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PROLOGUE


I WASN’T AT WOODSTOCK, but Danny was. I knew that the way you always knew key information about people. Where they were when Kennedy was shot. If they would have gone to Vietnam or Canada. If they’d taken acid. How many times—a lot or just the once. If they’d been to Woodstock.

I’d been at the Ann Arbor Blues Festival that hot summer weekend in 1969; hitched up with Mark from Yellow Springs and camped out in a field. We were pretty stoned all weekend. Windowpane.
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Years later everything was different. I was married and had a couple of babies; reading Redbook magazine and baking bread. Every Sunday I visited my grandmother at the nursing home. My husband worked nights at the radio station. It snowed every day that winter.

One night it was quiet in the house and the snow was falling. I turned on the television and flipped through the three channels we could get in Northeast Harbor in 1984 and came across the movie Woodstock playing on public television.

I kept the sound down low so it wouldn’t wake the children and I watched Woodstock. God. I’d forgotten how we looked back then. Our hair! Our torn jeans. Our velvet shirts. Our enormous earrings. Our floppy breasts. Our hair our hair our hair. I saw the young girls with their smooth full cheeks, their doughy innocence. I was like that too, then; innocent and young. They were throwing themselves around in wild dances. I used to do that too. I couldn’t dance enough.

Oh I remembered that now, sitting in my own home in Maine with my flannel nightgown and my babies in their beds and my house around me and my husband up in Ellsworth playing Frank Sinatra on WDEA. Which part was the dream? Which part was real?

How had I become this—cutting out coupons for the Shop ’N Save. Going to lunches with other mothers who weren’t anything at all like me. And what happened to all that?

All that time, all that excitement, all that feeling of being at the center of things, all that sense of justification and deliverance and magical power—all that reduced to muddy kids dancing in the cow pies and young musicians dead now with their beautiful, angelic faces and their frantic, lost guitars.

When I turned the television off I wasn’t exactly crying, but I felt a dim and hollow feeling. How it was.

I wanted to talk to someone who had been there too.

I knew where Danny lived in California. Over the years, after we’d broken up and gone our different ways, we’d kept in touch, calling each other every couple of years, sending Christmas cards with pictures of our children. I still got his mother’s annual holiday report with her familiar slanted handwriting. A photo of the Greene family on some trip; white-water rafting in Colorado, traveling through Nepal, atop the Alps.
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His voice is still familiar. I hope I don’t sound like one of those drunk women calling years later lonely in their lonely houses. I’m not like that. I’m okay. I just want something.

“I was just watching Woodstock,” I tell him.

“Oh yeah?”

“I don’t know. I just wanted to talk to you. I mean, do you ever think about all that? About how it was? I mean, wasn’t there something sort of magical about that time? We were onto some kind of a religious experience or something? Like, weren’t we part of something? I don’t know. I mean I don’t go around thinking about it. I just—I remember how it was then. That feeling we had.”

I run out of steam. Beside me the cold window is black with the black night beyond. I can see my face reflected in the glass. I look the same, I think, but I look older.

“You know,” he says finally, “I don’t really think about that stuff much. If I do it embarrasses me. I’m embarrassed by it.”

I don’t know what to say to that, so I keep quiet, waiting for the rest, but there is no rest.

We talk about other stuff. My kids. His music. His new studio. How our parents are. Then I tell him that I have to go.

It’s three hours earlier where he is. It’s probably still light in California. I’ve never seen his house.

I’ve never seen him since he started losing his hair. It’s hard to imagine what he looks like now. In the Christmas pictures each face is so small. I see him the way I saw him then, with his ripped World War II leather Air Force jacket and his guitar case and his derby hat, back when we were driving the van through Europe, carrying hash in our underpants, imagining we were reinventing the world.

I want it all. I want to approve of the person I used to be. Even her excesses—the drugs, the cigarettes, the men, the late nights, the craziness—want to believe it somehow made me what I am; not believe, as he seems to believe, that it was just an impediment, something to forget.

So which was it—triumph, exploration, some important journey, or just a big stupid mistake, a total waste of time? Was I brave or was I only stupid and selfish?

I still don’t know. Did all that stuff we did just hold us back? Did it open doors for us or slam them shut?

