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Betty is about to take a sip of wine, when a loud wailing sound catches her off guard.  

“What the hell was that?” she asks her husband, Lewis. “It sounds like somebody squeezing a cat. Shit, I’ve spilled wine on myself again,” she groans, checking the front of her blouse. She grabs her napkin, and wipes at the blooming stain. It’s no use. 

“I have no idea,” Lewis chuckles. “But I’ve told you a million times, we’re too old to be wearing white!” 

“You’re right,” Betty chuckles back. “I’m ready to buy bibs for both of us! Do you remember how your mother always wore her reading glasses around her neck when she wasn’t using them, and by the end of dinner, she had half a meal collected in her glasses?”  

“Yes, that worked remarkably well,” Lewis observes.  

“There it is again!” Betty tilts her head to listen.

“It’s probably raccoons fighting or something,” says Lewis, calmly sipping his wine. “I hope not,” Betty replies. “How can you be so calm about it? I don’t want to think about raccoons scurrying around on our deck. That’s a little too close for comfort.” She shudders at the thought. They sit in companionable silence, waiting for more wailing that doesn’t come.  

“I guess they’ve stopped fighting,” Betty says, still looking out the window.

“I guess so,” Lewis continues eating.

Betty is enjoying a quiet dinner at home, with her husband, Lewis. Who is she kidding? Everything is quiet these days. She sighs. She doesn’t know how she is going to make it through the winter. The days drag like a snail crossing the garden path. The house has become so quiet that she and Lewis can carry on a conversation from practically anywhere in the house. Empty nesters, they are called now. What a shitty name. As though she had pushed her kids out of the nest to fly on their own. They had done exactly that, but the term still seemed rather harsh. She doesn’t want her nest to be empty, Goddammit.

It isn’t that she doesn’t have any hobbies. She is always trying something new. She has tried cross-stitch, and macramé, and even scrapbooking when the kids were small. She is still an avid knitter. Maybe she should take up crocheting and make herself a granny square blanket? It is all the rage right now. She could get started on quilts for future grandbabies. Ridiculous. 

No, this feeling is something else. She feels unmoored somehow. She sips her wine, mulling over the possibilities. According to the experts, they were in the third phase of their lives. The last chapter. That sounds horrible. Who wants to be in their last chapter? 

Betty gazes across at Lewis. He still looks damn good at sixty-five. He still has most of his hair, which is now a sexy shade of salt and pepper. What is it about men that makes them more attractive as they get older? she thinks. She has stopped colouring her own hair, and it has grown out to a silvery grey. She has come to terms with the colour, but if she doesn’t take the time to style it, it just looks like a shaggy mess. Lately, Lewis has grown a goatee, and she must admit, the facial hair is a good look on him. His face and hands are tanned from hours spent in the garden and Betty finds him more handsome now than ever. He has looked after himself, and their frequent bike rides together have kept them both reasonably fit.  

Lewis raises his glass to Betty in a toast. She smiles and toasts back. When they were both working, they had often enjoyed sharing a bottle to unwind after a long day. Betty recently read a report that alcohol could adversely affect your brain. They are having a hard enough time keeping their brains alive as it is, so they agreed to cut back. And they need to be smart about their money, now that they are on a fixed income. Wine night is such a simple pleasure. You have to find fun where you can these days.  

“Do you think we’re getting boring, Lewis?” Betty asks finally.

“Absolutely,” Lewis smiles. “And I’m okay with that.” Betty frowns, contemplating Lewis’s comment for a moment. She and Lewis have fallen into a comfortable routine since they retired. They mostly do their own things during the day. Betty often meets the girls for coffee, while Lewis tends to his rose garden. Sometimes they bike to the library together.

“A little more salad, darling?” Betty asks, as she passes the bowl to Lewis.  

“Are we expecting someone else for dinner?” he asks, winking at her. 

“Never mind,” she replies, taking the liberty of putting more salad on both their plates.  

It is a running joke between them. Their two oldest children, a son and a daughter, have both moved to Toronto after graduating and are busy with their lives. They come home randomly, usually for a home cooked meal, while surreptitiously getting laundry done. The last of their three children is off studying business at the University of Wisconsin, of all places. They mainly see him once a year, at Christmas.  

