

    
        
          Totally Tubular: An 80s Time Travel Novel

        

        
        
          Gwen Hayes

        

        
          Published by Gwen Hayes, 2011.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TOTALLY TUBULAR: AN 80S TIME TRAVEL NOVEL

    

    
      First edition. September 7, 2011.

      Copyright © 2011 Gwen Hayes.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386351832

    

    
    
      Written by Gwen Hayes.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter One
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My mother caught me in a lie.

Our eyes met in the mirror, and I covered my mistruth easily. And by easily, I mean I felt my soul seeping out of my pores and icy needles prickling what was left of my insides.

But I did it anyway.

She didn’t acknowledge the lie, but the shadow that crossed her face and the subsequent silence that followed said it all.

The fact that she was going to let me get away with it anyway showed me just how pitiful our relationship had become.

Life hadn’t always been like this. Before my dad left, we’d been tight. You’d think that the void left by his absence would have brought the two of us closer —instead it just created a chasm that separated us from each other and who we used to want to be.

A chasm that separated us even while we were in the same room.

They’re divorced now, but she never got over him. Dad, on the other hand, was completely over Mom, as in getting-married-to-someone-else-in-two-weeks over Mom. That made her moody. On the plus side, we never ran out of chunky chocolate ice cream.

As far as cons go, you’d really have to listen to George Michael sing “Careless Whisper” on meta-repeat to feel my pain. If I had to hear “I’m never gonna dance again” one more time, I’m pretty sure my head would explode.

“So, Hannah’s dad is picking you both up from the dance?” she asked while I sat at her bedroom vanity, watching in the mirror as two strangers pretended to be a family.

Hearing the lie out loud caused the knot in my stomach to tighten with remorse. Not enough to change my mind, but enough to cause a moment of discomfort.

I nodded. “He’s taking us to Sonic and then home to watch movies. You said I could spend the night at her house last night.” Last night when you were drunk.

I didn’t have a friend named Hannah. And I didn’t ask Mom anything last night either. But she couldn’t call me on it because she couldn’t remember last night after bottle number one.

At first, after Dad moved out, Mom had embarked on a self-improvement regimen that started with a new diet or motivational advice book every week, and typically ended with ice-cream therapy and George Michael by Saturday night. When ice cream didn’t fill the hole anymore, she began self-medicating with a bottle of wine.

At first, it was just a glass with dinner. After Dad’s big wedding announcement, she added a post-supper glass, and then...it became a problem. Weepy and wine-soaked emotions carried her to bed every night. I didn’t even know if she could fall asleep sober anymore.

I’m not proud of the fact that I tried to use the sloshy time to my advantage at first. I never claimed to be valiant. So, overprotective mom gets sauced and typical teen asks for permission to do things that would normally be off the menu.

It worked a few times, but it felt like a clown was twisting my organs into balloon animals. I hate clowns. I made myself sick with the guilt and was just hoping this wine thing was a phase. Loneliness and desperation coated the walls inside our house, and I didn’t want to be the grown-up in charge.

Which was why this night was so important. She was helping me get ready for the ‘80s dance at my high school (having a mom chronically stuck in 1986 finally came through for me.) We’d been having fun so far. Like it used to be.

She’d burned a CD of her favorite hair bands (Poison, Def Leppard, and Motley Crüe) and had consumed only one glass of wine since dinner. Neither of us brought up The Argument that still lay unresolved between us, we just carefully walked around its edges.

And now neither one of us was going to address The Lie either.

“Mom, why am I wearing this belt again?” I asked, smoothly glossing over the fact that my liver resembled a balloon poodle and that I wanted to cry.

It was a valid question. The belt wasn’t holding anything up, and it was on the outside of my pants. Technically, it was on the outside of my oversized sweatshirt. She’d had me cut the neck out so that it exposed my shoulder a la Flashdance.

“It completes the outfit.” She tilted her head sideways and went back to work on my bangs. “I’m almost done.”

