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SURROUNDED BY EARTH bleached of all color, the old man sat stoically looking into the woods beyond. At the edge of the woods lay a small briar patch, its many thorns small and sharp against the skin. That stinging pain, and the tears it brought in childhood filled his memories. The dark leathered skin slowly creased into a familiar smile as the storyteller remembered the tale of Justin and the Martians. 

He chuckled at Justin's visual recounting of the event. The weathered old farmer could imagine his young high school friend, running naked through similar briars grabbing first one body part, and another, then hop from one foot to the other, grab a part, then another as he animated the story.

It was 1961, Justin dated Jo in High school, and they were an item. In the conversation Justin always followed Jo or, vice versa, in the sentence. They had one of their 1001 fights in the early summer after their senior year. TV soap operas had nothing on Justin and Jo. Their fights involved everyone, their separations involved everyone, but they made up alone, and they made up everywhere. 

During one of these disagreements. Justin caught the fancy of twins, Josie and Janie from Ft. Lauderdale, Florida, they came every summer for four weeks to visit their grandparents in the sleepy Midwestern town with no claim to fame except hot, humid summers. Teenage pastimes varied from swimming in the local river, drinking at a deserted farmhouse, and cruising up and down Main street which consisted of a whole ten blocks. And, of course lots of ‘making out’. For those unfamiliar with the term, the practice included much kissing, some petting and lots of heavy breathing, which resulted in getting almost to the point of sex. Women counseled their daughters in the fine art of saying “no” to all but kissing. The invisible boundary between petting and sex lay just between vigorous massages and panty removal. Back then the virtue of a young woman led to a good husband and a sound marriage. Setting the trap included promises of ‘after the wedding’, a vow of little consequence to teenage males bent on release of the pent-up pressure in their jeans.

The trials of Justin and Jo amused their friends, so when Josie and Janie teamed up with Justin; his friends drew the line. They had to come up with nicknames for them. Josie and Janie were tall, almost albino blondes. Their skin was blindingly white for summertime, in a small farm community. The twins couldn’t tan, they just turned bright red, consequently Josie and Janie never lay in the sun, and when they swam, they wore long sleeve shirts. The twins, with their soft light blue eyes, pastel lips and white hair rarely surfaced until early evening. Needless to say, with their pale tones, they offered little contrast in appearance. Their haughty clipped seaboard accent, found only, in the most elite prep school circles made the twins unique in the midst of the local twang. Their upbringing gave them priviledge and they did not try to blend into the local culture. 

Josie and Janie went to Private School and did private things. This year’s visit came after their graduation. Justin, now nineteen, a senior, missed a year from a terrible case of mumps, started school late. They not only had a year in school on him, they passed their twentieth birthdays before the summer trip. The twins were no longer 'teenagers’. 

Whatever Josie did Janie was there, and vice versa, but they never double dated. They instead dated the same person. During their summer visits few found favor with the twins. Even the 'rich' college guys, both of them, did not turn their heads. In the evening they left Grandpa's house. From there a turn onto main street. Their normal ritual in the evening meant a trip to the malt shop and a stroll up the ten blocks, and then back up the other side until they were bored with the catcalls. They walked the streets in the early evening, because ‘Grandpa’ refused to let them drive his classic 1942 roadster. And, Grandma did not want a dent in "Bessie".

The farmer always guessed his blonde hair of youth, steel-blue eyes, and golden tan wasn't an attraction for them. Justin’s natural dark complexion, by contrast, turned even darker in the summer, that combined with his well-greased black hair, and brown eyes complimented the non-contrast package on the other end of the scale from the twins.

Justin saw a novelty in dating Janie and Josie, as most young men his age would. Early evenings he rode around with twins, one would drive his car, he would sit in the middle.  Oh, there was one other unique feature of the twins, they were tall, over six feet two to be exact. While Justin clocked in under six foot. Their  platinum hair puffed up in the wind made them appear even taller: Justin looked like a reverse Oreo cookie slumped between them with top down on his convertible. Sometimes, he would put his arms around them, he looked like Sylvester the cat just after he had swallowed “Tweedy Bird.” Yes, Justin Trimble, son of the local mortician as the slang phrase defines every teenage male’s goal, he’d ‘struck pay dirt’.

Justin's friends tried the ‘double mint twins’ as a nickname and the J's but neither were funny enough. One night in the woods Justin told the twins a story that in 1924 Martians landed by the local lake, where many young people parked.

‘The government covered up the whole affair,’ Justin said, ‘but the local people still spoke in hushed tones of the night they landed.’ The twins were from the city and were a little spooked in the woods, anyway. Justin brought up the Martian visit when the pair started giving him the independent twin BS.

Immediately, Janie and Josie came around to Justin’s way of thinking about where not to park which meant Jo would be clueless.  With the story, Justin did himself in because they wouldn't go near the lake, for fear of meeting a Martian landing party. And he couldn't think of anywhere else to take the twins that was secure, because Jo, his ex-girlfriend, knew all the places to park, which included a spot reserved at the deserted farmhouse for the local pair. The next night Justin stumbled on the idea of the cemetery. He knew Jo hated cemeteries, and he thought he'd be safe there. Justin told the girls that he had just learned from an old farmer, ‘the Martians told the locals during their one-night stay they hated cemeteries. Also, that’s why so many farmhouses established their own cemeteries on the property,’ he added. 

When Justin retold the story about how the twins were afraid of Martians, his friends found it a fitting title for them. Their accents, attitudes, and appearance seemed good enough to be Martians in a Grade B science fiction movie of the late 1950s. Thus, it became ‘Justin and the Martians’. Every time a friend saw him, they’d say, 

“hey, Justin, how are the Martians?”

Justin didn't mind. He thought himself pretty sly. With only eighteen days left, Justin and the twins planned to make it their nightly stop every night in the girls’ summer visit: The twins would decide before the night started which one would be first. With all the
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The night was dark and stormy.
A patehy fog clung to the ground in the local cemetery
which found Justin, Josle & Janice...





