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  Dedication




  For Edwina and Travis




  Prologue




  June 1966




  Look not unto the morrow; the joys of now are fleeting.




  The future portends sorrow. It lies, like death, awaiting.




  Author Unknown




  The pouring rain outside did nothing to temper the sweltering heat. In the packed gymnasium, Roger Gaines and four hundred other students participated in the graduation ceremony at Meadow Run High in Indiana. Roger sat on an uncomfortable bench, letting his mind wander as the names were called. One by one, each student strode, slouched, or sauntered up to the podium to receive a diploma, but he no longer listened. His name had already been called, the boring talks had been given, and now all that remained was the interminable wait, until the conclusion of this commencement ceremony.




  Commencement seemed an inappropriate name for the end of high school. The start of college next fall represented a true commencement. Speakers tonight said this ceremony represented their passage into adulthood. Roger had heard these trite clichés at other events, so the words barely registered with him this night.




  His mind wandered to last year’s junior prom, also held in this gym. He and Pam. Thinking of her now filled him with happiness, and he remembered.




  He’d barely noticed the extravagant decorations that adorned these walls then. Although he hadn’t known her long, he noticed nothing but Pam, snuggled in his arms as they danced, looking into her beautiful eyes, feeling her slender body so close to his. Without mentioning it to her, he’d reserved a room for the night at a local motel. He knew that her feelings were as strong as his.




  They and several of their friends were invited to an after-prom party and breakfast. At two a.m., when the prom ended, and the tired chaperones were rushing students out the door, most of the others were headed there. But Roger had other plans. He could wait no longer. On leaving the prom, he asked Pam if she really wanted to go to the party.




  “I don’t want to go home, yet,” she responded, sitting next to him, and looking at him with so much love that it nearly overwhelmed him. Nervously, he reached into his pocket, and removed the silver key attached to the disc bearing the legend Highway Motel—Room 404. Before he could think of what to say, she kissed him, and they drove the few miles in silence.




  The room at the motel may have been opulent in luxury, or cheaply tacky, but he didn’t notice. He saw nothing but Pam.




  His lack of nervousness surprised him: how comfortable they were together! Slowly and gently, they helped each other undress. Her beauty astonished him, as it always had and always would. He marveled that this wonderful girl loved him.




  He didn’t know what to expect from sex, but he never imagined the ecstasy it brought him. To be with her, completely engulfed by her, was almost more than he could bear. He thrilled to her every touch.




  Through the loving hours of the night, hours that seemed timeless, they made love, experiencing each other, then lying quietly, sometimes talking, sometimes merely holding each other, not wanting to break the mood, and hoping that somehow the evening would never end.




  In one sense, it didn’t end. Their relationship progressed from the adolescent stage, the “going steady,” to a complete, adult love. Any thought that either of them had about “my” plans became “our” plans. They thought as one.




  From the uncomfortable bench on which he now sat, Roger looked forward to the future. After the summer in Indiana, both would attend Madison University at Madison, Wisconsin, where he would major in economics, and Pam in business management. Although until recently a male-only field, he felt confident that she would succeed in it.




  “Pamela Tracey Wentworth.” The name penetrated his thoughts, booming over the speaker system. He watched her walk away from the crowd toward the stand where the principal, an uncharacteristic smile glued to his wooden face, shoved a diploma into her hand. She walked from the podium toward the bleachers to rejoin the crowd of seated graduates. Even from this distance, he was aware of her petite, shapely body, and saw her long blonde hair glisten in the lights from the ceiling. He thought of how he loved the feel of her near him, her small gentleness engulfed by his six-foot, muscular frame. He could see her looking into the crowd, searching for him. He willed her to feel his presence, his love for her bridging any physical distance between them. He cherished thoughts of their future together.




  Chapter 1




  July, 1966—May, 1967




  During Roger and Pam’s final summer at home, Roger worked at the company that employed his father, as he had each summer during high school, learning business concepts in a variety of departments. Pam obtained employment at a bank, having shown an aptitude for business in her previous summer jobs. They both enjoyed their work, spending the day learning and contributing, followed by evenings together and with other friends, interspersed with the necessary preparations for the start of school in the fall.




  In July, Roger’s brother Paul and his wife arrived from New York City for a visit. Roger always felt excited to see Paul, but this time the anticipation of school enhanced it. Paul and Anne had arrived by the time Roger and his father returned home from work.




  * * * *




  After dinner, the two brothers strolled out to the deck by the swimming pool and sat in comfortable lounge chairs. The warmth of the evening invited tranquility, and the beautiful, starlit night seemed to mirror Roger’s mood. His brother was here for a visit, school only a few weeks away, and Pam would drop by within an hour. He felt a deep contentment.




  The topics of school, and Roger’s excited anticipation about it, filled their conversation.




  “You know, Bro, you actually have to study, too,” Paul said.




  Roger laughed. “Yeah, I guess I didn’t mention that. But I intend to.”




  “Oh, you mean between soccer, the debating club, time with Pam, a part-time job, oh, you’ll have plenty of time for studying. Just skip sleeping.”