It’s easy now to see only the ridiculousness of it-the terrible clownlike costumes, the lost lives spun out and destroyed by drugs, bad driving, crazy risks.
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We finally stopped for one reason or another. We had a really bad trip or a friend died or we just outgrew it. And then we got on with our lives, but we always had a stash in our top drawers under our socks and once in a while we’d still get stoned with our friends and once in a while, when we came upon someone who was sort of like us—some woman with shaggy hair, some guy who had a certain look about him, we might compare nostalgic notes—how wild we were—and we felt proud that we weren’t just sheep. That we weren’t straight, but daring and wild and trying stuff out when all the rest of them were just trooping wearily into the fold. And then it seems as if that history makes our lives more important.

No matter how straight we’ve gotten, we still have this secret identity, this throwback soul.

I hate drugs now. I hate getting high. I want to be clear and clean. I have a pedometer; I walk every day. I’m in pretty good shape for somebody who’s fifty. I watch what I eat. I have wine with dinner but I never have more than two glasses on special occasions. I do yoga or I work out at a gym or I do Tai Chi or some damn thing and I have an annual pap smear and a mammogram and I solemnly promise the stern nurse in her pink smock yes I do my self-examination and I actually have sometimes but now I’ll really do it. Now I’ll do it every single month. I go to the dentist twice a year. I’ve had some gum work done. I floss, I use a Sonicare. I dye my hair. I don’t get too much sun. I wear a hat, use #30 sunscreen. I wear gloves in the garden. I need glasses now. Take Tums for calcium. Lift weights. I’m careful with myself because suddenly I understand how fragile we all are. Our parents, if they’re living, they are fragile. Our children, fragile, fragile. The world a fragile, dismal, precious kind of place.

Sometimes I wish I’d done things differently, but I know I can’t change that so I soldier on.

Why did I do that stuff anyway? Was it because it seemed like fun?

Getting high isn’t really fun. If you break it down into the parts that make it up. Feeling sort of dizzy and off balance. Not being able to function. Feeling maybe a little sick to your stomach or having a really dry mouth or that itchy feeling like the waistband of your pants doesn’t fit you right or being scared suddenly and surrounded by scary things or feeling like everybody’s watching you or feeling frightened of your own face in the mirror. The kinds of things that are described as unpleasant side effects were what we went for. Those things weren’t really fun, were they? But then they passed for fun.

On a summer day I drive into Bar Harbor to get some groceries at the Shop ’N Save. This was a mistake. The roads are clogged with cars. What was I even thinking? It’s July. Everything’s open and the sidewalks are full of people eating ice cream. On the village green there are kids sitting in the grass. Somebody’s playing a guitar. Somebody’s throwing a Frisbee. Somebody’s dog with a red bandana around his neck. They dress the way we used to dress. That mixture of utility and frivolity—a lacey peasant blouse and Carhart overalls.

Further down the road, at the corner of Cottage and Main, there are three or four kids sitting on the bench. These are the colder children. I recognize one I’ve heard is deep into heroin. That he sells it. Some of the younger kids have a glad, alert look like they’re lucky to be sitting there. The rest are dull-eyed. I find myself checking them out. They’re the ones I would have felt aligned with at one time. I would have been thinking which one I wanted to sleep with. Which one to get high with. Which one not even to bother with. Now they are the dangerous ones, the sad ones, the ones we talk about in our weary community meetings: the alcohol problem, the drug problem, what to do with the Youth.

Why do they get like that?

And we wring out hands and we make up rules and we discuss and discuss and discuss and we ask our children what are you looking for? What do you want? But really, some of us know. Some of us, if we’re willing to, can remember, what it was like, back in those days of our own adolescence, when the world seemed lit by a certain light. When there seemed to be something just there beyond where we stood.

They’re not going to tell us. We have to figure it out for ourselves; to go back into our own lives and plunge our hands deep into our own wild histories. We have to admit to being who we were, to wanting what we wanted.

We have to remember what it was like when we were fifteen.
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1
FARM BOY

THE MARYLAND COUNTRYSIDE in late fall was gray and brown like my scarf. Wet branch brown. Gray leaden sky. Abandoned fields. I sat in the hard little backseat of our yellow VW bug, bored and stupefied in my parents’ car. Driven out here to the wilds of nothingness, out to a dreary afternoon with my parents’ dreary friends somewhere in farthest Maryland, when I could have been up in my room listening to The Mothers of Invention on my stereo; drawing twisty pictures with my ink pen. Swirly letters. Bulging op art checkerboards. Enormous eyeballs. Vines. Could have gone somewhere with Cassie. Could have gone to Georgetown; done something interesting. Not this.

