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Dedication

 

To Lula Marshall

 

I’ll love you yesterday when we can cry together about tomorrow.

 

 

 

 

 

The Tsunami having just crashed, the young were already relics looking back, reanimating nostalgia. History as hangover—they remembered not what happened, but what remained after all else is forgotten….

 


CHAPTER ONE

Iceblocking

My God she had just rolled out of bed; she wasn’t ready for this yet. But there it was, as plain as the daylight streaming in through the glow of the bathroom window. Closing the cabinet door her face lunged at her in the mirror, with the suddenness of a horror movie.

“Holy crap,” she muttered out loud, even if she wasn’t allowed to say it. That huge red zit...right in the middle of her cheek! Instead of disappearing overnight, it was three times larger. No matter how much she squeezed, scraped, sanded, creamed and covered it with makeup, she realized it’d be there all day for everyone to admire. And then she remembered she was to give a big speech before her whole English class today—right in front of cute Matt Millen; in the first row too.

She tried not to think about the day ahead; the student government meeting after school, how she had ditched her ‘gang’ without a word last night. Instead, she finished washing her face and carefully focused her eyebrow pencil. She tried flirting her left side with the mirror, avoiding her little volcano. Eyelashes curled flippantly around her steamy, brown-eyed glance. She resented her cow-eyes, and envied her sister and friend’s softer blues, but noticed how deeply her own reflected the bright bathroom lights.

She squeezed her breasts together while putting on her bra and admired how attractive they looked in the mirror. Maybe if I can get out of the house wearing that beige, low-cut sweater without mother noticing, I could create a more attractive distraction...

Then, between an invisible fold in the cabinet’s edge and a sudden crease in her hurrying time, a daydream emerged as a momentary misty waterfall, right before her eyes. A vision of senior hunk Drad Taylor’s face, just staring with an interest she couldn’t have imagined; just appeared.

Hadn’t she fully awakened yet? What apparition would lurch out at her next?

Immediately came the answer from her sister on the other side of the bathroom door, “Donna, hurry up! Don’t you ever get tired of making yourself so beautiful in the mirror?”

“Don’t you ever get tired of not doing it?” Oooh, she got a little thrill out of how Sally would take that one... “I’ll be out in a minute.” Just because her sister had cut her hair about as short as any guy, didn’t give her the right to crop her own time with the mirror. She put away the brush, replaced the eyebrow pencil, closed the mirror and splashed her face—all triple timed by the hardening sound of her sister impatiently tapping her foot outside the door.

Next it was her mother. “Donna, we’ve all got to leave earlier this morning. Devon’s got to check out books at the library before school.”

“Exhaling loudly in frustration, she retrieved the large bath-towel from the floor, wrapped it snuggly around her and retreated down the hall toward her room. Passing her little brother’s room, the door flew open revealing a large elf, still in pajamas, tongue hanging out in mock arousal, ogling her, with one eye beneath a set of 3-D movie glasses, the other peering through a toy kaleidoscope.

“Whe-ooeuy...” 

She swung with her free hand toward his high pitched, lecher whistle before he ducked back inside.

“Get back in your cage, creep.”

Sheeeow! She could already tell, it was going to be a long day.

Closing her door, she grabbed her cat, stroked it slowly in her arms, centering herself. Dressing quickly, she left her courage with the beige sweater in the drawer and decamped into the raucous whirlwind of the morning school hustle.

On the way to school, she tried training her mind on practicing the lines of her speech—she had it all the way down to inflection, and word emphasis. She was feeling pretty confident. But her mind kept wandering to the snippy little comment she overheard from a ‘friend’ in gym yesterday about Donna and her sister: “The Turner girls—one so fast she outran all the boys, while the other couldn’t even catch one.”

But what did her friend Barbara know anyway? The only guy Barbara ever dated got expelled from school and disappeared.

After dropping Devon off at grammar school, her mother and her older sister Sally started really getting into it.

“... I mean what if you don’t get accepted? And then even if you do...how will we afford it all? It’s not like they give sports scholarships for... girls.”

“Actually, they do give some, Mom, in both volleyball and tennis.”

“But you haven’t even applied to any other schools. You can’t just pick the most expensive, premiere school, and expect everything to work out. And what? You’re going to major in, in... sports? Why not choose something useful, practical...like medicine, or law, like your cousin Francine?”

But Sally had her application open in her mind and was reciting it in defense. In a calm and confident voice, “I don’t wanna major in just sports, Mom. I want to be involved with management—fitness programs, helping set up recreational physical activities for girls at all ages, and I think USC has the best program for that.”

The strenuous rustle out of her backseat slouch cleaved a loud interruption, “Oh! Turn that up! That’s the new Doors song on the radio I’ve been waiting to hear.”

“Donna, please! We were discussing something very important up here. You could ask first, you know...”

She almost felt momentarily embarrassed by her outburst. Just the kind of thing mother would belittle as “typical teenage behavior.” But until she could get her own hi-fi fixed, or afford another, she was left with these brief stolen moments from the backseat of the family car, or, obliging her sister in some way to listen to her sister’s music in her room.

But then Sally, in a quarter turn of her head backward, raised a subtly wicked eyebrow as if to thank her for the distraction, and she felt acceptable again.

As they queued up to the congestion of the high school traffic round-about, Sally spotted Mr. Stevens, her volley ball coach. “Just let me out here Mom...”

The college debate gone with the Doors at the front entrance, her mother turned around directly to Donna.

“So, will we see you tonight dear, or will you be babysitting late?”

“I don’t know, I’ve got to call the Sutters to find out their schedule. I’ll call you when I find out. Thanks for the ride, Mom.”

Her complexion almost forgotten within the frantic daily shuffle, Donna nursed a distant anxiety all the way up till fifth period and her speech, even though she figured she had it down. By the time it was her turn and her English teacher called her to the front of the classroom, she could hear her own deep breathing, as if swimming underwater. Everyone was staring at her. Matt just sat there in the first row, grinning ear to ear. Once she started speaking though, it all faded. About half way through and cruising toward her conclusions, the classroom door flung open.