  “You’re the big expert,” Roger said. “School, work, and a wife. How you ever graduated I’ll never know.”




  Paul was silent for a moment, becoming more serious than Roger had seen him in some time.




  “It was important. Vitally important.”




  The sudden change in tone surprised Roger. He’d felt all evening, without fully identifying the feeling, that his brother had something on his mind, but he’d been too caught up in his own excitement to allow it sufficient room for any real consideration. He said nothing, and Paul continued. “Rog, you’ve got a few weeks until you leave. Why don’t you and Pam get married?”




  Roger looked at him, genuinely surprised. He couldn’t have guessed where this idea came from, but he knew Paul wouldn’t make such a serious suggestion without a good reason. He paused before he responded. “Paul, you were nineteen when you married Anne, and I thought that was young. I’m only eighteen. And you always said it was rough finishing college while working and being married.”




  Paul sat forward in his chair, looking out into the night for a few minutes. The water in the pool glistened, reflecting the starlight, and he seemed to study its gentle motion. Then he turned to Roger. “It was. But not as rough as it would have been otherwise.”




  Roger had no response. He didn’t know how this conversation started or where it would lead. He said nothing. After a brief pause, Paul continued. “Things are escalating in Vietnam. You’re going to marry Pam eventually, aren’t you?”




  “Well, yeah, we were thinking about the summer between our sophomore and junior years.”




  “Don’t wait. Get married now. Otherwise, Bro, you’re going to find yourself sloshing around in rice paddies getting shot at.”




  Now Roger looked away, as if the quiet, nearly-still water held some great fascination. He himself didn’t follow politics on any but a very vague level, but he knew it to be Paul’s passion. He didn’t have to be told that acting on Paul’s suggestion would mean a draft deferment, and would likely keep him out of the army. He’d registered for the draft a few months earlier when he turned eighteen, but other than that, had barely considered it.




  “Listen to me, Rog,” Paul said, repositioning his chair so he faced his brother directly. “Marry her. Now. Anne and I will be in town for a week.” He grinned briefly. “You know you absolutely can’t even think of having anyone else for your best man.” He quickly became serious again. “Go to City Hall and get married. If you want a big ceremony in two years, have it. You don’t even have to tell anyone now that you’re married.”




  Roger averted his gaze from Paul’s very direct one. He thought a moment before responding. “Paul, we’re in no big rush. I start college in a few weeks. Yeah, we’ll get married in a couple of years. We haven’t really considered getting married any sooner.” He vaguely heard a car pulling into the driveway.




  “Rog, promise me you’ll give it some thought.”




  Roger turned back to Paul, who looked at him with a somberness Roger had seldom seen his brother demonstrate. He hesitated before replying. “I will, Paul.” He tried to mean it. “I’ll think about it.”




  They sat silently for a few moments, then both looked up as the back door opened, and Pam stepped out onto the deck.




  “Hey, Pam, good to see you.” Paul stood, and he and Pam embraced. Pam then walked to Roger, and they kissed lightly.




  * * * *




  Early Monday morning, August 4th, Pam, with her parents Catherine and Michael, packed their car.




  “I can’t believe my baby’s leaving home,” Catherine said, standing in the driveway, putting her arm around her daughter’s waist and pulling her close.




  “Mother! I’m eighteen years old. I’m not your baby!”




  “Yes, you are, darling. No matter how old you are, you’ll always be my baby.”




  Pam sighed and pulled away, stuffing a bag in the trunk. But she quickly forced the momentary irritation from her, knowing that her mother would miss her, the youngest child, and last to leave home. She smiled over at Catherine, as her mother and father tied bags to the roof rack. “Just don’t rent out your baby’s room quite yet. She’ll be home for Christmas.”




  “Oh, brother!” Michael said. “I thought I had a wife and grown daughter, and now I find I still have a baby.” He paused for a moment. “Maybe I have two babies.”




  “Maybe you do, Darling, but only one of them is leaving. You’re stuck with me.” Catherine suddenly looked serious, thoughtful. After a momentary pause, she again addressed Pam.




  “Darling, you don’t know how glad I am that Roger’s going to Madison too.” She looked directly at Pam. “You’re a lucky young woman.”




  Pam smiled as her eyes became moist. “I know it, Mom.” She paused before continuing. “I love him so much.”




  Catherine stepped to her, and they embraced. “We love him, too, Darling,” she whispered.




  They quickly finished packing Pam’s luggage, leaving room in the trunk to accommodate Roger’s belongings. Driving the several blocks through the warmth of the sunny morning to Roger’s home, they arrived in a matter of minutes and pulled up the circular drive to the front door. Pam ran up the few steps and knocked. Liz Gaines answered almost immediately.




  “You’re here, already,” she said, smiling at Pam and waving to Catherine and Michael. Behind her, Roger picked up two suitcases, while his father grabbed two smaller ones.




  “Hey,” Roger said, stepping to Pam and gently kissing her.




  “Hey yourself. You ready?” She awaited no answer, but took a bag from him and carried it to the car.




  “Well, this is it,” Michael said, stuffing the last of the suitcases into the trunk.