She hopes that someday her kids will come to realize how much a mother misses her children when they move away, but she wouldn’t dream of saying anything to them. She will take whatever she can get. Betty hopes for grandchildren, but who knows when that might happen? She will be downright old by the time they have kids. Maybe she should enroll in a gym or exercise class so she can stay fit and nimble for when that time comes?  

Betty methodically clears the dishes. Lewis is already on the couch, fiddling with the remote. She picks up her knitting and plunks into her chair across from him, calling out the answer to a question on Jeopardy. It is all rather predictable.

Betty should have no problem filling her days, now that she no longer has report cards to write or essays to mark. She should be grateful for the quiet without kids at home, but instead she misses it all terribly. It certainly feels different when your days are open and spread before you, like blank pages in a book. Lewis had been offered an attractive retirement package from his manufacturing firm just two years ago and decided to take it.  

Betty felt it was important to settle into the retirement lifestyle together, so at sixty-two, she had retired as well. They enjoy each other’s company, and she is thankful not to be rattling around in an empty house all by herself.  

Susan and Fred down the street have been empty nesters for years now. Fred is at the curling club almost every day of the week in the winter, and at the golf course in the summer. Susan is an avid gardener who is actively involved in the community pollinators’ project. They are busy people. Barbara, two doors down, runs a book club and a dinner club, and sometimes they are included. Betty and Lewis often get together with Julie and Mike, friends they met through Lewis’s work, to play cards or have dinner, but Betty doesn’t really know what Julie does with her days. She’ll have to talk to her more intentionally next time they are over.  Betty hates to admit that she has been spending more time on her phone lately. It’s not a habit she wants to indulge, but she enjoys sharing her Wordle score with her friends in the morning. She has come across several social media posts that talk about getting to know yourself. One would think she would know herself by age sixty-two. Apparently not. Getting her thoughts down on paper might spark thoughts and memories that she hasn’t perhaps considered before. She remembers writing pages and pages in her diary as a teenager. The idea of journaling appeals to her, and she has lots of time now. Maybe tomorrow she should head to the bookstore and buy a new journal for herself.  

Feeling better, she raises her wine glass in a toast to Lewis. He smiles and gives her an air kiss back.  

***
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“What’s a seven-letter word for sad?” Lewis asks one morning, working on his crossword.  

“Wistful,” Betty replies.  

They have a perfect symbiotic relationship where Betty never actually does crosswords, but Lewis asks her for words when he is stumped. She loves that. They make a good team.  

Betty sits across from him at the kitchen island, her new journal open to the first page. Clean and white, ready for possibilities. She has always loved the scent of a new journal, but where to start? Wistful. Maybe she should start there. 

“What are you working on?” Lewis asks. “Have you decided to do your own crosswords?”  

“Oh, no. I bought a new journal for myself. I thought I’d get back into writing. You know, get into a different mindset.” 

“Good for you. I seem to remember you doing a lot of writing when we first met, but I haven’t seen you doing it for quite some time now. I’m sure you’ve missed it.” 

“You’re right. I have missed it.” She lifts the journal to show him a leather-bound book with an embossed Tree of Life on the cover. “Beautiful, isn’t it?” 

“It is! Good for you, sweetheart.”  

Lewis finishes his crossword puzzle and continues reading the paper. Each time he turns to a new section, he gives it a snap to flatten the page he is reading. She can’t help but smile. They are so accustomed to each other’s habits.  

She turns back to her journal, staring at the blank page. Wistful isn’t a very positive place to begin, she decides. She writes the word ‘happiness’ instead, and lists all the things that make her happy.  

When was the last time she took herself for an ice cream cone? When had she last walked barefoot on the beach? She laughs to herself, realizing that it sounds a bit like a dating profile, but maybe she should consider doing more of those things. 

She saw a talk show recently where they interviewed people in a retirement home. The host had asked the residents whether they had any regrets at this stage of their lives. Betty had listened with interest. Maybe if she knew in advance, she could avoid having regrets herself. Well, a few anyway.

She started humming Frank Sinatra. What were some of her regrets? Dougie, of course. And she wishes she’d travelled to Europe after graduation. It had been a tough choice, when she got offered a job at the local elementary school.  

She and Lewis had gotten married, and when Lewis was offered a transfer to California several years later, she had said no. She hadn’t wanted to uproot the kids, who were only eight, six, and four at the time. Perhaps they should have gone anyway. Where was her sense of adventure? What else should she have done?  She still had time.