Dr. Winnie, the Vice-principal, hiding behind her oval glasses and normal, hyper serious expression, entered and interrupted her speech abruptly. She stated that there were protests and riots against the War going on presently in downtown Oakland. There was danger and potential violence in the streets, that the school had decided to cancel sixth period, and that they were all to go immediately to the auditorium for an assembly to discuss the War and appropriate reactions to it.

Some in the class appeared seriously concerned, even though no one she knew actually lived near downtown Oakland. Most however only seemed mildly pleased with the cancellation of sixth period. Once Donna’s speech responsibility had cleared, she had to admit she felt relieved and free for the day. An ad hoc assembly to discuss the War and appropriate ways to respond—that sounded more like something the Social Studies department had been planning for a while. She thought the War was totally dumb, but couldn’t see rioting about it. She was just hoping that being involved with student government, she wouldn’t get hauled off to sit on stage during the assembly and have to look serious and concerned.

The assembly was, as expected, a bunch of ever so pious teachers, putting on their most sagely and concerned expressions cautioning everyone to be: open, level headed and tolerant, while continuing to support the War, and our government no matter what your feelings, and not get carried away by emotions.

Leaving the assembly, Donna caught up with her friends who were staring at her expectantly in the hallway.

“So, I guess you heard, huh...?” one barely suppressed a giggle.

“Heard what?” Distracted, Donna watched students pass within the cavernous hallway bustle, many visually upset, and absentmindedly twirled her hair, anticipating the latest gossip.

“Well, you left us last night, and probably didn’t even hear about Matt and Francine at Jessica’s party Saturday night? How the three of them...” lowering her voice, “went skinny dipping in Jessica’s pool at the end.”

Donna bit down on her hair and quickly spit it out, wide eyed, but trying to hide her interest behind nonchalance. “No. What? Really? Um, well, I guess I can’t...”

“I don’t know what you see in him anyway, Donna? You’re soo above him...just cause he plays in a band. I mean, so what!”

“Yeah, well...” flustered, she couldn’t finish. She felt a little sick to her stomach. Her good friends, they so enjoyed that. That’s why she just had to just. leave. They got so off on just making others feel bad.

But she knew she really wasn’t all that different from anyone else at school. God, sometimes high school felt like some big cannibalistic, tropical jungle, where each remnant fed upon and was nourished by its fallen neighbor. All were food, all were spoilage, all were predators. She didn’t really care about Matt either. He was probably just her latest ‘option.’ But closing out any plans with him, right there in front of these two? Well, they could forget it!

Leaving her locker and heading for the auditorium, her sister found her and peculiarly scurried up to, socialize?

“Donna, Donna, don’t go yet. Listen, there’s a huge gathering tonight over at Chabot Golf Course after dark. It’s a full moon tonight and, well, I guess you didn’t even realize that, huh? But anyway...”

Sally was excited, already out of breath, wrapping the end of each sentence around the exhale of the next one:

“So, everyone’s going! They’re planning a big ice-blocking gathering after dark. And I’ve never even been to one. You know what ice-blocking is, right?”

Donna nodded her head in confirmation. She had heard of it—where kids got a hold of huge blocks of ice, somehow, and slide down a mountain. But that was all she understood.

“Frank, Drad, Jeb, Scott, some other football players; all the guys on the swim team will be there. I think those guys just about invented it. It’ll be super groovy! So, come on Donna, you’ll have fun. I promise. Luke’s gonna be there. And Cheryl can’t make it; so, it’s a big chance for me here. Okay?”

Donna gave a groan: “Ohoh, Football Captain Luke...he’s just another guy, you know...”

“Yeah, but I wouldn’t hold that against him.”

“You’d probably like to hold something else right up against him...”

“Hey! Don’t grab at my breasts like that.” Donna indignantly postured while swatting her sister’s hand away.

“Just cause you don’t have any...” Sticking her tongue out at Sally with one shoulder raised in mock haughtiness.

Sally just blew her a kiss and then smiled.

“So, why invite me? Won’t your best friend Dawn be there?”

She caught herself even as she said it. What does that matter? But she answered herself just as quickly—hanging out with her sister and all those other seniors, even minimally, would buoy her status. She knew that, and it would be exciting too. But her sister and Dawn were so close, both on the tennis and volley ball teams—they were more like sisters actually. They even slept in the same bed during sleepovers. And if Dawn was there, her sister, for her, wouldn’t be.

“Yeah; I don’t know, I don’t think so. Why?... Don’t worry. I’ll be ‘big sis’ for you around all the older kids,” her tone, sarcastic more than caring.

“Yeah, but I don’t know any of those seniors. They don’t know me. What’ll I do while you’re having such a good time?”

“Don’t worry; just work your curves, honey.”

This time she affectionately patted her sister on the hip. It was funny how Donna respected her sister so much for being so successful and popular in school while never having to really cave in to the glamour competition; how she so faithfully just stuck to her athletic interests. But at the same time, Donna enjoyed so much ribbing her sister for her own, well, femininity, or lack thereof.

“I promise; I’ll introduce my ‘sweet little sister’ around to everyone. Everyone always loves you anyway.” With an exaggerated smile, her sticky sweetness was brittle, like used lollipops.

“I need you to tell Mom and Dad that I’ll be with you helping babysit with the Sutters tonight. That you asked me to study there to help you. I know they wouldn’t allow me out on a weeknight, after that D in Spanish last period. You’re not babysitting tonight, right?”

“No. But, so basically, you want me to lie twice for you?”

“How so twice?”

“Once, that I’m babysitting, which I’m not, and twice that you’re there with me?” She molded her face into a feckless half-smile, half-frown of condemnation.

But Sally saw right through it. “They’ll never know.” She grabbed Donna’s upper arm gently, while exuberantly cocking and flexing her own bicep, into a ‘Rosie the Riveter’ pose. With a proud smile, “Come on, us Turners are tough. And we stick together. We don’t have no other choice...”

