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Chapter One.

 


The road was freshly topped with black tar. It was a
two lane affair, stretching like an itinerant supplicant toward the
distant Virginia mountains, which rose tall and purple from a
covering of mountain mist. The rusty, faded metal sign had been
there for ages. Someone had ventilated it with the standard rural
shotgun decoration. As a result, it was punctuated with a myriad of
small, scattered holes. The sign announced that the distance to
Beartooth Gap was 10 miles. Somehow, it appeared to be much
closer.

The sun was bright and warm. A rich, deep blue sky
was broken by drifting puffs of white fleecy cloud, which floated
like separate islands emerging from a calm, deep blue sea. When the
road reached the mountains, it cut through a high notch. The notch
was known as Beartooth Gap.

The highway does not descend in a straight line from
the gap. It's much too steep for that. It's full of dangerous
curves and numerous switchbacks, so twisted that it makes a serpent
look like a vector in comparison. There isn't much in the way of a
safety shoulder and dangerous vertical cliffs drop away from edges
of the road, like an invitation to an all-expenses paid trip to the
promised land.

It was early Fall in the early 1960's and the leaves
had barely started to change color. Later, when the glorious Fall
colors were in full riot, teeming hordes of city folk would invade
the countryside, crowding together to view the last hurrah of the
foliage, before the brilliantly colored leaves withered and died
and fluttered to the ground like a dry brittle rain, leaving the
limbs of trees barren and stark in anticipation of the approaching
winter cold.

A group of teen agers were parked near the miniscule
shoulder at the top of Beartooth Gap. They lounged next to their
cars and hotrods in a parking overlook, looking down at the empty
road, which dipped out of sight over the crest of the mountain.
There were five boys in blue and white high school varsity jackets
crowded around a dusty black 1956 four-door Ford sedan with baby
moon hubcaps. The owner of the car, a crew cut blond kid named
Chuck Cassidy, puffed on a filterless Camel cigarette. It was a
mark of distinction not to use a filter.

Chuck Cassidy was flanked by his buddy, Jimmy Lee
Cooper, who sported longer blond surfer hair. They both wore the
contemporary white Levi jeans, black tee shirts and low top, black
tennis shoes. Bill Spencer and tall Bo Franklin both had medium
length dark hair. The two of them wore brown slacks, blue
short-sleeved shirts and brown penny loafers with dimes stuck in
the slots. Joe Lucas was the fifth one. He stood a bit over six
feet tall. He had brown hair combed up in a Bryl Cream pompadour,
like Chuck Berry or Elvis Presley and he wore the usual dark brown
slacks, blue button-down short-sleeve shirt and penny loafers. But
his loafers were black instead of brown and sported shiny new
pennies, instead of the gleaming silver dimes which Bo Franklin and
Bill Spencer wore in their coin slots.

The boys were accompanied by a pair of attractive
cheer leaders. Betty Sue Davis was a long haired brunette and her
friend Mary Jo Becker wore shorter, curly blond hair. They both had
the standard skirts, white blouses and loafers of their time, when
girls were not allowed to wear pants to school on the stodgy east
coast.

Behind the first group, a blue and white 1960 Chevy
Impala was surrounded by Jack, an Elvis Presley look-a-like in a
black leather jacket and his peroxide blond girlfriend with teased
hair, who wore the usual skirt and white blouse. A pair of tan
colored, squishy foam dice cubes with black lettering hung from the
rear view mirror.

Tall Bo Franklin was studying his wrist watch with
unusual intensity. "Do you think Little Willie can beat ten minutes
on a gap run?" he asked the crowd.

"I don't know. It's a tough ride down the mountain,
with all those cliffs," Jimmy Lee answered. "Nobody has ever made
it down to the hump in ten minutes. It would be a new record, if he
does it."

