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Book Description of High School
Reunion:

You Can Go Home Again

 


My husband helped me write this romance which
is loosely based upon our courtship. Here's what it's about: Have
you ever gone to high school reunions hoping to find "The One Who
Got Away"? Wouldn't it be great if you got one more chance to get
together? How would it change your life? That is what
thirty-year-old Danielle wonders as she is getting ready to go to
her high school reunion.

 


She has some unfinished business with a guy
she'd met in her senior history class who liked her, but she had
foolishly turned him down at the time. She is hoping to see him
again. Will he be there, and will she get a second chance at
love?


Chapter One

 


 


On the night before her 12th high
school reunion, Danielle Wood, an attractive blonde who had just
turned thirty, couldn’t sleep. She was too worried about going to
it. Each time she had heard about these reunions, she thought about
“The One Who Got Away.” And each time she went to one, she realized
how impossible it was to find him.

She had met Randy in her history class
when they both were seniors and was immediately attracted to him.
He looked so different from the other guys at school. He was
wearing a Pendleton shirt and desert boots and had shoulder-length
curly red hair. When he told her that he was a transfer student
from Los Angeles, it added to his mystique and coolness. They spent
many lunches sitting on the steps in the quad area, talking about
bands they both liked and their dreams of traveling. She had gone
to his house and looked at his albums. He liked all the same bands
that she did and had an amazing collection of psychedelic Fillmore
posters that advertised concerts by The Allman Brothers and The
Grateful Dead back in the 60s and 70s. These posters are now
collector’s items and are worth a lot of money.

Randy encouraged her
creative writing and was willing to read her short stories and give
her positive feedback. She knew lots of other guys; a
lot more intimately, to
say the least; but he was the only one she knew who liked her
writing besides her teachers. Randy had an artistic poet friend who
kept a journal, so creative types seemed to attract him.

When she and Randy were walking out of
their senior class at the end of the school year, he handed her a
folded piece of paper and said, “This is a token of our
friendship,” and walked away. When she opened it up and saw it, she
started crying as she read what he’d written to her:

 


And the wind came up,

And tossed your hair around.

I had my hands in my pockets,

It was too cold to take them out.

You looked like something I wanted,

But may be too fragile to touch.

Like a butterfly in summer;

Or a cloud upon a mountain.

I said to myself,

“I’m chicken” …and watched the wind

Blow papers in the street…

It was one of those days,

You didn’t expect the clouds to
part.

And then to meet someone like you,

It was like another sunrise.

I was too afraid;

You were more than I was able to
believe…

Nothing like I’d ever seen…

 


***

 


She had never met someone so wonderful
but she felt scared at the same time.

To paraphrase what he had
written, “He was
more than she was able to believe.” Writing that poem and giving it
to her was so brave and sweet.

On that fateful day at the end of
their senior year, he was waiting for her after school, sitting on
the low brick wall by The Little Red Inn, a favorite hangout for
teenagers. She walked by him and said, “Thank you,” and kept on
walking.

What the hell was I
thinking? Was I crazy? she later asked
herself. He was the real deal. Not at all
like the other guys I was seeing.” Not like Kurt. The reason she didn’t say more to Randy about their mutual
affection was that she was “on the rebound” and trying to get back
together with her boyfriend. That guy,
Kurt, she reminded herself,
was a real piece of work. He was a juvenile delinquent—a bad boy. Why were so many
good girls attracted to bad boys? She wasn’t the only girl with
whom Kurt was having sex: he had a whole stable of teenage girls
who served as escorts for older guys who paid big money for the
“privilege” of having sex with a high school girl. To think that
she had pined after Kurt, wanting to get together with him, during
the same time Randy had been drafting his wonderful poem to her—it
just baffled her mind. Youth is definitely
wasted on the young, as they say. What an idiot I was!
she told herself.

 



Chapter Two

 


 


On the night of the
reunion, she looked in her bathroom’s full-length mirror and
finished applying her lipstick before heading out. She critically
examined the reflection she saw. It showed a blonde, slightly plump
lady in a low-necked Royal blue dress who was wearing platform
heels that had blocks of blue, black, and green patterns. In her
mind, the shoes were a piece of art. They were beautiful but
practically impossible to walk in. It took a lot of concentration
just to keep her balance when she wore them. She reminded
herself, I’d better lay off the wine
tonight: I don’t want to risk falling over in these and making a
complete fool of myself.

As she got into her car,
she asked herself, why do I keep going to
these reunions? The only people who come are cheerleaders and
football players. My friends are never there. Even if Randy came to
the reunion, he may not be attracted to me anymore. Besides, he
probably has a trophy wife and a couple of kids by now.

When she had turned 30, it was hard on
her self-esteem. The clock was ticking, and she felt like she would
never have a husband or children. At her birthday party, she told
her younger sister, “I feel like I’m not a babe
anymore.”

“Your babe life has
expired,” her sister teased.