Donna watched her in wonder. Why was it always so physical with her sister? Most of the time she just wanted to disappear out of her own physical body, while Sally always emphasized it, flaunted its very mediocrity; pushed it.

“Donna! I’m waiting here, just holding my breath... What do you say?”

Exhaling in her face, “I say, you never shouldn’t use double negatives.”

“Donna!” squeezing her more tightly on the same arm.

“Okay, Okay. Let go will ya?”

“Great!” Making a Black Power fist and thrusting it in the air, she growled like a tiger. “We’ll meet you at Jenine’s house at seven and go together. We’ll both have a groovy time—you’ll see. I promise!”

 

~ * ~

 

Donna was still feeling a little guilty about lying to her mom and assuring that she wouldn’t call her at the Sutters’ by saying the little one would be sleeping early. But something about five cars screeching into the empty, dark gravel lot at the same time, pebbles and dust flying, made Donna suddenly forgetfully wicked, and finally having some fun being bad. Their driver, Fred, and most of the other guys all pulled out their pockets for quarters. Sally jumped out, flailing with all the others in the headlights and contributed two.

They all stared blankly at the front of the ancient, drab, grey, wood-metal, machine-structure, reflecting an opaque light in the growing darkness. The barely legible red cursive lettering: “Ice Blocks” had been faded and pock-marked to paint-dust long ago. The quarter insert, in contrast, was all shiny new government silver metal. For a moment, all eyes stared at it and no one moved or spoke.

“My parents told me these are left over from the depression. Used to be real popular before everyone had refrigerators,” Drad Taylor addressed everyone before depositing his two quarters for a single block with a theatrical flourish, and then awaited, wide eyed with expectancy, like a gambler at a slot machine.

The machine whirred, clunked, and rumbled with a mean industrial efficiency that belied its outward appearance. With shaving, shattering thuds, the blocks began rebounding off the rubberized shoot—fifty pound ‘doubles’ landing to the right, thirty pound ‘singles’ to the left.

“Yeah!’ people cheered. Single guys and couples grabbed towels and loaded the blocks into the backs of station wagons or trucks and sped off again into the night.

They all parked at the edge of a quiet neighborhood and solemnly carried their equipment over the shallow fence bordering the slick fourteenth fairway. Already clearly illuminated by the milky moonlight, blocks were dropped on the grass and dragged over to the final plunging edge of the eighteenth fairway that culminated in the golf course clubhouse; almost half a kilometer below. Groups arrived led by bobbing flashlights. Apparently, instructions had gotten out well—everyone became slowly more boisterous and animated as they moved away from the neighborhood and into the inner confines of the empty golf course. No one brought alcohol or any illegal substances; the thrill of so many people gathering where they shouldn’t was illicitly fun enough.

Drad and Luke, the experienced members of their group, led them up to the pitch-off point, where Donna reckoned there must have been close to a hundred people gathered. A few single daredevils slid off with encouraging shouts from the assemblage.

Some flew off their speeding ice blocks almost immediately and had to chase them all the way down, unless they became entangled and slowed within the attached towels. Some couples would share their push back duties up the hill almost to the top, before one or the other would get distracted and/or tired, only to watch it slip back around down the fairway again. Others cheered on the sidelines, emerging from darkened tree shadows. Shapes ran down slope, arms flailing, chasing or being chased by sparkling cubes of diamond moon glow. Only screams of delight trailed behind both singles and couples, welded together by a shared frozen colorful towel used as both seat and handle disappearing into the moonlight. It reminded Donna of a cross between a fire alarm at a Sadie Hawkins dance, and one of her little brother’s go-cart races.

Basketball star, Jake, out of breath from the trudge back up the hill, dropped his block at his feet. In overheated tears of enthusiasm, sweating, and gesticulating wildly with his long arms, his phrases were embroidered with exclamation points as tall as he. “It’s sooo cool, man! I mean, I’ll bet we could get statewide, hey, nationwide ‘ice blocking competitions’ going, man... Yeah! We could have teams...slaloms! Make it a real sport. Give points for style...even fun points... Go international...incorporate!”

Luke’s monotone cut with discouraging accuracy, “Yeah, all we need to do is find a bunch of other golf courses with 600 yard holes that go straight down a mountainside.”

“Oh... Yeah.”

Luke smiled sideways at Sally as he placed his block down in front of her. A big sports-fan as well as player, Sally, Donna knew, had closely checked out the jocks at school. Not only did she say she loved the way Luke moved on court, but he seemed to be, if not sensitive, then maybe the least obnoxious one she had seen. As they spread a towel over the huge double ice block with careful precision, they both forcefully pushed it to the edge of the steep grassy incline. Even in the moonlight, Donna could see the excitement in her sister’s face as she climbed onto the front of the block next to her current ‘dream-date.’ They sat as closely as possible together on the cold towel. Frantically pushing off, a loud, “Show tiiiiiiiime!” trailed from Sally down the hill that turned into a rollercoaster scream of delight.

After about fifteen minutes, they returned toward Donna and a group waiting at the top. Sally followed at a disturbing distance behind Luke, lumbering his block back up by his towel. Donna knew something hadn’t gone as well as hoped.

Perhaps Donna wasn’t the only one who noticed her sister’s still angry expression and blistered knuckles. No one else asked any questions about Luke’s already growing visible black eye. Knowing her sister’s temper and Luke’s reputation for grabbing ass, and observing some of the other’s raucous rides, she could easily imagine any number of possible scenarios. Drad, shaking his head stared at them both and dared only a succinct, “Umhuh...” and looked away, shaking his head and smiling poignantly.

Still out of breath, Luke sighed, anxious for an equalizer, and ready to cut bait.

“So, Drad, you haven’t been down with anyone yet. Here, take my block. It’s still nice and smooth, and ready for more action. Why don’t you take Sally’s sister there with you? She hasn’t been down at all yet,” after giving a venomous look at Sally.