  Liz looked tearful. “I can’t believe our children are all grown. Aren’t we too young for that?”




  “I’m afraid not, Liz,” Michael said, smiling.




  “Don’t pay any attention to him,” Catherine said, putting an arm around Liz’s shoulders. “You’re as young as you feel.”




  “That’s what bothers me,” Liz replied. “With them leaving, I feel about ninety.”




  “You’ll always be young and beautiful to me,” Roger said, giving her a quick kiss.




  “We need to get going,” Michael said.




  “That’s Michael,” Catherine said, crossing her arms and sighing. “We’ve used our allotted time for emotion. Let’s get down to business now.”




  “He’s right,” Gerald said, standing now by Liz. “They have a long drive. Better get going.”




  With everything packed and ready, Roger and Pam stepped into the car and waved to his parents, and drove off.




  * * * *




  The feelings of expectancy that Roger and Pam experienced for weeks culminated with their arrival on campus several hours later. Finally, they were to begin their lives as university students. With Michael and Catherine, they found Pam’s dorm, and delivered her belongings. Her roommate, Sue, hadn’t yet arrived. The room was small and antiseptic- looking: twin beds, matching dressers, desks and closets.




  “Don’t look so happy, Pam. You’re upsetting your mother.” Her father smiled at her.




  “She is not. I’m glad she likes it here,” Catherine protested.




  “I love it here already.”




  “That’s Pam,” Roger commented. “Nothing uncertain about her.”




  They walked to Roger’s dorm, carrying his things up the two flights to his room. He opened the door.




  The room mirrored Pam’s. Small, with the same furniture, but the walls above one bed were covered with an eclectic assortment of posters, with the Doors, Rolling Stones, and Bob Dylan dominating, but with smaller prints of Angela Davis and Che Guevara interspersed among them. A hideous lava lamp adorned the dresser, and a suitcase lay open and empty on the bed. One closet door stood ajar, revealing a variety of clothes hanging there.




  “I guess my roommate’s already arrived,” Roger commented dryly, putting down his suitcase. They walked back outside to explore the campus.




  * * * *




  Later, Roger walked alone back to his dorm. Approaching his door, he heard music from his room. He opened the door and found his roommate, Matthew Jameson, on his knees arranging clothes in a drawer. Clothes were strewn carelessly all over the bed. Hearing the door open, Matt turned and stood.




  “I’m betting you’re Roger,” he said, walking across the small room and extending his hand.




  “Good guess. Nice to meet you, Matt.”




  “I unpacked earlier, but then couldn’t find anything, so I thought I’d better start over.” Matt indicated the mess on his side of the room with a sweep of his arm.




  “Yeah, I haven’t unpacked anything yet. My girlfriend and I have been exploring the campus.”




  “You work fast,” Matt said, turning now to the mountain of clothes on his bed. “A girlfriend in one day.”




  Roger kicked off his sneakers and tossed them into the closet. Slouching on his bed, he responded. “Not that fast. We went to high school together, and have been dating for two years.”




  “Cool. Hey, what’s your major? I think I read it when the school sent me my ‘roommate bio’ over the summer, but I don’t remember.”




  “Economics. And you’re majoring in Political Science, if I remember correctly.”




  “Right.” Matt continued making a half-hearted attempt to fold clothes before stuffing them into drawers. “There’s so much going on in the world, I never considered any other major. I stopped by the peace center in town earlier. I volunteered to do whatever they want me to do. I’m looking forward to getting more involved. What about you?” He stopped his folding and looked over at Roger. “You interested in volunteering?”




  Roger’s conversation a few weeks earlier with Paul came to mind, and he wondered how much talk of war and resistance he’d experience with Matt as a roommate. He felt uncomfortable. It seemed everyone around him had strong feelings on the subject, and he all but ignored it.




  “I don’t know. I guess I’ll see how my classes go.” They were silent for a few minutes.




  “You and your girlfriend going to the homecoming dance?” Matt asked, still putting his clothes away.




  “Wouldn’t miss it.”




  “My brother graduated from here a few years ago. He said it used to be a big event. Very formal, tuxes and evening gowns.”




  “Really? I thought it was more casual than that.”




  “It is now.” Matt stuffed the few remaining articles of clothing into his bottom drawer. He stood and leaned against the dresser. “But it doesn’t have the importance it used to have. There’s so much else going on.”




  “Oh? Like what?”




  “You know, the war, civil rights, women’s issues, third world exploitation. You can’t get away from it. It’s everywhere.”




  Roger knew he’d been mistaken when he thought conversation about politics had ended.




  “And it’s not all that well attended anymore either. There’s usually a good crowd, I’m told, but just a few years ago no one would have missed it.”




  “You going?”




  “Sure.” He grinned. “Unlike some people, I didn’t bring a girlfriend with me. I want to see what’s available.”




  Roger glanced at Matt. His roommate was nearly as tall as his own six feet, slender and with broad shoulders. His dark hair hung down to his shoulders. His outgoing personality was obvious even from this brief conversation, and Roger guessed he’d have little problem attracting a girlfriend.




  “It ends about two?” Roger asked.




  “Yeah, and I’m planning to stay all night.”




