 

combined street theater, anarca-direct action, arts happenings. Their most famous 

activities revolved around distributing free food every day in the park,  distributing 

surplus energy at a series of free stores, and starting a free medical clinic. They were 

actors, their stage, the streets and parks of San Francisco.

.


