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‘POSSESSED

When a game becomes something else.

By Sue Garson

ntil last year the small
band of Mission Ind

ists {rom their tiny reser-
st south of Harbison Canyon,
seven miles east of El Cajon. Not any
more. Now the Sycuan Indians hire
bus drivers and *
you to their turt act, if you're on
Linda Vista Road and Ulric Street and
three forty-five in the afternoon,
ny afternoon of the week. and you
board a red-and-white bus, vi
1957 with patched se

all the way out 1o the newest bonan;

tand in the boonies — the Indian reser-
vation. Today the deer and the aniclope
play together with the Running Dog of
dlism. and the aroma is crisp
twenty-dollar bills while the Indians
teach the cowboys how free enterprise
really works. Flounshing like cactos
flowers in spring. these nouveau
paper and

vapitalists are providing

trinkets and ail the
yrofoam cups. cun

way and Mary Kay. Faster
pell B-1-N-G-0

tront window of the
bus reads *

than you ¢
The sign i
old red-and

Palace Express,” but ~cxpress™ 1s
sl because it makes cight o
ten local stops and puasse
































































































































