The seniors who were interviewed said they wished they had climbed Machu Picchu or gone horseback riding in the mountains or swum naked in the Mediterranean. She sighed. She likely wouldn’t be doing any of those things anymore. But then, more seriously, they simply wished they had lived a life true to themselves; not the life others had expected of them. They wished they’d let themselves be happier.  

That last one hit home. She wasn’t exactly happy. Content, maybe. She felt a certain lack of purpose now that the kids had moved away. But they weren’t coming back. It was time to focus on something new. A new passion. For herself.  

She had come across another journal prompt that suggested writing down the things you enjoyed doing as a child that you don’t do anymore. Like writing, she thinks. She picks up her favourite pen and allows herself to write freely.  

Lewis is happily engrossed in his paper. She is surprised at some of the things she has written down, like swimming. She loved swimming as a teenager. She puts an asterisk beside it. She sips her coffee and lets her mind wander.

***
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She remembers the year she and Dougie got musical instruments for Christmas.  

Dougie, her older brother by four years, got an electric guitar and Betty got a ukulele. She had been so disappointed. Dougie had been begging for a guitar all year. Her parents had bought the ukulele for her so she wouldn’t feel left out, even though she had never considered playing a musical instrument before.  

Dougie’s guitar was Christmas red, and could hit notes she had never heard before. It was super cool, just like her big brother. The ukulele was like a miniature guitar, but not nearly as exciting. Her parents said that if she learned to play the ukulele and showed that she would practice, perhaps she could have a guitar one day, too. She had really tried to like ukulele, and even joined the Glee Club at school, but it just didn’t compare with the coolness of Dougie’s guitar.  

Every day after school, her brother would be up in his room playing his guitar. She would walk in and root around in the drawers under his bed looking for his potato chip stash. Then she would lie on his bed, eating his chips and listening to him play. He was happy to have an audience. 

“Listen to this riff, Betts. Isn’t this cool?” Dougie would ask, his eyes wide with excitement. 

She would smile as his fingers danced up and down the guitar. He was a natural. She adored her big brother. She was thrilled that he wanted to hang out with her. Then Jimmy, who lived two doors down, got a drum kit for his birthday, and Dougie started going to his place to play in his garage. Betty would rush upstairs after school looking for him, and he’d already be gone. She’d shuffle across the hall to her own bedroom and pull out the ukulele. It just wasn’t the same. Some nights when Betty lay in bed, she could hear Dougie practicing in his room. She would fall asleep to the soulful notes of Stairway to Heaven by Led Zeppelin. It would forever be her favourite.  

And then one day, Betty had come home from school and Dougie was waiting on the front steps for her.  

“Hey Betts, want to come help us out with the band?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, I play the guitar, and Jimmy is on drums. Sometimes Brewster comes to sing vocals, but we need a bass guitarist. Jimmy has a bass that his dad used to play. I figure I could teach you the basics and then we’d sound awesome. Like a real band. You know, until we find a real bass player.” 

Betty heard what he was really saying, ‘We’ll keep you until we find someone better,’ but she didn’t care. Her heart was beating wildly in her chest, and she’d squeezed her hands into fists. 

“Um, yeah, I guess so.” She had said as nonchalantly as she could.  

It was all she could do to keep from hugging him. She’d worried that if she let her true feelings show, he’d realize how weird it was to have his little sister with him. She wasn’t going to risk that. And so, every Friday afternoon, Betty had skipped her way to Jimmy’s house and learned how to play Stairway to Heaven on the bass guitar. 

Betty was a fast learner and she practiced every chance she got. Every week Dougie had given her a new song to try. The bass guitar really wasn’t that difficult if you had any rhythm. She remembered how the music felt, the notes thrumming through her body. The look on Dougie’s face when the band played a song, and it all came together. There was such a feeling of accomplishment. Dougie always got a kick out of making her play Whole Lotta Love by Led Zeppelin. It was a perfect song for the bass guitar. She loved it. Jimmy got a good workout on the drums, too.  

Those were good times. 

***
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Betty snaps out of her reverie. She focuses on the list she has written in her journal. 

“Maybe I should take up basket weaving,” she says aloud, to get Lewis’s attention.  

“Um, sure.” Lewis looks up from his paper, his eyebrows furrowed. “If that’s what you want to do, but I draw the line at macramé.”

