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Introduction

I

t was one wild summer of parties, fun, romance, and illegal
drug trafficking. The local surfers found themselves in the mix
of it all. Surfing in Huntington Beach, the conditions looked
clean on the north side of the pier. Wave height was five to six
feet, fairly walled and glassy, on any given day.
I did not realize the depth of the illicit activity going on
in this beach town. If they were doing what I thought they
were doing, there was a lot of weed brought from Newport
to Huntington Beach each week. I couldn’t help but wonder
where it was coming from—Mexico, Baja, or South America. I
was not sure, but I would guess those boxes contained several
pounds of marijuana each, and we had never picked up less than
three boxes.
I found myself in love, in lust, in a summer where there were
no boundaries. I and my friends hung out at the beach with the
Local Boys. “Where in the hell did you find him, Dee Dee? He
is such a fox,” she asked way too loud.
I said in a hushed voice, “I found him on the beach. Do you
have to talk so loud the whole beach can hear?” We all started
laughing. I couldn’t believe I said I found him.
I needed this time to rethink my own path. I was actually
1

2

Introduction

looking forward to school and some normalcy. I was a part
of some bad things this summer. I also had a great time but I
was just lucky things did not go south on me as they did for
those guys living in the apartment behind Jaycee. I counted my
blessing on that.

;
Chapter1

I

awoke to the smell of the fresh ocean breeze blowing through
my bedroom window. My head felt as though it might explode.
Wow, what happened? Oh, it is coming back to me now. The
summer kick-off party. We started at Cindy’s house with a keg
of beer, and a lot of tequila. Then a handful of us went out to the
beach to finish off the last bottle of tequila. Shelly and I snuck
into my house sometime between three and four in the morning.
We tried hard not to wake my parents. Mom was a buyer for
a large department store, and Dad was career military. Every
morning they woke up at five. Like clockwork, every night they
went to bed by eight.
Obviously, I still lived at home in my father’s house. I know
it sounds terrible, having to sneak around. Some things are better
left alone. My parents seeing me on my tequila drunken fest was
just not something any of us needed. Nor would I have liked
the wrath of Mom that would be inevitable if she saw us wasted
sneaking into my room. Besides, I honestly hated to hurt them.
I knew they would think they failed me as parents. I loved my
parents, and I did not want that. I was turning twenty-one soon.
This would not be an issue in a few months.
3
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As I dragged myself out of bed, I reached over and gave
Shelly a gentle shake. I saw that it was a beautiful day. The sun
was shining in through my bedroom window. “What is all over
these sheets?” I asked.
“It feels just awful,” Shelly said. I looked over at Shelly she
looked back at me.
“I cannot believe it. I have sand all over my feet and the
sheets.” We both howled with laughter.
“So do I.” Shelly laughed.
“Talk about being out of it,” I continued to laugh. “I do not
remember the ride home, or climbing into bed with sandy feet.”
“We were both pretty out of it.” Shelly looked at the ceiling,
stretching out her long legs. “The main thing I remember about
last night is that when we were walking down towards the water
the ground kept coming up and hitting me in the face!” she said
to her chagrin.
“We were stupid drunk. We kept falling in the sand,” I
reminded her.
Shelly said, “I like my version of what happened better.”
“I am sure you would, Shelly,” I chuckle. “I do remember
Gerry trying to cozy up close to you all night.”
She rolled her eyes. “He has been doing that since we were
kids. He cannot take a hint!”
Poor guy, I think to myself, he has liked Shelly since the
eighth grade.
“I guess you cannot blame a guy for trying,” I told her.
“I just have no interest, but he is cute,” she explained, folding
her arms across her chest.
We had a mess to clean up before we went anywhere that
day. Mom would have a fit. We also needed to hit the beach. I
had a need for the waves. That cold water would help lift the
cobwebs from my mind, and remove the fog I was in right now.
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Hopefully, I would start feeling better. First, though, I would
make us something to eat. “I’ll go downstairs and whip us up
some breakfast,” I told her.
“I am all for breakfast,” Shelly said as she slowly sat up.
I looked over my shoulder. “I will meet you downstairs,” I
told her as I headed down to the kitchen.
Shelly and I had been friends since the first grade. Her
parents built a house in this neighborhood the same year my
parents did. We both started school the same day. We sat in the
back of the classroom, as all the new kids in the class did. We
whispered back and forth the first day of school and have been
friends ever since.
She was a cheerleader in high school, and I played many
different sports—volleyball, tennis, gymnastics, and softball to
name a few. She never dated anyone from high school. I always
went out with the jocks. She said, “They are all immature,” and
always went for older guys. She had a brief interlude with a man
in his mid-twenties that she met her senior year. He belonged
to the Hessians Motorcycle Gang. That did not last long, for
obvious reasons. That was a whole different story in itself.
We had never been able to agree on the subject of men. She
had always had a different perspective on who was cool. Guys
that I thought were cool she thought were not. That was OK. We
got along well. It certainly made dating easy, as we never liked
the same guys.
