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Chapter One

 


 


Do you believe in time travel? Two sisters
didn’t until they went to the Orange County Fair in Costa Mesa,
California one hot, summer afternoon and found themselves
transported back 50 years to the 1968 Newport Pop Festival, a
hippie extravaganza that was later hailed as “Orange County’s
Version of Woodstock.” Billed as two days of counter-culture rock,
the bands that played included The Jefferson Airplane, The Byrds,
Steppenwolf, The Grateful Dead, and many more. The sisters had gone
to this concert when they were teenagers: Amy had been 13 and
Denise was 18. Amy still had the flyer of the concert and was
showing it to her sister and their husbands before they all left
for the fairgrounds. Amy told Denise, “Can you believe I saw this
selling on eBay for $500.00?”
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Amy was a retired librarian and Denise, a
professional musician. They were both married: Amy married her
husband Sandy 40 years ago and Denise married her husband Paul 22
years ago. Both of their husbands were musicians and former
hippies--just like they were. Fifty years later, all four of them
went back to the fairgrounds where the rock festival had been held.
Their husbands were waiting for them at the wine tasting bar while
Amy and Denise continued looking at quilts in the Arts and Crafts
building.

Denise looked at her watch and told her
sister, “We better go meet up with the guys before they wonder what
happened to us.”

They left the building and headed in the
direction of the wine bar. Amy saw an old-fashioned photo booth
where one could put coins in a slot and instantly have a roll of
four selfies. “Let’s get our pictures taken real quick,” Amy said.
“I haven’t done this in years.”

Amy pulled back the curtain and they entered
the booth. Denise put some quarters into the coin machine. “Quick,
Denise. Make a goofy face,” Amy told her as she puts two fingers,
formed in a vee, over her sister’s head. The flash as the first
picture was taken startled them. Denise put her arm around her
sister for the second pose. They touched their heads together for
the third pose. After the last flash, the entire booth started
shaking. They were practically knocked off the seat. “Was that an
earthquake?” Amy asked her older sister.

“I think it was. We’d better go find Sandy
and Paul.” They walked outside, and everything seemed different.
There was a loud band playing and it smelled like people were
smoking pot. “What’s going on?” Denise asked and looked over at her
sister. She noticed that Amy was wearing different clothes. “How
come you’re dressed like that? When did you change your
clothes?”

“What are you talking about?” Amy asked as
she looked down at her outfit and was stunned to see that she was
wearing the blue silk bell-bottom pants and a stiff ruffled blouse
with blue flowers that she had made in her 8th grade Home Economics
class. “Why am I wearing these clothes?” she asked her sister and
then exclaimed, “Look at you!!”

Denise was wearing maternity shorts and a
homemade blue blouse with peace symbols made in red rickrack
bordering its hem. “Oh my God!” Amy said, pointing to her sister’s
stomach. “Are you pregnant?”

Denise lifted her blouse and saw her
tummy. “Oh my God! I am
pregnant!! What’s going on?”

“I’m scared,” her little sister told her.
“Let’s go find the guys.”

Denise reached over and took her sister’s
hand protectively as they walked towards the wine tasting area.
They saw people walking by who were covered in mud. They looked in
the direction from where the people came and saw a bunch of
teenagers wallowing in mud puddles like pigs. “How bizarre,” Amy
said.

Just then, they noticed that a band sounding
very much like The Byrds was playing, “Turn, Turn, Turn.” Amy told
her older sister, “I don’t understand what’s happening.”

Looking frightened, Denise answered, “Believe
it or not, I think we’ve traveled back to the sixties!!”

 



Chapter Two

 


 


Denise saw a long-haired young man walking by
and asked him, “What year is this?”

He looked at her funny and asked, “What do
you mean?”

“I mean what year is this? Just like I
said.”

“Wow! Have you been dropping some of that
righteous window-pane acid that’s going around?”

“No. Never mind,” Denise answered, and
started walking away.

“It’s 1968, man,” he told her.

Amy and Denise stopped in their tracks and
looked at each other in amazement.

“Are we at the Newport Pop Festival?” Denise
asked him.