This is a running joke between them. He hates macramé as much as Betty hates hunting and fishing. Luckily, Lewis is a gentle soul, and not prone to killing things. She could forego the macramé. 

“Or I could take a cooking class? Is that something you would do with me?” 

“Sure. Maybe. Depends.” Lewis is always supportive. 

“Don’t mention Depends, sweetie.”  

They both laugh.  

“Or maybe I’ll try a painting class, I’ve always liked watercolours.” 

“Sure, whatever you want, dear.” He puts the paper down, realizing that this is no longer small talk. “What’s this all about really?” 

“Or maybe I should run off and join a rock band?”  

“Now you’re just being ridiculous!” he says, folding up his newspaper and heading upstairs. 

***
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Betty enjoys the catharsis of writing in her beautiful journal every morning. It goes together nicely with her morning coffee and sets the tone for her day. The writing is both calming and enlightening. She has developed quite a list of things she might like to try. She is reminded that she used to listen to music a lot more often. Sure, she and Lewis put on classical music some nights when they are playing crib, but that isn’t the same.  

Rock and roll pulses inside you, especially through headphones. When she was in college she always listened to music on her walk to school, her Walkman vibrating with the tunes of Bruce Springsteen and Phil Collins. She misses the boys. Her mix-tapes were legendary, and she would spend hours up in her bedroom putting them together.  

She pours herself another cup of coffee and starts creating a new walking playlist on her phone. The songs they used to play in the garage come flooding back to her as she scrolls through Spotify. Aerosmith, AC/DC, Heart, Led Zeppelin, Pat Benatar, Boston. It’s like stepping back in time.  

When she is done, she puts in her earbuds, gives Lewis a peck on the cheek, and heads for the trail that backs onto their property. She pulls her hair back into a short ponytail and pulls her sweatshirt over her head. She loves to walk this trail in the mornings, amid the dog walkers and early morning joggers. Its familiarity allows her mind to wander. She has put together enough songs for a forty-five-minute walk. The guitar notes of More Than a Feeling by Boston flow into her brain. She smiles at the people she passes, enjoying this trip into her past. The music reconnects her to one of the happiest times in her life.

Until it turned into the worst. How quickly things can change. It was one hell of a lesson to learn at twelve years of age.  

The musty smell of the dead leaves crunch under her sneakers as Steven Tyler starts to sing in her ear. She’d had such a crush on him. Who didn’t? He was always such a gorgeous mess. Betty is totally in her head when Stairway to Heaven comes on. The song causes her to stop dead in the middle of the path. People circle around to avoid running into her.  

She can’t breathe. She leans forward, putting her hands on her knees. She takes several deep breaths and looks for a place to sit down. This song has always reminded her of Dougie, and honestly, it’s more than she can bear.  

Every night Dougie would play it in his bedroom, and Betty would fall asleep to its familiar melody. Mom had forbidden playing anything too raucous at bedtime. Stairway to Heaven was a perfect song to end the day, the beginning part at least. It was so comforting to hear Dougie across the hall, humming along as he played.  

Dougie was the best big brother anyone could ask for. He treated her like a friend instead of a little sister. She remembers sitting in his room one night, eating his chips and listening to him play. She’d been having pains in her tummy and every so often she winced with discomfort. Dougie asked her about it.  

“Are you ok? Not feeling well?” 

“I’ve been having some stomach cramps. Probably something I ate,” she replied. 

“Have you gotten your period yet?” he asked casually.  

My period, she thought to herself, horrified. She couldn’t bring herself to say the word out loud, let alone to her big brother. She shook her head no. 

“I’m just saying, that might be why you have cramps. Mom has everything you need in the cupboard under the sink in her bathroom. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about, Betts. It just means you’re growing up. And hopefully one day you’ll have babies, and I can be their Uncle Dougie.”

He went back to plucking out a tune on the guitar as though they had been talking about his hockey game and not a big thing like her period. She loved him for that.

Dougie’s death had been such a shock to her that she has never really talked about it. Her parents had never wanted to talk about it, either. They had tried to go about their lives as though nothing had ever happened. It was just too painful to talk about. Betty has never known what to do with her emotions, so she has locked them all inside. She has always felt that his death was in some way her fault. If she hadn’t let him go out that night, it might never have happened  

She puts the earbuds back in her ears and forces herself to listen to the whole song. She can picture Dougie sitting on his bed, surrounded by his rock posters, playing his guitar. Maybe this was his way of reaching out to her. She covers her face with her hands. 

