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DEDICATED TO:

MY TRUE LOVE KELLY
AND TO
ALL OF YOU OTHERS
WHO CHOOSE TO LIVE LIVES
FOLLOWING YOUR INNER BLISS
AND BY DWELLING ON
THE FRINGES OF SOCIETY
FINDING TRUE JOY IN LIVING
A LIFE LESS ORDINARY
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Definition of a Boghi: One who seeks to transform Bhoga into Yoga.

A Taoist Proverb:
In order to walk the middle one must first know the extremes.
“When the going gets weird,
the weird turn pro.”
Raul Duke
“It beats workin’.”
Dope Rider

A NUMBER 13 PUBLICATION
Copyright 1997
All Rights Reserved
(This work was originally published with the title 'THE MERRY-WANNEE TRAIL BACK TO
YOSEMITE.” However, to many folks found that title confusing thinking it was a book about
Yosemite National Park when in reality the title was a euphemism for The Make Yourself Happy Path
Back to Paradise. Therefore I have changed the title to make it less obtuse. T.E.Oak)
3

American Bhogee by Tai Eagle Oak

Forward
All these stories are true in the sense that they actually happened. All of them either I, or
someone that I knew, experienced, none of them are secondhand. However, on some of them I have
compressed the time line to make them more immediate. On others I have two or more separate events
which were not related in time but were related in spirit and have placed them in the same tale simply
because they fit together. Needless to say, I have changed all of the names and some of the localities
with other left deliberately vague to protect those who may not want their pasts to become public
knowledge. Also, all these tales take place as I remember them, and we all know how faulty a memory
can be. Especially since a lot of these tales happened a long time ago and when I was not in full
possession of all my senses. So, if you see yourself in any of these tales and say to yourself, “Hey! That
ain’t the way it happened.” Then write it down the way you remember it and send it to me. I’ll be
happy to read your version.
I wrote these tales as a true chronicle of the hip life style and in reaction to the anti-sex, anti-drug
hysteria that has pervaded the west for the last half of this century and which has only gotten worse in
the last 20 years. To show that a life which is sexually provocative and lived on drugs is not only not
wasted, but can be meaningful as well as a hell of a lot of fun. Also, I wrote these stories because I am
tired of our celebrity oriented society that worships their very existence while ignoring the rest of us.
Unless, of course, there’s something negative about us to report. These tales are all about the poor and
obscure living, enjoying and celebrating their lives. Lives that have just as much worth and are just as
important as any of those of the rich and famous.
I can only hope that the average person reading this work can understand this was simply a life
choice and is as valid as the one they’ve chosen for themselves. To delight in reading about it and not
judge it, appreciating it only for what it is: A life less ordinary.
With the exception of “My First Time” all of these tales take place between 1965 and 1995. I
would like to thank all of you who were involved, who enriched and who touched my life. Thank-You
So Much!
I Wish You All Peace And Happiness.

OM KIJAI!
Khajuraho, M.P., India - May-June 1995
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Verse 4: Now there is just one commandant, And that one is to follow your bliss
Pick your path make your own choices,Open yourself up to this holy kiss
Chores: Repeat
Verse 5: We’re all on this beautiful planet, To laugh and play to dance and sing
Enter the moment without your ego, When you awaken you’ll see everything
Chores: Repeat
Verse 6: It not the love of mother and child, Nor the love of a man and his wife
It’s the all consuming love, From the eyes of Buddha through the heart of Christ
Chores: Repeat To End
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AMERICAN BHOGEE
by

Tai Eagle Oak
The stories contained herein are all written in a non linear mode.
You can read the tales in order if you wish but it is not necessary.
Since each story is a complete entity standing on its own you can
read the tales in any order you like.
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PREVIEWS OF COMING ATTRACTIONS
I've been hiking in the Sierras up above Yosemite all by myself for the last three days following
my fate and it's been great. The weather's been perfect, sunny days with a gentle breeze and crystal clear
nights with a million stars in the sky. I've seen a few deer, some squirrels and a lot of other small
creatures along with thousands of birds all the way from little sparrows and finches to some big hawks
and plenty of vultures. But thankfully, I haven't seen one other human being. It's both thrilling and a bit
scary hiking alone because if something untold should happen, like breaking a leg or being attacked by a
bear, well, there’s not a whole lot that you can do except pray. And there are bears in the woods. If you
don't hang your food high up in a tree at night then you're just liable to wake up with one in your
sleeping bag with you looking for food. I have seen a couple black bears up here but they're shy
creatures who always run when they see me. One night I was sort of attacked by something about the
size of a raccoon but it was too dark to see what it was. It screeched, barked and hissed at me until I got
up and moved my sleeping bag about a hundred feet away. I figured that I must have been too near its
den.
Anyway, like I say, I’ve been in the woods for three days when I see a beautiful little meadow
with what looks to be a rusty hand pump sticking up out of the grass. As I get closer I see an old
dilapidated board shack that's sort of collapsed in on itself and is now just a pile of splintery gray
lumber. This is a real pretty place. There's yarrow, foxglove, nettle and milkweed growing. Scrub oak
and manzanita surround the meadow with a few cottonwoods growing here and there. Even some blackberry bushes but no blackberries yet, it's too early. It feels good here so I think I'll spend the night, but
first I'll relax a little, sit against the pump and smoke a joint. I tried working the pump but it's frozen up
with rust. I did uncover the well by taking some old boards off the top of it. I dropped a pebble down it
and heard a splash so I know there’s still water down there. Ahhh, there's nothing like a little grass to
take the kinks out of a hard day of hiking. Yup, this is a very pretty place.
After smoking about half of the doobie I started getting some really good rushes up my back. I
think this a bit strange because I've been smoking the same weed all week and it hasn’t happened before.
In fact, the rushes are getting stronger and a little scary. WOW! The last one almost took the top of my
head off and here comes another one feeling even stronger...
13