My cure for a hangover was a fried egg sandwich, a glass
of orange juice, and four aspirin. That usually worked. After a
shower, we headed to the beach. My truck was a Chevy Suburban
my Uncle Pete gave me. He, my Aunt Elaine, and my cousin
Cindy lived in a house they built in the same neighborhood
around the corner from us back in the sixties. Their home was
one of the first ones built in this housing track. The area was
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a brand new development of three and four bedroom mostly
ranch-style houses. We had a two story, and hers was a large
single story.
My uncle giving me the old truck did not go over well with
my father. They bought a new one to pull their new camping
trailer last year. My cousin did not like it, so they asked me if I
would like to have it. “You do not appreciate anything you do
not work for!” Dad said.
“But I do, in a major way. I would never have expected
something this great. The fact that they just gave it to me. I
loved them before, now I love them even more. It is the coolest
thing on wheels. It is large enough for me and eight friends to hit
the beach with eight surfboards on the surfboard rack on top if
needed. Oh, yes, I appreciate it alright!” I tried to tell him.
It looked like there were offshore winds blowing. This day
could not get any better. We had Led Zeppelin’s “Stairway to
Heaven” blasting on the radio. Shelly and I sang along. We both
sang in the choir in elementary school. Neither of us could carry
a tune now. As we got closer to the beach, it looked as if it was
going to be ideal conditions for surfing. I was right about the
offshore wind. There was a clear blue sky—not a cloud to be
seen anywhere. Shelly was not into surfing or athletics. She
preferred to lounge on the beach. She knew all the regulars we
called “Local Boys.”
I started surfing at about twelve years old. I mentioned to my
father that I was interested. That weekend, he came home from a
swap meet with a Chuck Dent long board. “I do not know if this
is any good, but I thought you could try it out,” he said.
“You did good. Thank you so much.” He probably would
never know how happy he made me that day. I used it every
chance I got.
I learned how to surf on it pretty quickly. The day I turned
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fourteen we went down to Main Street, and Dad told me to go
pick out any surfboard I wanted for my birthday. I had my eye on
this lime green twin fin in Dick Brewer’s Surf Shop, so I dragged
my dad in there to see if they still had it. Yes, it was there, my
dad was willing to pay the price, and the rest was history.
I did not have that surfboard anymore. It was one of the best
birthday gifts I ever received. I broke it in half on an unusually
large swell one morning on the south side of the pier. I remember
as if it were yesterday. I got hammered by the waves that day.
When I finally finished getting tossed around by a monster wave
and made it into shore, I noticed I only had half a board attached
to my leash. The other half washed in to shore on waves that
tried to crush me. It was not the first board I lost that way and
it would not be the last. Some days were treacherous out there.
I had my boards custom made these days. The Main Street area
had many surf shops that would make your board to order.
All the guys that we usually hung out with were already out
there. The conditions looked clean on the north side of the pier.
Wave height was five to six feet, fairly walled and glassy. It
looked like Mike, Jimmy, Steve, and the others got an early start
on me. Drinking tequila all night did not bother them. I thought I
would be passing on the tequila shots next time. Maybe I should
give up hard alcohol altogether. Then again, maybe not.
These guys out there today were serious surfers and highly
territorial. They did not take to anyone from out of town
particularly well. The locals referred to them as “inland goons.”
Around here, all surfers had to earn the right to these perfect
sets. After all, this was the surf capital of the world: Huntington
Beach, California.
Huntington Beach dominated the other beaches, with over
eight miles of uninterrupted beach that stretched from Seal Beach
to Newport Beach. It was unreal. It had been a terrific place to
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grow up and was the best place in the U.S. to surf. There was a
cement bike path that started in Sunset and went all the way to
Newport. It overflowed with skateboarders, roller skaters, and
bicycles. Shelly and I had ridden bikes all the way from one
end to the other. The last time we rode we were too tired to ride
bikes all the way back, so we hitched a ride with a dude driving
a truck. We threw the bikes in the back, and he dropped us in
Sunset hours later. It was an excellent beach trip nonetheless.
The waves were fairly consistent any time of the year. Here
in Huntington the waves were between three to five feet most of
the time. Certain weather conditions could change that, and we
enjoyed larger swells during those random periods. There were
beaches in Northern California that had large swells year round.
The waves at the pier broke outside, where the water is deep,
and there was no chance of hitting the sand when you fell off your
board. This was unlike the shore break at Sunset beach, which
meant the wave broke right on the beach. Anyone experiencing
this would have gnarly sand scars for days. They were similar
to road rash.
I did not start surfing at the pier until I had surfed for a few
years. When I was just learning I stuck to the cliffs. It was a
popular surf spot at the end of Golden West Street. My friend’s
dad surfed, and we went there in the evenings after dinner. I
never considered surfing at the pier when I was new to surfing.
