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A Groovy Kind of Love

By Rob Rosen

Don’t let anyone try and tell you anything
different, Woodstock, despite its monumental problems, was awesome.
Yep, even though we were only there during that on-again,
off-again, rainy Saturday that tried and failed to wash off the
caked-on mud and grime, it was worth it. Well worth it. Life
altering, in fact.

In more ways than one.

The concert got off to a late start. No
worries, though, because so did we, my group of six, best buddies
traveling across two states in our beat-up van, looking to change
the world. We settled in, found a patch of barely-there grass to
lay some threadbare blankets on, and waited anxiously,
breathlessly. The stage was off in the distance, seemingly miles
away, the sound traveling just well enough to reach our ears.
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