  “So what is the appropriate dress for this event?” Matt seemed to know so much about it.




  Matt looked over at him. “What you’re wearing now is just fine.”




  “Good. This is what I expected to wear.”




  They continued to chat about nothing in particular, sharing trivial information about themselves.




  * * * *




  In the early evening, Roger walked to Lincoln Hall, Pam’s dorm. An attractive coed admitted him, and he pretended not to notice, as she took more than a second to look at him. He sprinted up the stairs to the second floor, walked down the hall and knocked on Pam’s door. She opened it almost immediately.




  “Hey,” he said, stepping through the doorway.




  “Come in and meet my roommate.”




  Roger entered and a petite, dark complexioned young woman stood and smiled.




  “Sue, this is my boyfriend, Roger. Roger, my roommate, Sue.” Pam smiled, and seemed pleased with both of them.




  “Nice to meet you, Sue.” Roger smiled and shook her hand.




  “Nice meeting you, Roger.”




  “You meet your roommate yet?” Pam asked.




  “Yeah, he’s cool. I think we’ll get along great.”




  They chatted amiably for several minutes, sharing trivial facts about themselves, again typical of young adults on a first meeting. Roger felt that Pam, too, had lucked out with a congenial roommate.




  * * * *




  Homecoming Night, the main topic of conversation on campus for days, finally arrived. The warmth of summer still lingered in the air. Pam and Roger strolled through the clear evening to the Dumont gym for the dance. Roger, in jeans, sneakers, and a black tee shirt, and Pam, in a denim miniskirt, three-inch clogs, and a blue tube top, made their entrance about nine. They found the gym crowded, noisy and exciting, and they joined the revelry, dancing to the music of the Beatles, Rolling Stones, and others, as performed by a local band. Among the participants, the global concerns of some of them were obvious. All the band members, and several of the students and faculty chaperones, wore black armbands, signifying their solidarity with anti-war protestors, recently arrested at New York’s Columbia University.




  Pam and Roger paid little attention. If they noticed the armbands, they didn’t mention them; they were greeting new friends and dancing. Matt, his purple shirt adorned with a black armband, approached and greeted Roger.




  “Hey, Matt,” he yelled, above the din of the music. He then shouted introductions. “Pam, this is Matt, my roommate. Matt, my girlfriend, Pam.”




  “Nice to meet you,” Matt yelled.




  “My pleasure,” Pam shouted back.




  “I told Roger he’s a fast worker, finding a girlfriend his first day here. I’ve been here four full days, and still no luck!”




  They laughed and attempted to chat for a few minutes, over the roar of the pounding music. Then Matt smiled at Roger and, taking Pam by the hand, led her to the crowded dance floor.




  “If we’re not back in ten minutes, don’t come looking for us,” he shouted to Roger above the noise of the room, and they maneuvered their way through the crowd. Pam winked at Roger, and allowed herself to be led away by Matt into the mayhem of the crowd. Roger smiled and watched them, feeling completely comfortable with his roommate. He looked forward to getting to know him.




  The song they danced to stopped playing, and another one started. Roger pushed his way into the crowd toward them. Matt smiled at Pam. “Thanks Pam,” he shouted. “Great meeting you.” He turned to Roger and said, “Thanks, man,” then disappeared into the crowd.




  * * * *




  By midnight, with the gym packed with bodies gyrating to the music, Roger and Pam departed. Sue had advised Pam that she would be spending the night in the room of an attractive young man she’d met earlier in the evening, and wouldn’t return until late Sunday afternoon, at the earliest. Pam and Roger walked arm in arm across the campus to Lincoln Hall in the beautiful, starlit evening, happy and content to be together. They took their time, talking softly about nothing in particular, experiencing a deep feeling of love. They reached the dorm and climbed the two flights to Pam’s room.




  Chapter 2




  Halfway through the semester, Roger, tired from a particularly grueling day, entered his room after his last class, and found Matt sitting at his desk, looking out the window.




  Matt turned when the door opened. “Hey, Rog.”




  “How’s it going?” Roger crossed the room, dumped his books on his desk, and stretched out on his bed.




  Matt sighed. “I don’t know how I’ll ever get this term paper done.”




  Roger lay on his back, his hands behind his head, and looked at his roommate. “You know, Matt, you’d get it done if you spent a little more time working on it.”




  “Who has time?” Matt said. “I’m needed at the peace center. But I swear I’ll concentrate on it over Thanksgiving. I’m not going home. You?”




  “No, Sue’s going home with her boyfriend, so I’m moving in with Pam for the weekend. You’re staying here?”




  “I have to, man. I have to get this paper done. And we’re having a major planning meeting of the SDS on Friday. You know, Students for a Democratic Society. I can’t miss that.”




  Roger grinned at him. “Matt, you’ve talked constantly about the SDS. You don’t have to tell me what it stands for.”




  Matt looked directly at Roger. “You think you might be interested in attending?”




  “Not really, but if I change my mind, I’ll let you know.” He quickly reverted to the previous subject. “Maybe you’ll make good progress having the room by yourself for a few days.”




