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        Daisy Chases the Dream, Discovers Herself…Finds love—at Woodstock ‘69.

      

      

      Daisy’s 18.

      Free from foster care.

      Thumbing it to Woodstock.

      Grooving to peace, love, and music.

      Shiloh, a Please Man—the festival's commune security force,

      helps Daisy find the tent she stashed her sleeping bag in.

      Turns out to be his tent.

      Next thing,

      he is dancing barefoot in the rain,

      at her side.

      Do the imprints of their bare feet in the mud mark a moment of wild joy?

      Or the steps to Daisy’s future?
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      August 1969—Woodstock Arts and Music Festival

      Day One

       

      Daisy

       

      A reedy figure like the stretched shadow of a tree, his bushy afro mirroring the leafy canopy, steps out of the van, and says, “Sorry sister, no room inside, but you’re welcome on the roof.”

      I flex my thumb to relax it, having hitched a ride with a van full of hippies headed to Woodstock. “Thanks.” I drop the old, green sleeping bag on the side of the road. Found in my foster-parents’ closet. The sole item I asked them for to begin my adult life.

      I raise my bare foot to his palm, cupped into a stirrup.

      He boosts me to the roof, then picks up my only belonging. “I’ll keep it safe for you.”

      “Cool.” I crawl across the sun-soaked, press-hardened steel roof panel to where a chick is sitting. Her tie-dyed t-shirt bursts with vibrant colors above faded denim jeans. The bell-bottoms flare out over her bare feet. I sit at her side, leaning back on my hands, fingers splayed against the smooth Volkswagen metal. The van rolls forward as slow as a parade float.

      Pesky strands of hair blow across my eyes. I flick them off and shove them behind my ear. My t-shirt ripples in the breeze as I lean toward my new traveling companion. “Name’s Daisy. From the Bronx. The moment I read of the festival in the Village Voice, I knew I had to come.”

      “It’s nice to meet you. I’m Robyn from Rhode Island. Heard about the festival from friends. But my parents had a major blow-out about it and locked me in my room.”

      “Bad scene.” A surge of envy pulls my stomach tight. Parents. Why did mine have to die in that car crash?

      “Yeah.” She flicked her gaze to the sky and shook her head. “They’ve been crazy ever since my brother died. But I blame them…in a way. My parents persuaded him to enlist. The government didn’t draft Timothy.

      “Mom and Dad are sad he died, but not sorry they pressured him into serving his country.” She released a pent-up breath as her caramel-brown hair blew in the wind. “They want to lock me up. Keep me safe. Had to get away. So, I snuck out and thumbed this far.”

      “That’s heavy.” I want to say more but can’t. I hate this frozen feeling that takes hold of my throat when I try to talk to people. Got to get it together. Be like everybody else. Robyn’s family problems have me wondering how my parents would have felt about ‘Nam. Maybe the same. My father was proud of his service in World War II. And I couldn’t have been prouder of him and Mom. They were my world, and I was theirs. We were happy. Then they were gone. Like Robyn’s poor brother.

      We grow silent, watching the scenery of farms, fields, and cows slowly move by as the van drags down the crowded highway to Woodstock. This is the start of my grownup life since I aged-out of foster care a few days ago, on my eighteenth birthday.

      The van comes to a standstill at the point where the road has transformed into a makeshift parking lot. Numerous cars, temporarily abandoned, stretch across the pavement, end to end, like unbroken lines of dominos.

      “We’re close enough to walk.” Robyn crawls to the rear of the roof and climbs down the attached ladder. I follow.

      The air crackles with energy as I knock on the van door to get my sleeping bag from the tall, skinny dude. The sun’s warmth caresses my pale skin as I stroll with Robyn down the pavement toward Woodstock, chatting. “Janis will be there.”

      Robyn nods. “And the Who—Pete Townsend…Keith Moon.” She draws out the last name in a seductive tone.

      “Maybe Dylan.” Oh, please, please let the troubadour be here. I feel the blast of a confetti cannon in my chest and the swirl of tiny bits of paper fluttering within me as every step brings me closer to groovy music, nature, freedom.

      Robyn and I, along with clusters of beautiful people: hippies, clean-cut high school and college kids, boys, girls, men, and women attired in hats, jeans, skirts, coats, jackets, cut-offs, granny dresses, and tied-dyed t-shirts blend into a community, walking in the same direction. Weaving past the cars covering the road, all with engines off and void of passengers.

      Nearing the festival grounds, we pass tables where hash, LSD, and mescaline are for sale.

      Robyn’s shriek rattles my eardrums. She claps her hands over her mouth, eyes wide, as if she’d seen Mick Jagger. I follow her gaze to two chicks. One runs up, grabs Robyn, and pulls her into a tight hug.

       “It’s my friends I told you about,” Robyn squeals.

       All three are sporting tie-dyed shirts of pink, purple, and blue that they must have made together.

       I flash a smile at the two girls. “Hi.”

      Robyn tilts her chin up, eyes wide and gleaming, and says, “Come with us.”

      It’s so sweet of her to ask, but I don’t fit in the picture. They’re the three musketeers. Robyn just met me and I’m a total stranger to the other two. “Thanks, but that’s okay. Have fun. I’ve got friends here I need to catch up with, too.”

       “Oh, all right then. Cool.” Robyn waves. “Nice meeting you.”

       The three girls turn and walk away.

