
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Rock Star in the Mirror
(or, How David Bowie Ruined My Life)

A Novelette by Sharon E.
Cathcart

 


 


Published by Sharon E. Cathcart at
Smashwords

Copyright 2012, Sharon E. Cathcart

 


 


This eBook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This eBook may not be resold or given away to other
people. If you would like to share this book with another person,
please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it
with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it
was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

 


 


Author’s Note

No book is created in a vacuum, even a
novelette like this one. Many thanks to Susan Helene Gottfried (a
goddess of rock fiction), for being a fabulous editor. Likewise,
thanks to James Courtney for creating yet another brilliant cover
design. I don’t know what I’d do without colleagues like the two of
you. Rock on with your bad selves!

The Seahorse, Halloween
Jack, and George’s Place are fictional. Any resemblance to real
motels, roadhouses, or bands is entirely coincidental.
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So, I’m in the kitchen of The Seahorse Bed
and Breakfast, prepping baskets of shrink-wrapped muffins and
mini-cartons of O.J. and milk from the local dairy, when Lynnie
bursts in.

Let me back up a minute.

My mom owns The Seahorse,
here in Rockaway Beach, Oregon. Fifty years ago, it was nothing
more than a beach cabin motel like you see all over the coast here.
The baskets, in what surely constitutes the world’s greatest
triumph of marketing over reality, are how Mom can call the joint a
bed and breakfast. I deliver them every morning, after which I do
the billing and so on. This is what I’m qualified to do, thanks to
a two-year degree in hospitality services from the thriving
institution of Oregon Coast Community College.


At least, if you ask my mom. She grew up at
The Seahorse, taking it over when Gran’s health got too bad to run
the motel. Gran’s in a home and not doing well.

Gramps passed away before I was born. My old
man left no forwarding address.

Me? I’m Joe.

Lynnie always calls me Joe-the-Lion, after
this ancient David Bowie song from the 1970s. She’s obsessed with
the dude.

Lynnie? She’s one of our housekeepers ... the
other one being Mom. Lynnie’s originally from Netarts; she lives
with her Pop just outside of Brown’s Camp.

Never heard of it?

I’m not surprised.

Anyway, Lynnie’s old man
owns George’s Place, a diner along the highway. His name is Bill,
but he bought the joint from a guy named George and decided to keep
the sign. They get a lot of business from the dirt bikers,
four-wheelers, and ATV drivers who spend their weekends tearing up
the trails at Brown’s Camp and scaring the crap out of the local
wildlife, all in one fell swoop.

Lynnie and Bill live in a trailer behind the
diner. She’s got plans that don’t feature Brown’s Camp or Rockaway
Beach. She wants out, she says.

Every month, Lynnie drives her rattletrap
Ford Maverick up to Portland. She uses her tip money from George’s
Place, supplemented by part of what Mom pays her, to get the
coolest vintage clothes she can find. She has some guy up on
Glisan, in the Alphabet District, who does her hair.

“No way I’m going to the
Cut-n-Curl,” she says, which I can totally understand. Most of the
women who work there look like they got their beautician’s license
during the Johnson administration, and they do hair accordingly.
Since most of the year-round population of Rockaway is of a similar
vintage, they do a booming business.

On this particular day,
Lynnie is wearing a pair of skinny white jeans, a coral blouse (you
grow up in a beach town, believe me, you know that color) that
matches her lipstick perfectly, and a pair of white sandals. Coral
polish on her toenails, too. Her long, auburn hair is held off her
face with a white-and-orange scarf, and she has a big pair of
white-framed sunglasses in her hand.

“Joe-the-lion,” she purrs
conspiratorially, “come with me to Portland.”

“I’ve got to deliver these,”
I reply, shoving an unruly strand of brown hair behind my ear. I
always feel drab as dirt next to Lynnie.

Did I mention that I’ve got a huge crush on
her? And that I turn into a tongue-tied dimwit whenever she’s
around?

Well, now you know.

So, Lynnie heads off to Portland. I deliver
the breakfast baskets, prep the check-out bills for the day’s
departing guests, and go to my room.