  “I doubt it. I won’t get anything done without my conscientious roommate here to push me.” He looked sideways at Roger, who smirked back at him.




  “Well, Matt,” Roger said, sitting up on his bed and reaching for a book on the desk, “your conscientious roommate has a major exam in four days, and he needs to concentrate on studying.” He picked up a pen and thumbed through the book, until he found the chapter he was looking for. He sighed, sat back against the headboard and began to read. Matt turned back to his own work.




  * * * *




  The next several weeks progressed quickly, and final exams approached. Roger sat as his desk, his mind numb from so much studying, when the door opened, and Matt entered.




  “Hey, man,” Matt said.




  Roger turned in his chair, glad for the interruption. “Hey, Matt.”




  “How goes the studying?” Matt asked.




  “My brain’s about to explode. What about you?”




  Matt sat on his bed and ran his hands through his hair. “I’ve been so busy. I don’t know how I’m going to get through these finals.”




  “I wondered. I hardly ever see you here.”




  “I know I should’ve spent more time studying,” Matt said, “but there’s so much to do at the peace center.”




  “You flunk out,” Roger said, “and you’ll wind up getting drafted, the very thing you want to avoid.”




  “You don’t have to tell me.” Matt leaned back against his headboard. “But I think I’ll be okay. I may be on academic probation after this semester, but I won’t flunk out. I’ll do better next semester.”




  Roger shrugged, but didn’t respond, and turned back to his work. He didn’t foresee a successful “next semester” for Matt. He knew he’d missed a lot of classes due to his involvement at the peace center, and didn’t see that changing anytime soon.




  * * * *




  Two buildings away, Pam sat at her desk and covered her ears in frustration. It did little to drown out the noise.




  “I’m going to the library, Pam,” Sue said in disgust. “I can’t stand this noise. You want to come?”




  Pam held her head and sighed. “We need to do something about this. I’m paying for this room. I should be able to study in it.”




  “You said you were going to speak to the Resident Advisor. Did you?”




  “Oh, yeah. A total waste of time.” Pam changed her voice to sound nasally. “There isn’t much I can do about it. These girls are paying for their rooms, too, so if they want to play music, it’s their right to do so.” Her voice reverted to normal. “Stupid girl.”




  “Not much else to do then.”




  Pam paused thoughtfully before responding. “Sure, there is.”




  She moved her books out of the way, and pulled her typewriter into place on her desk.




  “What are you typing?” Sue looked over her shoulder.




  “All we need is a little organization,” Pam said, beginning to type, “if we can’t have maturity and mutual respect.”




  She quickly typed a study schedule, noting times when study sessions would be held, and when music must be restricted.




  “That’s all well and good,” Sue said, “but why would anyone buy it?”




  “Oh, they’ll buy it, all right,” Pam said. “I can be very persuasive. And I believe, perhaps naively, that most of these girls want to do well, but just aren’t focused. This will focus them.”




  “Well, I wish you luck with it,” Sue said, dubiously. “You know you have my complete support.”




  Pam pulled the paper out of the typewriter and read it over, satisfied with what she’d written. “I’m going to the bookstore to make copies. Be back soon.”




  “I think I’ll postpone my trip to the library,” Sue said. “I want to see if you get any reaction to this idea.”




  Pam threw on her coat and left the dorm, the study schedule in hand. The volume of music rose when the door opened, then faded again when it shut.




  Half an hour later, Pam returned with a few sheets of paper. Sue looked up from her book.




  “That was fast,” Sue said. “I’ve been trying to study, but just getting more frustrated every minute.”




  “I slipped a copy under every door and put one on the bulletin board at each end of the hall,” Pam told her. “Tomorrow, I’ll knock on doors and see who’s planning to come to the study group.”




  “What if no one buys it?”




  “I’m not going to ask if they buy it. That would give them a chance to say they don’t. I’ll just see who’s planning to attend.” Pam sat on her bed, looking over at Sue.




  “And if no one is?”




  “Don’t worry, Sue. They will.”




  Sue put on her coat. “Well, until this miracle occurs, I’m going to study in the library.” She picked up her books and left the room.




  * * * *




  Two days later, Pam returned later than usual to her room. It was nearly seven.




  “Pam, you’re amazing!” Sue marveled, looking up from her desk. “First the study group, and now, do you hear that?”




  Pam closed the door, stopped and frowned, listening. “I don’t hear anything.”




  “Right. No blaring music making private study impossible. I can almost hear the wheels turning in their brains as they study. How did you do it?”




  Pam leaned against the door and paused before responding. “I’m not entirely sure,” she said. “I couldn’t allow myself to be pushed around. I needed to study, and couldn’t in my own room. I just couldn’t let that happen.”




  “I realize that, and I was just as frustrated. If I’d written up a schedule, it would have been ignored.”




  Pam paused again, thinking about Sue’s comment. Then she shrugged and walked over to her own desk. “Well, it doesn’t matter. What does matter is that it’s quiet now, and we at least have a chance of passing our finals.”




  “Thanks to you.”




  * * * *




  Once finals were behind them, Pam and Roger prepared to return to Meadow Run for the Christmas holidays.




