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      “Josie, let’s go!” Mrs. Martin shouted from the front door, juggling her coffee and briefcase. “I’m going to be late for work if you don’t move it!”

      “You don’t have to drive me!” Josie screamed from her room. “Angie’s picking me up!”

      Mrs. Martin backtracked to her daughter’s room. “What time do tickets go on sale this morning?” She asked, leaning against the door, arms crossed, frowning at the mountain of clothes and scattered magazines on the floor of her daughter’s bedroom.

      “Mom,” Josie twisted into her tee-shirt. “I’m not skipping school. Angie and Marlee are picking me up and waiting for me. After class, we’re going to wait on line.”

      “You better not be lying to me, Josie Sue. Skipping class is what landed you in summer school in the first place.”

      Josie rolled her eyes, a bad habit she inherited from her mother. “Mom, my class ends at ten. There are four shows. Its Giants Stadium. I did the math. That’s like seventy thousand seats per show. We don’t have to be there at seven in the morning.”

      “OK, remember, I’ll pick you up at work later.”

      Josie rolled her eyes again. “Yes, Mom.”

      “And, Josie.” Mrs. Martin said, jiggling her car keys. “I set a date for your surgery. It’s August sixteenth, so make sure you get tickets for a show before that date.”

      “Yes, Mom!” Josie called back as her mother left for work. “The sixteenth, the sixteenth….” Josie repeated, circling the date on her calendar.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            7:15 AM

          

        

      

    

    
      Before leaving, Josie gathered her schoolbooks in case her mother came home for lunch. If she did, Josie knew her Mom would check if her school books were left behind. That would be a sure sign that she did not go to school. She couldn’t get caught cutting class again.

      When a car horn blared outside her bedroom window, Josie grabbed the secret junk food stash hidden under her bed and glanced one last time in the mirror, making sure her hair looked presentable. She applied a second layer of lip-gloss, grabbed her bags, and ran outside to meet her friends.

      As she approached the car, her best friend Angie continued to honk the horn. “Will you stop beeping!” Marlee scolded from the passenger seat. “She’s coming!”

      “Calm down.” Angie snapped. “I’m just so psyched. We’re going to get tickets!”

      “Don’t beep like that.” Josie laughed, sliding into the backseat. “You know the average age in my building is eighty. It’s only seven in the morning. They were all giving me dirty looks as I was walking out.”

      “I brought my Bruce tapes so we can listen to them.” Angie smiled, holding up the cassette tapes as she pulled out of the building’s parking lot and drove towards their destination.

      “Like no one else on this line is going to have that tape?” Marlee muttered.

      “And what tapes did you bring?” Josie inquired.

      “Don’t worry. “Marlee answered, “I won’t subject you to any of it. I brought my Walkman™.”

      “Thank God.” Angie chimed in. “I don’t need to listen to your lousy new wave music.”

      Marlee laughed. “My lousy music? You’re barely a Springsteen fan. Name any song other than “Born in the USA”?”

      “I like Lolita,” Angie answered.

      “It’s Rosalita!” Josie shook her head.

      Marlee slapped her knee. “I rest my case!”

      “Enough bickering, guys.” Josie leaned forward, resting her chin on the front seat between Angie and Marlee. “The plan today is to avoid my mother.”

      “What are the chances we’ll run into her?”

      “Well, she sometimes goes shopping on her lunch break. She knows the tickets are going on sale there and she’s sneaky. She may come by early to check if I cut class.”

      “How many cuts does today make?” Marlee asked, turning to peer into the backseat.

      Josie waved her away. “That’s not important. Today's plan is to get tickets, and if I wait the line will be crazy. I have to go to this concert,” she paused, “oh, and we have to get a show before the Friday date. That’s the day of my surgery.”

      “Say goodbye to the big boobs.” Angie teased.

      “Shut up.” Josie hugged her chest. “A breast reduction is major surgery. You know I have back problems. If it were up to me I would keep them but my doctor said they need to go. And you can drop me off at work after, right? I have to be there at three o’clock.”

      “Sure.” Angie shrugged.
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      Angie pulled her 1975 tan station wagon into the shopping center and drove to the furthest parking area. Wanamaker’s Department Store stood in the back corner of the massive outdoor shopping mall, complete with its own designated parking lot, separating it from the central shopping center.

      A fenced-in sidewalk cordoned it off from the pedestrian mall; a landscaped hillside blocked it from the street. The rear entrance was isolated enough from the main entrance to contain the crowds for concert ticket sales while allowing the department store to conduct its daily business.

      “Look at this!” Angie exclaimed as she pulled into a parking spot directly in front of the store. “There can’t be too many people here if we got a spot right in front.”

      The three girls stumbled out of the car, struggling with their belongings. “Can’t forget this!” Josie grabbed the snack food bag. “It’s the most important thing.”

      “Don’t forget the blanket?” Angie added, taking the radio from the backseat.

      “I have the blanket,” Marlee said. “Do you have the cassette tapes?”

      Angie lifted the tape case. “Got’em.”

      “Great.” Marlee glanced into the backseat before closing the door, making sure nothing was left behind. Seeing Josie’s books on the floor, she stuffed them into her backpack. “All clear!” She slammed the door.

      Angie rummaged through her purse. She counted out two hundred dollars, folded the bills neatly, and slid them into her wallet. “OK, we have plenty of money; remind me to start looking for Matt around noon. He has to drive his sister somewhere; then he’s meeting us here.” She started towards the rear of the building.

      “Oooh, Matt.” Marlee and Josie teased in singsong unison.

      “Both of you shut up; you’re jealous because you don’t have boyfriends.”

      “No.” Josie corrected her. “I’m jealous of your boyfriend. He’s so cute.”

      “And we’re not the jealous ones, Angie,” Marlee stated. “The whole school has a crush on him. He’s cute, captain of the baseball team, and nice to everyone. Every girl in our class would kill for a date with him.”

      “And they all hate you,” Josie said flatly.

      “What?” Angie gasped. “Why do they hate me?”

      “You know that Dawn is friends with Paula, who is in my summer math class.” Josie began. “Yesterday before class, I overheard Paula on the payphone talking to Dawn about you.

      “Overheard?” Marlee cocked an eyebrow. “Josie Martin never just overhears a conversation.”

      “Overheard,” Josie repeated with a smirk. “I overheard when I saw that Paula was on the phone and had to know who she was talking to so I made a detour and hid around the corner so I could hear. They don’t even go to the same school, but Dawn still has the biggest crush on Matt. I mean, sure, they went on one date during freshman year. One! But Dawn’s been crushing on him ever since. Apparently, she doesn’t take
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