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    Dedicated to the 80's

      

    

The year was nineteen eighty-one, Jen and I were in our early twenties, we hung out together like two-peas-in- a-pod.  I met her at Cosmetology School. We just clicked.

We planned on going out tonight, drink a few drinks, and dance to the music.

My sister Emilia taught dance classes.  She’d have me attend, and at the end of the class we’d practice together to different music. We’d practice swaying, spinning, twirling, and she’d taught me how to pirouette.  Some of the dances she taught me were The Wop, The Biz, The Snake, and The Glide. 

I had  MTV playing in the living room, and had a video with stereo video music playing high as I could turn the sound up. It made you feel like the musicians were right in the same room. I was practicing my dance moves to popular music.  My father walked up the steps.  “Would you turn that down please?”

He was home early from work today.  “He hollered out, where’s your brother?” 

“I think he’s at the mall, playing games at the arcade?”

He walked in the room, and said, “I wonder if he’s using his lunch money? I didn’t give him any money to go to the mall?”  He walked up to my mother, “Did you give our son money to go to the mall?”  She looked him square in the eye, “No, I didn’t, did you?”

I grabbed the newspaper, and grabbed my walkman off of the dining room table.

I glimpsed down, and saw that Reagan made a statement. 

When I thought about it all,  who would've believed a movie star, President Reagan, would even become The President?  The economy had been in a recession, and Ronald Reagan was the new guy.

Shaking my head back-and-forth, I opened the back-door, stepped down to the deck floor, walked over, and sat down on the  porch-swing. I stuck my favorite cassette tape into my walkman, and listened to my favorite eighties tunes.  Holding my leg-warmers in the crevice of my right arm, I let them fall to the ground.  Picking them up, I lifted up my feet, and rolled the large cloth up my legs.  

All of a sudden, I could hear my mother calling my name. 

“Aubrey, you have a phone call. 

“Yes, mother, I’ll be right there.” I lifted my featherweight headphones off of my ears. Lifting myself up off of the swing I tripped on the corner of the table.

My mother stood at the door, and smiled. “Dinner will be ready about six o’clock.”

“What are we having tonight?”

“Your favorite, spaghetti, and meatballs.”  

“Sounds good Mom. Who’s on the phone for me?”

“Jen.”

I walked up to the back door, through the dining room, into the kitchen where the phone was on the wall.  The cord was thick, and twisty. I grabbed the big yellow handle.  “Hello?”

I couldn’t hear very well,  so I stood in the hallway.  

“Hey, are we going out tonight? You know it’s Friday, and we have to celebrate graduating from Beauty School.”

I glanced down at my arm,  glaring at the display on my digital watch, The only thing that was digital at the time.  “Yes, I can’t wait to hear that band that is coming to town.  You know. Oh, what’s their name? I saw an ad in the newspaper today.”

“Yeah, I read something about that.  Hey, I’ll pick you up around eight o’clock? What are you going to wear tonight?”

“I think I’ll wear my long gray over-the-sleeve sweater, with a skirt, and my red high-heels. What are you going to wear?  Your favorite color, green?”

“You got it. I’m going to wear my black-tie-up boots, and wear those snazzy gloves I got at the mall last weekend.” She snickered in my ear. 

“Did you work today at your parent’s dairy mart?” 

“Yes, and I won some money off of a scratch-off lottery ticket.”

“How much?”

“Fifty dollars!  Would you believe it?”

“Your lucky, that’s all.”

“Yeah, I guess. Hey, I’ll buy you a drink tonight since your my BFF. I’m excited to see if Jordan shows up tonight.”

“He usually catches you later at night. What does he do for a living?”

“He’s a school teacher.”

“Oh, I didn’t know that! He’s a good catch.”

“I have to go. My dad’s calling me to help him with something. I’ll pick you up around eight.”

“Sounds good. I’ll see you then.”

My dad grabbed the keys off of the hook, looked at me, and said, “I was going to go to the mall, and get one of those camcorders so we can make videotapes here at home. I’m going to see if your brother is at the mall too.”

––––––––
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“OH, I SAW AN ADVERTISEMENT about the camcorders.  They look really cool.”

He smiled, and said, Tell your mother I’ll be right back. She’s downstairs doing laundry.

I ran downstairs to the lower level, and told my mother my dad would be back soon.

“Okay.” she said. “That’s fine.”

I scurried back upstairs, went to my room, opened my closet, grabbing my shirt, and skirt. I looked down at my red shoes on the floor. Picked them up, laid everything out on the bed, and headed for the shower.  

My sister Emilia, a few years younger then me, stood by the door, and said, “Hey, where are you headed?”

“Jen, and I are headed downtown tonight. Are you going?”

“Lisa, and I talked about going earlier today. What time are you going?”

“We’re heading there at eight o’clock.” She nodded, “What time is the band starting?”

“Around nine o’clock.”

“Oh,” She hurried and ran to the phone down the hall to call her friend.  

I quickly showered, walked back into my room, and sat down to put my makeup on. I flicked on the light, did a double take in front of my make-up mirror. I dabbled some makeup on my face with a sponge, brushed on some blush, dabbled on red lipstick.

I sprayed on some musk. It always made me feel sexy. I felt refreshed after sprayed it on my neck. I sneezed from the monkey flower waft of scent.

I turned around, glancing at the dresser. My sister Sherry’s graduation picture sat in the frame. She was sitting in the park with her short red hair, by a tree, smiling so pretty.  Now she was in Texas working as an airline stewardess.  I missed her, and haven’t spoken to her in months.  I wondered what she was doing right now?

I was in deep thought.  I jerked when my Mom opened the door, “dinner’s ready.”

I held my thumb up, “Be right there.”

I loved spaghetti, and meatballs.  We all sat down at the table, my Dad, and brother walked in the kitchen. You could feel the strain in the air between the two.

I waited for everybody else to sit down, reached over, and scooped  a cradle full of sauce, and spread it on-top of my spaghetti. I sprinkled parmesan cheese on top of my sauce, 

My father looked up with his emerald green eyes, “pass me the cheese, please!”

He cleared his throat, grabbed his fork, and tablespoon, twisting the spaghetti.  We all talked about the
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