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Reflections On A Park Bench
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1969

Twenty-one-year-old George Wilson sat down on the park bench next to the path.  He pulled up the collar of his pea coat, and pulled the woolen scarf tighter around his neck, and waited.  The days had certainly turned colder since the heady days of Woodstock back in August.  Though just a few months ago, the three days of peace and music now seemed a lifetime away.

—
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The Woodstock festival, held in Bethel, NY, had been just a few hours’ drive for him, so he and his buddies had loaded up his car with camping gear and supplies, and hit the road along with half a million others, for a weekend of sex, drugs, and rock ‘n’ roll.  And the rain!  After the concert of peace, music, and love, reality returned all too soon.  Vietnam, Charles Manson, and Hurricane Camille were in the headlines; all the bad news going on in the world soon brought the Woodstock crowd back down to reality with a bump.  Life didn’t seem to care a jot whether Woodstock had happened or not.

—
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The young George Wilson was waiting for his blind date to arrive.  Ahead of him, on the far side of a small expanse of dark, brackish water that they called a lake, he watched the children on the swings in the children’s play area.  The sounds of children of all ages, laughing and having fun, carried across to him on the wind that sighed through the leafless branches of the mighty oak trees behind him that had withstood a hundred or so harsh winters, and would, no doubt, be here long after George passed.
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