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Chapter One

 


Light and a beat. The one so piercing it
fogged his eyes with iridescence, the other a heart-churning pulse
with no discernible point of origin.

He staggered on to the angular wooden deck
extending from the house, and skipped over the cracks between the
planks in mimicry of a childhood game. It had been so long since he
had moved. Really moved, that is. Would anyone care? Was he even
capable?

A tremor rumbled through his torso — his own
faltering voice, it dawned on him, self-activated by nervous
energy. And then, dazzled by shimmering beams from the east and
intoxicated by the moment, he could hold back no longer. Glass
clapped loudly on wood as the bottle dropped from his hand. Voice
synchronized with steps in a self-absorbed fantasia. Yes, he still
had it. He could still rock ’n’ roll.

“Hey, what the hell are you doing? You
trying to kill yourself?”

Damn. He wasn’t ready for an audience just
yet. Whatever happened to privacy?

“Nothing, love. Not doing nothing. Go
back to bed, will ya.”

He glanced hopefully up at the window where
long blonde curls glowed in the first rays of the morning. So
lovely, and yet so opaque. Even as he spoke, she began brushing her
hair in electrostatic sweeps, as if unveiling before life’s morning
shift.

A few of his friends had tried to warn him.
Great body, they had said, but too young for you. She won’t be able
to empathize. She’s too pretentious, with that name pronounced like
‘theatre.’ She’ll make up for it in other ways, he remembered
telling them. The body had won out, hands down.

Syllables slurred once more as he
craned to placate her. “Embre, I just …”
She cut him off.

“How can I sleep when you’re acting
crazy out there? You shouldn’t be flinging yourself around like
that — not with your heart.”

Still veiled in shadow, he winced at her
cold tone and the sting in the last four words. If only she had
said it with more of a lover’s concern perhaps he could have told
her.

“I wasn’t flinging myself around,
Embre, I was … Oh, never
mind.”

What was he doing, anyway? Royston Gerald
Huntley stared glumly into the invading spectrum. The landscape was
losing its anonymity. The curtain of Supai sandstone which loomed
over his central Arizonan home had lost its power to protect, and
all around him amorphous shapes were congealing into detail and
color. His world was revealed once more as a vast amphitheater of
burnt ochre, flecked with juniper green and capped with fathomless
turquoise.

He sprawled on the jutting platform,
contemplating the view and anticipating the usual uneasy sequence.
He’d drink too much, and Embre would sulk with the taciturnity she
had made into an art. Or a weapon. Or, on occasion, a tool.

“What are you looking for?” she’d say,
after coaxing from her partner. “Why do you keep torturing
yourself? If you need a change, let’s get away for a while. Take a
holiday somewhere.”

He would say nothing. He didn’t know what to
say. What does one say about the passing of decades to someone yet
to experience it? Or all the road signs and departure gates he
didn’t need to see again.

A hawk was searching for breakfast on the
mesas, but evidently Embre had returned to bed. It was still too
early for her usual recourse after marital discord — driving down,
that is, to the faux adobe bazaar in the center of town, where
she’d find catharsis in the purchase of yet more clothes and
artwork. It didn’t spell therapy to him, and he’d long given up
protesting that the whole point of owning a home of modern design
was light, space and paucity of decoration. But what the hell.
There were so many things they didn’t understand about one another.
The difference, he was convinced, was that he thought about it and
she — in her unapproachable, uncompromising youth — didn’t.

His own relief at times like this was a
phone call to his enduring companion, Chris Russell.

“Come over and have a beer. I need
someone I can communicate with.”

If he came, they’d sit side by side and
gaze, outrunning their memories among the canyons and stampeding
clouds on the horizon. There was nothing really to say — not that
hadn’t already been said at some point. All the same, it was
uncomfortable maintaining the silence. They’d sprawl over the
cushioned lounge chairs on the deck, lunging at a six pack or jug
of margarita, and sending shards of ice skidding over the polished
mesquite planks and shattering on the paintwork of the Jaguar
convertible and Range Rover parked below.

“Not bad for a couple of old bastards
from south London, eh,” one or other would say. Or something of
that sort.

“Hand us another of them fags, mate.
And cut out the philosophy, will ya?”

It was a ritual with them, joking about how
they’d come so far in the world.

