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Outside Berkeley


My parents felt that I needed to travel to be exposed to different people, cultures, and environments.  They felt that my exposure to these different environments will improve my views on different cultures and give me some life experiences to help me develop my own opinions.  Traveling along the west coast of America gave me quite the exposure to the culture in these different areas, and getting busted by the NARC’s outside of Berkeley, California was definitely an eye-opening experience.


Being thirteen and naive on a trip into one of the larger ghettos in America is not a very good combination.   Both my brother and I not being able to drive meant that we were stuck with one of our parents and were very limited on the exploring we could do on our own, so this nice summer day we were stuck with our mother going to a yarn store just outside of the gorgeous University of California – Berkeley campus.  Despite the exquisite beauty of the campus, the surrounding neighborhood was far less desirable with the word slum gaining new meaning in my mind.  There were many warning signs for my mother to skip this day trip, but she insisted on going to this store for some reason unknown to us and probably to herself also.  


Parking in the alley behind the yarn store, my mother left my brother and I in the car to entertain ourselves while she went inside to look through a yarn store identical, in my opinion, to any other yarn store in America.  With the confidence only a teenager with a superiority complex can have, I ventured out of the car to get something to drink from the Walgreen’s pharmacy across the street.  Once outside of the car I was easy prey to anybody on the streets that wanted to take advantage of a half-witted tourist, and it wasn’t long before somebody did.  Not ten feet outside the car I was asked by a nice enough looking fellow if he could have a dollar for some brake fluid for his car, and pointed out his vehicle half a block away that looked like having no brake fluid was the cars way of telling him it just wanted to die.  He seemed innocent enough and I reached into my pocket, pulled out a dollar, and placed it into his palm.  The instant I put the dollar in his hand a leviathan of a suburban in solid black screeched to a halt across the street and six of the largest men piled out and proceeded to take control of the situation.  While they were putting the African American gentlemen that I just handed the dollar to in handcuffs, I was escorted around the corner to be drilled with questions by a gorilla of a man whose nametag only read Gomez.  Noticing that on the backs of these men’s shirts was “NARC” in large yellow letters, I realized that this person who I was helping might actually have been attempting to sell me drugs.  After a long explanation to Gomez that I really was a gullible tourist whose mother was buying yarn in the store behind me, they still seemed confident that I had other intentions, but had no evidence that I was in the middle of a drug deal and reluctantly let us both go.


After cleaning out my pants, I did get the drinks.  When my mother came out the yarn store I was still white as a ghost with good reason.  My family still has a hard time laughing about the incident.  And, looking back on the situation, I don’t know if I really was helping out somebody in need, or if I was in the middle of a drug deal.  It caused me to become a little more reluctant of helping out vagrants on the street and gained some insight into how egocentric I was about my own abilities and intelligence.  Life experiences come in different forms, mine just happened to be in the form of a mammoth of a man named Gomez. 