       I’m fine by myself. I’m all I’ve got. I stare at the sleeping roll in my arms and clutch it tighter. A string purse folded inside holds my prize possession, a photo of me and my parents before they died.

      I am swept up with the throng toward the main entrance. A man presses against me, taps my shoulder. I look up. His straight chestnut hair falls past the open collar of an unbuttoned green khaki army shirt. “Hey, sister, pass it on, the festival is free. No tickets needed.”

      “Far out.” The money for the ticket was all I had. Now I can spend it on a burger or other food.

      I inhale the earthy, musky aroma of Woodstock as I am swept along with the surge of the crowd, over a toppled fence, to a grassy field, and a hill. Blanketed not by thousands of wildflowers, but by flower children as colorful as a meadow in bloom. Some in striped shirts with hair cut above their ears, others with hair flowing past their shoulders. In turtlenecks or tie-dyed tees or shirtless. The chicks are crowned in flowers, or headbands, or floppy leather hats, and they’re dressed in granny skirts, or cut-offs, or bell-bottom jeans.

      The massive stage and huge speakers set me atingle, imagining all the mind-blowing rock and folk music that will soon blare from them. A few guys perch high above on towering yellow scaffolding to catch a better view.

      I want to jump up and down, shouting, “I made it, I’m at Woodstock.” But my tired feet are as heavy as lead. As I walk on, cool droplets of rain fall on me, but I don’t care. I’m spinning around to take in everything. I come upon a small, low to the ground green tent. The flap is open, but no one’s inside. The rain picks up.

      I crawl into the dry shelter and shut the flap. Inviting paisley print bedspreads, and tasseled floor pillows lay strewn across Navaho rugs of squares and triangles woven in multicolored wool. I notice the guitar in the corner and wonder who the tent belongs to.

      Whoever it is must be on the hill, waiting for the concert to start. They’ll never know if I lie down for an hour, then leave. I spread out my soft sleeping roll, curl up on it, close my eyes, and drift into peaceful slumber.
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        * * *

      

      I wake from my nap to the sound of people talking.

       “I’m hungry. Shiloh has some sunflower seeds, but I don’t know where he stashed them.”

       “Ziggy, a girl’s asleep in here. She’s not from the Hog Farm. Must be a friend of Shiloh’s.”

      I blink my eyes open to find a bare-chested man with love beads around his neck, bent over me, asking, “Do you know where Shiloh keeps the sunflower seeds?”

       I sit up, wondering, Who is Shiloh? When I don’t answer the guy, squats by the bedspread of paisley designs and blossoming lotus and sifts through a pile of items. He hurriedly tosses aside a tie-dye shirt, a crumpled bandana, a bundle of sage, and a half-burned incense stick.

       A slender, oval-faced woman with long blonde hair and a thin leather headband around her forehead smiles down at me. “Hi, my name’s Sunshine and this is my old man, Ziggy.”

      “Found them. They were in Shiloh’s duffle bag.” Ziggy walks over, holding out the plastic bag of salted seeds. “Want some?”

      Shaking my head no, I scoot off my sleeping bag and start rolling it up. “Please, I didn’t mean to break into your tent. I was so tired, and it was raining. I’m leaving right now. You’ll never see me again. I promise.” I yank the strings to tie the bedroll tight and stand. “I didn’t eat any of the sunflower seeds. I swear.”

      “Hang loose.” Sunshine pats me gently on the shoulder. “You made your way into the Hog Farm area where you’re welcome. We’re here like everyone else to groove on music and the love. Shiloh won’t mind if you share his tent.”

      I rub my forehead. How in the world did I wander into the commune camping ground? Then understanding hits me. I sigh with relief. They’re not mad. “I can stay?”

      “Sure, as long as you want.” Ziggy takes the bedroll from me and unfolds it in the spot I’d had it.

      I flash the couple a warm smile. “Thanks for letting me crash.”

      Sunshine wraps her arms around me in a friendly hug. Ziggy does the same, so I am squeezed between their warm embraces. I haven’t felt this welcomed in a long time.

      “Where are you headed after the festival?” Sunshine asks.

      “Don’t know. I’ll keep thumbing. Moving on.” Though strangers to me, their sincere, easy smiles make me feel at ease. Before I know it, I’m spilling my homeless orphan life story to them.

       “Heavy.” Ziggy slips the packet of sunflower seeds into a faded Shiloh duffle bag lying on a large, tasseled floor pillow.

      “Live for today, Daisy.” Sunshine moves the duffle bag aside and sits, shifting her long legs into a lotus position.

      “Yes. Today, at Woodstock, I have shelter from the rain and new friends.”  

      “That’s the way to look at it.” Ziggy grabs a tall, slender, bottle of blush-pink liquid. “Strawberry wine.” He twists off the top, takes a swig, then hands it to me.

       “Thanks.” I brush my long hair to the back of my neck, and take a slow gulp, savoring the mellow sweetness flowing down my throat. My first taste of wine. Moreover, my first taste of freedom and self-discovery, surrounded by people who accept and embrace me. I pass the bottle to Sunshine.

      Taking a long draw of the red wine, Sunshine sets the bottle down as Ziggy sits at her side. Resting one hand on her back, tenderly cupping her chin with the other, he leans in to kiss her. Sunshine tilts her face to capture his lips in a heady kiss. She slips her arms around his neck, drawing him closer. They grip each other fervently, bodies melding together.

       Wrapped up in the moment, I experience a pang of envy and a rush of
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