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          “It’s Now or Never”

        

      

    

    
      It’s too darned hot, which was why Lisa Marie Scholl and her twin brothers were lined up outside the shaved ice truck aptly named “Summer Snow,” waiting to be served. Lisa Marie unstuck her long, blonde ponytail from where it adhered to her sweaty neck. Fifteen-year-old Lisa Marie was of average height, with a thick ponytail of light blond hair and a curvy figure which had embarrassed her in middle school and only recently become acceptable to her. She had extremely fair skin, and her cheeks and the top of the ears flushed red when she was over warm. She also had a remarkable pair of bright blue eyes that her father swore were “just like her mother’s.” At four o’clock in the afternoon on this day, Lisa Marie was hot, sweaty, and tired, completely done.

      For Lisa Marie, this summer was all about Elvis and baseball. Even years later, the two would remain forever linked in her mind. The Central Region Babe Ruth Baseball Championships had started the day before at the Mount Flynn Baseball Park in Rock Falls, Wisconsin. Lisa Marie’s summer job was working at the concession stand at the park. Whenever she oversaw the concession stand iPod, she played Elvis. Fortunately, Mr. Chet, president of the Mount Flynn Babe Ruth League, much preferred Elvis songs to the contemporary artists the other teenaged workers wanted to play.

      “No curse words,” Mr. Chet wagged his finger at his youthful employees. “This is a family friendly ballpark. We can’t have any of that funny business.” Several times, he’d made them change up the music when he didn’t deem it appropriate. As the summer progressed, the king came to be played more and more often from the Mount Flynn Park speakers because Mr. Chet shot down most everything else.

      This was fine with Lisa Marie. She loved Elvis and she aspired to be a singer, too. Her parents were huge Elvis fans. They’d named her after Elvis’s daughter and her twin brothers, Sonny and Joe, after members of his entourage. Most summer evenings, Elvis tunes spilled out the Scholl’s screen door.

      It had been quite a day at the ballpark. It had been a zoo, so many out-of-towners milling about for the championship tournament. For a moment, Lisa Marie lost sight of the humid haze rising off the blacktop of the parking lot and instead pictured the opening day scene in her mind. Good looking ball players had lined up on the infield in a rainbow of baseball jerseys, white pants, and caps that stood out against the dark green of the towering pine trees that surrounded the four fields.

      People from all over the Midwest had descended upon Rock Falls for this end of season tournament. From her work station at the concession stand, Lisa Marie had enjoyed the best seat in the house. When they’d played the National Anthem over the loud speakers that morning, she’d gotten goosebumps. The National Anthem always gave her goosebumps, but it especially thrilled her on this day, because that morning, Mr. Chet had informed her that she would get the opportunity to sing before one of the games. He hadn’t yet told her which one, and it didn’t really matter as long as she got to sing at one of them. Singing the anthem had been one of the unexpected perks of working at the baseball park all summer. Lisa Marie considered it excellent on the job training for her intended future career as a professional chanteuse. Now, with the championships games going on, she was sure to be singing in front of her biggest crowd yet. The thought caused butterflies to flutter about in her stomach.

      Summer Snow, the name on the flavored ice truck, was also what people called the dandelion fuzz that drifted about in the air, caught up in the humid summer breezes. A bit of the fuzz wafted along in the sunlit air front of Lisa Marie. She blew at it, watching it swing higher before drifting back down and then swooping up and away on another draft. Sunlit dandelion fuzz was part of what made summer special, along with tight, sunburned skin, greasy, salty popcorn, hot dogs burned dark on one side from the grill, baseball, and baseball players.

      Like many of the girls now flocking to the ballpark, Lisa Marie had more than a passing interest in the swarms of athletic boys, but she would only admit that to her best friend Emily. Unfortunately, Emily had been gone for the past few weeks to YMCA camp where she was working as a junior counselor. There was no one else with whom Lisa Marie felt comfortable chatting about the exotic not-from-Rock Falls boys. Sure, some of the local boys were cute, but she knew them too well from the years of elementary school together. Unfamiliar boys were more exciting and appealing.

      Lisa Marie and her brothers took another slow and painful step in the queue. She eyed the brightly colored menu affixed to the side of the yellow food truck window.

      “Lisa Marie, what ya gonna get?” Sonny, her equally tow headed, nine-year-old brother, demanded.