I look at myself in the
mirror for a few minutes. I’m a skinny guy with a beaky kind of
nose, high cheekbones, blue eyes, and longish, straight brown hair
that never looks right, no matter what I do to it. Most of the
time, I just part it down the middle and stick it behind my ears.
I’m wearing my usual uniform of jeans, t-shirt, and sneaks.
Lynnie’s always offering to take me shopping, but I never take her
up on it.

Never.

I pick up my guitar and
start practicing this song I want to play for Lynnie. Like I said,
she’s totally obsessed with David Bowie, so I’m learning this song
of his called Starman. I can sing okay, and I play pretty well. I practice posing
in the mirror so that I’ll look just right. I hope she’ll dig
it.

If I ever get up the guts to play it for
her.

Mom knocks on the door to tell me lunch is
ready. She’s doing this whole “slow food” thing that seems at odds
with the pre-made muffins for our guests (I’ve mentioned this to
her a couple of times). Today, it’s goat cheese with cranberries
and walnuts on whole wheat bread.

It’s damned good, actually. I wash it down
with a big glass of water and go back to practicing until it’s time
to clean the newly vacated cabins, which I help do on Lynnie’s day
off.

As much as I hate to admit
it, the cabins are actually kind of cool. They’ve got this awesome
barkcloth wall covering and fun antique furniture. Mom’s kept the
feel of Gran’s motel while updating with stuff like flat-screen TV
sets and Wi-Fi.

It’s not a bad joint, really. And it’s a
lucky thing that I like it, because I know The Seahorse will be
mine to run someday. It’s also a lucky thing that, unlike Lynnie, I
don’t have any big plans for getting out of town.

I secretly hope Lynnie never leaves, of
course, but I can’t tell her that. I’m this skinny dork and she’s,
well, she’s Lynnie.

I decide to skip dinner
with Mom and go to George’s Place. Yeah, it’s a bit of a haul for a
greasy spoon. Thing is, on Friday and Saturday nights, Bill
optimistically calls the joint a roadhouse and has a decent band
in. Plus, Lynnie waits tables while her old man tends bar.
Sometimes, I go just to look at her. Mostly, though, I dig the
band. There’s nothing these dudes can’t play ... although, I swear
to god
,
I want to scream every time some drunken biker requests
Free Bird.

Which happens at least once a night.

George’s Place is not what
you’d call upscale, so I don’t bother to change my clothes. Mom
says goodbye and to tell Bill she says hello. She’s never surprised
when I head over the hill for roadhouse night.

So, I get there and right away I notice that
Lynnie’s been to see the Glisan Street hair dude. She’s got her
hair up in this ... I don’t know ... pretzel-type deal. It’s all
twisted and braided and pinned up. She’s wearing black pedal
pushers (I only know what these are because she told me) and a
matching turtleneck, with these bright red plastic dangly earrings
that match her lipstick and her shoes.

I feel like a sparrow who showed up at a
parrot party. No wonder Mom says Lynnie is a force of nature.

Lynnie is talking to some
guy in the band; some new guy, I notice. He’s got cherry-red hair,
I swear to god
,
and it’s cut in this spiky mullet deal.

Lynnie is hanging on every word this dude
says, and I’ll be damned if I can figure out why.

Then it hits me.

David Bowie. This dude is seriously trying to
look like David Bowie. And Lynnie’s digging it like nothing
else.

When the band starts, the
first thing the dude sings is Starman.

I absolutely cannot win. I order another
drink, even though I know I have to drive back to Rockaway. So does
Bill, who pours it awfully light. It’s just as well.

I leave without saying goodbye, not that
Lynnie notices. She’s gazing at the band dude like he’s the Second
Coming, with his skinny suit and Crayola hair.

I am not jealous.

Yes, I am.

I would give almost anything for Lynnie to
look at me like that.

Lynnie comes in for her Sunday shift right on
time. I’m guessing she slept with her hair wrapped in T.P. (she
tells me she does this sometimes) because it looks just as good as
last night.