There was a loud roar from the engine as a souped up
1957 Chevy with a hood vent and big racing tires came shooting up
over the crest of the gap at an insane velocity. Bo Franklin noted
the time on his wrist watch, while others actually clicked stop
watches when the Chevy passed the entrance to the overlook, which
was evidently the starting line. The car immediately braked before
it came to the corner. Tires squealed and donated rubber to the
asphalt.

Betty Sue jumped up and down like the cheerleader
that she was and waved with frenetic energy at the speeding Chevy.
"Go, Willie, go," she cried enthusiastically.

Mary Jo chimed in without the body English. "Good
luck, Willie. You can do it."

The Chevy accelerated around the corner, using
centrifugal force to maintain contact with the road. It barreled
recklessly down the steep mountain two lane road and skidded
dangerously around the next turn. It continued to race downhill,
somehow threading its way through a series of cliff hanging
switchbacks. The audience from the overlook watched with growing
concern.

Little Willie finally miscalculated and came too
close to the edge of one of the turns. The Chevy teetered
precariously at the absolute perimeter of the road.

"He's gonna lose it," Bo Franklin shouted with
concern. "He's gonna go over the cliff."

"Cut the wheel. Cut it back the other way," Chuck
Cassidy screamed, totally involved in the moment.

The Chevy kept wobbling at the brink of the cliff.
Mary Jo and Betty Sue had fearful, apprehensive countenances.
Little Willie continued the balancing act, teetering like an
acrobat about to lose it on the high wire, skidding and nearly
sliding over the cliff into oblivion.

Mary Joe cried out in dismay. "Willie. Don't go over
the edge, Willie. Forget the record, Willie. Just get the car under
control."

Betty Sue screamed in fright and covered both her
eyes with clenched hands. She was unable to look at the impending
catastrophe.

Little Willie attempted to recover by steering into
the skid, turning the wheel first one way and then the other, as he
slid along the slick, newly paved highway.

"It's okay, Betty Sue. You can look now. He got it
back. He's back on the road," Mary Jo announced in relief.

Betty Sue uncovered her eyes and peeked cautiously
out at the racing Chevrolet, which had narrowly avoided a flight
into the abyss. She had seen a vision of the car bouncing off rocks
before erupting in a violent explosion on final impact. Her vision
included a ball of searing flame and rising clouds of smoke. But
Little Willie was not yet dead and there was no flaming wreckage
down below them. It was safe to look again.

Little Willie gunned it and roared toward a slight
rise known as "the hump", with the throaty snarling roar of a big
V-8 engine going full out. He actually shot into the air when he
cleared the hump and sailed to a graceful, bouncing crash landing.
He jumped on the brakes and smoked rubber. The airborne episode
would cost him time in the garage at home, repairing the components
of an over stressed suspension.

Bo Franklin noted the time on his wrist watch. "Hey,
that's a new distance record," he observed. "He made it in ten
minutes. Nobody else has ever gotten to the hump that fast before.
It's also a new speed record. Wait until everybody hears about
this."

"It may be a new speed record, but I bet he totaled
the suspension when he went into the air like that," Joe Lucas
replied. "That landing was awfully rough."

"He's a good mechanic. He can fix it," Bo said.

Mary Joe gave Bo Franklin a big hug to celebrate the
new record. She ignored Joe Lucas and his negative comment about
the suspension. Betty Sue began to recover from the shock of her
vision about the burning car, now that it was all over. Her skin
began to lose its deathly pallor.

They all climbed into their cars and drove sedately
down the meandering mountain road from Beartooth Gap. It was time
to congratulate Little Willie on his performance in person.


Chapter Two

 


The sun was low in the sky, but it was a rising and
not a setting sun. This was reminiscent of Benjamin Franklin and
his famous quote about the rising sun, which was carved on the back
of one of the chairs at the Constitutional Convention. Small
transparent orbs of morning dew resembled teardrops as they
sparkled and winked on tiny blades of grass, refracting the
sunlight in miniature rainbows. The air was fresh, clear and cool
in the early October Dawn. A group of white high school students
were clumped together at the bus stop, awaiting transportation to
the edifice of higher learning. Some of them were standing up,
holding books on top of loose leaf binders, while others relaxed by
sitting on the curb.