Thank God. I was hoping to get to the dance sometime that century.

Under the draped sweatshirt, she’d put me in a white tank top and white stirrup pants. For some reason, twenty-five years ago, girls needed to make sure their pants stayed firmly in place at their ankles.

She also gave me plastic shoes that pinched and were going to leave my feet looking like I’d pressed them in a waffle iron. Jelly shoes, she called them. She used to have a pair in every color.

My hair was the real masterpiece. First came an extensive session with a crimping iron. A white scrunchie (also with a waffle pattern) gathered my ponytail to one side and my bangs were still being worked on with a comb and a can of hairspray. She’d successfully added two inches to my height already, but since she’d just said she was almost done, I wondered if she was going for three.

“Ow!” Hairspray in the eye.

“Sorry. But the good news is that we’re done.”

Mom held the mirror up so I could see the damage, and I mean that literally because “ratting out” one’s bangs, which is what the backcombing torture used to be called, has got to lead to serious breakage.

“It looks great, Mom. Thanks.”

She nodded and walked away from me. I guess that signaled the end of mother/daughter bonding time.

––––––––
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WE DIDN’T SPEAK MUCH in the car. Mom was probably stewing in her own angst about The Lie she was letting me get away with, and I had moved on to marinating in my own self-righteousness about The Argument that predated and originated The Lie.

The Argument happened two months ago on my sixteenth birthday. I’d been hoping to get my license that week. Over birthday cake and a nice Riesling, though, Mom had other ideas.

“Teenagers are too volatile to be good drivers, Carrington,” Mom had said mistily. “It’s a very turbulent time in your life. I’d like you to wait until you’re eighteen.”

Eighteen. Why had she let me take the driving course if she had no intention of letting me —I don’t know —drive?

The death knell of my social life occurred the next night when she also decided that I wasn’t allowed to be a passenger either —unless the driver was at least twenty. And guess how many twenty-year-olds I was allowed to hang out with. Exactly.

“You’re being so unfair,” I had argued like a four-year-old. And she was, too. Because The Argument wasn’t about my life being turbulent. It was about hers.

“You are a creature of your hormones right now. Teenagers are only concerned with their own drama —they don’t see the world around them,” she’d answered and then got that faraway look in her eye. She was thinking about Sarah.

Sarah, Mom’s BFF in high school, wrapped her car around a tree and died when she was my age. Mom never told me if Sarah had been drinking or not, but Sarah had been upset enough to peel out in front of Mom and the other kids...and upset enough to miss the curve in the road too.

Which was why I had to meet my date, Grady, in the foyer of the gym after my mother dropped me off at the dance like I was some kind of freshman. She had “Careless Whisper” playing before I had even closed the car door.

I did my best to separate myself from the frosh and found Grady waiting for me in front of the gym doors. “Hey, Carri. You look good.”

I smiled. “Hi, thanks.”

He looked good too...but in a weird way. He rocked a pinkish tank top under a white jacket. He hadn’t shaved that day, so he almost had Crocket and Tubbs stubble. Almost. He packed a lot of cute in one body, and I really liked him. But we weren’t a couple, and I don’t think either of us crushed too hard. We’d probably end up going out, though. We belonged to the same group of friends and were currently the unattached two.

We cruised through the foyer and stepped into the darkened dance. The walls and floor were alight with the pattern of the disco ball, and strains of the syntho sound from the ‘80s filled my ears. Miami Vice wannabes were everywhere I looked in the gym.

A few guys wore leather jackets and gloves —or to be more clear, one glove. Most of the costume variation came from the girls, and I’m guessing that is because the ‘80s male icons, even the straight ones, were more effeminate than the Queer Eye dudes. Not a lot of guys wanted to pull off Boy George and Flock of Seagulls.

The girls’ outfits were all over the map. Leg warmers, lace gloves, berets, shoulder pads, plastic jewelry, and even a cone bustier (which technically would have been early nineties —I know because Mom has a coffee-table book about Madonna). It was horrifying and interesting at the same time. I couldn’t look away.