Drad gazed kindly over at Donna. She hoped the low light was hiding the blush she was sure was rising out of her flushing face, so she looked at the ground. “Well, Donna...you ready to try it?”

He seemed to be searching her entire being... What about all those senior ‘cool’ popular ones he hung out with? True, many weren’t there, some were already down the mountain and well, he was actually asking her.

She smiled, grabbed her jeans by the belt and lifted them up snugly to indicate her readiness for anything, and prepared to get on the front of the towel with him. She grabbed at the side of the towel that had already re-frozen nicely to the block, before he pushed them off. As they slid off alone, she watched Sally frown warily at her.

She tried not to think too much about how snugly her rear fit up against his crotch, and how it battered him with each bump they went over; nor about his strong arms clasped tightly around her waist. Soon, however, all that was forgotten and it was just wide-eyed terror and speed, and holding on for dear life! Right in front of them, another couple loudly ricocheted off their block into a pile, the moonlight casting prisms of silver as they then chased it the rest of the way down. They handily sped past other single riders lacking their coordinated icicle momentum.

By the time they had passed most everyone else and successfully made it all the way to the bottom, the night had already become magical for Donna. Even better was the slow trudge back up together. They laughed, (she giggled) about the ride together; they shared stories about school and teachers, and by the top, she not only felt like they were friends, but he had asked her out for a real date!!

Returning to the group, smiling closely together, her sister’s look was colder than the moist fog that was slowly beginning to rise from the fairway all around them like writhing white ghosts. Although her sister’s censure was palpable, she felt warm all over. She felt she had somehow gained a new friend, or a new admirer; even a new life in middle of the hot house high school social status mulch. She desperately hoped she hadn’t also just lost the allegiance of her one and only wounded sister though.

Just then, a motorized sound began slicing through the fog-muffled shouts. A small, dark Asian gardener appeared riding atop a huge caged lawnmower. In halting English, he stated they were there illegally and would have to leave immediately.

After he spoke, all fell silent. Some snickered, most smiled derisively. Donna actually almost felt sorry for him. Enforcement here might prove challenging. With his accent he was probably a recent immigrant, surely not accustomed to handling large crowds. Then slowly, off to one side came a low growing moan that gradually became a curdling yell from Simon. All stood frozen. Everyone had recently sympathized with, yet mostly avoided poor Simon. He had recently lost his older brother in Vietnam several weeks prior.

Out of his usual self-imposed silence, he emerged screaming at the top of his lungs. Standing on top of his block, he pointed at the poor gardener:

“So! What? Are you going to arrest us? Are you going to shoot us all? Huh! Well shoot me first, Charlie.” He then got onto his stalled block and lunged solo down the hill.

With that, the gardener got back on his mower and drove back down in the direction of the clubhouse. Immediately, everyone erupted into clapping, back-slapping and cheering—a communal ice-blocking victory blessing.

And there, perched on the moistened San Francisco Bay Area hills, in renewed exuberance, and unrestrained joy scurried a small sliver of a new post-war generation of American youth. Seeming so carefree, they laughed and shouted beneath the low hanging spotlight of the full moon; a full moon that so well illuminated still frolicking, disjointed shapes, sliding over the glistening well-manicured silver blades of thick moist grass.

As the lights of the city shimmered far below them, and most surrounding suburban families had already tucked themselves in bed, it all seemed as if something important had occurred, and something had already been easily won here. Perhaps Simon alone fully grasped that something is truly won only after something is lost as well. For the rest of them, a little nonsense game had come to somehow represent freedom; maybe to some, like Donna, even a possibility of a new life itself. That parents, organized rules, old customs, formal clubs transcribed procedures, coaches, teachers—the “establishment” couldn’t completely control them any longer. They could create and define a brand new reality, all for themselves. That a new generation, yet unformed, could determine its own values independent and anew, without boundaries, prejudice, war or strife. That they were now finally moving into command, center stage, to reform old rules.

Center stage, for one brief moment at least. Until they all began scurrying off to the wings and footlights. A sudden “tweek, tweek, tweek,” sound accompanied the gardener’s retaliation. The entire golf course array of ground sprinklers were turned on simultaneously from the clubhouse far below. Well-worn tradition ultimately victorious one more time, spraying and soaking across the entire fairway of the mountainous eighteenth hole, for the morrow’s paying golfers.


CHAPTER TWO

Freefloating

The rain just kept pelting down like a sore loser.

Hurrying through the wet streets from the car, Sally was thinking about how glad she was to have finally cut her hair so short. It hardly changed in all this dampness. It only spiked up like a prickly pear; even after heavy sweating her ‘dirty–blond’ tresses now just dirty spikes. She hadn’t started a trend, no, not even with her team mates...not yet. And who cared what Lance and Julia said. Ralph had said it looked “tough,” but then the face he made with that meant what? And Dad, curiously, the only one in the family who apparently liked it—said it showed off her beautiful face more. Not so sure about that. Lovely brother Devon had said it made her face look like an acorn! He should know, the little squirrel. Anyway, no more constant pushing it back behind her ears, no more curling irons and so much time wasted on someone else’s idea of glamour.

Smacking so hard upon the cement, the rain reminded her of the hollow smacking sound of the hard tag she had thrown at the shortstop about to score in the softball playoffs on Thursday. Then, she was aware of two other sounds simultaneously echoing from two opposite directions. The double doors to the gym clanged open as Katie, with her poignantly unlit Parliament cigarette poised in her perfectly affected bored left hand, stared bemused across at Dawn and Frank. While they, wide eyed and wet-stepping, puddle-jumped from the auto with the screeching brakes that dropped them off at the curb’s edge.

“Oh, wow! It’s all the jocksters together. Just like Spanish class.” Katie raised a pained eyebrow, frowned up very annoyed at the deluge, and imperviously focusing on her upturned pinky, retreated back inside.