American Bhogee by Tai Eagle Oak
I don't know if I lost consciousness or not but I am no longer in the meadow by the pump. I am
on some kind of flat weird plane and it's pretty ugly too. I can see all the way to the horizon. It's
completely flat with small and medium sized black boulders scattered around it. There's no mountains or
hills and the ground is a kind of brown-yellow color. The sky is all blackish-gray and cloudy looking
with no sun, moon or stars showing however it's light enough to see the horizon. On the horizon there
seems to be some kink of flashing so I think that maybe it's lightning. I hear some clattering so I think
that maybe its thunder.
As it keeps getting closer I can't tell exactly what it is but I do know that it's neither lightning nor
thunder. It's really still with the air so clear I can see and hear really well. As it gets closer I can see the
glinting of light is coming off of what looks like polished metal, like gold or brass, and the sound is
coming off of those metal surfaces as if someone is pounding on them with something hard. It's big,
whatever it is, because it fills the whole horizon. I'm getting a bit concerned because it looks like it's
coming my way and there's nowhere for me to run to and nowhere to hide. I guess I'll just have to stand
here and see exactly what it is because it is definitely getting closer all the time.
Now it's close enough for me to see what it is. It looks like a line of shields like out of some old
Roman movie. The glittering and the noise is being made by soldiers pounding their swords and spears
on those shields. They're yelling something but I can't make out what. Maybe it's some language that I
don't understand, or maybe they're just yelling. They're marching in a line and are coming my way.
Finally they’re close enough that I can make out their faces. When I do I get so frightened that I hope
that I don't pee my pants because they ain't got human faces! They have monkey faces. Or more like
chimpanzee faces and they're almost as big as I am.
‘HOLY SHIT!’ I think ‘ I’m on the Planet of the fucking Apes!’
They keep getting closer and they do not look friendly either. They stop about a hundred feet in
front of me, quit banging on their shields and stop yelling. They just stand there staring at me with their
yellow eyes and their mouths hanging open showing me their long pointed canines. I'm too scared to
say a word. I just stand there and stare back. We all wait. For what I do not know.
The biggest one detaches himself from the line, comes straight up to me stopping five or six feet
in front of me. He looks at me for a few seconds then says, "Go back."
But there's no place for me to go back to so I just stand there and look at him. After a couple
minutes more he looks at me as if I was stupid or something then says again this time more forcefully,
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"Go back!"
I’d like to accommodate him but even if I could 'Go back'. I am too scared to move. After all,
nothing like this has ever happened to me before. And let me tell you folks, I’ve taken a lot of strange
and powerful drugs in my life but I ain't never had a tripp like this, and this one’s pretty much on the
natch (You really can't count a couple of tokes.) So I just stand there waiting. After a few more minutes
he screams, "GO BACK!"
When he does the whole damned monkey army starts screaming too, "GO BACK! GO BACK!
GO BACK!..."
He's pacing back and forth in front of me waving his sword and yelling at me to "GO BACK!"
I figure that if I get any more scared I just might pass out getting out of this hell and wake up
someplace else. Somewhere nice. All of a sudden he stops pacing. He raises his sword. The chimps
quit their screaming. Everything gets real quiet.
He looks at me and says in a low menacing voice, "FOOL! Don't you understand? Men in
heaven are DEAD!" With that all the monkeys start shouting "DEAD!" They draw it out into one loud
long scream, “DEAAAD!”
It keeps getting louder and louder and louder. I’m so frightened that I cover my ears and close
my eyes. When I do the screaming does a fast fade and everything gets quiet...
When I open my eyes again I'm back in the meadow, sitting with my back against that rusted old
pump next to the collapsed house except now it doesn’t seem so friendly. A cold wind has come up
from the north and the sun is going down. I know if I'm not out of the area by sunset, that vicious
monkey army will be coming back after me and this time they won't be so friendly. So I am out of here.
I put my pack on and down the trail I go.
I hike a lot so I’m in pretty good shape. I can walk 10 miles with a 40-pound pack over rough
terrain, no problem. That is what I do. I walk most of the night before I start to feel safe and don't stop
until the sky starts to lighten. Man, what a tripp! It has really shaken me. I have no idea of what to
make of it. Little did I know or suspect that this was just a preview of coming attractions. That there
would be plenty more times in my future in which I’d have to be out of town by sundown to save my
skin.
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BLUE JAY WAY
Benny is a red freak. Which is kind of funny, because Bennies are also cheap crapo