It was Northern Virginia and it was still the early
1960's. The boys had flat top haircuts, medium length hair and
Elvis style pompadours, while the girls had various hair styles,
from pony tails, ribbons and long hair to the beehive style and
teased hair. This was the scene that greeted Fast Eddie King when
he approached the bus stop. He was an athletic six feet tall, with
a medium build. His brown hair was medium in length. He wore dark
corduroy pants, a dark blue poplin windbreaker and a pair of black
loafers without coins in the front slots.

Some of the girls were high school sports fans. They
wore white and blue cheerleading sweaters with matching skirts and
white and black saddle shoes. Blue and white were obviously the
official school colors. Two of the cheerleaders where Betty Sue
Davis and Mary Jo Becker, who were both cute and well built. Fast
Eddie noticed that Betty Sue had long brunette hair, which cascaded
down to her shoulders and turned up at the ends. Mary Jo had curly
blond hair, although she had been known to dye it other colors.

Fast Eddie paused for a moment to take in the scene.
He scanned the crowd of people for someone with a friendly face.
Then he walked up to the edge of the group and stopped next to Joe
Lucas. Joe wore his blue and white varsity jacket, black penny
loafers and black slacks. He studied the newcomer briefly. Fast
Eddie tried to look sociable.

Joe spotted the newcomer. "Say, I don't think I've
seen you around here before. You're new, aren't you?" he said.

Fast Eddie nodded at him. "Yeah, I'm new, all right.
Just moved in this week."

"Really. Where did you come from? Are you from out of
state?"

"You might say that. In fact, I'm from way out of
state. I came here all the way from California."

"Really? What's it like out there? You do a lot of
surfing? I hear the waves are really big out there. We've got
little puny waves around here, at Virginia Beach."

"You're right about the waves out there. We get some
real big ones. I've surfed all over the beaches around L. A. I've
even shot the pier at Santa Monica. Surfed all the way down to
Huntington Beach, too. The Pacific Ocean can be pretty chilly,
though. A lot of the surfers wear wet suits to stay warm."

"We only surf in the summer, around here. We'll have
to take you to Virginia Beach next June, when it warms up. But
you'll have to settle for small time surf. You ever meet that guy
Hobie, who makes the surf boards?"

"You mean Hobie Alter? Sure, I met him a few times. I
even bought a surf board from him. He started out making surf
boards from balsa wood in the beginning, if you can dig that?"

"Balsa wood? That's ridiculous. Did they actually
work?"

"Oh, they worked, all right. They were nice and
light. But then he started experimenting with a friend and invented
the foam board."

"Foam? They make them out of foam? That's harder to
believe than balsa wood."

"The interior of the board is foam. He covered the
foam with fiberglass. Hobie boards work great. Some people think
he's a genius."

"The Beach Boys are all the rage around here. They're
all over the radio, with songs like 'Surfin' USA', 'Surfer Girl'
and 'I Get Around.' At least you won't miss the music from back
home. It seems to have followed you across the country. I'm Joe
Lucas, by the way. What's your name?"

"They call me Fast Eddie. The full name is Fast Eddie
King." He extended a hand and Joe shook it warmly

Betty Sue looked over and noticed that they were
shaking hands. She realized that she had never seen Fast Eddie
before. "Hey Joe," she called. "Who's your new friend? Aren't you
going to introduce me?"

"Why, sure. This here is Fast Eddie King, who came
all the way to our humble state from the great land of California.
He wants to know if we got any California Girls here in
Virginia."

Betty Sue tilted her head back and laughed at this.
"You mean like that song by The Beach Boys, about 'California
Girls.' I'm afraid that we're all good Virginia girls around here,
Fast Eddie."

Fast Eddie was taken aback by this. "I didn't really
say that, about California Girls," he explained.