Dawn, clutching at her flying newly coiffed hair with one hand and her purse in the other, while dragging her date compliantly behind her, rushed at Sally. After a theatric hug and kiss, Dawn shook like a peristaltic Persian cat; imaginary water flying off her newly pressed fur, and purred back into Sally’s ear, “I needed a ride...and, Frank was there.” And then turning to her would-be date, as if to somehow explain all the confusions up to this point, “You should have seen the final slam Sally threw down on Alcalane’s shortstop yesterday. Knocked her right on the head, almost knocked her out! “Then back to her friend, “I thought for a moment there that our royal reception from Katie was just to acknowledge that...HA ha ha! “

And that was Dawn. Dawn Ng, Sally’s best friend. Always confident, and even immune to her own self-ridicule. “Dawn-ing,” everyone would just drop the pun for no reason. “It was just daaaawning on me...” as if it were the most original joke they could imagine. But what were her parents thinking anyway? Fortunately, neither of the girls had yet heard some of the boys’ more graphic slurs, like, “The crack of Dawn.” One of the few Asians at school, Sally imagined her immigrant parents didn’t even get the whole concept of English idioms.

That’s in part what Sally loved about Dawn; her relatively unjustified brazen self-confidence. She’d tell anyone exactly where to get off. Short and stocky, she was probably the fastest and strongest athlete on any of Sally’s teams. But unlike Sally, she seemed to develop a certain pride in her strong physicality, instead of ever questioning its appropriateness. While no one’s ideal of the high school raving beauty, she had a challenging flirtatious twinkle in her dark eyes that must have added to her increasing popularity, especially with some of Sally’s favorite jocks. She had probably chosen among several offers for a ‘ride’ to tonight’s school dance.

Immediately flirting with Sally, swallowing her up and down with her stare as they released their hug, “Hey, I like your eye shadow.” And just like that, Sally’s pride in her new-found fashion stoicism suddenly vanished.

“You think it’s too much?”

“No, no; suits your complexion.”

“So, can I still catch a ride home with you, ...and Frank?” she asked tentatively.

Dawn leaned in close again in a conspiracy whisper, “Better than that! You can spend the night if you like. My parents went to Tahoe for the weekend, and Dale’s with a friend!”

Jumping up and down together in a little circular glee fling, Frank finally separated them by putting his long arms around them both and escorting them to the gym door, decorated with various sport figures drawn on butcher paper below a wide colorful banner proclaiming “Football Jamboree Dance.”

Late October, Halloween was the larger theme for the dance. Orange and black crepe paper cats, owls, goblins and white webs spread across the entrance hall, spooking only the usual real spiders that had to clear out for the decoration committee. Just inside the double doors, Mr. Claiborne, the principal, was stationed, greeting everyone with his tight lamp-post charisma, making sure no alcohol or other unwanted influences entered.

Normally, one wouldn’t find Sally at a dance function like this. Not that she opposed it or anything. She might even attend her Senior Ball; that is, if someone acceptable enough asked her. But this was different. First of all, it wasn’t just for couples. But primarily, because it was butter on her toast.

With the City of Oakland apparently in a funding shortfall, or crisis, or whatever, the city was apparently not going to be able to fund athletics, or, duuuh, especially girl’s athletics. So, this whole Jamboree-football-games-dance, the whole thing was just a creative way to earn money to keep the sports going. It all seemed too pathetic to her really. Basically just, “Having to fund your own schooling,” at least that’s what her dad said.

Wafting past the refreshment room (fluorescent colored lights, dry ice fuming punch, excessively smiling female teachers, and old cookies), the three entered the gym/dance hall. A dark cavernous pit yawned in front of them, save for a brilliant band of light and noise arcing parallel below the immense ceiling. Overhead, dangling paper bats and goblins hung from the invisible ceiling, barely obscuring the real horrific implements in high school PE torture—crumpling sculptures of twisted backboards, netting, climbing ropes, and pull up bars. Pulsing sounds from one of the new local pop cover bands, the Wayward Sound vibrated around the dancers gyrating in the center.

Only a few couples were dancing, but most clutched to the walls like timid jungle fauna. At one corner splayed out in exaggerated loafing, roosted the jocks, (her friends?) hunching in gorilla like poses of power and territoriality; at the other corner, the cool crowd, (her enemies?) clucked and inward—whistled like disapproving flocks of geese commentating on the action; while the brainiacs (neutrals?) starred off mostly, as if in owlish indifference.

In bold stride, Sally marched to a vacant wall, followed by Dawn and Frank. After re-surveying the gym, she commented, “Jeez, and I changed outa my Keds for this?!” Sally tried to sound rudely annoyed and disinterested.

Hyped fundraiser or not, this was clearly the typical forced school event. Everyone was nervous, unsure, and posing. Just as things are often illuminated afresh in low-angled sunlight, peoples’ character essences seemed to shine through more clearly at any of the official, “fun functions” that high school’s occasionally put forth.

If not thoroughly bored in expression, most held expectations in check and watched everyone else before committing to any activity of their own, however minor. Groups self-separated by their own enthusiastic unrecognized loneliness, trying to either catch an eye here or there, or de-emphasize a rejection. For protection, groups gathered together closely in herds. A few girls, mostly, danced with each other with a bold forced bonding and eagerness on the floor, while those fewer others going “steady” clutched tightly at each other for insulation. Most feigned their best practiced postures of nonchalance and indifference.

“Look, there goes Betty with her patented ‘slut-walk.’ The only thing she’ll catch with that is a load of flies,” Dawn mused snarkly.

“Yeah, and check out Roger clutching at his crotch. I thought he did that just on the baseball diamond. Must think he’s really got sumpin’ to protect.” Sally easily flowed into the derision.

Cruel cattiness limped in as the only social defense mechanism anyone was able to solidify. All cues were hyper texted, if you once expressed appreciation or desire for someone not in complete cool, you were forever defined and limited by that admiration. Thus, everyone took extreme care before any weak acceptances. A cachet of negating gossip elevated and insulated all.