“It’s down that lane, I think,” my mother said, and we turned down a lumpy dirt driveway with fields spreading out on either side, a couple of cows, a far fence and ahead a house and barn that looked like a farm in Ohio or someplace. The country.

I pretended I was being taken to a prison in wartime. The sky seemed warlike, the cold air desolate and strange. My parents were the guards, taking me to a distant farmhouse where I would be hidden in a cellar made of dirt.

“Richard! Helen! Hi!”

A big dog bounded toward the car and a woman with long gray hair and a big sweater. A man behind her with a hand outstretched.

“Oh! And you brought Martha!”

I didn’t want to get out of the car.

The big dog was straining to get at me. I was afraid of dogs. Their wet mouths. Their big teeth. Their black gums! Always leaping up and barking.

“Martha!”

My mother turned back and saw me still sitting in the backseat. She was afraid of dogs, too. Once we had held hands tightly as we passed by the fenced yard of a barking pair. What were dogs anyway? Wolves with names.

But now only, “Come on, Martha, he won’t hurt you.”

I got out.

She was right; he didn’t hurt me, but came pressing close to me with his big wet face and his odd, irregular, canine eyes. He got as close as he could, trying to put his big black nose between my legs. I backed against the car.

“Come on!” they called to me, starting toward the house, oblivious.

I pushed the dog away from me. He was so strong. I could feel his thick, muscley shoulders through his fur. I could be pinned there forever, pressed against the side of our yellow Volkswagen while my parents and the Bragdons went away, chattering and laughing, up to the farmhouse door forgetting all about me. But then suddenly the dog stopped resisting, trotted off.

We were almost to the house when I saw another person slip out onto the porch and stand there. They have a boy about your age.

He was wearing jeans and a leather vest, long hair and sideburns.

“Hi,” he said when we got closer.

“Jon, this is Mr. and Mrs. Dudman, and this is Martha. Maybe you can show her around. We’ll have lunch in about an hour.”

“Want to see my room?” he asked me and started up the stairs.

I shrugged and went after him. The house was big and bare. Wood floors and not much furniture. I followed Jon up the stairs. The voices of our parents chattered on below.

The last thing I heard was my mother saying, “I hope they get along,” and Mrs. Bragdon answering, “I’m sure they will.”

“Up here,” Jon told me over his shoulder.

We went down a narrow hallway and up more stairs to the third floor.

“That part’s the attic,” he said, gesturing at a small, closed door. “You want to see it?”

“Is it scary?”

He looked at me, but it didn’t matter. I didn’t care if he thought it was a dumb remark. I didn’t know him. He wasn’t going to turn up later. He didn’t live in my neighborhood. He didn’t go to the same parties. He didn’t hang out in Georgetown. He lived way out here. I’d never even seen him before. I probably wouldn’t ever see him again. So it didn’t matter. I could act any way I wanted to act. Just say whatever popped into my head.

“Scary?” he asked me.

“Yeah. You know.”

“A little,” he said.

That’s when I knew I could like him.

The door creaked as he swung it open. Dusty light fell across a slanty space full of old boxes and tall clothes bags hanging down. I came up behind him and we stood in the doorway looking in. It was cold in there, and dim.

“I don’t want to go in,” I told him.

He backed out, bumping into me, and then he shut the door and latched it.

“I’ll show you my room,” he said.
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His room was long and bright with tall windows. It was up above the branches of the fall trees, and you could see a long way across the fields.

There was a narrow bed covered with an Indian bedspread, one broad wooden table and a shelf of books. A record player on the floor. A candle stuck in a bottle. It felt, because of the wideness of the fields below, like a lonely room up here in this far off farmhouse. A lonely room, not a normal regular teenage boy room.

“It’s nice,” I said.

“Yeah,” he kind of looked around. “It’s okay. We’ve only lived here a few months. We used to just come here in the summer, but my dad’s working on a book, so now we’re living out here.”

“Where did you live before?”

“In Baltimore.”

I nodded.

“Where do you go to school?”

“Lanham. Where do you go?”

“Madeira.”

“Ah.”

“Don’t say Ah like you know all about me now,” I told him. “Like oh yeah she goes to this preppy girls’ school. I just go there because my parents make me.”

He looked at me.

“Okay,” he said. “Want to get high?”

He was checking to see if I was cool.

“Up here?” I asked him.

“Sure. I do it all the time.”

“Don’t your parents smell it?”

