1955 was not a good year, although at the beginning I thought it was.  Doug and I continued to exchange daily letters.  He often also sent me photos and souvenirs.  I was being true to him, by not going out on any one-on-one dates.  Of course, I still went out with my regular crowd, drank heavily and visited Bill in prison.  There were a few fellows that I saw on, what I termed, “social” dates.  Skeet wasn’t very appealing, so he didn’t count.  My date with Earl Miller was on his motorcycle, so that didn’t count.  


It seemed the biggest competition in our crowd was to see who could drink the most.  I was no slacker, and more and more I couldn’t remember things I’d done the night before.  Fifths of whiskey, vodka, gin, and gallons of wine, had a super short shelf life in our crowd.  

One night, after a particularly busy, fourteen-hour day, of waitressing, the gang picked me up at the Haven to go skating.  “I think I’m too tired to skate,” I sighed as I got in the back seat.

Rusty grinned, “I’ve got something that will fix you up,” he held up a gallon jug of wine.  

I took a slug, “Yeah,” and passed it back to him.  The two of us killed the whole bottle by the time we got to the rink.

“Wow, I’m okay,” I’d said as we got out of the car, “I don’t even feel a thing.”

“Sneaky Pete,” Amy laughed.

Once inside I put my skates on and tied them.  I tried to stand up and that’s all I remember.  They told me later that I was quite the loud and silly drunk.  The guys had to hold me up to get me out of the building.  And in the parking lot I tried to climb on the roof of Rusty’s car.

The next day I found I had lost a button from my pink leather jacket.  It would turn up later, most unexpectedly.  

Although it didn’t involve drinking, I had quite an episode on Easter Sunday.  I was waitressing, and Dad was yelling and degrading me in front of customers and employees.  I couldn’t take it anymore, but I also couldn't walk out because my car was at home.  I had ridden in to work with Mother.  Then a thought struck me.  We had a cook who would be working until closing.  I went to the kitchen and asked him if I could borrow his car.  “Well, I didn’t drive my regular car today.  I’ve got one I just bought to restore, but you’re welcome to it if you want.  It’s a gray convertible and it's parked in my usual spot.” He tossed me the keys.


Just like that I was out the door and into the back parking lot.  I found the car, antique, forty-something convertible painted with gray primer.  The top was down.  Wow, we can cruise today, I thought to myself.  As I turned the key it roared to life.  I put it in low and pulled forward out of the space.  Within minutes I was picking up Amy and Barbara.


“Man, this is cool; look it even has a suicide knob,” Amy was referring to the round Lucite gripper on the steering wheel. This one sported a picture of a sexy nude.  


“What’s cool is that I have a holiday off!”  Other than last Easter, when I got engaged, I’d never had a holiday off from work.


We drove cross-country and back to the Lincoln Highway.  As usual we were cutting up as we drove, laughing and waving to whoever looked our way.  Just as I was passing a car in front of the police barracks I got a sinking feeling.  The driver was wearing a wide-brimmed hat and looked suspiciously like a State Trooper.  As the thought hit me his siren and lights came on.  I pulled over.


The trooper walked to my door.

“Whattsa matter?  I know I wasn’t speeding, I was watching the speedometer,” I looked up at the expressionless face with the big hat and strap under its lower lip.

“License and registration,” he said flatly.

I pulled my license from my wallet and handed it to him.

“Registration.”

“I just borrowed the car.”

“Name and address of owner,” he was writing on a pad.

“Tom Smith.”

“How do you spell that?”

“I’m not sure.  Either s-m-i-t-h or s-m-y-t-h-e.


“Address of owner?”


“I don’t know.  I mean I know where he lives, but I don’t know what his address is.”  The cops face had taken on a very angry look.  I’ll bet he’s mad about having to work on Easter, I thought. 


“What do you mean you don’t know the person whose car you have?” 

“I know him.  He’s a cook that works for my parents. I could show you where he lives.”


The cop looked infuriated.  I’d probably be better off not saying anything, I thought to myself.  So I closed my mouth and stared straight ahead.


“When did you borrow this car?”


I didn’t reply.


“How old is the owner?”


I didn’t reply.


I heard paper ripping.  “Bring the registration to the barracks within twelve hours,” the cop was shoving a paper at me.  I threw it on the seat, put the car in gear and pulled onto the road.


I was furious.  “Man, he just spoiled a beautiful day!”  I pulled into the first business I could find, a frozen custard drive-in, to cool off.  I nosed the car straight in toward the building.


Before long the girls had talked me back into a good mood.  So I started the engine and put the car in reverse.  Well, that was one thing the clunker didn’t have, so it didn’t move.


Amy and Barbara pushed the car backwards in neutral, while I steered, and then we were back driving on the road.  We cruised around Lancaster until the sun went down.  Then I dropped them off and headed back to the Haven to get the registration.


I got as far as the Old Philadelphia Pike.  After stopping at the stop sign, I shifted from low to second.  But it wasn’t there.  The gearshift lever raised far beyond where it should have, and then it fell limply back toward my lap.  No gears at all would engage.  The car wasn't going anywhere.


I walked home and called for a tow truck.


Then I waited for Ken, my motorcycle date.  When he picked me up I had him drive me to the Haven so I could break the sad news to Bob and ask to borrow his registration.  Then we biked over to the barracks, before going to the drive-in movie - yes, on the motorcycle.


When I got home I pondered the thought that I’d only had two Easters off and both were total disasters.  Maybe I was meant to work holidays.  But now that I had a car I didn’t need to work them under my dad’s thumb.  Next day I went looking for another job.  [image: image1.jpg]


The one I found was in a sewing factory in Leola.  It was just the type of job that I had broken up with Adam to avoid.  But it was Monday through Friday work and I would have all weekends off.







