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Boo Boo opened the door of his van and the smoke came pouring out. The early Saturday morning beach was empty except for a few seagulls. He yawned, wiped the crust from his eyes, beard and hair and put on the Budweiser hat he had been wearing for as long as he could remember. He reached into his van and pulled out his book bag, unzipped the top pocket and pulled out his QP. He looked all around to see if it was straight but there was a cop parked in Fud Rockers Roller Rink across the street. As soon as he saw that Boo Boo knew he was there, the cop pulled out and drove off.


“Damn pigs.” Boo Boo murmured to himself as he rolled up two joints and went down to the water.


After a nice wake and bake and a cool refreshing swim (the closest thing to a shower he'd had in months), he went back to his van to push the last of his herb stock so he could afford to get his van fixed and go on the newest Dead tour. He knew that after lunch the kids in his town would be around looking for some smoke. 


Boo Boo walked up and down the boardwalk for several hours. Whenever he saw someone he knew as a regular customer he’d walk by them and whisper, “Nugget,” in his ear and head for his van. The other person would soon meet him there with the cash.


 Around 2:00 Boo Boo was almost done. He had sold all but one ounce. Boo Boo was sitting on the front of his van smoking a cig when he saw a new face, one he had not seen around these parts ever before.  This new face was heading for the van. He was young, about sixteen or seventeen, with short brown hair and a dumb look on his face. Boo Boo knew it would be an easy sale.


“Hey, I’m Lou.  I'm looking for my girlfriend, Mary Jane.”


“I think I can help you find her.”  Boo Boo looked the newcomer up and down. “Come inside.”


They stepped inside his van. It smelled like old incense and cigs.  There were beer bottles all over the floor and a bed in the corner.


“How much you looking for?” Boo Boo asked.


“How much you got?”


“One ounce left. It’s all yours if you got the dough.”


“It’s straight, I got plenty of dough. Let me take a look.”


Boo Boo handed Lou a zip-lock bag filled with high quality marijuana.


“Nice, I like what I see,” Lou said, looking at the bag.


“Yeah, it’s the best stuff you'll find around these parts.” Boo Boo pulled out a pipe. “You want to smoke a peace pipe?”


“Yeah.  I just got one thing to say, the biscuit has been buttered.”


“The biscuit has been buttered? What the hell else are you smoking, man?”


“The biscuit has been buttered.” Lou said into his armpit, fear trembling out with every word. “The biscuit has been buttered.”


“Yo, I’m going to butter your biscuit if you don’t shut the hell up.”


 Before he could blink his eyes, Boo Boo heard the loud noises of cars squealing to a stop and doors opening and then being slammed shut. Familiar voices said, “Back up!” and “Clear the area!” He heard the loud sound of guns being loaded and cocked. The van door ripped open and a guy with a gun and a DEA jacket was standing there.


“ How much is the fine this time boys?” Boo Boo asked and laughed.