People up on the pier had a bird’s eye view of the surfers below,
and any mistakes they might make while they were out there. I
was afraid of looking like a fool.
I finally got my nerve up one day and drove on down to the
pier. I waxed up my board and paddled out. At first, the surfers
were unwelcoming. They were all horrible that first day. They
shouted some rude comments to me. I hollered nasty things at
them which I will not repeat. I grew up in Huntington. This was
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my town. This was my beach too. Geez, my parents paid taxes
here for over twenty years. I did not mention the taxes. I would
have sounded like a goon.
I sat there sizing up the waves and waited my turn. It looked
for a while like I was not going to get my chance. I finally got up
enough courage to take off on the next swell. I hollered “Right!”
But some goofy looking, long haired guy cut me off. I stayed
with him, and rode the wave in behind him. I had to prove my
right to be here. I could not let these guys think they were better
than me.
He started yelling at me, something about “you dropped in
on me kook,” but thank goodness, a friend of mine, Billy, whom
I have known since high school, recognized me and came over.
“Nice ride, Dee Dee. I heard you surfed. I have never seen you,
and you were looking pretty decent out there. How’s it going,
Don?” he said casually. “This is a friend of mine. She is local.”
Don did not say much.
“Hi, Billy. Thanks. I have been surfing at the cliffs. I just
thought I would check the waves out here today.” I gave him a
dazzling smile. I hoped it would help.
He introduced me to the tall goofy guy. His name was Don
Summers, and apparently he was a champion professional
surfer that I dropped in on. Oops! We became friends from that
incident. Everyone started calling me “Lil D.” The surf pro Don
they called “Big D.” The “Local Boys” accepted me as a surfer.
They welcomed me at the pier from that day forward.
I also learned which ones were professionals. They learned
who I was. I gave them respect where it was due, and I earned
the respect from them as a local and a decent surfer. One had
to know the pecking order. I could hold my own on the waves.
I thought I had earned my right to be there. Many of the dudes
I surfed with knew me for years. We went back to elementary
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school. There were many, though, that I met from surfing at the
pier. A few of my friends would be trying to go pro this year. I
could not wait to see who would make it.
It did not take long for me to be popular with these guys at
the beach. I was five-four, 105 pounds, with waist length blonde
hair. I had aqua colored eyes. They said that I was a fox. I guess
I could be compared to worse than a cute, little animal. “As if.”
I had no romantic interest in any of them.
There were lots of hot looking candidates to date, but I
preferred men with an I.Q. above a shoe size, and vocabulary of
more than “That’s gnarly, bro” and “Rad, dude,” and who knew
me by something other than “Babe” or “Babelini.” What could I
say? Shelly and I were an unusual pair when we went somewhere
together. She was five feet, nine inches tall, with long, honey
brown hair and beautiful brown eyes. She was part American
Indian, so she had that dark olive skin. I was fair skinned and her
opposite. She was extremely popular with the local boys.
I was out with my dudes ripping up the waves for a while. I
honestly did not have it in me today. Steve and Jimmy gave me
a hard time about being a lightweight.
“Sorry, guys, I guess I am,” I told them as I paddled for the shore.
I heard Mike laughing. “Hey, Dee Dee, you want a shot?” he
yelled, paddling in my direction.
I yelled back at him as the waves took me further into shore.
“Very funny, Mike! Very funny.”
I thought I would hang out on the beach with Shelly. The rush
of the surf certainly helped to clear my head, but getting in after
three in the morning left me exhausted. As usual, I saw Shelly
surrounded by some potential boys of summer. She always was
the center of their attention. I walked up and put my board down.
I dried off a little and talked to some of the guys about the south
side of the pier swells, and if anyone righteous would be playing
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at the Golden Bear this summer, and whom they thought was
going pro this year.
I needed some money out of my car to get something to eat.
I was starving again. Must have been the hangover. All I wanted
was food today. Shelly was too busy laughing it up with the guys
to go with me. “You go. I’ll stay right here,” she said as she gave
me a sly smile. When we were young, we always did everything
together. That was all changing. We were becoming independent
of each other. So I took off by myself.
As I was walking toward the stairs, I heard a loud whistle
coming from up on the pier. I only knew of one person that could
whistle that loud. It was Ian. I had been asking around about him.
He was friends with many people I knew. We had known each
other since I was in junior high. We saw each other around town.
It was on my agenda for this summer to get to know him better.
Then he showed up just like that? How opportunistic for me.
I heard through the grapevine he might like me. We never had
the timing right. I always had a boyfriend, or he had a girlfriend.
There was no time like the present to set things straight. I looked
up, and yes, he was smiling down at me and waving. “What’s
happening?” he yelled down at me.
“Not much,” I said. “What brings you down to the beach?”
He gave me a smile and said, “You.” That was all I needed
to hear. It was exactly what I was hoping he would say. My
stomach did a crazy flip flop. Did I have a crush?
“Will you walk with me to my car?” I yelled.