“I blow it out the window,” he said. “I burn some incense. They can’t tell the difference.”

“But we have to eat with them.” I’d only smoked pot two times before in my life.

“Look, it’s not that good,” he told me. “Just some hash. But if you don’t want to …”

“No,” I said. “But let’s wait until after lunch and go outside and do it.”

“Okay,” he said.

“Here’s what I do,” he told me. “Want to see?”

He pushed his record player into the middle of the room. Then he put his lamp on the turntable, and he took a basket and emptied all the stuff out and put the basket over the lamp. Then he went around the room pulling down the blinds on all the windows. There were no curtains, just those dark green window shades that you see in old houses. The bright room got dim. He turned on the record player and the turntable started going around and the light shining through the basket made a design that went around and around like shadowy lace on the walls and ceiling of this boy’s room.

We were silent. I sat down on the bed and he sat down beside me.

“It’s sort of like a light show,” he told me. “I do this sometimes when I’m here. It’s better when you’re stoned.”

It was nice and I wished it were even nicer, but it also felt sad that this was what he did—sat in his high-up third-floor room with all his brothers and sisters grown up and gone away and looked at the light shining through a basket going around and around on his walls.

We heard somebody yelling from downstairs.

“It’s my dad,” Jon said. “I think it’s time for lunch.”
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I was glad we weren’t stoned. It would have been too weird.It was already weird enough. Jon’s parents were the kind of people who tried to talk to you as if they already knew you. As if they were your age, or you theirs. Jon seemed okay with this, but it made me nervous. He called my parents Helen and Dick and didn’t seem to notice that my mother was a little taken aback. Later she’d say something about it.

The food was good, but I was embarrassed eating in front of Jon, who kept looking at me across the table. I just ate a little. Nobody said anything. They’d put the dog in the kitchen. I could hear him shuffling around in there and his snickery nails clattering against the door as he tried to get out.

“What are you going to do after lunch?” Jon’s mother asked him.

“I’m going to take Martha out and show her around. The barn. The field. The creek,” he answered.

She nodded. “Good idea. We just have cookies for dessert. Why don’t you take some with you?”

The dog came along but it was okay, he just ran off across the fields like any dog would run, not paying attention to us, which was fine with me.

Jon started off across the fields and I followed. We came to a bunch of trees beside a narrow creek.

“It freezes over,” he told me. “It’s really cool. You can see the leaves underneath. They look great. All brown and flat. Kind of like a painting.”

He’d taken a pipe out of a little suede pouch and a chunk of dark brown hash wrapped in tin foil. I’d never seen hash before. It looked like a piece of crayon.

We came in close to the creek where the tall tree trunks rose up around us and made a shadowy place.

The water was clear and looked cold and glittery. We stood close together over the pipe as he lit it and sucked in the pale smoke, handed it to me.

I took a deep toke and it made me cough and gusts of smoke came out of my mouth.

“Easy,” he said, and held the pipe while I coughed and coughed. Tears came to my eyes. “Here, try again.”

It was kind, the way he said it, and it didn’t make me feel stupid the way I might have felt if someone else had said it in a different way.

I took another toke, not so deep this time, and it was all right.

We took turns and each time the hash glowed bright orange like a little coal in the bowl of the blue pipe.

I was getting high. I could start to feel it. It was different than the times I’d tried pot. Clearer. Higher. Less fuzzy.

“This is great,” I said, and even my voice sounded clear and high and perfect.

He smiled at me and now he seemed familiar.

“I love to get high,” he told me. “Love it. I have to watch that I don’t do it all the time.”

That seemed romantic to me, and ruined.

“What do you do out here when you’re stoned?” I asked him.

It seemed like a funny question, and I almost started laughing, but he took it seriously, staring out through the trees.

“I come down here,” he told me. “I write things. Poetry. I draw. When we get back, I’ll show you my drawings.”

Then I knew he was someone I was going to know after all. He wrote poetry. He was going to show me his drawings. We were connected in some way.

We smoked a little more and then he tipped the last of the coal into the damp, cold earth and stamped it out.

“Can’t have a fire,” he told me. He was a woodsman! He was a farm boy! He knew these nature things!

We walked along the creek until we came to a big gray barn.

“Can I climb up in the hayloft?” I asked him.

“Sure.”