When the song changed to “Jump” by Van Halen, Grady pulled me to the dance floor. I couldn’t believe how many people really went all-out with their costumes. I felt like I stepped into a time warp. I wondered if the dances my mom went to were really like this. I suppose some things don’t change. I think crepe paper has been a dance decorating staple since people lived in caves. The gym probably hadn’t changed that much; in fact, there was still a banner from the 1988 basketball team on the wall. They went all the way to State that year. I heard all about it. Several times. Sometimes several times a night when the wine did the talking. (Mom had dated a guy on the team, so her memories of 1988 were extra sparkly.)

Grady and I danced to a few more songs, had our picture taken, and drank some punch.

“Are you going with me to the beach?” Grady asked, his voice rising to drown out Prince and his 1999 party oath. I remember 1999 because my parents bought a lot of batteries and bottled water. Because the world might have stopped running in Y2K —and everyone knows you have to have flashlights during an apocalypse.

I was still undecided about the beach. Some kids had planned a bonfire after the dance. Not a school-sanctioned one either. The kind where you bring your own bottle. A good number of very cute boys were going, and somebody’s cousin had gotten a beer keg. I couldn’t exactly ask Mom for a ride there, and I wasn’t allowed to ride with anyone else.

I could, I suppose, have had Mom bring me home after the dance and then sneak out later. I didn’t care for the idea, but she’d severely limited my choices lately. Let’s not forget that my mother, the responsible adult who was not an irrational creature who thought only of her own drama and wasn’t concerned with the world around her, was also the same adult who might very well have finished a bottle of wine by the time the dance ended. The sitch was sticky.

Which was why The Lie happened. Don’t judge. I was trying to keep my mom from committing a felony charge on the roadways. And have fun at a party. Valiant? No. Complicated? Yes.

I shrugged my answer at Grady. “Maybe. I don’t know.” I really wanted to go, but I didn’t really want to go. Again, I’m a complicated girl. The beach and the bonfire sounded great; the lying, not so much.

I still didn’t even know where I was really staying that night. My plan was more like a goal than a plan. I wanted to have fun and I didn’t want my drunk mother to interfere or drive. That was pretty much all I’d come up with. I really needed to work on my organizational skills.

I couldn’t have Grady bring me home in the wee hours of the morning, and I couldn’t stay with him all night. Wherever he was staying. Maybe his car, I don’t know. See? If I ever offer to plan your wedding or sweet sixteen or something, do yourself a favor and run away screaming.

Besides, if I let him drive me after he’d been drinking, I lost all moral ground in the argument with myself about why I didn’t want my mom to pick me up.

We danced a few more times, switching partners occasionally. Despite my earlier sarcasm, the dance turned out to be a lot of fun. Until I noticed my friend Kristen holding her stomach and grimacing. Honestly, why do people not pay attention to the signs that they are about to throw up?

“Hey Kristen, fetching shade of green you’re wearing. Need some help to the ladies’?”

“No, I’m —” She clapped a hand over her mouth and started belching.

Ugh.

I helped her into the bathroom and held her hair while she puked up spiked punch.

“Are you coming to the bonfire?” she asked, still hanging over the porcelain.

“You aren’t still going, are you?” I asked.

She nodded. “I always feel better after I puke. I’ll be fine.”

Seriously?

The horking experience, and the smell, put a damper on my own bonfire plans. It wasn’t fair. Surrounded by my peers, I couldn’t figure out why I wrestled with my conscience while they didn’t appear to be bothered by theirs. Or their stomachs. Maybe I thought too much.

It was probably the lying about going to “Hannah’s” that was freaking me out. I should have just grown a pair and told my mother that she couldn’t keep my social life hostage just because she was going through a bad divorce and a friend of hers wrapped herself around a tree once.