“Why did you have to die?” she yells to no one in particular.

People glance in her direction and continue walking, not daring to intrude. She puts her head down on her knees and sobs. It feels good.  

When the song finishes, she lifts her head and blinks back the tears. She digs around for a tissue, wipes her nose, and slowly heads home. 

As soon as Lewis sees her face, he knows something is up.  

“What’s wrong?” Lewis says, gently leading her to the couch. 

“I’m okay.” Betty pauses, looking into his eyes. “I’d like to talk about Dougie,” she says.  

She remembers every detail like it was yesterday. Their parents were going out to a fancy dinner for their father’s work one Friday night. That meant that Dougie, at sixteen, was expected to stay home and watch Betty. In fact, Dougie had already reserved the movie Jaws at Blockbuster for them to watch. Dougie always forgot she was only twelve, but she wasn’t going to remind him. He had also promised to order pizza. She could hardly wait.  

Her parents were upstairs getting ready for the evening when Dougie pulled her aside in the kitchen. 

“Listen Betts, slight change of plans.” 

Dougie’s eyes were bright, and he smelled good. When did he start wearing cologne?  

“You know Brewster? He’s having a pool party tonight. This new girl, Mandy, is going to be there. You know I hate to bail on you, but I really want to get to know her. You get it, don’t you?” 

“I don’t know, Dougie....” Betty really wanted this for him. But it didn’t feel right. Her stomach wobbled, like she had just stepped off a rollercoaster. She had been on her own lots of times, but never late on a Friday night.  

“You can invite your friend Lisa over, so you won’t be home alone. I’ll pick up the movie before I go. I’ll make it up to you, I promise. And please don’t say anything to Mom and Dad.” Dougie was talking so fast, Betty was having trouble processing everything he was saying.  

“I guess so... but what if something happens and I need to call you?” 

“If it’s an emergency, just call Brewster’s place and I’ll come home. I’m so excited about this party Betts  –  I’ll tell you all about it when I get home.” 

Dougie seemed to have all the answers. She nodded slowly, but inside, she was shaking her head, no.  

“You’re the best! Woo hoo! I’m going to see the girl of my dreams!” he shouted as the screen door slammed behind him.  

Those were the last words Betty ever heard him say. 

Betty’s father had gently shaken the girls awake the next morning. He said they had to go somewhere, and they would drop Lisa off at home on their way. Betty couldn’t imagine where they could be going so early on a Saturday morning. They hadn’t even watched cartoons yet.  

“Where’s Dougie?” she asked, suddenly remembering the party. “Is he still sleeping?” 

“Actually, he’s with your mom,” her dad had answered, without looking her in the eye. 

The set of her father’s mouth caused her to bite back any further questions.  

They dropped Lisa off, Lisa’s mother waving sadly from the doorway. When they pulled into the hospital parking lot, Betty thought she might throw up. Something was definitely wrong.  

The air was cool as they entered the building, and Betty shivered as her father gently steered her toward the elevators. Betty looked at him for answers, but he kept his eyes on the floor. They rode the elevator in silence. When the doors opened, her mother was waiting for them, still wearing her peacock blue gown. Last night’s updo was coming apart, strands of hair falling into her mother’s eyes. She pulled Betty into a hug and led her to a dingy couch in a small waiting area. Her parents sat on either side of her, holding her hands. They explained what had happened.  

Their words flowed over her in waves. Every so often, she would catch a word: Swimming pool. Diving. Coma. Then they stopped talking. Betty tried to absorb what they had told her.  

Dougie in a coma? There must have been some mistake. She had just talked to him yesterday. 

“Let us know when you’re ready,” her mother whispered.  

She wasn’t sure she would ever be ready, but she had to see him. They walked down the tiled hallway, their footsteps echoing off the walls like a drumbeat. They stopped at the doorway and her parents nodded. She took a deep breath and pushed the door open.  

Dougie was lying in the hospital bed, wires coming off him in every direction. Betty tried to hide her shock, but then realized his eyes were closed. And he didn’t look like Dougie at all. His face was bruised and swollen, and his head was bandaged. Flecks of blood showed through the gauze. His neck was supported by a brace as he lay still and lifeless.  