It reminded me of the barn in Maine where my sister and I used to go on foggy days when we were kids. We’d climb the wooden ladder up to the hayloft and slide down into the piled hay below. We’d swing on a rope hung from a rafter. It had felt elemental. It had felt like I was having an actual childhood like the kids in books. Not the made-up pseudo childhood of Washington, D.C., but a sort of E. B. Whitish, Laura Ingalls Wilder, crayon drawing of a childhood.

This barn had that same smell—that mysterious smell of animal and hay. That deep earth smell.

I felt graceful in my cowboy boots and tight jeans. I felt tall and thin. I grabbed the strong wooden rungs of the ladder, hoisted myself up.

“Be careful,” Jon said, and I liked that; like I was daring.

She’s crazy, he might tell his parents later, shaking his head back and forth like a puzzled dog.

She’s nuts, he might say later in his room, while the basket light on the turntable went around and around. But he would be saying it in an admiring way, remembering my odd grace as I clambered nimbly up the ladder to the high loft and stood above him, looking down.

“Is there a swing?”

“No, I don’t think so. There used to be, but I don’t know. It’s gone.”

“Oh.”

I stood a little longer looking around the big dark barn, breathing in the smell of the place. Wanting to stay up there. Wanting him to come up there with me. Wanting something. I didn’t know what yet. Something. But instead I came down, sliding down into the hay the way we used to in Maine.

“We had such a nice time.”

My mother put out her hands and gave Mrs. Bragdon a hug. “What a place you’ve got here!”

“Wonderful to see you.”

“Let me know about the book. If I can help you,” my father said.

Jon and I stood together by the car. We weren’t as stoned now. We’d walked all over across the muddy fields, broken cornstalks and the wide-open pastures.

I felt good, outdoorsy, competent, and tired.

“So maybe I’ll see you when I come into the city,” he said.

“Okay,” I answered. Now I had to go back, chained to my parents, returned to the dark cubicle of the backseat.

He looked away from me. I wanted him to say something else, but that was all.

Maybe it was my turn, but I didn’t know what to say either.
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2
THE PARTY AT THE
MAYFLOWER HOTEL

THERE WAS GOING to be a party in December.

It wasn’t exactly a coming-out party, but it was going to be really fancy and at the Mayflower Hotel downtown. There was going to be dancing, and you had to wear a long dress. All my friends from Madeira were going to be there—the ones who rode the bus with me from Georgetown out into the country every day—Cassie and Sydney Jane, beautiful Dianna, Eleanor, and the rest. Some of the Boarders were invited too. They would be spending the night at the homes of some of the Day Girls—the ones with the biggest houses and the wrought-iron fences and the wrought-iron mothers with their blonde coifs and tiny pink wool suits—the women of Washington who had dinner parties with fancy china and names on little cards and famous husbands.

My mother and I went shopping way out in the country near Alexandria. Beyond the far, muddy fields there were outcroppings of tiny, elegant stores. “I know a place we can get a dress,” she’d told me.

We didn’t spend much time together anymore. We used to go to Best & Company on Wisconsin Avenue for the white dress with the pink sash. The navy coat with brass buttons—my sister Annie had one, too—the Mary Janes.

“We’ll go out to lunch,” my mother told me.

It was all right to be with her because it was so far out of town. We weren’t going to run into anybody I knew. And it was Saturday, so she had a day off. She wouldn’t be going to the office in her work clothes and mascara, coming back all tired, and sitting on the couch with the eagle slipcover, what is it, honey? with her exhausted face.

The shop was carpeted; we made no sound. Everything in the whole place was white.

The store lady was infinitesimal and exquisite. She wore a wide, patent leather belt and her hair was some other substance. It was blonde and hard like a big piece of hard, shiny candy.

“Certainly,” she kept saying, as if she didn’t notice my raggedy hair, my blue jeans, cowboy boots, my army jacket, and, “of course.”

There were hardly any clothes in there. Not racks and racks like Woodward & Lothrup. Most of the dresses were poufy and girly, but there was one dress that stood out from all the white foam dreams. It was tall and narrow and it had green and pink swirly shapes twisting into other shapes. It looked magic. It was psychedelic.

The dressing room was flouncy and white and pretty as a wedding. When I put on the dress I looked beautiful. I looked like a beautiful teenage girl with my flushed face. Breasts. Hips.

I came out of the dressing room wearing the dress.

“Oh yes!” my mother said, holding her coat in her arms. Standing the way she stood, with her feet sticking out to the sides. Looking at me as if I’d done something wonderful.

The woman with the tiny waist cocked her head to one side.