“Sure. I will meet you at the top of the stairs,” he hollered,
grinning. I ran up the stairs, and he was waiting there. He was
checking me out. He was not obvious, but I saw him having a
hard time not looking. I smiled and kept walking toward the
street. He was looking at my butt. I could feel it. I turned around
and looked at him, giving him my brightest smile.
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“Are you leaving?” he asked. He looked disappointed.
“No, I need some money out of my car. I want to get lunch.”
“Do you like Seventeenth Street Deli?” he asked.
“I love it,” I said. He kept staring at me, although I acted like
I did not notice, and look out towards the beach. I got a close
look at him. In my opinion, he was undeniably a stone fox. Not
only was he good looking, but I thought his life was fascinating.
I heard about the things he and his friends had done, and the
places that they had been. He is about six foot two, with a tall,
slim build, dark curly hair, and a lopsided smile. He certainly
had a strange effect on the girls I went to school with. He seemed
to have a way with the ladies. He was remarkably subtle about
it. He kept a low profile.
He was not a surfer. I had seen him on occasion skateboarding
with mutual friends, but not lately. School kept him pretty busy.
He just finished his second year of college pre med. He was going
into his third year this fall. His father was a doctor, and he would
be the fifth Dr. Connor in the family. It was quite remarkable that
there had been five Ian Connors in the world.
He and his friends were silver spoon kids. All of their
parents were wealthy, and they were seriously spoiled. They got
their first cars (brand new) on their sixteenth birthdays. Usually,
they were BMW, Mercedes, Land Rover, or Porsche. They
grew up in Huntington Harbor, which was all manmade harbors
and peninsulas, and largely waterfront properties created back
in 1960, for $200 million. It was where many of Southern
California’s wealthy families built their homes. About a quarter
of the population of kids I went to school with grew up in those
homes. This area was supremely expensive.
Some kids went to private schools and some went to public
school with the rest of us. In the end, we all hung out in the same
places. They were all OK for rich kids.
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Ian’s best friend was Dewey. He also lived in the Harbor.
His father owned one of the largest construction companies in
Southern California. He also bred and raced thoroughbreds. Ah,
the life.
He was one of the mellowest guys I knew. He was a large,
thick guy, and a little taller than Ian. He had straight blond hair
that was always in his deep blue eyes. Nothing got him riled. He
drove a Land Rover. His first car was a Jaguar SJX. I heard he
smashed it up on Pacific Coast Highway (also known as the PCH)
not too long ago. Well, he did not destroy it himself. I heard he let
some girl drive it that he picked up at a party, and she wrecked it.
That was just what I heard. Lesson learned, poor Dewey.
Ian’s first car was a Mercedes Benz. Ian did not like it. It
looked too much like a family car for him at the time. He traded
it for a van. My dad hated seeing any man coming to pick me
up in a van. I hoped that he would be seeing Ian’s in front of the
house a lot this summer.
Ian was looking for me, and Jimmy, a mutual friend who
would more than likely go pro this year, told him that he should
find me here because of the offshore wind. We had a lunch date
at Seventeenth Street Deli. I could not wait. My favorite was
turkey, avocado, and sprouts on whole wheat. Yum! Ian and I
got my board, and I asked Shelly if she wanted anything. She
said she would eat something later. “Can you find your own way
home?” I asked.
“Sure, go on,” she said, giving me that knowing smile. I was
sure any one of her admirers would be happy to give her a ride.
She kept smiling and waved as Ian, and I left. We would see
each other tonight at Adam’s. We all went to school with Adam.
Shelly hollered, “Don’t forget about tonight!” It was party time
again. That was just what I did not need. I hated to miss out on
anything fun. I tried to make an appearance at most of them. I
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put all my stuff in my Suburban and locked it up. I would have
to come back for it later.
There was a line of customers at the Seventeen Street Deli, so
we made small talk while we waited. It was a popular sandwich
shop for beach goers. We asked each other the usual questions.
“Are you seeing anyone? How was school?” There was a need
to catch up, to get up to speed. We hung around the same people,
went to the same parties with the same crowd. I knew all the
girls he had dated. He knew the guys that I had gone out with.
There were no first date jitters or awkward silences.
We finally came up to order the sandwiches. Ian took me to a
nearby park off Main Street to eat them. Nice touch.
“I hope you do not mind me taking you away from your
friends,” Ian said.
“No, this is great,” I said. Nice first impression, I thought to
myself. There was no one at the park. It was warm and sunny.
The sandwiches were delicious. I could eat at Seventeenth Street
Deli every day, and meeting up with Ian made it that much better.
We hung out a while. “So how is school going?” I asked.
“Good. I have met some cool people there,” Ian said. “What
about you? Have you been doing anything exciting? Working,
going to school?” he asked. I told him about quitting my job for
the summer to hang out, and about going back to school in the
fall. We finished the sandwiches and then walked back to the
van. Ian took my hand as we walked.