She answered, “Actually, it makes me
feel safe.” Men had always been attracted to her because she was
well-developed from an early age. Due to the fact that she had been
followed so many times by men wanting her to get into their cars,
she’d grown slightly paranoid when it came to men. She hadn’t been
on a date in two years. She just got tired of playing the game. She
grew to like the idea that now she was older, she had become
practically invisible to guys. When she didn’t wear any make-up and
wore baggy clothes, she didn’t feel as self-conscious in front of
men (or as afraid of them). It was liberating to her. She had tried
to keep up her appearance, just as any other woman would, but her
body image was negative, especially since she had gained ten pounds
after graduating high school.

The reunion was being held
at the Balboa Pavilion. It was an area she always liked to go to
and walk to the end of the Balboa Pier to Ruby’s Cafe. As usual,
finding a parking space at the beach was a nightmare. A lot of kids
were hanging out on the front porches of vacation houses, drinking
beer and listening to loud music. Some
things never change, she told herself. She had been one of those kids, back in the
day. She’d been one of the girls working on a tan in her string
bikini. Now, she avoided the sun as much as she could, especially
after having some skin cancer removed from her arm. But back then,
it was all about the tan; she thought that a good tan made her eyes
look bluer and her hair blonder. You
little fool, she told her younger
self.

When she entered the Pavilion and
found out where the reunion was, she was once again greeted by the
cheerleaders, who like her, seemed to have packed on some weight
since graduation. The number of football players coming to reunions
had been dwindling with each progressive year. They had moved on
and were more interested in their present rather than their past.
But the girls kept on coming; looking for some kind of former glory
or for “The Guy Who Got Away”. Just like Danielle was that
night.

She found an empty seat at
a nearby table and sat down to see who was there and who wasn’t.
There was no sign of Randy, much to her dismay. Well, the night is still young, she
told herself. She recognized some of the guys from school. A lot of
them were going bald already and starting to get beer bellies.
There were other guys she didn’t recognize sitting at tables all by
themselves and looking bored while their wives mingled. Each one
was probably thinking, “Next time, I’m staying home.” She saw
Vickie Thornquist, the homecoming queen, sitting next to one of
these guys and kissing him. Danielle asked herself,
That’s who Vickie—the most beautiful girl in
school—ended up with? Is he the best she can do? If that’s who
Vickie gets, then there’s no chance for girls like me.

She was startled when she heard
someone calling out her name. It was Sue Cherry—the girl from their
class who gained notoriety when she was featured on the cover of
Playboy. Sue came over and gave Danielle a big hug. “Hey, girl. You
look great! How’ve you been?” she asked.

The last time that Danielle saw her,
Sue was stepping out of a Mercedes in a mink coat and walking into
the Villa Nova, a restaurant that her sugar daddy owned which
looked out at the Balboa Bay. “Long time no see,” Danielle told
her. “Where’s your hubby?”

Sue sat next to her and said, “Oh, I
left him five years ago. We didn’t have anything in common. How
about you? Did you ever get married?”

“Nope. Still playin’ the
field.”

“Me, too. Are you hoping to
see your old boyfriends?”

“No. I’m hoping to see an
old friend.”

“I was just wondering
because I noticed that Kurt is here.”

“You’re
kidding.”

“No. I swear to God. He’s
standing over by the bar. Want to go say, ‘Hi’?”

“No. I’m happy right where
I am.”

“Is it true that he was a
pimp?”

“Yes.”

“Were you one of his
hookers?”

“No. I wasn’t. Maybe that’s
why he broke up with me.”

“Good riddance,” Sue said,
trying to reassure her.

“You got that
right.”

“It looks like something’s
happened to his leg. Look how stiff he walks as he pulls it
along.”

“He probably got it injured
in a bar fight.”

“Or maybe an unhappy
John.”

“Could be.”

“So, Danielle, tell me.
Which girls were in his harem? Do I know any of them?”

“Most of them were younger
than we are.”

“I never understood what
you saw in him, Danielle.”

“Me neither.”

“You could have done a lot
better.”

“Thanks.”

“So who are you hoping to
see?”

“Do you remember Randy? He
was a transfer student who came from L. A. halfway through our
senior year?”

“No. I don’t remember him.
Was he cute?”

“Yes. He was.”

“How’d I miss
him?”

“Maybe because you always
went for older guys?”

“Touché, Danielle. That’s
true. I’m through with older guys. I’m starting to think about
younger ones, instead.”

“Well, what about the ones
who are the same age as you? Ones with whom you share the same
interests?”

“Why would I want to hang
around another person like me? Opposites attract, you
know.”

“Sometimes,” Danielle
agreed.

“Hey. You know who I’m
really looking for,” Sue told her. “That S. Jefferson Barker. You
know the famous mystery writer who was in our class?”

“He stopped coming to
reunions after the five-year one. He’s grown too big for his
britches.”

“I’ll bet he’s made a lot
of money selling those books. I
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