* * *

It was noon before Russell arrived that day.
Huntley tensed at the squeal of branches on polished metal as the
Aston Martin snaked up the driveway. Desert detailing he had heard
those scars of the backroads called. A new car, and a specially
imported one at that, ought to be spared from such indignities.
But, with the sole exception of his guitars, Russell had never
troubled himself much about the state of his possessions. Wealth
had reinforced his tendencies in this respect, and those who had
known him for a while recalled a succession of broken or cast aside
material distractions.

More than one envious lackey had referred to
him behind his back as ‘Toad.’ References to the Kenneth Grahame
character ceased abruptly once the group’s roadie, Weland, got to
hear of it. No one messed with Russell in front of Weland, and no
one outside their inner circle of hangers-on went nose to chest
against Weland unless their wardrobe included black belts.

Huntley met Russell at the front door and
together they entered the vaulted living room which formed the hub
of the house. The two-story wall facing them was almost entirely
steel-framed glass, with a double door opening on to the deck.

“So what’s up?” Russell asked. “Why
the panicky call this morning?”

“It wasn’t panicky. Just needed to
talk, that’s all … I got a phone call from Lenny last
night.”

“Oh yeah? Screw ’im. What’s he want? A
loan?”

“Believe it or not, he wants an
album.”

“You’re kidding. What sort of manager
is he? He let the deal we had go under, consigned us to geezer
Valhalla, and now he’s back for another round. No thank you, mate.
Who does he think we are, the comeback kids?”

“Times have changed …”

“I’ve heard that before. Isn’t that
what he told us when the band broke up? Times’ve changed, lads. The
kids don’t want this sorta sound anymore …”

“Yeah well they’ve changed again. The
kids didn’t want it; now they do. Or somebody does. Isn’t life
strange.”

Russell squeezed a segment of lime into the
top of his can of Tecate and, returning to one of the two couches
by the fireplace, gulped down the shot glass of tequila Huntley had
just poured at the bar.

“So what did you tell him?”

“I said we’d talk about it. Just talk.
See how we felt.”

“Christ, it feels like years since we
played. Played seriously, I mean.”

“Yeah, I know.” Huntley sipped
delicately at his glass of Glenmorangie as he sat opposite his
friend. “You know what, after Lenny rang I went out on to the deck
and just tried movin’ about a bit to see how it felt.”

“And what did you think?”

“It was okay. Yeah, it felt okay. I
even stretched the old vocal cords a bit. That is until Embre
started bellowing at me about my heart.”

Almost before Russell began one of his
rumbling laughs, Huntley regretted what he had said. He waited for
the dig to follow.

“She has a point. We don’t want no
more seizures on stage.”

“It wasn’t a seizure. It was just
palpitations. Besides I’m long over it.”

Still, the memory was humiliating, and
enough to dilute the cockney swagger with which the singer liked to
clip his consonants.

* * *

Unlike his friend, Huntley was not really
the genuine article. For him, it hadn’t really started in south
London or anywhere remotely within earshot of Bow bells.

The village that was his childhood home was
a two hour drive west of the capital’s hub. Behind its beech-lined
lanes and flinty walls, assorted professionals and their
domesticated better halves preached a creed of seclusion and
prosperous wellbeing. To the teenaged Huntley, the choice was
stark. Give me liberty — and a ticket out of here — or give me a
50-year sedative.

In the chrysalis of his last days at the
regional grammar school, nothing was more dazzling than the lure of
the city. Neither a mother’s anxiety nor a father’s disapproval
could keep him from a suburban bedsitter, a stopgap job and a
social life in which people really did say words like “groovy” and
“fab” — just as he’d heard on TV.

Even he was not blind to the shortcomings of
job and bedsitter however. If there was mention of the daily grind
from acquaintances, he’d dismiss enquiries with what he hoped was
the cool aplomb of someone destined for better things.

“Oh, it’s just an office thing really.
You know, sort of a glorified messenger. But at least I’m in the
business.”

In his own mind, in his own words too after
a drink or two, he was seizing the time. Anyone — anyone that is
who wasn’t already one of the walking dead — could feel a change in
the air. Everyone was talking about it. Everyone who could growl a
note or two without warbling off-pitch was singing about it. What
better place to be than the offices of an up-and-coming record
company.

