
Gilbert was at an impressionable age at barely 13 years old. He was just like all the other children. He could read, write and do basic math. At age 12 his dad bought him a guitar for his birthday and finally let him into his secret room where he stashed his music collection. Various artists from the 1950’s to the 1990’s stood on shelves in fanciful ways under beams of light coming from light bulbs in the ceiling. It was such a grandiose time for li’l Gil was overcome with delight.


Gilbert looked at all the covers of the albums. He spied Elvis Presley, in his shark fin suit. Chuck Berry playing guitar on a stage. AC/DC’s guitarist wearing his trademark tie while hammering out a few chords. Then he spied upon the glam rock bands of the 1980’s with their big bushy hair. Wow, Gilbert thought, This is awesome! I want to be a rock star!

Then Gilbert looked up at his dad with wide eyes and said letting out each word with a squeak, “Dad, will I ever be a rock star?”
He said, “Son, someday you’re going to move to Hollywood and become a star.”

Gilbert was overcome with joy.


At age 19 Gilbert hadn’t changed much. He was in Hollywood standing on a sidewalk looking up at a poster that showed a guy with giant dark sunglasses, a frilly scarf, a blue bandanna and sitting laid back with his right leg up on the arm of a big plush comfy chair while strumming on a oak Gibson guitar. It said, “Win our contest and live like a rock star for a day!”

Rock stars were still mere fables to Gilbert. It wasn’t but a week after that fateful day when his dad told him his future that a fire burned down his father’s music archives and his poor dad perished in the fire trying to save his Beatles collection. And poor Gilbert, his dad was his only parent, being that his mom had sold herself to slavery, as his dad put it, and was jettisoned into outer space on a spaceship to be never heard from again.


Gilbert was left stranded by the fire. He was picked up by his aunt and uncle who were dealing methamphetamines and they too were victimized by a sting operation, a complicated one that took the police force a month of planning, three different police captains, three-thousand-six-hundred gallons of coffee and two hundred boxes of donuts with twenty four pieces each. Gilbert was able to live there for about a month. Then he was picked up this time by his dad’s brother, Colonel Mustard. 


Colonel Mustard was a wily man. He had a gray poincetti mustache, a face shaped like that of a bull, and his head always tilted down just enough to make the pupil of his eyes meet his eyebrows. He looked mad, bloody mad. The sad part of it was that he thought himself perfectly normal. He thought a good deed was something like killing the people who made him angry or giving them enough extra duties to kill a small mule. 

When he picked up Gilbert he said, “BOY! Do you believe that you will someday be a MAN!?”

Gilbert looked up at him with innocent and fearful eyes, “A man?”

Colonel Mustard looked down at him again and yelled, “BOY, ALWAYS ADDRESS ME AS SIR BEFORE AND AFTER EVERYTHING YOU SAY. DO WE HAVE THAT CLEAR??”

Gilbert cowered a little bit, raising his arm up to his face but stopping it at his neck, “Y-y-yes sir.”

Colonel Mustard’s eyes glowered, “WELL IF IT IS SO CLEAR THEN WHY HAVEN’T YOU DONE IT YET!?” He towered over the small boy and poor Gilbert was knocked back by his voice. Gilbert looked up at his uncle and thought that smoke was rising out of his ears.

“STAND UP BOY I’M NOT DONE WITH YOU YET!!”

Gilbert got on his feet.

“NOW BOY TELL ME, ARE YOU GOING TO BE A MAN??”

“Sir, yes sir.” He squeaked out. 
“NO YOU WON’T BOY. YOU’RE A SIS-SAY JUST LIKE YOUR DAD-DAY. WHY BOY WHEN I WAS YOUR AGE, MY DAD-DAY MADE ME CARRY TWO BUCKETS FULL OF CEMENT AND WALK THREE MILES WITH THEM ON MY SHOULDER, THREE TIMES A DAY.”

Gilbert shuddered at the thought.