“How come you left early,
Joe-the-lion?” she asks.

I mumble something about not feeling well as
I take one of the cleaning carts and start to walk away.

Lynnie looks like she wants to say something
when I glance back at her. She finally sighs and says, “Well, I
hope you feel better soon, Joe.”

I feel like I’m just going
through the motions for a couple of days. I alternate between
strumming tuneless crap on my guitar and goofing around on the
Internet 
when
I’m not doing Seahorse stuff for my mom.

I’m on that streaming movie site when I find
“The Man Who Fell to Earth.” Lynnie’s always raving about this
Bowie flick and how brilliant it is, so I watch it.

It’s a great story and all, but I spend most
of my time looking at Bowie.

With his skinny body.

And beaky nose.

And then I get the idea.

The next Saturday, when Lynnie asks me to go
to Portland in her rattletrap car, I agree. I’ve spent most of the
week looking at pictures and have a shopping list. I go through the
racks at Lynnie’s vintage stores like a man on a mission.

Which I am.

It takes a few weeks to find all the right
stuff, as it transpires. It’s all good, though, because I get to
spend more time with Lynnie. It turns out that she’s way easier to
talk to than I thought.

Lynnie tells me that her Pop
is going to try a karaoke night and see how it goes, and she hopes
I’ll come and maybe even sing something. Seems that Bill thinks the
band is getting a little stale, so he’s giving them a
break.

I try not to look jubilant.

Then, I frantically try to figure out what I
should sing.

Or if I should even try. I watch video after
video and pick my song.

The Saturday of the first karaoke show,
Lynnie asks if I want to go to Portland with her. She’s going to
see the Glisan Street hair dude.

I decline, telling her that Mom needs me.

This is a lie.

I’m going over to the Cut-n-Curl, with two
photographs and a prayer.

Turns out, one of the ladies
over there is a huge David Bowie fan. I show her the covers of
“Station to Station” and “Low” that I printed off the Internet, and
she says she can do it.

It seems like it takes
hours, and just about the time I think my scalp will burst into
flame from the chemicals, it’s time for a rinse and cut. The
eyebrow wax just about does me in, and I wonder how women do
it.

When I look in the mirror, my hair swoops
back from my forehead in this pale blonde that builds to
reddish-orange at the back. I no longer have a unibrow.

I look one hell of a lot like David
Bowie.

And I’m wondering what the hell I’ve
done.

Mom doesn’t bat an eye when I get home. She
tells me she dyed her hair purple a time or two and leaves it at
that.

I pull out my purchases:
black tuxedo trousers, dress shoes, vest and white shirt with
French cuffs. I worry that I’ve lost the onyx cufflinks, but I find
them. I put a pack of Gitanes in the vest pocket, even though I
don’t smoke. I tie on the black shoes and wonder for the millionth
time what I’m thinking. I draw on my guyliner, and it’s time to
go.

I drive over to George’s
place, practicing my song in the car. It’s got this crazy
full-octave vocal leap a couple of times, and I have to nail
it.

I have to.

I will.

I park around the side and
get out, my knees a little weak. As always, George’s lot is filled
with bikes, trailers, and so on.

And I look like a nutcase
rock-icon-wannabe. I can’t do this.

And then I think about Lynnie. I have to go
in. I stick an unlit ciggie in my lip and enter the bar.

As usual, the joint is
hopping. I look around for Lynnie and almost don’t recognize her.
She’s got this short hair all of a sudden, like Audrey Hepburn in
this old flick my mom loves, “Roman Holiday.” I wonder if she’s
lost her mind until I realize how hot she looks—and how much I want
to kiss her neck. She’s wearing a green mini-dress, white boots,
and white plastic earrings.

I’m able to walk right up to her and whisper
“Lynnie” in her ear before she recognizes me.

“Holy crap, Joe-the-lion!”
she exclaims.

“What do you think?” I ask,
like a dork, taking the ciggie out of my mouth.

She doesn’t answer, really.

Because she lays this great kiss on me
instead of saying anything.

I figure this can only be good.

We all suffer through
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