Peering vaguely 360 degrees, Sally suddenly jerked her entire shoulders and head rigid away from Dawn. Searching in the direction from where Sally’s attention had averted, Dawn saw Luke smiling at them.

“Oh, honey, Cupid shot you with the wrong arrow. I don’t know what it’s been between you two, but he ain’t right for you.” Stamping a foot down in emphasis, “Not now, nor forever!”

Sally just stared at the floor where the foot had stamped. She knew that. But Luke had seemed for a while like maybe the only guy she might ever be interested in. The only jock she knew that also seemed like a real person.

“Oh, I don’t care about him anymore”

Jack and Jill went up the hill to fetch a pail of water

Jack fell down, and broke his crown,

And Jill came tumbling after...

That was the line everyone used now. She tried to not hate it too much, because even though Jack broke his crown, it was the “Jill tumbling after” she needed to look at—and it was always the same—just like that night on the golf course. She tumbled down with her temper. It always seemed to get the best of her. Not so much even her temper; what was worse was after her rage wore off, how stubbornly she committed to any decisions she had made while enraged. She therefore truly felt that she was over Luke. She had decided he wasn’t worth it and just didn’t really matter anymore. She still somehow had this lingering feeling that something really important was going to happen tonight though.

But right then, she couldn’t imagine possibly how or what.

Dawn rolled her eyes upward, “Well, I hope not, cause he and Jeff are heading right for us...”

“So, I hear we have to raise a bunch tonight and next month at the jamboree if we’re going to save our sports program,” said Jeff casually but sincerely as they approached.

“Yeah, I hear girl’s tennis and volleyball will be the first to go. But, right...so what? Neither of you two play tennis, right?” from Luke with a false sympathy looking right at Sally.

“Good thing, ‘cause we’d certainly cream your butt.”

Then they both noticed Luke’s strange, even for him, outfit. He had a pair of boxer shorts over his white Levi’s, with a campaign type button pinned ceremoniously right at the front opening flap that read, “DOWN WITH PANTS”.

‘How’d you get in here wearing that?” Incredulous and almost impressed, asked Dawn.

“Just hid the shorts in my pocket going past Claiborne,” proudly from Luke, smiling fiercely at Sally.

Glancing scornfully down at his pin, “I never realized you were so...po-lit-i-cal,” Sally said as she looked away as bored as possible.

“Hey, one has to keep a-breast of all movement, er, movements. If you catch my drift? Ha ha ha.”

Everyone tried so hard to be as bad as possible. Eventually, each pair ignored each other sufficiently so that Luke and Jeff even while already flirting, moved on to others for laughs. Luke grabbed Jeff and went on to gossip with one of the homecoming queen candidates and her entourage.

And that was how the evening progressed for everyone. Narrow social groups separated fiercely by their own complacent timidity propped up as pride. They sporadically posed and joined in random brief interchanges of noncommittal curiosity and deft cool, then eventually divided off again with slightly increased insular courage.

Frank soon strayed away and pitched a spot in a far corner with a few other guys. Left alone, close to the dance floor, Dawn and Sally almost leaned on each other and began to silently sway to the band’s increasing rock tempo. Suddenly, Dawn grabbed Sally by the forearm and literally dragged her out to the middle of the dance floor.

Sally thought of herself as a fair dancer. But she really didn’t enjoy it. Others—the “partyers”—felt the music more and just seemed to flow much better. Sally’s moves were athlete; precise and decisive, with purpose and direction, never with any real joyous abandon. Kind of a cross between Fred Astaire and a Sumo wrestler.

First, they just began to sway around together. As they loosened up though, arms started flapping on their own, and feet joyously skid-shuffling, they became a spinning gyroscope of dance moves and imprecision. Sally was skip slapping at the side of her passing feet and throwing her head back and feeling good about it. They would careen into each other every few minutes, grab each other’s forearms, and screech at each other in only partially repressed glee, before spiraling off again.

They giggled a little circular celebration as the music stopped momentarily. When the band started again, it was into an older, unique dance tune that Sally hadn’t heard in years—The Swim. Sally was just getting ready to leave the dance floor with the others when a strange thing happened.

Dawn almost grabbed her hand off and pulled her to the center of the gym floor and began almost jokingly doing the swim. Even several years previous in its pop heyday, the song and dance was somewhat of a jest—the dance was basically a clever adaption of what movements one would perform in a pool, while moving about a dance floor. But Dawn was soon totally into it!

“...Do what you wanna,

It’s alright,

Cause Bobby’s gonna show ya how to swim tonight...”

Out of respect for her partner, Sally was trying her best to not completely fallout from laughter, as Dawn stretched it out as an Olympic event. Surfacing perhaps naturally from her competitive over-training at her private swim club on the hill, Dawn was so totally into it that she was quickly forcing her partner’s focus too. They “swam” opposite each other’s satire; they did “the backstroke” with such a shared rhythmic force that Sally thought her shoulders might give way. Soon the dance floor had completely cleared, and all eyes were glued upon them. Even the band was bobbing their heads and bouncing off their movements. They definitely were not “being cool.”

Then the strangest thing of all happened. Out of some unknown shadow of the gym, Doug Dilback jumped into the middle of the gym and began monstrous gyrations of his own in jerky, overemphasized swimming dance motions, together with them. But it wasn’t so much that they were joined by this uninvited third wheel male guest, or even his hyper frenetic flaying about, as it was exactly who he was.

Who Doug Dilback was...was no one. At least no one in the high school sense. That he was even there was a conundrum of disbelief in itself. Doug was the one guy that seemed to exist in almost every school, completely alone. Surely alcohol sired, wrong side of the tracks dangerous, he was the only kid who actually rode a Harley to school. He hung out mainly as much as anyone could tell with other outlaw bikers, and older, tattooed Navy dudes. The original outcast, rebel without a clue—even that he was a rebel. No one messed with, or even spoke with him much. He actually seemed fairly intelligent in a few of the classes he shared with Sally, and had come over previously from a parochial school. Drawing blood on the school ground once in the only fight he had briefly been in, he was subsequently judged dangerous enough to be left alone, as he apparently preferred it that way.