  “I’m glad finals are done,” Roger said, putting some laundry in a drawer.




  “Me, too,” Matt responded, working at his desk. “You going home for Christmas?”




  “Yeah, we found a couple of people driving back to Indiana. You?”




  “There’s no avoiding it. My parents are picking me up.”




  “You weren’t expecting that, were you?” Roger asked.




  “I wasn’t entirely surprised. They want to make sure I actually get home.”




  “Unlike at Thanksgiving?” Roger asked.




  “Guess so.”




  “What are you doing there?” Roger looked over Matt’s shoulder. “Do you have an exam to make up?”




  “No, I’m drafting a recruiting letter for the Madison chapter of the SDS.” He turned excitedly to Roger. “We’re going to discuss it tonight, and hopefully get it out in the next day or so. We want everyone to have it when they get back to school.”




  “Man, I never saw you work so diligently on any school project.”




  Matt continued to look at him, his face serious. “Nothing in school is as important as my work at the peace center.”




  Roger didn’t doubt his conviction, although he couldn’t agree with the sentiment. He made no response, opening and closing dresser drawers, not seeking anything in particular, but feeling awkward. Matt saw his work at the peace center as vitally important. Roger’s mind returned to his conversation the previous summer with Paul, who also considered these issues vital. Perhaps he himself missed something important.




  Chapter 3




  The holiday season concluded, and Pam and Roger returned to school. Days later, Roger, almost asleep, heard the door open softly, some time after midnight. He turned and looked over, and Matt crept quietly into the room.




  “Hey, Buddy,” Roger said into the darkness.




  “Sorry, Rog,” Matt whispered. “I didn’t mean to wake you.”




  “It’s okay.” Roger slowly reached over and turned on his light. “I haven’t seen you since I got back. It’s been four days.”




  Matt sat on his bed. “I’ve been crashing at the peace center. There’s so much to do.”




  “Matt, how many classes have you missed?”




  “Don’t remind me. I’m going to all my classes tomorrow. I need to catch up.” He paused, looked over at Roger, and continued more softly. “They put me on academic probation.”




  Roger pushed himself up on one arm, to better see Matt. “Man, Matt, you’re on probation, and you still missed the first week of classes? What were you thinking?”




  “I know, Rog, I know. I’m going to shape up. You’ll see.” While he spoke, he undressed and climbed into bed.




  “If you don’t ‘shape up,’ as you said, you know the next step is getting kicked out.”




  “I know, Rog. You don’t have to tell me.”




  Roger sighed deeply. “Good night, Matt.”




  “’Night, Rog.”




  Roger turned out his light and lay back in bed.




  * * * *




  Soon finals approached, and Pam and Roger spent considerable time studying for them. Roger continued to find himself alone in his room often. He knew that being placed on academic probation hadn’t motivated Matt to spend any more time on his studies this semester than he had in the fall. Roger hoped he’d be able to stay in school, but didn’t see how it would be possible.




  He sat at his desk studying, when the door opened behind him.




  “Hey, Rog.” Matt bounded into the room.




  He turned to greet his roommate. “Hey, Matt.”




  “Rog, old boy, I’ve got bad news for you.” His cheerful expression belied any “bad news”. “At least I hope you’ll consider it bad news.”




  Roger said nothing, but looked quizzically at Matt.




  “You’re going have to get used to a new roommate next year.”




  “Matt, man, you got kicked out?” Roger didn’t hide his concern.




  Matt walked across the room and threw himself on his bed. He lay on his back, his hands clasped behind his head. “No, I’m still in by the skin of my teeth, assuming I pass finals. I’m not going to ace anything, but I should pass.” He sat up on his bed. “But I’m moving to the peace center,” he said, his excitement evident. “It just makes more sense. If I’m there, I can devote all my spare time to peace activities, without any other distractions.”




  “Yes, those pesky distractions,” Roger said, “like English Lit, college algebra…”




  “I know.” Matt raised his hands as if deflecting an imaginary blow. “I know I need to give them a greater priority. But when I’m here, I just think about what I can be doing there. You know there’s a small apartment above the office.”




  “No, I didn’t know.”




  Matt leaned forward and continued. “Well, there is, and that’s where I’ve been sleeping when I’m not here. We’ve kind of been using it informally for volunteers. You know, if we have a late meeting, and don’t want to go home, we just crash up there. We’ve furnished it. Nothing fancy, but we have what we need. Three of us are moving in.”




  “Matt, seriously, what do you think this will do to your already tenuous academic career?”




  “It could help it,” Matt said. “I may even take a course or two over the summer.”




  “You’re staying for the summer?” Roger asked.




  “I have to, man. We’ve got so much to do.”




  “Oh, and with ‘so much to do,’ you think you’re going to take a course?” Roger didn’t hide his skepticism.




  Matt looked out the window at nothing in particular. “I’m going to register for one. That’s the only way my folks will continue paying tuition. Either I come home this summer and work, or take some courses.” He looked directly at Roger. “But I may not continue next semester. I need to do a lot of serious thinking about it, before my folks pay the tuition. Now might not be the right time for me to be in school.”