They’d met — Huntley and Russell — not in a
pub or at a concert, or playing in rival bands or hanging out in a
record shop searching the bins for artifacts from aging Delta
virtuosos. No, to the disappointment of numerous publicists in the
succeeding years, it had been at a grocer’s corner shop. Not much
for a creative biographer to work with there. Russell, on the dole
during a prolonged break from art school, was exchanging his last
handful of coins for a couple of foil-wrapped packages, both
deserving of government warning labels. One would be his lunch; the
other fed a habit he would never entirely kick. He searched the
pockets of his coat for a lighter as he left the shop, and in the
effort grazed the doorframe, causing the elongated black case he
was carrying to emit a muffled discord.

“Hey man, take care of the ax,” said
Huntley, who was waiting to enter. Russell rolled his eyes and
continued walking, but Huntley was not to be denied where music was
concerned. “Say, are you with a group? Only I work for a record
company. We’re always on the lookout, so to speak
…”

If you were young, out-of-work, could get
past tuning and had even a passing interest in your future, you had
to respond to a line like that. Russell turned and gave Huntley a
characteristic scowl. Even on first glance Huntley had visions of
turning that expression into an icon as enigmatic as the Mona
Lisa’s smile. Somehow the friendship spluttered into life, without
either being quite sure about the cause of attraction.

A shared devotion to the blues had much to
do with it. A significant portion of British youth had discovered
soul mates in the shanties and ghettoes of Black America. It was a
stretch at times, especially for a product of grassy meadows and
grammar school like Huntley. Russell at least had his cynicism to
see him through. From either standpoint though, the blues was real
and in-your-face, didn’t wear cardigans, and didn’t rhyme ‘moon’
with ‘June’.

Voyages of discovery took the two across
borough boundaries in pursuit of the burgeoning London blues scene.
Companionship carried them into live music dives they would
hesitate to visit alone.

Predictably, it wasn’t enough to listen.
Huntley mimicked the guttural tones he had heard in the clubs,
harnessing his voice to Russell’s expanding lexicon of licks and
riffs. They learned from borrowed LPs and nights spent wedged in
pubs, drenched in sweat, smoke and twelve-bar cycles. The blind
cadged chords from the blind, until the blind in their turn sat in
on the live sessions.

As novice performers, Huntley and Russell
did the acceptable and named their fledgling group after a blues.
Same Thing, a philosophical musing by one of the legends of the
genre, Willie Dixon, was their choice. But as their fortunes and
repertoire grew so did dissatisfaction with the moniker.

“It’s the A&R people,” Huntley
told his bandmate. “They want something more upbeat before they’ll
commit.”

Russell spouted a torrent of condescension.
Among his suggestions, The Balloons, High In The Sky, Flying Salsa.
You couldn’t get more up than that.

“Give it a rest, Chris. This is
serious. We gotta come up with something quick.” A sweep of the arm
from Huntley set the stage.

“Imagine our name in lights. What does
it say? The one and only …?”

Russell stared into make believe for a
moment.

“That’s it, Roy. Brilliant. You got
it.”

“I have?”

“Yeah. The One And Only. That’s who we
are. The one and only One And Only.”

With a prospective record contract in
the works, The One And Only substituted for the ultimate group name
everyone was sure would materialize someday soon. But, on that
score, absolute certainty had been downgraded to a ghost of a
chance by the release of the group’s first album,
And Now For …. After that it was too
late. In time, deejays abbreviated the name to O&O and then
Double O. Russell had to live with the consequences of his own
twisted humor. And so, for that matter, did everyone
else.

In his defense, they were at the time of
life for bold decisions. A bold decision can lead on to fortune —
or not, as the case may be. But since failure rarely leads on to
publicity releases, youth’s regard for the bold decision never
sinks far below the stratosphere.

“What the hell, we’ll be busking in
the Tube by next year anyway,” was Russell’s approach. “I say we do
it our way.”

“Not saying we shouldn’t,” his friend
said, “but we’re gonna end up on the street all the sooner if we
piss everyone off. Let’s use the system if we can.”

Huntley was fast developing a way of talking
himself into or out of trouble — whichever suited him at the time.
Russell depended on inchoate stares that left associates baffled or
worse. It was a method of emotional camouflage he had developed in
school, experimenting with its effects on teachers. Later at least
one girlfriend, in the process of questioning his fidelity, had
quivered and broken under the treatment.

In this and other ways, they were utterly
unlike each other. Everyone said so, from the cluster of glossy
haired young women who started to take an interest to Huntley’s
mother — on the infrequent occasions she managed to invite herself
to visit the flat to which they had graduated from their somber
bedsitters.

