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One

SOMETIMES WHEN YOU THINK YOU'VE FOUND a freestone peach, you take it home, cut a
smooth line around the body and twist the two sides apart expecting it to give.

If nothing happens, you know you're dealing with a different kind of peach.
You pry it apart as well as you can, pull out the stone and carve a hollow in each
half with a sharp knife. It's so good packed tight with a thick paste of ground
almonds and sugar, with a little orange juice to bind it. You put it in a pan, and
pour over a little more orange juice, then bake it for half an hour.

This does not depend on particular proportions. Take a peach, stone it and
fill it and bake it and serve it and eat it. Some things are so easy to do.

All you need is a paring knife.

Two

WHEN JaKE AND | STARTED ouT we had the proverbial nothing—which back then
amounted to other people’s cast-offs. A couch that turned out to have fleas.

Second-hand towels all worn thin. Mismatched pots. A car we owed my
mother for. It worked only on days when there wasn't a drop of moisture in the
air. | can't quote rainfall statistics, but | know we got plenty.

| hardly noticed what we didn't have. | was either too stoned or too tired from
working graveyard shift in the children’s home—lousy hours, low pay. Stuff didn’t
seem important. All that mattered then was to have the house always full of
people, party every weekend, somewhere.

One thing we had that was not a cast-off was a burl coffee table, made by
Jake's buddy who built them in his basement, the whole place taken over by
tools and wood shavings and something thick and gluey he layered on the table
until it shone so you could almost ice skate on it. "Goddamn it. It's a bloody art”
he told me. “The sheen, the density, the gloss. It all matters.”

That shiny table was where we'd roll our weed, sift through it for grit, stems
and seeds. | can still see Jake hunkered over it so low he was almost lying on it,
using the dull edge of a paring knife to work his way through the stuff until he
had enough for a joint.

| was sitting at that table alone late one night, when the front door flew open
and three burly guys thundered in. They filled the house with their bulk and inten-






