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Rusty Reflections
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CHAPTER ONE  STYLE
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“MOM, I NEED A MAKEOVER. Can I get one?” Amanda called to her mother.

“You can as long as you pay for it with your allowance. You don’t need one. You’re young and pretty,” her mother Alice answered as she played with Amanda’s long light blond hair. “If you cut your hair you’re going to be in trouble. Only a color and tiny trim, that’s it. I have to go to work.” Alice kissed Amanda on the cheek and left the house.

Amanda Violet Weaver was a good person on the inside and wanted her parents to notice how pretty she was on the outside.  Amanda was sixteen and wanted a new image, she wanted a change.

Wanting to be made over to look like a model housewife she owned formal-looking clothes and wore low heels. Her biggest transformation would be changing her hair color. Amanda had her mother’s permission to color it something different.

There had never been many rules around her house until her stepfather Mark Glass came, and he always seemed harsh. Before Mark, her mother Alice would work full-time and when she came home she cooked dinner for Amanda and was too tired for much else. Amanda thought her mother decided to marry Mark because he took care of her. She spent her time as a junior at York High School and doing chores around her New York home for her mother.

One February evening in 1970, Mark came home and found the house a mess. He yelled at Amanda to clean it up. He also grounded her from going out, unless it was to school, until the house was clean.  She had no choice but to do it.

Before going to work on the house, Amanda stared in her mirror. Wanting a change she walked quickly to the drugstore to buy make up.

Amanda came home before her parents and went to work cleaning the house. She also cleaned her mother’s bedroom.

Afterwards came her hair color. Having never done this before, she really wanted to go from light to dark, and did not want the kids at school or her parents to think of her as a dumb blond. Amanda did not think of herself in that way.

Amanda had permission to walk to the home of her classmate, Erin Horn, who lived three blocks away. Erin wanted to be a cosmetologist and planned to start her training soon. Erin charged a small fee to color Amanda’s hair. Trusting Erin, Amanda agreed.

Erin didn't talk much except for the consultation. “I think you'll look best with brown hair. A golden brown that would catch any cute boy’s attention. Let’s do it!” Erin worked all the color into Amanda’s hair.

Thirty minutes after applying the hair color, it was time to rinse it.

The phone rang and Erin had to answer it. It was her mother reminding her to do her homework. Finally, after talking for a long time, Erin went to the bowl to rinse and shampoo Amanda’s hair color out the phone rang again, but Erin ignored it.

Looking at her reflection in the dark, her hair was brown like her eyes. After turning on the light it was shocking. Amanda’s hair was actually brownish-green. Actually more green than brown. It looked dull and limp like wet cotton. It was weak and pieces were sticking out from hair that broke off and went down the shower drain.

Sorry for having bleached her hair and hoping she could fix it, she jumped out of her chair and started blotting her hair with a towel to dry it.

“The only thing you can do is wait a week then bleach it.” Amanda did not have enough money to go to a salon and get a color correction. Great, a whole week in school and with my parents, and I have green hair. Think of the humiliation.  The first thing Amanda did was put her hair back in a bun.

Amanda wanted to spend the school week with her hair in a bun, then on the weekend she’d try to fix it. Amanda didn’t say much, but when Erin saw her she looked angry.

“What is wrong with your hair?” Erin yelled.

“Nothing. I never should have had you do it,” Amanda replied as she ran out of the door without paying Erin.

At school the next day, her hair was up. She sat in the back of all her classes and had a good day until last class, physical education.

Amanda went into the locker room and changed into her jogging clothes. The class was playing volleyball all month. With her hair pinned up, she went to play in the gym. She actually liked playing volleyball.

One of the girls hit the ball over the net and she ran after it. Hitting the ball so hard, her pin came out of her hair and it came down. While covering it with her hands, the other team scored a point because she missed the ball when it went back over the net. Afterwards she put her hair back up.

In the next fifteen minutes, her hair came down twice. Bobby pins fell everywhere. Aggravated, she sat down on a bench.

Erin Horn walked up to her with some other girls and said, “Hey Amanda, is your hair green? You’re not some kind of freak are you?”

Feeling defeated and angry because Erin was on the other team Amanda answered, “No I’m not. Are you?” Erin hit Amanda on her cheek and yelled for the teacher. “Mrs. Anderson, Amanda's hair is green and it's scaring me! Please do something about her. She’s freaky.”

“Amanda, go to the gym and then go home. And don’t come back until you fix your hair. We do not allow punk hair color at our school.”

“But I can’t. I have a math test on Friday!”

“You’re going to have to retake it when you come back.” Amanda had no choice but to go home and bleach her hair earlier then she had planned. She stood up and walked out of the gym and slammed the door.