“Wow! You don’t even know where you are.
There’s a bummer tent over there where you can come down off your
high.”

“I’m not high. I’m pregnant, for God’s
sake.”

“Yeah, man. I noticed that. You’ve been a
naughty girl lately, haven’t you?”

“I’m a married woman,” Denise answered,
defensively.

“Okay. Okay. That’s cool.” He checked out her
body from head to toe. “Somebody’s a lucky guy.”

Amy seemed to have regained her composure
enough to ask, “Why are people covered in mud?”

“The city brought in a water tanker and it
sprayed water all over everybody.”

“Why?”

“Haven’t you noticed how hot it is?”

“Yeah. Sure.”

“They ran out of water. And cokes. Whoever
planned this concert didn’t do a very good job, man. People are
passing out. People are getting ready to riot.”

“Bummer,” Amy answered.

“Yeah. Major bummer.”

Denise tugged on her little sister’s hand.
“We have got to go find our husbands.”

He seemed amazed. “This little one’s married,
too? What are you two in, anyway? Some kind of cult?”

“Bye,” Denise told him, as she hurried her
sister away from him.

“He thought I was thirteen again, didn’t he?”
Amy asked.

“I’m afraid you are thirteen again.”

“Are we stuck in some kind of time warp?”

“I hope not. We’ll get back eventually,” she
answered, trying to reassure both her sister and herself.

 



Chapter Three

 


 


As they headed over to the area where the
wine tasting room was supposed to be, Denise told her sister, “I’m
dying of thirst.”

“Me, too,” Amy answered and saw some girls
wearing shorts and bikini tops. “Why didn’t I dress like they are?
I would have been so much more comfortable. This blouse is like
wearing a shower curtain. It’s not breathing.”

“I think that fabric
is meant for shower
curtains.”

“Now you tell me. I planned this ‘concert
outfit’ for weeks. Right after you bought us the tickets.”

Denise told her, “I think it looks pretty on
you.”

“I can’t wait to take it off. Do you think
anybody would complain right now if I did?”

“Please tell me you’re not serious?!”

“Well, I do have my ‘training bra’ on, after
all.”

Denise looked at her in shock and Amy told
her, “Kidding! I really had you there, didn’t I?”

Denise laughed. “You don’t want me to go into
early labor, do you?”

“I can’t believe you’re pregnant.”

“Weird, isn’t it?” They saw a group of
hippies protesting the Viet Nam War holding signs that said, “Make
Love!! Not War!!”

A girl in bell-bottoms and a peasant blouse
came over and told Denise, “Hey. I like those peace symbols on your
blouse. Where’d you buy it?”

“I made it.”

“Neat. Can I buy it off you? I’ll trade
blouses.”

“No, thanks. It’s kinda special to me.”

“Okay. Cool. Peace.”

“Peace be with you,” Denise answered, feeling
as if she were at Mass.

“Where the heck is that wine tasting area?
It’s supposed to be over there,” Amy said, pointing to an area
where a hippie was selling sand candles and tie-dyed T-shirts.

Denise asked, “Are you sure it’s supposed to
be right here?”

“I’m not sure of anything today.”

“Let’s ask that lady over there who’s giving
out programs. She would know.”

They walked over to her and Amy asked,
“Where’s the wine tasting area?”

The lady looked confused. “The what??”

“You know, the wine tasting. Where people go
and sample different wines and rate them.”

“I’ve never heard of that. We don’t have
anything like that here. We never did.”

As they walked away, Amy looked at her
sister and started crying. “I feel like we’re in an episode
of The Twilight
Zone.”

Her sister gave her a reassuring hug. “We’ll
get through this, Sis. I promise.”

Amy looked unconvinced.

Denise told her, “I’ve got to find a chair
and rest. Wes is really kicking me today.”

Amy led her sister over to a bench and
started fanning her with a program that she took from the lady
who’d never heard of wine tasting. She told Denise, “It must be
weird to know in advance that you’re going to have a healthy little
boy who will grow up one day and own his own company.”

“It is.”

Amy told her, “Boy…Paul is sure going to be
surprised when he sees you pregnant. That is if we ever see our
husbands again.”

“I’m starting to wonder.”
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