“He seems a nice young man,” she would
say of her son’s new friend. “If only he took better care over his
appearance. I’m not saying he should have his hair shorter, just
tidier. As for those jeans, if he only patched the tears he’d look
more presentable, wouldn’t he.”

Her husband took a harsher view, all the
firmer for being based on a couple of fleeting encounters.

“Why does Roy want to associate with a
scruffy yob like that? No good will come of this, I’ll tell you
that.”

Such criticism weighed on Huntley. His
visits to the parental home became sporadic. In the presence of his
father, even when nothing was said, Huntley could feel tendons
tighten in his neck and depression washed over him in an ethereal
whirlpool.

Well, good had come of it. Time had done its
familiar trick of turning the outrageous into the intrinsic.
Huntley and his scruffy yob of a friend had become icons of culture
and country. They’d had their fun, made their mark, and then it was
all over. Or seemed that way until Lenny’s call.

* * *

Huntley still hadn’t convinced himself, let
alone Russell, as he watched the long shadow of the Aston scythe
between the white-trunked sycamores by the creek below his
property. The car swerved to avoid a woman standing by the entrance
to the driveway. For a second or two he thought it might be his
wife. But even through the cloud of red dust sent up by Russell’s
wheels he could see that the hair of this self-appointed sentry was
more his own shade of silver blond than Embre’s dazzling mantle.
Besides he had left his wife in the master bedroom, where she was
changing after a massage and manicure at the Wipukapaya Spa &
Resort. It had been her return that had prompted Russell’s
departure, suddenly recalling that he was due to play in the darts
league at the Queen of Hearts, the English-style pub of which he
was part owner on the main tourist route into town.

“I dunno ’bout this,” were Russell’s
parting words. “I’m not saying no — yet. But Jesus
Christ, can’t a man have a little peace in his old age?”


Chapter Two

 


Dusk was a recurring reminder for Huntley of
why he had come to this place. Parched yet picturesque, the
panorama of jutting cliffs seemed light years away from the dingy
streets and sweaty rooms he’d endured as the price of admission to
this rarefied life.

In due course as the band succumbed to its
own inertia, when its signature of stratospheric sounds lost the
power to mutate mass emotions, Huntley and Russell had searched for
a dignified exile. Here’s where they found it.

Huntley still could be reduced to
exclamatory monosyllables by his new surroundings, but there was an
ill defined depression that went along with it. Each passing year
led him further from the spotlights and microphone that had made
him into an icon. Sometimes, when he was out on the back roads
dwarfed by the land and stunned by the heat of the sun, he had to
struggle to remember who he was — or who he had been, at any
rate.

As he drove towards home he could hardly
keep his eyes from the buttes and hoodoos standing out in bas
relief against the dimming horizon. White clouds turned to wisps of
orange and yellow, and purple shadows seeped across cliffs. Chilled
air swirled through dips in the road, a reminder that summer’s grip
still wavered once the sun went down.

Driving was almost automatic. Traffic was
negligible, and the Jag slithered effortlessly around the curves
leading away from the town’s simmering luminosity. The beer and
game of snooker at the Queen of Hearts had given him a chance to
talk to Russell again. Once again there were no decisions on what
to say to Lenny.

To make matters worse a throng of
teenaged tourists stopped in at the pub, drawn by jottings in a
guide book about it being the haunt of English rock stars. Having
inquired about this at the bar counter, they were directed to the
two disinterested men stooped over green baize. After a little
hesitation — whispers of “It can’t be” and “They look
so out of it” — the incomers began quizzing them on
such topics as current chart-toppers and the ethics of downloading
songs from the Internet.

Russell pretended to be engrossed in his
game, unwilling to reveal that the only songs in which he currently
had any interest were from his vinyl collection of Delta blues and
soul classics from the Stax label.

“I’m not Mastermind, y’know,” he
snarled under cross examination. “Anyway, you gotta be dead to be
worth listening to.”

Not all Russell’s listeners were prepared to
be indulgent.

“That should guarantee you an audience
then,” one said.

“Wachit, mate, or you’ll be outa here
on yer ear.”

Huntley opted for half-hearted politeness as
the best defense, but was vexed to find himself stumped for an
opinion on any of the acts they named. His teeth were still
clenched and his eyes downcast as he walked through the parking
lot. Being called “out of touch,” even behind his back, had left
him seethingly speechless. After years of sycophancy, neither of
them could deal with even run-of-the-mill antagonism without
resorting to extremes.