      “I usually get the Island Breeze which is Blue Raspberry and Lime mixed together. It’s really good,” Lisa Marie answered still contemplating the signage. “What flavors do you guys want?”

      “I want the Cherry Cola with the scoop of ice cream on top,” Joe demanded.

      “I want the Ninja Turtle,” Sonny replied.

      “Yeah, and we both want ice cream, too,” Joe insisted. The boys were identical twins, with the same mop of fine blond hair worn shaggy and long and big, blue eyes. Right now, Joe’s ominously projecting upper lip was at odds with his angelic features.

      They’d been out in the sun playing and running around at the ballpark for hours. Both boys were hungry and tired. Aware that Joe was rapidly approaching a full meltdown, Lisa Marie took a deep breath and squatted down beside him. “Come on, Joe. I only have ten bucks. See.” She pulled the wadded, moist bill out of her pocket. “That’s all Dad gave me. Don’t freak out. You’re going to get a Cherry Cola shaved ice. It’s your favorite flavor, but no ice cream this time. I don’t have the money for it. That’s all there is.”

      “Joe’s gonna freak out cause he’s positional defiant,” Sonny explained. “He can’t help it.”

      “I know, I know, but we’re getting snow cones,” Lisa Marie pointed out, desperation tinting her voice. “That’s the plan. There’s no reason to be upset. It’s a special treat. We have enough money to get gummy bears, too, but not enough for the ice cream. Gummy bears are better than ice cream any day. You love gummy bears. Come on, Joe,” she pleaded.

      Cocking his head, Joe considered. When he licked his lips, Lisa Marie straightened up, knowing she’d won. For a second, she closed her eyes, imagining how incredible the gummy bears would taste when their fruity frozen bodies thawed right on her tongue. Shaved ice always gave her a cold headache, but it was so worth it. On a hot August day, nothing tasted better. Unfortunately, many other people thought the same thing, which explained the unbelievably long line for the cold treat. The Scholls had been standing in line for a good ten minutes already. At the moment, stopping for summer snow seemed like a bad idea, but they were nearing their goal.

      Some girls at the counter stepped away with their purchases in hand. “Wow, could they move any slower,” Lisa Marie muttered, referring to the teenaged workers in the bright yellow food truck. Sighing with frustration, she tipped her navy blue, Brewers baseball cap back.

      Glancing up, she saw two familiar faces in the line several people behind them. Vivian and Sally. These two girls had been in her classes since kindergarten, and they were all headed into the same tenth grade class at Rock Falls High in the fall, but that was about all Lisa Marie had in common with them. Vivian and Sally were cool and popular. They were the kind of girls who knew some boys and even spoke with them. They were sophisticated creatures who wore eyeliner and mascara every day.

      Vivian was dark haired and skinned and always sported large hoop earrings while Sally was blond, still taller than most of the boys they knew, and generally rocked about the shortest shorts possible.

      Eyeing the shorts with some jealousy, Lisa Marie wistfully reflected, Dad would never let me out of the house in those. For a moment, she studied the duo, who were chatting happily back and forth. A few years earlier, she would have thought nothing of going up and talking with them. It wasn’t that they were unfriendly with her. They’d all ridden the same bus to Rock Falls Elementary school for years, slept over at each other’s houses, even attended each other’s birthday parties. It was more that they had grown up faster than Lisa Marie had in some ways and not in others. That summer, while Lisa Marie worked most afternoons at the concession stand, Vivian and Sally were free to hang out with other friends and with boys. They didn’t have little brothers tagging along behind them and they oozed sophistication. Feeling a little awkward and out of her element, Lisa Marie reflected yet again, why can’t Emily be here?

      With the lure of cute, athletic boys from out of town, Rock Falls girls who hadn’t stepped a foot onto the Babe Ruth stands all summer were now omnipresent. They milled about the net covered center courtyard between the fields, eyeing the boys, giggling, and chatting. Lisa Marie had a clear view of them from where she worked. Geez. They don’t even pretend to watch the games.

      A whole fleet of shiny and expensive vehicles pulled into the gas station parking lot where the food truck was parked. They were a far cry from the rusted, tan minivan that the Scholl family travelled in. Tanned, long-legged boys with broad shoulders and dirt smeared on the knees of their white baseball pants poured out of the cars. Their bright and happy chatter and smiling faces made it apparent
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