Amanda walked home, but didn't have the bleach she needed. She put off buying some until the next day. There were still three days left until Friday. The following Monday the school was having a Valentine’s Day dance and Amanda wanted to be there.

Amanda had never bleached her hair before but thought it would be easy enough to follow the package directions. She got up and ran to the drugstore to buy it. Not seeing her mother yet, on her walk home she passed a movie theater. It was showing the movie Countess Dracula and she really wanted to see it.

After the movie was over she walked home and she noticed her mother’s car in the drive way. “Amanda, why weren’t you in school today?” her mother Alice asked.

Amanda knew this was the threat of getting in trouble she had wanted to avoid. “I got sent home yesterday.”

“Why?”

“Because the PE teacher thought my hair looked offensive. I’m going to fix it tonight then be back in school on Friday.”

“Rules were made by your stepfather. If you get in trouble at school then you’re punished at home.”

“Can you not tell him?”

“No, he’ll figure it out tomorrow. So go get started on your hair then come to the kitchen for dinner. I promise he won’t be too harsh.”

Amanda left discouraged, looking at the floor. She started mixing the bleach and she shut the bathroom door for privacy.

Her mother waited for Amanda. Two hours later when dinner started getting cold, she heard her daughter come down the hallway.

Water was dripping off Amanda. Her first sight of Amanda's face had a frown. Her hair was like cotton and was falling out as she combed it.

After she finished combing her hair, all that was left were strands of over-processed hair.

“Come and eat before dinner gets cold. Then I’ll help you fix your hair tomorrow after you give it a good conditioning. Don’t worry, it’ll be okay. You’ll be back in school by Friday.” Her mother was standing in the kitchen.

Amanda sat down at the table and asked, “So what's my punishment?

“I haven’t asked Mark yet,” her mother replied.

In the morning Amanda's mother cut her hair. It was very short.  Six inches to be exact. She quickly became used to having short hair and it made her smile. “Mom, did you ask Mark what my punishment was?”

“It’s just the usual. You’re grounded, so you stay in the house, and don’t go anywhere unless it’s with me.”

“For how long? I wanted to go to the school dance on Monday.”

“Then it will only be for one weekend.”

“Okay, how does my hair look? I’ve never had short hair before.  There's no green left in it, is there?

“It looks okay, but just a little discolored. We’ll put a darker semi-permanent color over it tonight.”

“Good. This is the last time I color my hair,” Amanda answered.  She had learned her lesson about messing around carelessly with her hair. Still, she had many more lessons to learn.
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Science Class
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THURSDAY MORNING AMANDA'S mother fixed her hair color to a reddish brown and Friday she was back in school for her test. She ran home confident she had done well on it.

The following weekend she spent at home, but made good use of her time. She cleaned, did her homework, and cooked dinner for her mother. Her mother was glad and styled her hair for her. Amanda loved her new look and topped it off with sparkling glitter.

“Mom, there’s a Valentine’s Day dance at school on Monday and I wanted to know if you’d help me pay for a new dress?”

Her stepfather heard. “No.”

“Why not? Maybe I’ll even pay you back.”

“Fine, then you can help you pay for it. I don’t care. When will you find time to shop? You’re not going anywhere this weekend.”

“After I get home from school, I’ll go and I’ll have it by the time the party starts.”

There was one thing left she wanted to do to top off this new image, get a date to the dance. There were plenty of cute boys at her school. She had met the only one for her and she wanted to see him again. His name was Richard Thompson. She was planning to ask him to the dance, but it was two days away and Amanda still needed to run into him. But the more she thought about him the more anxiety she had.

Richard worked part-time at a car wash, but since she couldn't go there, her idea was to run into him in one of their classes. Reality was, the idea made her a little nervous, but she wanted a date for the dance. This was because everyone else had a date and all the games and contests, she heard of were done in couples. Although sorry she didn’t think of him until the last day, there was still hope.

Amanda would wait until the fourth period. It was science and she planned to sit next to Richard.

She ate lunch with her friends, Marie and Heather, and told them about how she wanted to ask Richard to the dance. “I’m going to ask Richard to the Valentine’s Day dance. Do you girls have any advice?”

Marie, who was also in next period science class, answered, “He’ll probably be there tonight anyway. Even if he says no, you can meet him there.”

“Right, thanks Marie. Did you know I’ve had a class with him all year? I hope he takes me to the junior prom.” Amanda wasn’t finished eating when the bell rang and she had to get to class. “I’m not obsessed with him or anything; he just seems really nice and I don’t know anyone else to ask.”

Amanda and Marie entered the classroom together and saw Richard sitting in a front row seat.  The teacher, Mr. Mason, started his lecture. “Today we’ll start studying plant life, and next week we’ll go outside and plant gardens.  That’s called horticulture. Open your text books to chapter four.  We’ll get started reading as soon as I take roll.”