Bile rose in her throat, but she swallowed hard to fight against it. The walls closed in on her. The antiseptic smells were making her feel faint. Somehow, she forced herself to move forward. She sat down in the chair beside the bed and tried to reconcile this person with her dear brother. Tears trickled silently down her cheeks. Her lips quivered as she gently took his hand in hers. This was all her fault.  

The following few days passed in a blur. Betty refused to leave Dougie’s side. She was not going to miss the moment when he finally opened his eyes. She asked her parents to bring his guitar and his favourite Boston Red Sox sweatshirt. She wore it every day, inhaling the scent of English Leather, while softly playing songs on the guitar. The constant beeping of the monitors created a beat of their own in the background. She played until her fingers were numb, convinced that the music would bring him back. When she couldn’t play anymore, she gently held his hand, and mumbled apologies.  

Dougie had held on for a whole week. And then everything fell silent.

***
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Betty lets out a shuddering sigh after retelling her story. The tears start again, and it feels like someone has opened a tap that can’t be turned off.  Lewis holds her, occasionally passing a tissue, not saying a word. She loved her big brother so much. All the what-ifs that have raced through her head all these years have finally calmed down. The stone of guilt that she has been carrying all these years has finally been dislodged. She inhales deeply and feels her chest expand. She leans into Lewis. He holds her tight. She breathes in the scent of him, sandalwood mixed with a hint of basil from the garden, familiar and comforting.  

Betty has never shared the tragedy of Dougie with Lewis. She was convinced that she was the reason Dougie had died. Of course it wasn’t her fault. She knows that now. It is hard to believe that it has been over fifty years already. Her husband and kids had never even met him. What a sad thought. She still misses him. 

“So where did all this come from?” Lewis asks gently. “Why today?”  

She tells Lewis about creating the playlist, and the song that set her off.  

“You know, Lewis,” Betty said, her voice trembling. “All these years I felt like it was my fault that he died,” she finally admitted. 

“I wish I’d had the chance to know him,” Lewis said.  

“Yeah, me too. He was such a great guy. But what I realized today was that in pushing away all those memories, I had pushed him away, too. The memory of him. Listening to those songs again made me sad, but they made me happy, too.” 

That evening, they open a bottle of wine, (the second one that week!), and Lewis asks for her phone. After a few minutes they are listening to the familiar melody of Stairway to Heaven on their living room speakers, along with the other songs on her playlist. Betty smiles as they settle onto the couch. They hum along together, sipping wine and reminiscing about their teen years. And about Dougie.  

***
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Saturday morning, Lewis and Betty sit at the kitchen island, doing their usual journaling and crosswords, when they are once again interrupted by the wailing sound.  

“There it is again, Lewis. I thought they only did wild things at night,” Betty says. 

Lewis laughs. “It actually sounds like a guitar this time.” 

“You’re right! Like someone trying to play guitar. It sounds a bit painful to me.” Every so often the screech is interspersed with speaker feedback. “Ouch, even I can do better than that,” Betty complains.  

“Maybe Fred is having a midlife crisis,” Lewis says.  

“Good for him for trying something new,” Betty says. The whine soon settles down to a melody. “There you go, that’s better. It’s Hotel California.” She closes her eyes and hums along. Lewis goes back to his newspaper. Then the melody changes, a steady drumbeat joins in, and Betty can make out the familiar melody.  

“Do you hear that? Lewis? It’s Stairway to Heaven.” 

“Hmmmm?” Lewis says without looking up. He is no fun. Lewis has never played an instrument in his life.  

Right after Dougie died, the music stopped for a while. A few months later, Jimmy asked Betty if she might want to come back and play bass guitar with them. Nobody seemed to care about the age difference. She’d been around for so long, it just didn’t matter.  

They had found a guitar player to take Dougie’s place. His name was Matt. He had shaggy blond hair that fell into his eyes when he played. Betty had a hard time keeping her eyes off him. It wasn’t the same without Dougie, but Matt was easy to look at. That helped. Betty wondered if he even knew the story about Dougie. She wasn’t going to be the one to tell him.  

They would sit around on a Saturday afternoon, jamming, and sometimes Matt would teach her how to play acoustic guitar. It got to the point where Betty was getting pretty good at filling in when someone missed practice. Monica, another girl from Dougie’s class, did vocals for the band, and boy, that girl could sing. They called themselves The Rusty Nails. Just another group of kids playing tunes in the garage, aspiring to be rock stars one day.
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