We stood there talking for about a half hour before he took me
back to my car. He told me that he planned on going out tonight.
“Will you be at Adam’s tonight?” he asked.
“Yes, Shelly and I were going to make an appearance,” I said.
“Why not let me pick you up, and we can go together?” he asked.
Hmm, so much for going with Shelly, I thought as I nodded
my head yes to Ian. “OK.” I smiled up at him.
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So now not only would Shelly have to find a ride home from
the beach, I had decided to ditch our plans and go with Ian to
the party. I must tell her I was sorry. She would be a good sport
about the whole thing. She knew that I liked Ian, and I planned
to talk to him at the next social event if we ran into him.
She probably was making plans long before I told her what
I was doing. She knew me so well. I would change my plans for
her if she needed me to. I wanted to take a short nap before he
picked me up when I got home. That would hopefully revive me.
So I went home and got into bed for a quick nap. It seemed like
I just closed my eyes, and then it was time to get up again. Ian
was out front, already coming to pick me up.
It was not just the two of us either. He had Dewey in the
van. Ian and Dewey wanted to go down to Newport Beach first.
No big deal. I climbed into the front seat of the van as Dewey
moved to the back. No one seemed to be worried about getting
pulled over in this town. They all operated vehicles with open
containers of beer or alcohol everywhere they went. As we
discussed what we wanted to drink tonight, Dewey was saying
that the beer stop would have to wait until after we took him
back home.
Fine with me. I thought that was odd from what I knew of
these guys. I asked Dewey what he had been doing lately. “I
have not seen you around.”
“I have been working with my dad. My brothers and I are
all working for him,” he said. “The family business has its
advantages. The good thing is I have a job guaranteed. The bad
thing is I have a job guaranteed.” We all laughed at Dewey’s
terrific sense of humor. I was sure working for his dad was highly
profitable. He and his brothers would one day own the family
business. They were all set for life. Poor bastards, I laughed to
myself. How sarcastic I had become.
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We pulled up in front of some expensive looking townhouses.
I was sure someone with a lot of money lived here. This was a
part of Newport that I had always liked. It was close to the ocean.
I had heard that some movie stars lived out here among the other
wealthy people. I loved Newport. It had beautiful homes as well
as excellent places to shop on the main drag. The little cafés
on the PCH had excellent food and were fun places to sit and
people watch. It was cool to just drive around Newport looking
at the sites.
We were making a pit stop at some guy’s house named
Chase. I had to wait in the van. This seemed a little strange, but
oh, well, the guy might be one of those Newport snobs and I
obviously was not one of them. I would just enjoy the night air
and maybe listen to some tunes. The sky was so clear that I could
see thousands of stars. The air had that same natural sea smell I
had at home. I tipped my head back and looked up at the stars,
taking deep breaths and enjoying the quiet.
They had been in there a long time. I turned on the radio and
listened to some songs. It had been at least forty-five minutes. “Guys!
What is taking so long?” I said out loud. I was sitting out here all
alone, and I was bored. I wondered what was keeping them. I started
getting annoyed thinking about what they were doing.
Finally, after another ten more minutes, they came out. They
were loading four large speaker boxes in the back of the van.
Geez, we drove all the way out here to pick up speakers. Ian
hopped in and gave me an embarrassed smile. “Sorry, Luv. I did
not think we would be in there that long.” He glared at Dewey,
who gave me a sheepish grin.
“Sorry, Dee,” he said.
“It’s cool,” I said casually. I was not thinking that. I was
thinking, The speakers could have waited. I did not say
anything. Besides, we were already on the road heading back to
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Huntington. We would be dropping the speakers and Dewey off
at his house. We would talk to him later at Adam’s. I noticed that
Ian gave me a pet name, “Luv.” This was only our first night out.
Very interesting.
There was a decent crowd here tonight. Most of the people
were friends, and there were some unknown guests. I saw that
one of Ian’s girlfriends was here, and she was staring at me.
At least, I thought she was a girlfriend. I was sure I would find
out about her eventually. It smelled like cannabis to me. They
tapped the keg, and the party was in full swing. I thought I would
be going easy on the brew tonight. I overdid it last night in a
major way. Shelly had not arrived yet. I probably should have
called her when I was heading out to make sure she was still
coming. Tequila night did not seem to affect her at all.
Yes, I said cannabis. Someone also brought some Hawaiian
weed. It had a distinct smell (though there were probably a half
a dozen different kinds in this crowd). The majority of people I
knew and hung out with smoked pot. I did not like it. I never
have. It just made me hungry and tired. That was all I needed,
something that would help add extra pounds on my thighs. So I
just stayed away from it. It did not bother me that others partook. I
knew a lot of professionals that smoked. Not my parents, though!
Mom was of the opinion that after smoking pot people would
flip out and jump out the window of a ten story building. At
least, that was what she always told me. So I made sure the first
time I tried it I was in a place that was only one story. Needless
to say, I did not jump out the window. I did eat a half box of Ding
Dongs, drank two sixteen ounce Dr. Peppers, and slept for hours.