Betty Sue gave him a big smile. "Don't pay any
attention to Joe Lucas, Fast Eddie. We never do. He just likes to
kid around a little."

Fast Eddie was getting rattled. "Actually, my name's
just plain Eddie, not Fast Eddie. California isn't as different
from Virginia as you might think. The surfing's better out there,
though. By the way, I don't think I got your name?"

"I'm Betty Sue Davis. And I like Fast Eddie better
than just plain Eddie. I think I'll call you Fast Eddie. We never
had a Fast Eddie around here, before. You'll be the first one."

"You'd better behave yourself around Betty Sue, Fast
Eddie. I've got to warn you that she's got some very large
brothers."

Betty Sue laughed again merrily and reached out and
shook hands with Fast Eddie.

Not to be outdone, Mary Jo Becker came over and
presented herself to Fast Eddie as well. "Don't try to keep him all
to yourself, Betty Sue."

Mary Jo smiled at Fast Eddie and held out her hand as
well, which he gracefully took. "I'm Mary Jo Becker and I already
heard that you're Fast Eddie from California. I hope you don't miss
your home state too much. We have some good parties in Virginia, by
the way. Maybe we can make you forget all about California. You'll
be talking with a southern drawl just like a good ole boy, before
you know it."

"I don't intend to go that far," Fast Eddie said. "I
don't like a drawl. I'd rather cultivate a Boston accent. That
really sounds distinctive."

"I don't like the way they say car, with that hard
A," Mary Jo said kiddingly.

"I wasn't really serious," Fast Eddie admitted. "I
don't really want to say car that way."

They were interrupted by the arrival of an
automobile. It was a 1956, four door Ford sedan with baby moon
hubcaps. It came swerving recklessly around the corner like it was
in a stock car race and screeched to a sudden halt in front of the
group of students. Four males in varsity jackets were inside the
Ford, with two in the front and two more in the back. Mary Jo
dropped Fast Eddie's hand and turned toward the newly arrived
Ford.

The driver was none other than the legendary Chuck
Cassidy. Tall Bo Franklin rode in the shotgun seat, where he leaned
on the open sill of the window. Cassidy turned up the volume knob
on the dash to serenade everyone and the radio blared out some
music by The Big Bopper. He was singing about "Chantilly Lace."

Jimmy Lee Cooper and Big Bill Spencer swayed in time
to the music in the rear seat of the car. Bo Franklin opened the
front passenger door and got out of the car.

"Well, what are you waiting for, Betty Sue? You're
not going to wait around and ride that old school bus now, are
you?"

"I expect a formal invitation," Betty Sue shot back.
"It should be presented in a fancy envelope with one of those rsvp
cards enclosed."

"Give me a break, will you?"

Betty Sue and Mary Jo gathered up their school books
from the curb and headed for the car. Bill Spencer opened the rear
door for them. The front door was already standing open, since Bo
Franklin had not bothered to shut it.

"How about you, Joe?" Bo asked. "You comin', or
what?"

Joe nodded affirmatively. "Sure, I'm comin', Bo." He
turned to Fast Eddie. "Say, you want a ride too, Eddie?"

Fast Eddie didn't even hesitate. "Sure, I could use a
ride," he said. He scouted around and picked up his loose leaf
binder and other things from where he had set them on the curb.
Then he followed Joe Lucas over to the car.

Big Bill Spencer got out and formally held the rear
door open like a doorman for the two girls. "After you, your
ladyship."

Betty Sue laughed at him. "Why, Thank you, my lord. I
want you to polish the hubcaps later," she said playfully.

"Your wish is my command, madam. It will be done as
you have so instructed."

The two girls joined Jimmy Lee Cooper and Bill
Spencer in the back seat. Bill shut the rear door from inside. Fast
Eddie got into the front seat, next to Chuck Cassidy, followed by
Joe Lucas. Bo Franklin got in last, reclaiming his position in the
shotgun seat and closing the front door. Chuck Cassidy dropped it
into gear, popped the clutch and they sped away from the bus stop
with a jerk, laying rubber all oved the road.