He was still mulling over this as he reached
the bottom of his driveway. There was a blind spot as he left the
road. He had appreciated it, when he first bought the house, as a
barrier of sorts, giving a modicum of much-prized privacy. As he
swung the car around the bend, he was caught in one of those
drama-engorged seconds in which time slows to a crawl.

It was a miracle he didn’t hit her. She was
standing in the gravel by the open gate, staring up at his house.
His first thought was that an emaciated black bear was rearing up
before him. Then his headlights caught a silver-blond curl as it
slipped out of the hood of her cloak.

Huntley braked and slid the car to a stop in
the grass by the side of the track. He barely had time to open the
door before she was crying out her apology.

“Oh I’m so sorry.”

The fading light accentuated the harrowed
concern on her face as she ran to help him out of the car.

Huntley felt more startled than hurt.

“What were you doing? This is private
property.”

“I know. Please forgive me. Are you
all right?”

“Yes … Oh damn.”

“No, you’re not. Your
ankle.”

“It’s just twisted, I
think.”

“Well, let me drive you up to the
house. You can’t drive in this state.”

Huntley wondered if she hadn’t planned it
that way. Standing in the driveway like that seemed so reckless.
She could have been injured. But, as he was to learn, she took
risks when she wanted something badly enough. Those placid blue
eyes could be misleading.

By the time they reached the house,
Huntley’s pulse rate was practically normal.

“Take it easy,” his companion said. “I
better help you inside.”

He returned a gruff thank you,
half-expecting her to make some comment about his heart, and let
her act as his crutch until he could reach the front door.

“I need a drink,” he said. “How about
you?”

“A margarita would go down well.” And
then, from the folds of her cloak, she bashfully revealed a bottle
and held it out to him. His brows arched.

“Glenmorangie. Well, thanks. That’s my
drink.”

“I know. I have to confess I was kinda
hoping to see you, so I thought I’d bring something.”

He was used to people trying to see him. Not
so many as used to, that’s for sure. But his favorite whisky in
hand?

“So how did you know what I drink? You
been spying on me or something?”

Occasionally he’d wonder about people
watching the house. He’d heard the stories about obsessive creeps
who trained cameras on celebrities, went through their trash and
knew more than any normal person had a right to know about someone
they’d never met. Up there on the ridges there could be dozens of
them with binoculars and telescopes. There were no limits these
days. Being well-known was such a one-way mirror. To him, most
people he encountered were strangers. To some of them, he was more
familiar than their own families.

“Didn’t mean to be a pain,” she
blurted. “That TV special last year. There was a bottle of
Glenmorangie on the table next to you. That’s how I
knew.”

“Oh yeah, right. Lucky it wasn’t drain
cleaner, eh.”

His sarcasm put a kink in eyebrows as fine
as filament.

“Only joking, love.”

Her lips parted in a hesitant smile, and he
was relieved to see the damage was contained.

Embre had warned him repeatedly that people
were bewildered by his humor. Russell’s too, for that matter. Kids
didn’t understand. They thought they were being made fun of. You’re
their heroes, she told him. Don’t put them down.

Naa, it’s not them, Huntley tried to explain
to her, lapsing into a defensive streak of slurred syllables and
archaic slang. It’s us we’re taking the mick out of. Only when
you’re zombies like Chris and me do you appreciate the absurdity of
situations like ours.

Idolatry is like malt whisky, his epistle
continued. At first it tastes like the stale urine of a pickled
sheep. After years of lapping it up, it still tastes like the stale
urine of a pickled sheep — only you find out there’s a bunch of
other old zombies who’ve been lapping it up too. An’ that makes it
all right, see. Embre didn’t, and she doubted anyone else in her
circle would either.

Huntley and his new acquaintance sat
sipping, caressing their glasses, on facing couches. Her stare was
boring a hole in the mosaic on the floor, while he studied her
intently.

“You like it?” he asked finally. “I
mean the artwork.”

“Yeah, it’s cool — although I don’t
really understand it.”

“Good. Me neither.” He smiled and
lowered his voice as if imparting something intimate. The technique
seemed to work. His guest placed an elbow on an arm of the couch
and leaned back into the cushions.

