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    Dedicated to the 80's

      

    


The year was nineteen eighty-one, Jen and I were in our early twenties, we hung out together like two-peas-in- a-pod.  I met her at Cosmetology School. We just clicked.

We planned on going out tonight, drink a few drinks, and dance to the music.

My sister Emilia taught dance classes.  She’d have me attend, and at the end of the class we’d practice together to different music. We’d practice swaying, spinning, twirling, and she’d taught me how to pirouette.  Some of the dances she taught me were The Wop, The Biz, The Snake, and The Glide. 

I had  MTV playing in the living room, and had a video with stereo video music playing high as I could turn the sound up. It made you feel like the musicians were right in the same room. I was practicing my dance moves to popular music.  My father walked up the steps.  “Would you turn that down please?”

He was home early from work today.  “He hollered out, where’s your brother?” 

“I think he’s at the mall, playing games at the arcade?”

He walked in the room, and said, “I wonder if he’s using his lunch money? I didn’t give him any money to go to the mall?”  He walked up to my mother, “Did you give our son money to go to the mall?”  She looked him square in the eye, “No, I didn’t, did you?”

I grabbed the newspaper, and grabbed my walkman off of the dining room table.

I glimpsed down, and saw that Reagan made a statement. 

When I thought about it all,  who would've believed a movie star, President Reagan, would even become The President?  The economy had been in a recession, and Ronald Reagan was the new guy.

Shaking my head back-and-forth, I opened the back-door, stepped down to the deck floor, walked over, and sat down on the  porch-swing. I stuck my favorite cassette tape into my walkman, and listened to my favorite eighties tunes.  Holding my leg-warmers in the crevice of my right arm, I let them fall to the ground.  Picking them up, I lifted up my feet, and rolled the large cloth up my legs.  

All of a sudden, I could hear my mother calling my name. 

“Aubrey, you have a phone call. 

“Yes, mother, I’ll be right there.” I lifted my featherweight headphones off of my ears. Lifting myself up off of the swing I tripped on the corner of the table.

My mother stood at the door, and smiled. “Dinner will be ready about six o’clock.”

“What are we having tonight?”

“Your favorite, spaghetti, and meatballs.”  

“Sounds good Mom. Who’s on the phone for me?”

“Jen.”

I walked up to the back door, through the dining room, into the kitchen where the phone was on the wall.  The cord was thick, and twisty. I grabbed the big yellow handle.  “Hello?”
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