  Roger couldn’t help feeling a sense of loss. He and Matt had developed a close friendship in the past year, and he hated to see him going off in a direction that seemed to be no direction at all.




  “What about the draft?” Roger asked. “If you’re not a student, you’ll get drafted.”




  “Don’t think I haven’t considered that.” He stood and walked to the door, turned, and again faced Roger. “But I think I’m just hiding in school, kind of saying to the government ‘you can’t get me, I’m a student.’ But, Rog, do you have any idea of the number of guys just like us, who can’t hide? Guys who couldn’t get scholarships, or don’t have parents who can afford tuition, or who just couldn’t get into college, or simply didn’t want to?”




  “What’s that to you, Matt? You don’t want to get drafted.”




  “But I also don’t want to take unfair advantage,” Matt said. “If I get drafted, I’ll simply refuse to go. But I think first I’ll apply for conscientious objector status. But I can’t play games anymore. Either I’m serious or I’m not, and I think I’m serious.”




  Roger looked away, not knowing how to respond. College was so vitally important to him. He saw it as the key to his future, his success in life. Matt seemed to trivialize it by comparing it to principles he felt were lofty, but that Roger couldn’t accept.




  Chapter 4




  August 1967




  On the first day of their second year at Madison, Pam and Roger went first to Pam’s room. They climbed the two flights; no other residents were in sight. Pam paused in front of the door to the first room on the right.




  “Mr. Gaines, a present.” She held up two keys on a ring.




  He took them from her, smiling broadly. This one,” she pointed to one of the keys in his hand, “opens the main door. This other one opens this door.” She dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “Don’t let anyone know you have them. I’m not supposed to give them away.”




  “My lips are sealed. Scout’s honor!” Roger inserted the second key and opened the door. “Wow, great room, Pam.” They entered and looked around at the spacious living room. He walked across the room and opened another door. “Big bedroom, too. Resident Advisors sure know how to live.”




  Pam laughed. “I told you to apply. You could have had a place just like this.”




  “I don’t think so. You’re the exception: a sophomore as RA. Maybe I should call you Miss Wentworth.”




  She put her arms around him and whispered softly, “In a year, I’ll be Mrs. Gaines. That’s good enough for me.”




  “Let’s try out your new bed,” he whispered.




  “I sure wish you could live here with me this year.”




  “Next year, my love,” he whispered, gently taking her to the bed.




  * * * *




  Later, Roger walked through the warmth of the evening, carrying his suitcase and overnight bag. He smiled to himself, basking in the love he shared with Pam. Approaching his door, he heard music coming from his room. He unlocked it and entered.




  “Hello.” His new roommate stepped toward Roger and extended his hand. “I’m Trevor Martin.”




  “Hey, I’m Roger Gaines,” Roger said, shaking hands.




  “You got here late. I expected you earlier.”




  “I don’t have much of a set schedule,” Roger replied, somewhat taken aback by this comment.




  “That’s okay.” Trevor sat on his bed. “I took that closet.” He pointed to one of the two in the room. “Hope you don’t mind.”




  “Makes no difference to me.” Roger smiled, tossing his suitcase on the other bed and beginning to unpack.




  “I had a great summer,” Trevor exclaimed. “I did an internship at an ad agency in New York City. You ever been to New York?”




  “Yeah, a couple of times,” Roger responded, continuing to unpack.




  “It’s wild. You see all kinds of people there, and the crowds are unbelievable.”




  Trevor spoke as if they were old friends, not roommates who’d met only moments ago. “One day this homeless guy came up to me.” Trevor droned on with a story.




  Roger had no interest in hearing this chronicle, but tried to make the appropriate responses. He thought of next year when his “roommate” would be his wife, Pam. He relished the thought of the increased privacy they would have this year, since Pam no longer shared a room.




  “Hey, man, you here or not?” Trevor spoke sharply, and Roger, hearing impatience in his roommate’s voice, realized he’d missed something that required a response. He grasped for the last thing he’d heard. “Sorry, I was thinking about something else. You said you went to Spain? Cool.”




  Trevor continued on about his two weeks in Europe. Roger tried to listen, wondering how he’d manage a year with Trevor, after having such a congenial roommate as Matt last year.




  “So your roommate from last year dropped out?” Trevor asked.




  “No, he’s living off campus. He’s involved with the peace center, and moved in there. I think he’s running it now.” Roger hung some shirts in his closet.




  “Have you thought about how to keep out of the draft?” Trevor asked. “Being a student doesn’t cut it since they changed to this lottery system”




  “What do you mean, how to keep out of it? You get drafted, you go into the army.” Roger continued putting clothes away.




  “Roger, don’t you pay attention to anything? There’s a war going on, you know. People shooting at each other.”




  “Well, whatever happens, happens.”




  “My dad’s a doctor, and he gave me some medicine to raise my blood pressure,” Trevor said, lying down on his bed, hands behind his head. “I’ll take it before my physical, and my blood pressure should be too high to qualify me.”




  “Like I said, I haven’t given it much thought.”




  Trevor looked over at him. “Maybe my dad can get you some of the pills. I’ll ask him if you want me to.”




