Excerpt from Sugar, %egformanm work- water for the real players at Spencer Hiﬁgh, know my body, knew I was dying, wanted lirious I did Alexander Technique, think-
in-progress by Robbie McCauley: and got pneumonia. Whenever my mother to die of embarrassment. A coupla people ing through my body. By the time my
talked about the death of her only brother, from the back of the bus say, “You alright?” back started tofeel longer and wider my
Standing on_the bus one day fgoinfg to she only expressed SK/Impatth for the nurse  Stretched my arms out sideways, said “I'm  brain was back and I checked my blood
Boston, the Fungwahbus, 15 dollars from who had to go tell Ma Willie that a dancer,” I said. Sister from the sugar which was 149...put my thumb on
New York at 1:00 p.m., had no business her only son was dead. TR AT _ back of the bus say, “you my pulse, figured vitals were okay. I shot
standing, but we're just crossing the Man- better dance yourself up.

hattan bridge. It’sa Freat bus. 'had on my . to court.” Sister

fake ghetto cap, still not dressing my age. Light  change, & wid her say “I “Youre cool,” one of the girls said, “My
No matter I am I actlike I'm at home,and  Szage Lefz. know what aunt’s a diabetic.” That’s when I wept.
the driver... people call it the Chinatown you talk-

bus because it goes from Chinatown to N ing

Chinatown Boston and New York. (I am |
just as racist as anyone.) It’s quite an en-
terprise. I was on one of the larger ones,

Light change Up Center. She gulls
out nee- dles, tgrepares insulin, shoots

up  dur- ing this story.

before I'd got a smaller us, not
many people, 4:00 {).m. , 25 dol- When Nikos first met me, he
lars.”So on the 1 oclock 15 dollar thought I was a junkie. He didn’t
bus, me acting like ’'m at home... tell me ‘til years'later. It was about
t e driver like the 1987 and we were on a bus to
thrill- ingly rebel- march to Washington against the
lious under- ground war in Nicaragua. t was my
work- in g class last march until the
speed demon I have one in Boston against
nobusi- ness still t h e one in rag.
fanta- sizing about, I > d  just met him,
hit the brakes on the flirt- ed with him.
bridge, and I hit the floor Like  hefound out I
on my back. (Does fall) wasn’t a junkie, I found
o u t he wasnt straight.
Light change, She moves N ow hes one of my est

back to Center. friends, Icouldntget through

this war ~ without him. Anyway
back then, he told me later, I
pulled  outmyneedle on the bus.
I'dontre-  member this because it

I shouldnt be here. I'm older than

allthewars. Thereareonly accidents.
The reason I keep living is my stub-

bornness. ' g was al-  ways such a no-no, but
S e he said  thée bus was dark, and
Moth- e’ n em would've i _. another  friendIwas  with was
iven u on me lon ago. The M helping  me, ‘cause I had to
%ay I told Daddy had diabe- : & holdp the needle up to thelight
; - R
tes v}\{as the ° day  he }tlorg - N EQ dsee the num bg,rs, ﬁke
up the mimeo- raphe e o m _do- ing now, ut when
arxist fliers I'd %ro%ght first , ‘bout.” 1 think a % out it, now 1
home. 1 saw the righteous thing 1 X : Nobody do it ev- ery now andthen,
rage of an ~ American atriot. heard was . botheredto especially  on “buses because

Picking up the bits of paper,I looked in “your back!”
his face and said, ”I went to a clinic to- ¢ arms,” |
day and they told me I had diabetes.” He holffered. A clean- _
said, “You ain't got no diabetes,” and he cut white guy with sev- ... T |

never mentioned it again. When moth- eral earrings in his mouth and 'The cowboy Chinese bus driv-
er’s brother Bud died at 17, or was it 14.... nose and two young women whod been er pulled over, hit the brakes WaI); softer off
'There’re so many myths about him, bein§ speaking Spanish stood weaving on the the bridge. Again,“you alright”he said. At Text by Robbie McCauley.

the only boy ang loving football so much bumpy bus and pulled my arms, bless their least he’s speaking English’I thought just Photograph by Marie Cieri.

he went out in a damp tee shirt to carry hearts, hurt so bad I wanted to die, but I asracist as anyone. “I'ma dancer.” Still de-  Graphic design by Andrew Liebchen.

be a witness. trying to'get up to go to the bathroom

— e ‘Thank God I'd is"dangerous. I think people should just

TN T made a sandwich.  do it discreetly when they have to, and it
i e W e should be accépted, like nursing babies.
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