“Oh I think this will do! And a little color? I think pink.” She touched one silvery finger to my shoulder, “Just that color, a little lipstick to pick up the pink, to bring it all together. Don’t you think?

“Oh, Helen!” she said in a kind, sisterly voice, “she’s going to be beautiful!”

How did she know my mother’s name? My mother had secrets from me.

I went back into the dressing room. Pulled on my own clothes that now felt tight and unfamiliar. I wanted to be the pretty girl I’d seen in the three mirrors—one on each side and one facing forward so that in my pink and my green, my dream of a dress, I had gone on and on.
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At Lord & Taylor in the Bird Cage Restaurant we sat in white metal chairs and had chicken salad sandwiches and lemonade. Coconut cake for dessert. The dress, in a long white dress bag, lay spread out in the backseat of the car.

“And you’ll need shoes,” our fairy saleslady had warned us. “Get white ones, and have them dyed to match.”

I had no idea about all this. Shoes you could dye. Little stores with only a handful of dresses.

My mother knew about this stuff. It must have come with her jobs. She had changed when I wasn’t looking. She had gotten fancy.

She was still my own mother with the khaki skirt. With the blue checked shirtwaist sitting on the front porch reading a letter from my father who was away in Vietnam. With her wuzzy hair and her glasses and her vacuum cleaner and her big brown coat in winter when she used to pull us on the sled. But now she was also this.
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On the night of the party we drove through the transformed, lit-up streets of Washington to the house full of round tables for the dinner. It was so embarrassing! We clotted in the upstairs hallway, stuffed ourselves into the bathroom, looked at our faces, at our breasts, at our new dresses, our behinds—did they look too big? Everybody’s hair had to be fixed and then fixed again. We were all exquisite.

Then the cars again to the Mayflower Hotel in downtown nighttime Washington through the streams of lights and traffic.

The hotel was plush, with big red chairs and chandeliers in the lobby. The party was upstairs.

Then the bathroom again with its tufted pink silk benches and the Black lady in the gray uniform who sat beside the little dish of dimes dispensing fresh white towels from a basket. I didn’t have any change to give her. I didn’t want to look at her. She didn’t look at me. She looked as though her feet hurt and she had to sit there with her hurting feet while all of us, the white girls in our bright dresses, whirled and stooped before the mirror. There was a certain way you did it; bending your knees and leaning slightly back to touch your hair like you were doing the limbo.

We fussed with our hair at the mirror and then we all spilled out again into the hallway and down to the big room with the long, mirrored wall and rows of rose-colored chairs and grinning chaperones and other grown-ups that we didn’t know, somebody’s parents, and the music playing and all the boys in their tuxedos.

“Look, over there! John Kenton and Paul Wright!”

Sydney Jane dipped her head to whisper to me. Where had she learned to do that? Like my mother, she had new tricks that she’d learned somewhere. I was astounded by her grown-up ways. Didn’t we all just duck our heads and giggle? Some did, but, it turned out, we did not.

“Which ones?”

“You see those two guys, over by the door? Who look like they’re up to something?”

I did. I’d heard about them.

John was bad and handsome, blond and dangerous. I’d heard the girls talking about him in the locker room. How he’d do anything. They said his name and giggled. I would have recognized him, even if Sydney Jane hadn’t pointed him out.

“God, he’s gorgeous,” she said.

I would have recognized his type anywhere. They were the ones who got the girl but didn’t even want her. Sat with their arm around her and their eyes far off. A blond Rhett Butler. Who drove too fast, who drank too much, got kicked out of school, did drugs and didn’t care.

His companion, Paul, was the kind for me. He seemed a little bit mysterious and sad. He was the one with the brown hair. Brown eyes. Second in command. The one who stood a little apart. The one you talked to. The one who knew the worst about the star and loved him anyway.

“What’s Paul like?” I asked Sydney Jane.

“I think he’s nice. His dad’s with the CIA,” she said, but she wasn’t really paying attention; she was looking at John. She was fixed upon him. “I don’t really know much about him. They’re friends, I think.”

That was the one. And this was the night, so it didn’t surprise me when the two of them sauntered toward us as the music swelled again and the other invisible couples began to dance.

John bowed to Sydney Jane. “May I?” he asked in this ironic way, and we all knew what he was really asking.

Paul looked into my eyes. He was a little taller than I was, not much. His eyes were different than I had expected. Not brown at all, but pale green-gray.
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