First and last time I experienced that high.
No one here seemed to want to jump out the window either.
Most of the people here were mellow. Everyone was talking
about what they were doing this summer—backpacking through
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Europe, hiking in the mountains, and many would be surfing
all summer up and down the coast of California. Some were
planning to venture into Mexico. I heard Rosarita Beach had
some serious surf. Rosarita Beach was just south of the border
in Baja California, Mexico. It sounded like fun.
I was going to have to go on some of these road trips. I
wondered if Ian would like to travel together. Shelly finally
showed up, and of course she had a new man with her. He
seemed pretty cool, and friendly. We would see how it went—
summer love and all that. He was not one of the guys from the
beach, but he looked like someone I had met. I had seen him
around. I thought he lived in Ian’s neighborhood. She introduced
him to me.
“What is up with you and Keith? I don’t think I have met
him before,” I whispered.
“We have been talking off and on for the past month. He has
asked me out a few times. But I always have something going
on. When you ditched me for Ian, I decided to give him a call
and see if he wanted to come to this party.”
We all just hung out in the kitchen, talking about this and
that. We were watching the people coming and going. I could
not help but notice how many people were going into the
bathroom in groups of two or three. I knew drinking beer sent
people into the bathroom over and over again. It seemed strange
to see groups going into the bathroom then coming out all amped
up. They were talking fast, about nothing. Very interesting. We
would have to see what that was all about. Shelly whispered,
“They are on drugs.”
“Well, no kidding,” I laughed at her. She just made a funny
face at me. There was a lot going on at this party. We should
check it out, find out what they were up to. At some point, Ian
drifted off into the crowd.
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The girl that I was talking about earlier, the one giving me
some serious looks, was walking toward us. She reminded me
of Carole King. It was her smile. She was pretty. Her name was
Tina. Shelly knew her and her brother. She told me that Ian
had said my name when they were alone together. This was an
amusing fact.
I would not have shared that information. I would die before
admitting that to anyone. Shelly and I felt embarrassed for Tina.
The three of us experienced a bit of awkward silence. Shelly
asked Tina about her brother Luke. “I used to see him a lot,
around town. Now, not so much,” Shelly said.
Tina got quiet for some reason. Staring off, she finally replied,
“Oh, he is around. He keeps busy with things.” I expected her
to say what things and where he was. No, she just kept looking
around the room. I also thought she would leave, but she stood
with us, not talking to Shelly or me. I had hoped she would
wander off. I decided I would go mingle when I saw Ian’s head
bobbing towards us.
He walked up and stood next to me. Tina said hi to Ian and
gave him a white, toothy smile. “What’s happening Tina?” he
said, and he smiled back at her.
“Not much,” she said, still flashing her white teeth. Then her
smile just dropped and she quickly walked off. It must have been
the fact that Ian put his hand on the middle of my back right after
he joined us. She gave us all a glare before she turned away, and
what sounded like a snarl at me. I could be mistaken.
Shelly made another face and said, “Now that was weird.”
“She thinks we are together because we hung out a few
times,” Ian said.
“You’re not?” I asked. “Shelly knows her,” I added.
“No, just friends,” he said. Then he looked over at Shelly. I
was not sure what that look was for.
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Shelly laughed and said, “I think you had better let her know.
From what I just saw, she has not a clue.” We looked over and Tina
was giving me the evil eye. I felt sorry for her. Shelly thought it
was hilarious. Shelly sometimes enjoyed seeing people bent out
of shape. Everything was funny to her. I had to admit I thought
it was funny. She laughed hysterically for a few seconds. She
was making snorting sounds behind her hand. Once Shelly got
going, it was contagious. I could not help but laugh as well.
Ian did not look as casual as he was trying to act about this
situation. Shelly also found this particularly amusing. So there
was more laughter. Shelly whispered, “Ian is so cute. I like the
two of you together, but you obviously have some competition
to deal with.” I looked up at Ian. He did not say anything, and
I wondered if he heard her. Then I looked across the room at
Tina, who continued to watch Ian. There might be more to that
friendship between Tina and Ian then met the eye. It looked to
me that she had unresolved feelings for him.
I enjoyed myself, but after a couple hours I am ready to go
home. Ian was ready to go too, thank goodness, and we said
goodbye to everyone. It looked to me like Keith was ready to
call it a night too. Shelly and I hugged before we headed out to
the cars. “I am sorry to be the party pooper,” I apologized.
I liked Keith. We had some lengthy conversation and he
talked and laughed with everyone, but he seemed a little distant.
I thought maybe he did not fit in here. My guess was they would
probably be leaving too.
Ian did not seem to mind leaving and drove me home. We
hung out in front of the house for a while, making plans to get
together again. He told me about some ideas he had. “We can
do the usual movie, have some dinner if you like, and there are
parties coming up all summer, not to mention some road trips if
you are interested.” He told me about the many different places
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we would go together.