“THAT’S BECAUSE I WAS RAISED BY OUR DAD-DAY. AND YOUR DAD-DAY WAS RAISED BY OUR MOM-MAY. GOD BLESS HER SOUL.”

Gilbert wondered about this. My dad had a mom? Needless to say it never occurred to him before.

“BOY YOU’LL NEVER BE A MAN. YOU’LL BE A BIG FAT SIS-SAY JUST LIKE YO’ DAD-DAY.” Colonel Mustard walked over to a window overlooking a parking lot and prodded his chin while muttering to himself, What will be a suiting fate for my dear boy here… hmm, yes…
That night Gilbert was allowed to stay in his uncle’s house for the night. Just one night.

The next day he was on a plain to a remote island in the Pacific ocean. He didn’t know where, his uncle didn’t say. He dared not to ask. He rode on this army plane to the island of Guam. Except he wasn’t on the good side as it looked when he landed, garbage was strewn all over the beach. People stood over the garbage with little hammer in nails picking through the garbage looking for food. 

He was to attend the catholic school for boys here. He didn’t like it here. The heat was unbearable and so were the insects. Twice was he hospitalized for malaria, once for small pox, once for e.coli bacteria and once for salmonella poisoning. 

He didn’t like it here and after about a month, he stowed away in a cargo box on a jet headed back to California. 

And that’s where we find the boy on this day.

“Win our contest and live like a rock star for a day!” The sign read in giant red letters with glittery fire cracker like graphics. Gilbert couldn’t wait. He looked at a little box under the sign and all he had to do was fill out a little form and stick it in the box. For the address he put down the halfway house he was staying at.

He went back home and waited for the contest drawing day. He didn’t know where to go to get contest results or what. He only knew he would be contacted in the mail if he did win. So he waited, and waited, and waited. Finally a letter came in the mail to him that read, “You won our contest to live like a rock star for a day!”
Gilbert was overcome with joy!

The letter said a white limousine would pull up to the halfway house and pick him up. He waited outside and sure enough a white limousine pulled up to the halfway house. Other kids at the shelter ooo’d and ahh’d him as he got into it and drove away. 

Inside the limousine was the famous rocker Dodoy Dughfass, his drummer, Ben Dover, and his bassist Hugh Jass. Gilbert was overcome with glee. 

They drove on in their limousine and didn’t say a word. Gilbert thought it was because Rock stars were like they were in posters that they just sat around looking cool while thinking about new songs. They pulled up to a run down shack outside of town. There were some other people there. 

“Here we are, hope you like it.” Said Dodoy with british accent.

They all hopped out and they walked up to the shack where there was a small meeting of friends under the tin roof. They were all drinking kool-aid and eating cake. 

Dodoy said, “Oh today is Vera’s birthday!” There was a cheer from a few a people there. 

He ran off to the trailor which was parked near by and he pulled out a girl from in there. She looked tired and wondering what was all the commotion for. 

“Oh Vera, today is your birthday! Happy birthday!” Yelled Dodoy.

“Happy Birthday!” Cried a lot of people.

And Gilbert sat down on a stool next to a garbage can that was filled with flies and just watched the whole scene unfold.
What he saw was a bunch of older people, maybe about thirty-something, sitting around drinking kool-aid, eating cake and ice cream. A few of them even had the cone shaped party hats on their heads. Gilbert stood up and wandered over to a table somewhere on the right that was full of assorted snacks. Chips, cookies, even celery sticks and carrots. There was white sauce in a small plastic tub surrounded by vegetables. 

“It’s crab meat dip,” Said Hugh Jass, sticking a carrot in the dip and sticking it in his mouth, “It’s quite good, help yourself!” he said with a smile and wandered back into the crowd. 

Gilbert stood there confused. So this is how rock star’s live.

They took him back to the halfway house at about 8:00pm. They said they didn’t want to violate their own curfew because they chores to do in the morning. 

That night Gilbert went to his bed confused, “What’s the big deal anyway?” He muttered to himself, closed his eyes and went to sleep.