Slicked back, jet-black, Bryl creamed hair, polished black high-top boots, black Levi’s and a loose white shirt rolled up over his biceps where a cigarette clumped in one. Sweat pouring profusely off his aquatic moves like a locomotive, he was actually, well, sexy, in a naughty, prohibitive sort of way. Pointing at both girls with grim cigarette soiled fingers at the exaggerated end of each back stroke, other than continuing, the two girls didn’t know what to do. The band even went into repeating several of the lyrics to allow the show to continue.

Sally became even more nervous when she noticed that a few of the teacher-chaperones were stopping to stare as well. Finally, as the band crescendoed into an odd crashing gurgling snorkel noise, Doug grabbed his nose theatrically, shook his head, closed his eyes, and submerged under fantasy water in a spinning encore of bubbles and delight. Bowing low to his two partners, he retreated an exit as quick as his entrance out the back, double gym doors. A few souls even clapped.

Dawn and Sally, wide-eyed sharing exaggerated questioning looks, hugged tightly for a social net of protection and raced to a far corner of the gym wall of their own.

“What was that??!!...” Sally doubling over in confused whisper of laughter and awe.

“Far-out! I don’t know but it was more fun than I’ve had in a while... no!”

Soon after the music continued, they were allowed to sneak back into a more aloof respectability, and no one commented further. With no more real dancing and some gossip later, they filed out with all the remaining students after the band had finished its last set.

After a session at Qwik-Way drive-in for a shared late-night burger and fries, by the time Frank had dropped them at Dawn’s, it was past midnight.

Once back home to her dark, empty house, Dawn, with the shrewd purpose of an adult, made a beeline to the wet bar and mixed them both a drink. With an air of upright sophistication mimed probably from the movies, she handed a glass to Sally. “Here, this’ll calm us down a bit.”

“Your house seems so big and quiet when no one’s home.”

Dawn led Sally over to the sofa bed and stared around the room as if searching for something special. Without looking at Sally, she squirmed out of her blouse and adjusted her black bra with her free hand before setting down close beside Sally. They gazed tranquil and quiet about the room, avoiding each other’s glance. As Dawn leaned over to place her glass on the coffee table, their shoulders rubbed. At first contact, her touch was like a shadow of a soft breeze across her bare arm. Was a light spark kindled only within Sally, or was there somehow a different connection made at that moment with her friend? Sally put her glass down and rearranged their brief shoulder contact more permanently.

Dawn’s next move was more direct but gentle. Arm extended around Sally’s shoulder, she carefully eased Sally’s torso down upon the bed beside her. Spooning with warmth and comfort, they lay still and silent for a few tender moments.

Seemingly emanating from the arm across her shoulder, Sally felt this warm feeling all over that wouldn’t go away. More often than not, she had felt slightly intimidated around Dawn. Dawn was always so comfortable with her sexuality—her “womaness.” Whereas, Sally always felt questionable and questioned, or even accused by it; always felt that people were looking at her, whispering and wondering, “Why is she so unabashedly butch, strong, and athletic?”

She hadn’t ever really thought about, or really felt sex, or sexuality. She had kissed guys before—well, twice; once with Jadin, at the waterfall in midafternoon, and once, just to satisfy her curiosity, with James at that horrible make-out party during her junior year. Maybe it was mostly her deep-seated fear of all the tales of serious diseases, or more, how easy an unwanted pregnancy at her age could be. She never gave the actual act itself, any thought at all. Oh yeah, they all talked about it big time. But with all her friends she was pretty sure it was all just talk.

Subtly but surely this warm, excited and tender feeling was just submerging her. It felt so nice just lying curled up with Dawn. Yes, she had had thoughts, or okay, even what she might consider visions of Dawn’s streamlined, taut muscular legs and body. How her thigh muscles snapped with such perfect defined precision with each of her quick strides. She’d often tantalized herself to sleep, considering how this, one of her naked teammates, might feel on her skin if they were ever to wrestle or tumble somehow together in some sort of physical match of strength or power. But she either quickly repressed these thoughts or had carefully tried to mold these thoughts into lust for a particular guy—but that guy had always turned into a jerk very quickly. Dawn certainly wasn’t a jerk; so, what exactly was she feeling...?

Dawn rose from the bed, meticulously smacked out the last of her Bazooka Joe bubble gum, and dropped it into her glass without taking her eyes off Sally. A still vision of Dawn’s naked body had burst with her last pink gooey bubble, as Sally caught the intensity of Dawn’s sudden quiet-jawed stare. Dawn cocked her head to one side, and she began languidly running her fingers through her long black hair. Sally held onto her breath, as Dawn, eyes glued to her partner, pulled down her own skirt, letting it knot at her knees. Thrusting out her hip to one side, she just stood there, relaxed, posing, just daring Sally to say, or do something.

Her heart beating faster and her legs starting to quiver, tentatively, Sally moved over on the bed next to where Dawn had just risen. Awkwardly hesitating in dropping her gaze to the carpet, her stare eventually rose and finally froze upon Dawn’s dark eyes after having slowly caressed her half naked body languishing above her.

Dawn slithered her left hand slowly down the inside of her own thigh, framed by a wan, impertinent smile. Challenging with her eyes, “Some people say you shouldn’t touch yourself...” as she hesitated right at the cleft in her underwear and raised her eyebrows. Her movements were so languid and relaxed, almost as if Sally wasn’t there. In contrast, Sally tangled up her feet even as she sat down, odd yet familiar; a chasm between a dream-drift of desire and her normal hyper-coordination mocked her sudden confusion.