pharmaceutical speed. But Benny is a confirmed red freak who hates speed. He's been coming over to
our commune for the last month, which is also kind of funny since we usually don’t like red freaks.
They're almost always boring and stupid. Being boring and stupid is about the greatest sin you can
commit here in San Francisco, other than being violent. And Benny is stupid. So stupid in fact that he’s
really very funny and he’s never boring. Also, he always has a big bag of reds with him that he's very
generous with, and taking reds once in a while is kind of fun but you have to be careful with reds. If you
take them with any psychedelic, it just negates the effect of the psychedelic so you've wasted that high.
If you take them with speed, you wind up with lots of bumps and bruises, and nothing is worse than a
lively downer freak. But booze is the worst. There's been more than a few times I've taken a handful of
downers washed down with a bottle of wine at a party on a Saturday night only wake up on a Monday
morning, usually someplace strange with someone that I've never seen before, thinking it was Sunday.
And if you take them downers too often then like I said, you just get boring and stupid. But Benny is
always entertaining.
Like the time that we all piled into his old rattletrap VW to go to a party over on Sutter and Van
Ness. While sitting at a red light on Market St., Benny says he thinks that from now on he’ll stop at
green lights and go on the red. Since we've all taken a few reds in preparation of the party, this sounds
like a good idea to us. So when the light turns green Benny just sits there. There are horns honking and
some shouting behind us but we only sit there giggling. As someone goes around us he flips us off.
What a jerk! We sit there until the light turns red then Benny floors the gas, pops the clutch and we
proceed through the intersection accompanied by more horn honking. This goes on for about four
blocks. We all think it's really funny until we almost get flattened by a MUNI bus. Benny then pulls
over and says that it scared him so bad he's not driving any more tonight. We’ll have to walk the rest of
the way. Luckily it wasn't too far.
Another time we were on our way to a party on the fifth floor of an apartment building and yes,
we had taken a couple reds in anticipation of the evening festivities. The way up was via an old selfservice elevator. One of those with a folding metal gate.
Benny was the last one into the elevator and just as he's about to close the gate he shouts, "I'm
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gonna fuck this thang!"
He whips out his cock then slams it in the elevator gate. He immediately falls to the floor
holding his wang howling in pain. We seeing this, think that it's the funniest thing we've seen in a long
long time.
So we're all howling with laughter and saying, "Man, you really fucked that thing good Benny."
and, "Did you get off Benny?"
As luck would have it, the elevator stops on 3. The doors open and a young straight couple are
standing there. They take one look at this scene; a bunch of freaks laughing likes maniacs at a guy
holding his crank while rolling around on the floor. They wisely decide to wait. Like I said, Benny was
pretty stupid but he was always funny.
Benny didn't live in the City. He lived across the bay in Alamo back when it was a dusty little
town full of bikers, rednecks, druggies and cowboy wannabe’s instead of yuppies like it is today. They
were all on the run looking for cheap rent but still in the bay area. Benny was always trying to get us to
go over the Bay Bridge to see his place. He told us that he had a nice little ranch with chickens, goats,
lots of dogs and his pride and joy, his two horses. Benny was a cowboy wannabe. He always wore a
black cowboy hat, a red bandanna around his neck and the requisite boots and jeans. However, we
almost never left the City. There was no reason to. Everything we needed was here: Sex and drugs and
rock and roll, plus all of our friends. Sure, we might take a day trip to Sausalito to hang out on the docks
on a warm day or even venture over to Berkeley if there was a really good concert or riot going on, but
all the way to Alamo to see a bunch of farm animals. No way! Also, none of us had a car and we
certainly were not going 30 miles in Benny's old green beat up V Dub.
One day Benny comes in and tells us that he's borrowed a van and after plying us with a red or
two, insists that we go over to his place to spend the night. He’ll even buy all the food and do the
cooking.
So what can we say except, "Okay Benny, lets go play grandpa McCoy."
We grab our sleeping bags, drugs and other essentials needed for a night in the sticks and we’re
off. Well, here we are, it's hot and dusty. There’s a two-bedroom board shack on a couple of acres with
a small barn and corral. Yes, Benny, we see the chickens, the goats, the dogs and no, no one really wants
to ride the horses. Yup, mighty pretty spread you got here Benny, but what say we just all go inside,
smoke some dope, drink some wine and listen to some tunes. Which is just what we do for the next few
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