Amanda sat as close to Richard as possible, sitting three seats behind him and watching his back. As the teacher called the students’ names for attendance, she wanted to try to speak to Richard.

“Hi,” Amanda said as he turned around to the other students.

“Hi,” he answered.

Desperate to start a conversation she said, “Do you have a pen I could borrow? I forgot mine.”

“Sure,” he handed her a pen.

“Thank you,” she politely answered.

The teacher interrupted Amanda by speaking to the class. “Okay class, after we read the first chapter out loud we’re going to break up into groups to do a quick quiz. You can make groups of five or less.”

Amanda thought that meant she and Marie would be in a group together. The next group member would be Richard. It was a perfect idea for her to get to know him. She tapped him on the shoulder, “Do you want to join me and Marie in our group?”

“Yes, that’s fine.”

Towards the end of class the group moved their seats next to each other.  “The first question is, what is photosynthesis?” Amanda asked this question already knowing the answer, but she was trying to get Richard’s answer.

“I don’t know, I think it has something to do with the sun giving energy to plants.”

“I don’t know these answers. Are any of you going to the dance tonight?” Marie asked.

They all nodded yes.

Amanda passed the quiz to Marie. She was distracted by giving all of her thoughts to the dance. “Richard, how are you doing in this class?”

“Fine.”

“Then why can’t you answer any of the quiz questions?”

“I can.”

“Go ahead then.” At least Amanda was getting some kind of conversation from him. “Can your girlfriend answer them also?” She asked him in a cute humorous way.

“I don’t have one.”

“Then you should go to the dance tonight with me,” Amanda was finding Richard was someone who was easy to talk to, “because you can get in at a discounted rate if you bring a date.”

“All right, I’ll go with you.”

“Can you be by my house at six?”

“Yes, I’ll be there.”

She wrote down her phone number and address and handed it to Richard. “Who are you going to the dance with tonight, Marie?”

“No one. I’ll meet you guys there.”

The bell rang for the end of class. “Bye Rich, I'll see you this evening. Here’s your pen back. Thanks for letting me borrow it.” Richard waved goodbye to her.  Amanda was anxious about the dance, so the next two classes dragged. They seemed double the time they usually were. She couldn’t wait for her date with Richard and she loved worrying about it.
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Chapter Three

[image: ]


Valentine’s Dance

Amanda's friend Marie drove her to a shop that sold formal dresses. She wanted to wear something that looked glamorous, but only went to the knee. She tried on a white dress and a pink one, but didn’t like them. Finally she found a black one that was backless with rainbow-colored sequins; she bought it and black satin heels to match.

After getting home she only ate chips since dinner was at the dance. Her hair was in small curls. She had used a curling iron. To finish it off, there were two small red roses in the top curls. It was 5:30 p.m. And Richard Thompson was picking her up at 6, and the dance started at 7:00.

Amanda waited for Richard until 7:00. He's not coming. He didn’t call me, either. Maybe he’s not going to the dance. Maybe something’s wrong. Maybe his car broke down,” she told her mother. “I’m going to call Marie and leave. I’m already late. Well, I don’t know if you can be late for a school dance, but I’m sure it’s starting now.”

Amanda called Marie, but she wasn't home. “She's already at the school Valentine’s party,” the voice on the phone told her.

Amanda had her mother give her a ride to the school. “I hope Richard’s okay,” she said in the car on the way there.

“He’s all right. He must have just lost your number,” her mother said while driving.

When Amanda arrived at the party she could hear music. She put a jacket on, and her wallet in her pocket, then got out of the car and waved goodbye. Stepping inside it was dark. There were candles lit on each table and spotlights in every corner. They were red and pink.  Each table had a bowl of Valentine candy.

Looking around she noticed her friend Marie sitting with two other people she didn’t know. “Do you mind if I sit here?” Amanda asked.

Marie shook her head no and said, “Hi, where's your date?

“He didn’t pick me up. I hope nothing’s wrong.”

“That’s okay. We can find other cute boys here and dance with them,” said Marie.

“I don’t want to. You can. I’m hungry so I’m going to the buffet to get something to eat.” Marie disappeared into the crowd.

Amanda became bored and disappointed. That all changed when she saw Richard sitting at a table across the room. She jumped up, smiled, and clapped and ran over to Marie and grabbed her arm.

“Look it’s Richard.”

“Where?” asked Marie.

“There,” Amanda pointed at him. She was suddenly excited and twirled around to the music that was playing. “I’m so glad he’s okay.  I'm going over there.  She skipped all the way towards his table.

He glanced up at her.

“Hi, I didn’t think you were coming, but I’m glad you’re
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