"Say, everybody. This here is Eddie King, from
California. He just moved in. Those two guys in the back are Jimmy
Lee Cooper and Bo Franklin."

Jimmy Lee and Bo exchanged hellos with Eddie King.
Chuck Cassidy was busy driving and didn't pay much attention to the
introduction.

Betty Sue spoke up. "He's really called Fast Eddie,
not just plain Eddie. I like Fast Eddie a lot better."

"So do I," Mary Jo added.

"All right, then it's Fast Eddie," Bo Franklin said
from his shotgun position.

Jimmy Lee reached across the top of the front seat
and shook hands with Fast Eddie. He was attired in white Levi Jeans
and low top black Chuck Taylor converse all-star tennis shoes,
which were know colloquially as "Black Chucks." He was also wearing
his usual blue and white varsity jacket.

Bill Spencer wore corduroy pants, loafers and a
varsity jacket. He also shook hands with Fast Eddie, when Jimmy Lee
was through. "You can call me 'Spence'," Bill told Fast Eddie.

"Sure thing, Spence," Fast Eddie said.

"You've got to watch these guys," Joe Lucas warned
Fast Eddie. "Their fathers were once both yard bird Marines."

They rode past suburban tract homes with neat,
manicured lawns. After World War II was over, the construction of
large suburban housing areas began in earnest. Each area of the
city was zoned for a separate usage, from tall downtown buildings
to warehouse and factory districts and commercial retail
sections.

So the housing was all separated from everything
else. The idea of multi-use areas had not yet taken hold and the
houses all stood alone and segregated from the rest of the world.
It was as if society wanted to isolate their children from all
other influences. If that was the goal, it didn't work. Their
children could view the rest of the world on the television and in
the movies.

Chuck Cassidy sat behind the wheel, a crew cut blond
youth in a blue and white varsity jacket, with a filterless Camel
hanging from the corner of his sneering mouth. He was James Dean in
"Rebel Without a Cause." All he lacked was the black leather jacket
and Sal Mineo for a sidekick. He definitely had the expression
down.

Chuck cranked up the volume on the radio even louder.
Loud was good. There was something euphoric about blasting out loud
rock and roll music. For some reason, the louder the volume on your
radio, the cooler you were. Never mind the warnings from adults
about potential hearing damage. Adults weren't cool. What did they
know?

Betty Sue got on the guys up front. "Say, you guys.
Where are your manners? You guys didn't even shake hands with Fast
Eddie yet. He's gonna wind up with a bad impression of Virginia
hospitality. We want to make him feel at home."

In response to this, Bo Franklin reached across Joe
Lucas from his position in the shotgun seat. He extended a hand to
Fast Eddie. "Hey, I'm Bo Franklin. Glad to meet you, Eddie." They
shook hands.

"Likewise, Bo," Fast Eddie replied.

Chuck Cassidy was still doing his James Dean
impersonation behind the wheel. They turned out of the residential
area onto a main highway and cruised past retail strip malls.

"All right, Chuck," Betty Sue said from the back.
"It's your turn, now."

Chuck acknowledged this and stuck his hand out to
Fast Eddie, who sat next to him. He simultaneously swerved to the
left while they were shaking hands, sped past a slower car and went
weaving right back in front of it, pulling back over a little too
soon and cutting it off. The other car was forced to brake to avoid
a collision.

"Hey, watch it, Chuck," Mary Jo said. "You just came
a little too close back there."

"Betty Sue caused that, telling Chuck to shake hands
while he's driving," Bill Spencer said.

"I'd didn't tell him to cut anyone off," Betty Sue
snapped back.

"Yeah, but you nagged him into it," Jimmy Lee told
her.

In spite of the near collision, which resulted from
the distraction of the handshake, there was something subliminal,
skillfully relaxed and subconsciously artful in the graceful way
that Chuck Cassidy handled his vehicle. It was as though he and the
machine were merged into one being, combining in a new life form
with autonomous capacity.