“That’s part of the idea of modern
art, from what I understand?” he continued. “Or post modern or
whatever this is. I told the guy I commissioned to do something in
keeping with the house. After he finished I said to him: ‘Looks
like you dropped a giant marble from a great height.’ After I had
explained what a marble was, he said, ‘Don’t you get it? It’s
energy. The energy of rock ‘n’ roll.’ If you look you can see
guitar shapes in it. After a drink or two, I swear I see the face
of Elvis.”

They both laughed, his a practiced snigger
and hers more polite in its fitful cadence. She had taken off the
cloak, revealing a delicate, well-proportioned figure, slender
limbs and hands. A dearth of make-up did nothing to detract from a
face that enhanced luck of the genes with intrinsic warmth. Huntley
admired the finely-shaped lips and full cheeks with their healthy
burnish. Natural or out of a bottle, he wondered. In contrast with
his overall impressions, her bobbed hair suggested a boyish, even
roguish, trait.

“I just can’t believe I’m sitting here
like this,” she gushed. “The One And Only means so much
…”

Before she could finish there was a metallic
click and rush of air from the front door. Huntley stood and smiled
at the incomer.

“Hi there. Wondered where you’d got
to. Embre, this is …”

“Geri. G E R I.” She recited the
letters as if accustomed to explaining herself.

Huntley caught the quizzical look in his
wife’s eyes before turning back to his guest.

“Sorry, I hadn’t asked your name
…”

“Oh that’s okay.” She smiled at Embre.
“We didn’t get a chance for proper introductions.”

“Geri helped me up the drive. Had a
mishap with the car.”

“Well, lucky you were in the
neighborhood, Geri.”

The edge in Embre’s voice made Huntley
uneasy.

“It was … Anyway, I’d better be going.
I’m glad I met you, Embre.”

“Can we give you a ride somewhere?”
Huntley asked.

“Oh no. I don’t have far to go, and
the walk will be nice. Besides you should rest that
ankle.”

* * *

Home might as well have been illuminated by
a bouquet of searchlights. Geri knew her way around the surrounding
streets and shortcuts well enough to let her mind meander into
other realms while she walked. Even so, she had to sidestep a
couple of times to avoid cars cutting into the shoulder on the
bends.

The road had evolved from a cart track and
was inadequate for the demands of tourism. If it were not for the
exceptional nature of the place, the narrow twists would long ago
have been straightened and stretched into a more uniform shape.

As it was, vehicles swarmed into this vision
of paradise amid squealing brakes and glowering tail lights. Scenic
vistas had the pull of Sirens. Every curve seemed to feature buttes
framed by the limbs of oak or sycamore, and drivers made split
second choices between sightseeing and safety. The darkness of
night did not bring much relief. Robbed of panoramas, the throng
shifted focus to shopping and eating and nightlife. The town had
something to attract most tastes. Even those who opted for simple
pleasures seemed to take satisfaction in buying their burgers or
postcards within eyeshot of more exclusive establishments.

The best of these restaurants and galleries
could truly boast of coast to coast reputations, even though plenty
of people in the heartland of the country were quite oblivious to
them.

Nonetheless, certain chefs had become area
celebrities, creating exquisite dishes in emulation of the scenery
and with names to match. Fine arts establishments dealt in Indian
jewelry and paintings of pre-Columbian settlements valued more
highly, it sometimes seemed, than entire tribal budgets.

Filling in the chinks between these
bastions, souvenir dens offered multi-colored feather headdresses,
ceramic buffalo skulls, plastic model teepees and shelves of other
keepsakes of dubious connection to the long-vanished indigenous
cultures of the area.

Little of this made much impression on the
black-cloaked blonde who dodged through the procession of window
gazers. Her mind had stopped creating new thoughts with her
departure from the presence of Mr. And Mrs. Huntley. It had
visualized that meeting for so long, and was still coming to terms
with the reality of it. Had it truly been that easy?

She felt as if her heart were rattling
against her rib cage as she replayed memories. Hearing Double O on
the radio for the first time, and giggling with pubescent friends
over the first magazine photos. Lyrics that embarrassed her with
their casual mentions of sex, and the resulting nonchalance
commandeered as camouflage. The sensory overload of seeing the
group in concert for the first time, the exhilaration of being
swept along in a conspiracy of youth.

So much was packed into that thin slot of
time. Each month had seemed like a year. Each week brought
revelation. Songs became epistles. Double O became a way of life.
Growing up became a political act.

Now she had been to the source
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