If it was okay for her to drink herself to sleep at night, it was okay for me to go to the beach after a dance. I mean, it wasn’t like mine was the first generation to have bonfires any more than mine was the first to use crepe paper streamers to decorate a gymnasium.

I hustled Kristen out the door and into her date’s waiting car. Then I went back to the bathroom to wash my hands because she’d managed to throw up on her clothes so I felt gross after touching her. The experience made me lose my enthusiasm for the keg, but I still wanted to go to the party.

Through the walls of the bathroom, I could hear Cyndi Lauper singing “Time After Time,” which bummed me out because I actually loved that song and would have liked to dance to it. Instead I was in the bathroom feeling lousy about myself, smelling like vomit, while Grady was maybe hooking up with someone who was actually fun. I looked up and met my reflection in the mirror. I stared at myself and tried to figure out who that girl really was. And did I like her?

I came to the conclusion that really...I didn’t. I’d always been a little jaded for my age, and I latched on to sarcasm pretty early. But this last year? I’d turned sour. Even I didn’t enjoy my company.

And I wasn’t just sour. I was scared. Especially about Dad’s upcoming wedding. Mom and I were barely holding it together now —what if she spiraled further? Every day, we lowered ourselves a rung deeper into the abyss, and part of me felt like as long as we were still holding on to the ladder, all was not lost. But one misstep...

I grasped the sink and leaned into the mirror closer so I could peer into my own eyes. The thing is, my reflection blinked.

Only I hadn’t.

My blood ran cold and the bumps on my arms raised goose bumps of their own. The next breath hitched in my throat, and my reflection matched my movements, only she was a fraction behind me. Like watching video on computer with low RAM, her movements were choppy and off. I felt like I was having déjà vu that went déjà wrong.

I couldn’t swallow. It couldn’t be real.

My reflection held her hand up to the mirror. I hesitated, but then I felt strangely compelled to mimic her. I placed my hand on my side of the glass so that our fingers lined up. The edges of my vision clouded over like frost on a window and we both leaned our foreheads on the mirror.

I could still hear the music, but it sounded hollow and tinny. I faded as Cyndi sang, “...the second hand unwinds” and I wondered, dimly, who would find me if I was lost.
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Chapter Two
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“Oh my God! Are you okay?”

Probably not. Nobody ever was when someone asked that question. Yet it’s always the first thing we ask someone in distress?

I opened my eyes and glanced around the room, trying to figure out where I was and who was talking to me. Not my room. It smelled like disinfectant and vomit. I wrinkled my forehead in concentration, but that made the pounding in my head hurt worse.

Gray linoleum. Paper towels on the floor. Bright fluorescent light. Girls’ bathroom.

Okay, that was the where. What about the how and the why? As a rule, I sit on the bathroom floor only like never, so something had to have happened to get me down there. My head hurt and my mouth tasted metallic. God, did somebody drug me?

I wiggled my fingers and toes and looked up to see who was talking to me. She looked familiar, but I didn’t recognize her. Then again, things were still pretty hazy. I touched my head to feel for lumps and my fingers got stuck. That’s right...hairspray. It started coming back to me in little flashes. The hairspray, the jelly shoes, the mirror.

Oh God, the mirror.

The girl reached her hand down and helped me to my feet. I wobbled unsteadily but made it to vertical eventually.

“Thanks.”

“You don’t look very good.”

I nodded and leaned into her.

“I don’t recognize you. Are you a freshman or something?” she asked me.

I opened my mouth to say no, but we reached the gym doors and my reality got lost again. The music hadn’t changed, but the costumes were gone. Almost everyone was wearing jeans and tennis shoes.

“You look better already. You okay?”

I nodded.

“I love your outfit. Are you new? My name is Heather.”

I couldn’t shake the feeling that all was not well with the universe. Heather’s voice was familiar...slightly. My mind grasped for an explanation, but it was like trying to hold fog in my hands. I angled my head, which now felt heavy and awkward, and took a really good look at Heather.

Oh crap.

“Mom?”

It wasn’t possible of course.