"The maniac behind the wheel here that you just shook
hands with is Chuck Cassidy," Joe Lucas told Eddie. "He's famous
for crazy driving and weaving in and out of traffic. Nobody does it
better, but sometimes he gets a little carried away. He may be the
number one most reckless and crazy driver in the entire world."

Fast Eddie was beginning to grow a bit apprehensive
about the driving style of Chuck Cassidy. Maybe it wasn't such a
good idea to have accepted the ride. The school bus would have been
a lot safer. But it was too late to go back to the bus stop now. He
was stuck in the car with a famous crazy driver.

As if he had been challenged, Chuck downshifted,
caught a lower gear and let the clutch out with a jerk. The Ford
leapt forward with a V-8 roar when he accelerated. Chuck Berry was
on the radio, singing about someone called "Maybelline." In the
song, Chuck Berry was driving a Ford, the same brand of car which
Chuck Cassidy owned. So they had the same type of car and same
first name. They were not the same race, however. Chuck Berry was a
black man, while Chuck Cassidy was lily white.

They flew past another strip shopping center. This
one contained the local drive in burger joint, where the young
people congregated on weekend nights. The enclosed indoor mall had
not been invented yet. The concept would soon take hold up north in
Minnesota, where it was cold enough, with temperatures well below
zero, to justify enclosing the stores in a self-contained shopping
mall. This gave rise to the mall food court, which later became
popular enough to replace the drive in burger places as the local
hangout. But that was all in the future.

Betty Sue noticed that Fast Eddie was growing uneasy.
"Hey, don't sweat it, Eddie. Cassidy's sober right now. He hasn't
even had the first beer of the day yet. But you have to look out
for him, once he starts drinking. Then he can get pretty
reckless."

"I'll take that under advisement," Fast Eddie
said.

Bill Spence spoke up. "Say, speaking of beer, where's
the church key, Jimmy Lee? You were the one who had it last."

"I got it right here, in my jacket pocket." Jimmy Lee
reached into the pocket and produced the can opener. This was in
the old days, before someone came up with the invention of the pop
top can. Beer had to be opened the old fashioned way, with an
opener. No opener, no beer. So the church key was a crucial
implement for all beer drinking teens.

Jimmy Lee held up a can of Baltimore brewed beer.
"Say, Eddie. How'd you like a beer?"

 



Chapter Three

 


Fast Eddie did not want a beer that early in the
morning. It wasn't even time for lunch, for Pete's sake. He
wondered how these guys stayed in good enough shape to earn varsity
letters. "No thanks, man," Eddie told Jimmy Lee. "It's too early
for me. I never drink before lunch time."

"Suit yourself, man. I just thought I'd make the
offer, before I open one for myself."

This was followed by the hiss of escaping carbonation
as Jimmy Lee pushed the triangular point of the can opener into the
top of the beer can. After making the first opening, he rotated the
can 180 degrees and cut another hole on the other side. This
somehow allowed the beverage to flow more smoothly from the can. It
was tough to drink a beer without that second hole.

Jimmy Lee handed the open can across the front seat
to Chuck, who took it without looking back. He chugged a healthy
swallow and smacked his lips.

"That sure hits the spot, "Chuck said. "I was getting
thirsty."

"Jimmy Lee, you know better than to get Chuck started
drinking when he's driving. Now he'll probably start getting
crazy," Betty Sue scolded.

"Oh come on, Betty Sue. You actually dare him to do
some of that stuff. Don't play all innocent just because Fast
Eddie's here," Mary Jo scoffed at her.

Bo Franklin and Bill Spence were soon also sipping
beers along with Jimmy Lee. Only Joe Lucas, Fast Eddie and the
girls were abstaining. Fast Eddie was watching Chuck uncertainly,
waiting to see if the brewski was going to affect him.