For some reason unknown to me, he already had my phone
number. He had to have gotten it from one of my friends. I
wondered if he was going to move on me. Yep, he did. It was a
toe-curling kiss. Wow, that was pleasantly surprising. Then, as
fast as it started it ended, and he hopped out of the van, smiling to
himself as he walked around to let me out. Always a gentleman,
I see. How refreshing.
We walked up to the door and kissed one more time. The
porch light kept going off and coming back on for some reason.
It ruined a romantic moment. We said goodnight, and I opened
my front door only to find my dad standing on the other side with
his hand on the light switch. “Oh, you’re home early,” he said,
somewhat sheepishly. Did my dad actually look embarrassed?
“Yeah, maybe, but you are really up late,” I said.
“Is that a new friend?” he asked. He did not look happy
about it.
“No, we have been friends for years. I have known Ian since
I was around thirteen. We are probably going to be hanging out
together some this summer,” I told him.
He walked off mumbling something about “boyfriends with
vans being a bad combination.” I loved that man. He grumbled
a lot, but I knew it was his way of caring for me, and he worried
about me all the time.
I grabbed a snack and went up to my room. Oh, man, I had
forgotten about the sand. It was too late to vacuum. I’d just have
to shake it off on the floor and vacuum tomorrow after the folks
left for work. Ahhhh, sleep. That is all I needed.
I listened to some Led Zeppelin (“Going to California”)
using my headphones. I did not want to disturb my folks with
that “awful music.” I could not help but think about my night
with Ian. I thought we would have fun hanging out. He would
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have to go back to school in the fall. So it would just be a summer
fling. Perfect by my standards.
I quit my job at the mall right before summer. For me, college
started in the fall. I would be studying Business Communication
and Journalism. I had not decided on a career path. I did have
some ideas. I would graduate in four years with my bachelor’s
degree. In high school, I found that I was exceptionally skilled
at public speaking. This was funny because up until the seventh
grade I was extremely shy.
I should have started college last fall. Instead, I modeled
for about six months. The money was excellent, and I traveled
to Hawaii, Tahiti, and a few Polynesian Islands for on location
shoots. The problem I had with it was the fact that it was all so
commercialized. I was a Southern California surfer girl. That
was where the surfing interest in me ended.
I never did any surfing shots. I just stood on the sand and ran
on the beach. They took shots of me lounging on large rocks, or
on expensive imported furniture. I splashed around in the water
in extremely provocative poses. I burned out on the career in
modeling and came home. My parents never liked my modeling
bathing suits, so they were both overjoyed. My father thought
it was cheap and degrading. Truth be told, I felt that way in the
end. Dad helped me to invest my earnings for the future, and was
ready to put the whole thing behind us. He had never mentioned
it since.
To get back in school, I had to beg and write a long essay on
why I should be able to keep my scholarship—not to mention I
had to go before the dean at Long Beach State. All that groveling
paid off, though, and I had my scholarship and would start school
in the fall.
So my plan was to blow it all out this summer. I had saved
most of my money all year from working at the mall in a
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department store just so I could have a fun summer, maybe try
some new things, and go different places. I had three months
to do it all before I got serious and worked on growing up. My
folks were all for me growing up. I was the youngest of three
kids and the last one living at home.
My brother was a cop with two kids. My sister was a stay
at home mom with three kids. My brother Mike lived in Norco,
California, on several acres of land with three horses and a
Great Dane. My sister Kathy lived in Costa Mesa, not far from
the South Coast Plaza Mall, where she perfected her shopping
skills. She was the queen of her home. She lived in a house that
was worthy of a magazine cover. We were a pretty close family.
I thought that I was an afterthought, as my brother is two years
older than my sister but my sister is seven years older than me.
We liked to all get together on Sundays whenever possible.
Sunday dinner was a zoo with everyone at the house, with kids
screaming and running and playing. We all loved Sundays
watching football, talking over what was going on in life. Some
things I preferred not discussing, like the large group doing
drugs or smoking weed at the party I went to last night. That
would not go well for me if my brother knew, and I would
never hear the end of it. Would he believe in being guilty by
association? I wondered if my sister smoked pot. Being home
all day with three kids, she needed a little something. She had a
nine month old, a two year old, and a four year old. No way. She
was extremely conservative. We looked a lot alike. I was more
adventurous than my sister.
Everyone had plans to travel this summer. My folks
were going on a Caribbean cruise. They took weekend trips
periodically. My brother, his wife, and his kids would be going
camping for two weeks in the desert. My sister and her crew
would be going back east to see my brother-in-law’s family for
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two weeks. I believed they were in Maryland. I had not planned
that far. I wanted to be spontaneous, play it by ear. I wanted to
go camping, traveling, and I still liked the idea of going surfing
down in Baja.
