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ROD BEAL, from page 12

catching- whether a family or ambition. He was always 
waiting for the other boot to drop. He didn’t trust it when 
things were going well. So he drank to make sure things 
would always go awry. The ever-constant saboteur.

We came to the edge of Brookings. It wasn’t raining 
now, and there were two motels and a convenience 
store. Rod Beal said this would be fine. I drove into a 

gravelly yard next to one motel which had only one car 
parked in it — not much in the way of bumming change or 
finding cans I thought. I handed him 45 bucks, which kind 
of caught him off guard, but maybe he’d have enough left 
later on the get a cheap room, get a shower. But I doubt by 
the end of the day, he’d have much left. And giving him 
money like that may have been a bad idea. It was as likely 
as not, if memory serves, that he would wind up in jail 
having done god-knows-what in a blackout. And by the time 
he was released, if he were to be released, spring may have 
wandered into summer with sunlight, along with the lure to 
get out on the road and make it all the way to Santa Monica. 
To start things all over again. Come what may. Better to 
give when I got it, for all that was given to me when I was 
“out there.”

Listening to Rod Beal I noted that he never mentioned 
his birth father — doubt that he had any idea who or where 
he was. In other words, his mother never informed him. He 
mentioned his wife once, somewhat lovingly; somewhat 
exasperated with what she’d done that got him put away for 
a year and a day. His family was a source of pain, and 
strained love. His constant metastatic life, moving around, 
said a lot to me. We are all fragile, regardless of the face we 
show. Rod Beal’s mask was his well-rehearsed story. It was 
as though he had coached himself into this character or 
picture he thought strangers -  and who wasn’t a stranger -  
would buy into. What would make him acceptable to people 
who were always a foreign land to him.

And the fact that he had this approach-avoidance attitude 
toward Santa Monica, where he’d spent so much bad, 
wasted time, and where he had an outstanding warrant for 
absconding — at least one — and the judge would surely 
make him pay for all those times he’d absconded. Failed to 
pay his debt to society, not completed the court-mandated 
treatment.

He never completed anything that would give him real 
release. Call it freedom. He was resigned, probably had 
been since early childhood, that his abandonment, his 
subjugation to powers much bigger than himself, was a done 
deal. There was no remedy. No future bliss or hope or 
aspiration. There was nothing. He was a loser and any 
wishful thinking to the contrary- and how else would he 
pass his time waiting for a ride but dreaming of a fantasy 
existence where he was the center of his universe, (the 
hero?) was foolish. Just taunting himself, making things 
worse every time he went into that dream state which rode 
with him nonetheless. Rode with him everywhere like the 
booze.

When I dropped him off on that apron of gravel by the 
cheapo motel, there was no one around that I could see. 
Who would he hit up for change? What had he planned 
before I gave him the 45 bucks? Maybe he just wanted out 
because he couldn’t handle being in company. He’d finished 
his rehearsal, so he was ready to bail. He wanted to be 
alone with his thoughts. To pretend that it wasn’t all 
pointless. And as he headed toward a hole in the wall of 
trees, he’d already pulled out his bottle of Blue Label.”

Like I say, like all the rest of us, his fragility and 
abandonment hid in a corner. Reality was, Rod Beal’s story 
was always the main character.
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POLITICIANS

Join CUB in the Fight 
to Stop NW Natural

NW Natural is proposing an 8% rate hike, AND 
an increase in your monthly base charge ot up to $29, 

even it you don’t use any natural gas that month.

Meet Your Local Branch Manager:

Your membership gives us the 
power to fight these rate hikes.

http://oregoncub.org/streetroots

Mary Edmeades 
Social impact Banking 

503.445.2155
medmeades@albinabank.com

C om m unities aren'tjust streets and  build­
ings. Commu nities are thriving places 
where cultures, commerce an d  souls grow 
stronger together. ”

- M ary

G it lre a s ’ W tlllty oregoncub.org/streetroots

Join CUB for as little as $10, and help us fight the NW 
Natural price increases!

M em ber

LENDER

At Albina Community Bank the most ordinary 
financial transaction can have an extraordinary 

impact on our Socal community.

You’re going to bank somewhere, 
why not let your banking make a difference in 

the places where you live and work?

mailto:medmeades@albinabank.com
oregoncub.org/streetroots