"Don't sweat it, Fast Eddie. One beer ain't nothin
for Chuck. He can down a couple of six packs before he really
starts to go wild," Bo said. He took another sip of golden
beverage.

Crazy Chuck Cassidy looked sideways at Fast Eddie.
"How fast do you think this Ford'll go? What do you think my top
end is?" he asked.

Fast Eddie eyeballed the speedometer. He wondered if
Chuck had ever exceeded 120 miles an hour? That was as high as the
speedometer went. But that didn't mean that you couldn't go faster,
if you tried.

"You aren't really all that fast, are you, Fast
Eddie?" Mary Jo called from the back.

Chuck took one last drag on his Camel and flicked the
butt out the window. Burning ashes showered the passengers in the
back seat. Jimmy Lee quickly rolled up the window on his side,
which was right behind the driver.

"Hey Chuck, you're a crazy mother," Big Bill Spence
said.

"Definitely a crazy mother," Jimmy Lee agreed.

"It looks like he's getting started," Betty Sue
observed.

Chuck pushed the accelerator pedal all the way to the
floor. Fast Eddie watched in horror as the speedometer needle went
to 80, then 90 and then 100 miles an hour. It wasn't long before it
was up to 110. Joe realized that Eddie was growing anxious. Then he
looked at the speed and realized why. It was now up to the limit of
120 miles an hour.

"Hey, ease off, Chuck. We're on the way to school,
remember? You're doing 120," Joe cautioned.

"He's right. It's time to bring it back down, Chuck,"
Bo Franklin added from the shotgun.

It appeared that Chuck listened to Bo Franklin,
albeit reluctantly. "Okay, Bo. If you say so."

Chuck backed off and the speed began to decline,
below 100, then below 90 and finally down to a sedate 60 miles an
hour. This was still above the speed limit, but the rate had been
reduced by fifty percent.

Unseen by Fast Eddie and the others in the front
seat, the two cheerleaders began to remove their white cheerleading
sweaters, raising their arms to pull them off over their heads.
This revealed that they were wearing white blouses beneath the
sweaters.

Jimmy Lee and Bill Spence took off their varsity
jackets and then went on to remove their shirts and undershirts,
leaving them both bareback. The girls unbuttoned their blouses and
removed them. They were wearing bikini swimsuit tops underneath the
blouses.

"Where's the lipstick?" Spence asked.

"We're getting it," Mary Jo said. She opened her
purse, while Betty Sue did the same thing with her purse. They took
out gold tubes of red lipstick.

The girls began painting the two boys and themselves
like 19th Century Indians about to go on the warpath. This was
probably the result of too many Westerns on the t. v. at the
time.

Up in the front seat, Fast Eddie was too fixated on
Chuck's driving to pay attention to the activity behind him. "The
way you drive; I'm surprised you guys survived long enough to earn
varsity letters. You must have a patron saint watching over you,"
Fast Eddie told Chuck.

"Chuck may be crazy, but he's a great driver," Joe
said.

"Yeah. I won a couple of construction derbies in
Manassas. Took home first prize money."

"Construction derbies? I never heard of those. We
don't have them back home, In California," Fast Eddie said.

"Chuck means a Destruction Derby. He likes to call it
'construction.' That's Crazy Chuck Talk. It confuses teachers and
Vice Principals when they try to listen in on him," Joe said.

"Especially Vice Principals, like Brinkwater," Bo
Franklin added.

 


 


The two story Cape Cod home had a white wood picket
fence encompassing the front lawn. It stood inside the public
sidewalk. There was a gate leading to the house. The front of the
house was partially concealed by forsythia bushes. There were also
well tended beds of flowers out front and lilacs flanked the home
on both sides. Another sidewalk with a gate led to the driveway,
where a full size tan Oldsmobile was parked.

The slanting rays of the morning sun shone on Vice
Principal Clarence Brinkwater, as he exited his home by the front
door. A man of medium height and build, he was mildly corpulent
with middle age. But this defect was carefully concealed by a
well-tailored

















































































































































cover.jpg