When my sister, brother, and I were younger we took family
trips every summer. We even went skiing one winter. My parents
never left the ski lodge that trip. They did not like the cold, so
that was why we only did that one winter. Mike and I, however,
still go skiing together. We all enjoyed the time we spent together
on those trips. We went to Hawaii. We went on an Alaskan cruise
and many trips to Mexico. The tradition of family vacations still
lived on—they were just planning separate vacations. Life was
ever changing. The kids were now parents, and the parents were
now grandparents.
One of the things Shelly and I planned to do before summer
started was a charity event. Shelly and I signed up for a
walkathon. This event was a fund-raiser where sponsors paid for
every mile walked. The walk was twenty miles. They did this
event every year.
This would be the first time we would be joining the walkers.
We planned out the night before what we would be taking and
wearing. It was going to be hot. We intended to keep it simple.
We would layer clothes down to bathing suits. That way we could
take off the layers as the day warmed up. It would be chilly early
in the morning when it started.
There was a large turnout for the walk. Thousands of people
were participating. This was a memorable event. The walkathon
was in Anaheim. The walk would start on Lincoln Avenue. The
journey took us around the city, and we finished at Pearson
Park, not far from where we started. They had water stops, and
we would have a designated place to stop for lunch. The first
five miles were OK. At the ten mile check point, we had lunch.
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We got a lot of encouragement from people who lived along
the road. Many people turned on their sprinklers for us to walk
through to cool off. It felt as if we are in a parade with everyone
cheering. I was enjoying myself. When we finally reached the
ten mile marker, many people were dropping like flies.
I did not want too long of a break. We needed to keep our
leg muscles warmed up, so we did not stiffen up. I learned that
playing in sports my whole life. After a short break and some
food, we got back on the course. My muscles were starting to
ache. Shelly felt it too. We were not going to quit, though, even
if we had to drag each other across the finish line. There would
be no wimping out. Before we started the walk, Shelly and I
shook hands on it.
Somewhere along the road, Shelly picked up this good looking
Marine who wanted to meet her. He walked the last ten miles in
cowboy boots. Amazing that he would do that to talk to her.
When we finally reached the fifteen mile marker, there was
much excitement. They were hollering for us to “go go go.” It
was getting really hard at this point. We drank some water that
they provided for us as we continued on towards the finish line.
Mr. Marine did not seem to be bothered by any of it. He walked
on smiling and talking. I do not think he ever broke a sweat.
The starting group had dropped to less than half. All of us
who were walking were trying to motivate each other. We were
starting to feel like a team. We did not know each other, but we
continued to offer words of encouragement. We had come this
far. We could not stop now. We were singing songs, trying not to
think of sore muscles.
The buzz we all felt seeing the finish line was unbelievable.
There were some people who finished ahead of us, but the fact
that we finished was so terrific! The crowd of people at the finish
line was enormous. They were yelling and cheering.
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After all the hugs and pats on the back, we made our way
back to my car. Shelly said her goodbyes to Mr. Marine. She let
him down softly without giving him her number, as was her way
with the men.
“What an incredible experience,” I said.
“I cannot believe we finished a twenty mile walkathon,” Shelly
said breathlessly. We truly felt happy. It was for a terrific cause.
I told her, “I want to do it next year.”
Shelly said, “Sorry, Dee Dee. I am going to have to think
about that.”
I laughed. “You have a whole year to think about it. All I
want to do is go home and take a shower.”
“Drive on,” Shelly commanded. We both started laughing.
We were both lobster red. I at least should be used to being in
the sun. We finally pulled up in front of my house and ordered
a Hawaiian pizza. I did not want to go anywhere or do anything
but lay in front of the TV. All in all, it was a fantastic experience.
I thought to myself, Maybe we will make it again next year.
I heard there would be some real jamming concerts this
summer. I wanted to go to as many as possible. Shelly and I went
to the California Jam last year. I remember it well: April 6, 1974.
We did a lot of planning for that event. We took a large cooler
full of food and drinks. We spent the day before frying chicken.
To my surprise, it came out pretty tasty. We used Shelly’s mom’s
recipe. We took fruit and beer and spent an hour rolling joints of
Columbian Gold that we hid in a cigarette pack, to sneak into the
concert. I still did not know why we spent so much time rolling
joints. I did not like weed. Shelly was on the fence.
The groups playing were Emerson, Lake & Palmer, Deep
Purple, Earth, Wind and Fire, the Eagles, Rare Earth, Seals &
Crofts, and Black Sabbath. There were some others that I cannot
think of right now, but it was totally rad. We got in line early
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during the day to wait for the night show. We sat around partying
with complete strangers all day. We were feeling no pain.
A little after noon they started letting people through the
gates. We had to walk a long time before we got to the concert
area. There was a massive stage, and we were not far from it.
There were enormous speakers probably forty yards behind us.
Then there were thousands of people beyond them. We made a
pact not to wander off or go anywhere alone because we would
never find each other. I had never experienced anything with a
crowd of this magnitude.
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