  “Thanks. I’ll think about it.” Roger shoved his now-empty suitcase under his bed. “I have to go. I’m meeting my girlfriend.”




  “Sure. See you later.”




  Glad for any excuse to leave, and thinking with increased longing of next year when he’d be married, Roger strolled over to Lincoln Hall to see Pam. Seeing some residents through the plate glass window, he knocked instead of using his key. An attractive young woman answered.




  “Hi.” Roger watched her take an appreciative look at him. “Just on my way up. The new RA is my girlfriend.”




  The young woman made a sweeping bow. “Proceed, Sir!”




  They both chuckled, and Roger walked past her and took the steps two at a time.




  He knocked at Pam’s door, and Sue, her roommate from last year, answered. Before he could greet her, she called to Pam: “Hey, Pam, you want to get lost? I’ve been overcome by a mad desire to seduce this guy.”




  Pam responded in kind. “You got a coin? I’ll flip you for him.”




  “No need for that,” Roger said, smiling and stepping into the room. “I can handle you both with no problem.”




  “Yeah, you start handling anything else, Gaines, and you’ll definitely have a problem,” Pam said, maintaining the humor.




  “So, how you doing, man?” Sue asked.




  “Great. How was your summer?”




  “Oh, the usual,” she said, rolling her eyes and sighing deeply. “More affairs than I care to recall, a few proposals, an inheritance or two.” She picked up her handbag. “But I don’t want to bore you. I’d better head back to my room and finish unpacking.” She winked at Roger, and whispered conspiratorially. “Just two doors down. Room 2-c. Remember that if Pam gets tired of you.” She left the room with a flourish.




  “That girl is something else!” Roger said, closing the door behind Sue.




  “Yes, she is,” Pam replied, sitting on the well-used sofa. “Is your new roommate here yet?”




  Roger sat beside her and let out a long sigh. “Yeah, he’s here.”




  “That doesn’t sound too encouraging.”




  “I think Trevor’s only interest in life is Trevor.”




  “Oh, that might be rough.” She paused. “Good thing I’ve got this place to myself.”




  He put his arm around her and smiled broadly. “I was thinking that very same thing myself.”




  * * * *




  The following day, after classes, they walked to an off-campus coffee shop. The small restaurant beckoned with a tiny table and the soft serenade of a guitarist. They sauntered through the still-warm Wisconsin evening.




  They arrived at the coffee shop, nearly deserted this early in the semester. They found a quiet booth, sat down, and ordered coffee and pie.




  Reaching across the table, they held hands, not talking much, but content to be together. The arrival of their order broke their silence.




  “How was the committee meeting for the Homecoming Dance?” Roger asked.




  Pam wrinkled her nose. “I don’t know why it’s so hard for people to make a decision, when there’s really no decision to make.”




  Roger smiled and rolled his eyes. “Here we go again. What happened?”




  “Well, we had a choice between two bands, and Margaret, she’s the committee chair, wanted to set up a sub-committee to decide which one to choose.”




  “Oh, and what did Miss Take-Charge say to that?”




  Pam laughed. “Oh, I’m sure that’s what the whole committee is thinking now. I just said that there are two bands that are carbon copies of each other, and they each cost the same, so just pick one, and move on.”




  “And did they?”




  She flashed a mockingly demur smile. “You’ll be pleased to know that the Sonics will be playing at the Homecoming Dance,” she said primly.




  He laughed and then continued. “Trevor made an interesting comment yesterday.”




  “Oh? From what you said about him, I didn’t think he’d be capable of doing so.”




  “Well, it was actually about him,” Roger said. “He was telling me that his father’s a doctor, and is going to give him some pills, so when he goes before the draft board, his blood pressure will be too high to qualify for the military.”




  “Why is he so worried about the draft? He’s a student.” Pam asked.




  “He says there’re no student deferments anymore.”




  “No? I thought there were.” She paused for a moment. “We need to find out, Roger,” she said, taking his hands again in hers. “We can check at the peace center in town.”




  “My number is fairly low, but I think he’s wrong. I think there are still student deferments.”




  “Matt will know. We’ll ask him.”




  “Yeah, I’ll ask him when I see him later.”




  They paused for a moment.




  “Well, enough of that depressing thought.” Pam smiled at him. “So far, what’s your favorite class?”




  “Hard to say,” Roger replied, as they left the cafe. “So far I like them all, although microbiology looks like it might be a little dry.”




  Pam looked at him in mock horror. “Microbiology? Dry? Why, how can you say that? What could be more exciting?”




  Arriving at Pam’s dorm, they passed through the student center, where Sue sat, looking bored, in front of a television.




  “Hey, guys.” She looked up from the sitcom she didn’t seem to be too closely watching.




  “Hey, Sue. I’ve got a question for you. What do you know about the draft?” Pam asked.




  “It’s a tool of American imperialism.” Sue deadpanned, staring again at the TV.




  “Seriously, Sue,” Pam responded, “do you know anything about it?”




  “Not much,” she answered, turning back to them. “Just that they seem to be getting more and more guys. It’s almost impossible to avoid since they brought in the lottery.”
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