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Hard liquor doessomethingo my brain. The onlywayto describewhatit does
is to talk about something besides hard liquor

In Juneof 1970, when | was seventeen] was hitchhikingfrom Big Surto
Berkeleyon a Sundayafternoon.The planwasto getbackto my parents@ouse
in Berkeleybefore dinner eatwith them, goto bed, wake up the next morning,
walk down the hill to BerkeleyHigh,andsaygoodbyeto my friends.We were all
graduatingat the end of that week, we were convincedhat we would neversee
each other again, and we were right.

Early that afternoon, a hippie in a 1958 Buick RoadmasterconvertibleN
yellow with white leatherNpulled over and asked me where | was going.
Thetop wasdown. TherewasablackFenderStratocastetyingonthe passenger
seat.The hippiemighthavebeentwenty-bve .He hada scragglypeard,awide
mouth, andbeadyblue eyes.He did not look stonedbut he did look like he
might be deranged. | told him | was going to Berkeley

OWhatOs in Berkeley?O he said. His voice had a Rat, sad tone to

Ol live there,O | said.

He put the guitar in the back seat. OGet in,O he said.

We drove up HighwayOne through SantaCruz and stayed
on HighwayOne until we got to Half Moon Bay In Half Moon
Bay the hippiepulledinto a parkinglot nextto a grocerystore.
Theparkinglot wasfour or Pvefeetabovethe street. Therewas
an embankmenthat ran alongthe sidewalkbelow the parking
lot. The hippiehandedme aten-dollarbill andtold meto gointo
the store andbuy him somefood. When| askedhim what kind
of food, he said, Ol ddhgive a fuck. Whatever you eat.O0

In the store, | boughta bagof sunf3owerseeds.a Valencia
orangeandanEskimoPie.When| cameout of the store, | saw
that the hippiehadbackedup the Roadmastetto the top of the
parkinglot. As| startedto walk towardsthe car, he gunnedthe

engineandshotdown acrosghe parkinglot. He musthavebeen
goingthirty milesper hour by the time he cameto the edgeof the
lot. The carwent airborne. It Bewover the sidewalkandlanded
in the center of the street. The hippie slammedon the brakes,
then he looked over hisshoulderandwavedat me. OComeon,O
he said. OLetOs get out of here.O

| thought about giving the hippie his food and his change
but not getting back into the car. The problem was, Half Moon
Bay was aterrible place to hitchhike. | ran down to the car and
got in. After we got back on the highway, the hippie asked me
if | was scared.

@f what?0 | said.

Orours trulyO he said.

QWhy would | be scared of you?0

Ol could drive this car off a afiff

QWhy would you want to do that?O

OlOmot into dyingalone,Che said.ONhen | go, IOntaking
peoplewith me.CHe stayedon HighwayOne allthe way through
Pacibpcaandinto SanFrancisco,then he took 19" Avenuenorth
through the Sunset District and Golden Gasel®
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Orhis is not the way to Berkelgy | said.
He got on Rrk Residio Boulevard and headed north.
Orhisisthe scenicroute, Che said ONVe car©Omissthe GoldenGateBridge.
WhatOs wrong®uythink | might jump, ddbt you?0O
ONo,O | saidTRatOs not what | think.O
QWe can both jump,0 he said. OGo out togdther
We camedown through the Presidio. The toll plazawas a mile aheadof
us.If | openedthe door androlled out of the car, | would survivewith cutsand
bruisesNmaybe a broken arm.
The hippiesteppedon the gas He swervedbetweencars,honkinghishorn
andshoutingat other driversin alanguagéhat soundedike RussianAt the toll
booth, he paid the attendantwithout comingto a stop, then he 3ooredthe
Roadmaster and we were on the bridge.
@inyone can jump,0 he said. Ol say we go off in t@e car
Orhrough the railing?0 | said.
QWhatever it takes,O he said.
Orhen let me out,O | said.
QWhy? | thought you were into it.O
OlOm into it,0 | said, Obut IOm also into living.O
WhatOs so great about living?0O
Orhings can change,O | said.

We crossedthe bridge. He stayedon Highway 101 until
Larkspuy then he took Sir FrancisDrake Boulevardeast past
SanQuentinto the RichmondBridge. Twenty minuteslater, he
dropped me off in front of my parentsO house.

When | drink hard alcohol, | feel the way | felt in the
Roadmasterl feellike thingsare movingtoo fastbut that they
arealsohappeningn slowmotion. Eachmomentisnot somuch
an event as it is a chance to stay alive.

Which bringsus to the 2008 Del MagueySingleVillage
Mezcal Ofthuga.O

You canreadaboutDel Maguey$lezcalsat mezcal.com.
The picturesof SantaCatarinaMinasNthe singlevillageNare
wonderful. Del Magueyis owned and operated by the Taos
artistRon Cooper (The bottleOfabelwasdesignedy the Taos
artist Ken Price.) It is no exaggeratiorto saythat what Ron
Cooper has done with the single village mezcal is a work of art.

Inthe glass, the Pechugaisclear asabell. Itsclarity ismideading
but beingmidead ispart of the charm. The bouquet isan experience,
amemory, and a premonition, dl rolled into one gesture. On the
paate, the Pechugarearranges your taste buds, then it moveson to

your centra nervous system. The bnish can take awhile, but | like
that in abnish. | like thingsthat amogt last forever. 9
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