In her confusion and resigning surrender, she tilted her head over into the hollow under Dawn’s smooth ribcage, and rested it in safety there for the moment. She nestled into a soft pillow that cradled her head between the tiny twin peaks of hipbones at her sides, sloping past the round of her belly and the cushion of the V between her flexing thighs. A black mole below her belly button dotted an “i” of one bristly black hair that protruded from beneath her moist panties.

Breathing deeply, Dawn tenderly stroked her hair a few times before dropping next to her, sitting close beside her on the bed. Without taking her eyes off Sally, she began lightly caressing the inside of Sally’s left thig, before placing her other arm around her shoulder and easing her back down on the bed beside her.

Sudden but soft penetration; and a gasp. As Sally’s eyes seemed to automatically shut even as she wanted to witness everything. She wasn’t even sure what was moving wet within her. Then a mouth, hair, fingers, a scissors about her legs, tongues, whispers bracketing groans, arms twisting as chests and hips thrust upward; an upturned table made a distant crashing noise as she rolled onto her back. A long shiver of delight pulsed back at her from her writhing partner. Wrestling within a Slurpee in slow motion. Waves of expansion and contraction washed, rolled, and broke inside the shore of her skin.

Meanwhile, her mind roller coastered. It exploded in brief flashes of unrelated uncontrollable visions tumbling one upon another, like one of her father’s poorly spliced home movies. She saw and felt everything, it seemed, all at once: she felt the whack on her head when knocked out on the baseball field; she saw the stars in the sunset over the Golden Gate on the Bay; she felt the peanut butter cup slithering down her taste buds and the lack of sleep that placed her down soft in bed each night. She had the quick sticky vision of her once spied father’s gray genital hairs, and the musk odor of Priscilla’s under arm wrestling hold on her; it was the shock of diving into the cold lake for the first time in summer, and the bumpy road on her butt in the back of the pickup truck there too. It was her mom’s gentle arm around her as a frightened child, and the incessant pull on her wrist when trying to chaperone Devon for her parents; the slippery purr of her cat brushing her calf, and even a clarification of the smooth caresses she adopted throughout her lengthy visits with her hair stylist.

All these emotions, feelings, and memories, overwhelmed, and coalesced all at once around her. Still twitching and quivering, she finally completely surrendered into a stasis of serenity. Suddenly aware of her own sighs of pleasure, she glanced over at the coy puppy smile of her partner. She tried to fumble words of delight or appreciation, but Dawn just twinkled and held her index finger vertical in front of her lips. Which only brought her to the awareness of an incredible milky taste in her mouth, and of her own lips, sticky and numb.

But mostly, she had this feeling of being whisked off the Earth by some angelic force—any guilt that might have hovered in her conscience was lifted up on soft lilting wings—the white diaphanous down upon Dawn’s arms and shoulders were feathers of pure pleasure. Dawn’s own eyes rolled dreamily back in her head, doubtless, secure, framed by the darker plumage of her halo headdress assured and comforted her.

The passion within her doubt was transcendent. She felt almost as if living in a dream; a dream of her own life. Slowly the realization came that she had been living a sham life. That she was an imposter to herself— that her urges, her yearnings, even her dreams had all been created by and for someone else. Where she had always been confused and ambivalent about the whole flirty, boy-girl thing, she unexpectedly felt free of it all. All the pumped-up ideals of the perfect body, perfect feminine image, and perfect date thing seemed to dissipate suddenly into abject meaninglessness.

She didn’t really want another woman; she just suddenly didn’t need to imagine a guy. This was all in deep contrast to what had just been. The game had changed. All her previous visualized sensuality, what limited extent she had allowed herself, was vaguely an extension from the athletic playing field. It would be tough, sweaty, hard and physical—a sexual wrestling match of sorts, maybe, with hopefully a stronger guy. She could only imagine herself in a competitive, ambitious, even combative physicality. That idea had excited her. But this was something completely different and confusing—soft, easy, relaxed, gentle, slow and restrained—what was going on?...

Maybe she had other, deep covered-over wells of emotion and feeling within her. Maybe endless was all of it, and all of it was who she was.

They didn’t really speak much the rest of the night; they hardly even moved much. Sally fell asleep curled up opposite Dawn on the hide a bed, and left early the next morning right as Dawn was awakening. She had to get to her Saturday job by nine AM.

As Dawn was only in the next neighborhood up from her, she walked home on her own. As she silently closed the front door behind her, the rain was just clearing above her. A new world of cool freshness filled her senses. The moist air stabbed clean at her inhale breath. A translucent white mist was rolling in patches in front of the expanding, billowing cotton clouds in the distance. An incipient low sunlight began shimmering through the pine trees. Frost winds whipped her face in a cold slap, waking her ever more clearly to a new, unexpected self.

Who was she now? How would she ever fit what she had just revealed to herself into her everyday high school persona?


CHAPTER THREE

Cheering

“Ever wonder why we even have to study so frantically for these stupid SAT tests? I mean, it seems like we’re a little sewing group, sharpening our pencils and pointed tools, incessantly spouting insignificant, little facts that no one will remember later, just to get a higher, more impressive number.”

Donna was already bored, chewing her pencil down and watching the clock.

Across from her, Gail continued chewing up their steamy concentration momentarily; “Ever hear of Harry Houdini?”

“Yeah, Like the escape artist dude?”

“Exactly. But instead of suitcases and chains to freedom, it’s mommy and daddy’s home to independence, a new life, college, and community. That’s what we’re doing. We’re all little Houdini-wanna-bes.”

Donna already suspected that getting accepted into the most prestigious colleges was not really about defining possibilities for success in the future but more about bragging rights in the present; and, a readymade escape hatch from all their self-prescribed local limitations. Quantity was actually more important than quality. Those who got accepted to the most schools were the winners, not those who got accepted to the best schools. The highest honor being accepted to every school to which one applied, regardless where. How could it be otherwise? As Julie pointed out, many of the cutest guys at school weren’t even going to apply anywhere, or apparently go on to college. So, any social cash from academic success was clearly limited in the present.

It was more about what one
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