The kaleidoscope of color from the lights did nothing to mask the concern in her eyes —familiar green eyes. I’m sure she thought I was high, and it wasn’t the first time I’d gotten that particular look from her.

“What did you say?”

I cleared my throat. “Sorry, I had something in my throat.”

She didn’t recognize me. We were exactly the same height and had the same shade of red hair. My body curved more than hers did, and for a change I think I was heavier than her —but tell that to her jeans. She must have needed help getting into them, they were so tight. And yeah, purple jelly shoes. Jesus, Mom.

I looked around the gym and didn’t recognize anyone. Well, except for my mother. Only she was a teenager and didn’t know me. My thoughts flitted back to the bathroom. Maybe I was really still in there, passed out. How sad that I was wishing for that to be the truth.

I searched for hidden cameras even though I knew that nobody would have gone through this much trouble to punk me. I grasped for anything that would make sense, because hanging out with my teenaged mother made none at all.

Amadeus was rocking everyone, and I scanned the area for something or someone or anything that would make sense of my strange night. Truthfully, at that point, I’d mentally checked out a little. I couldn’t decide if I was dreaming or had accidentally swallowed somebody else’s medication, and my mind refused to process the events.

None of the banners on the gym wall were from after 1985. I thought again about the mirror and seeing myself not be myself. The headache that had been beginning hit full strength like an ice pick between the eyes. I needed to get out of there, but where could I have go?

I took off blindly, weaving through the crowd and unable to see over anyone’s head because I was short and they all had incredibly tall hair. Oh God, where was I? That really wasn’t the question, was it? I knew exactly where I was. The gym remained eerily familiar yet somehow out of context. The banners were different on the wall, but the polish and lines on the floor hadn’t changed.

No, where wasn’t my problem. Oh God, when was I?

“Wait!” Heather yelled from behind me, but I kept going. “Wait!”

We hit the doors to the foyer at the same time and I fled to the corner of the atrium.

“Are you okay?” She grasped my elbow and her concern cut like a knife because I had never needed my mom’s concern more than at that very moment, only she didn’t even know my name.

“Do you want me to take you home?”

I shook my head. Unless she had a DeLorean and maybe a spare flux capacitor, that wasn’t likely to happen.

“I’ll be all right.” What else could I say? “But...thanks.”

“What’s your name?”

“Carrington.”

“Oh my God. I love that name! You are so lucky.”

Yep, she was my mom, all right.

I kept searching her face for some kind of recognition. Logically, that didn’t track, of course. But since logic had very little to do with my predicament, it seemed reasonable that maybe a piece of her would know me on some level.

“Are you new?” she asked.

“Kind of.”

She scrunched her face up. I’d seen that expression before, usually when she was trying to balance the checkbook or figure out her taxes.

“Well, I mean, yes. I’m new, but I haven’t started yet. I just wanted to check out the sitch...you know...see what it was like here.”

“It must be hard to be new, huh? Especially here. Most of us have known each other since kindergarten. My name is Heather; I probably already told you that. You want to hang with us after the dance? We’re going to the beach. Bonfire and keg. It’ll be fun and you can meet some other kids from school.”

Okay. Yes, a part of me got pissed off. I mean, I’d been beating myself up most of the night for wanting to go to a kegger but not wanting to be a disappointment to my mother —and now she wanted to take me to one?

“Sounds like fun.” Except...then what?

“Do you want to call your mom and just tell her you’ll be spending the night at my house?”

Did I ever.

I nodded and pretended to make a call at the public phone at the other end of the hall while she and a group of other girls huddled together. Probably talking about me. Despite my outfit, I didn’t fit in. I knew it and they knew it.

They turned out to be really nice. We all piled into my mom’s car, and she peeled out of the parking lot to the tune of “Dancing on the Ceiling.” To which they all sang along. Loudly. Off-key too. Then someone lit a cigarette. I felt like the only grown-up in the car. Cosmic joke, anyone?
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