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THE MAKING OF S I u N KING

Simon King was sixteen and a half. He went zround
with the 'in' people at school, ‘you know. He would look at
the lesser people in the school as if to say "Look at me, T'm
with the real hip people in the class; I bet you wish you
were like me". But for all his arrogance he would always
feel uneasy with his crowd. They would appear to be with
him, yet at the first opportunity they would take the
shit out of him and there he would be. feeling as if every-
one was laughing at him behind his back. So he'd shrug it
off and go into non-existence for half-an-hour or so until
he could think of some topical subject which he could talk
about to be sure of a reasonable answer from the others.
Trouble was that he hated the guts of the crowd; he was
only with them as a passport to the outside world, all
the fun places. He felt really sorry for himself all the
time, and secretly hoped that they would all take interest
in him and find out what a good guy he REALLY was. Trouble
was that it wasn't very often he f£1lt he was that special, and
all it amounted to was a sort of inferiority complex, all of
which he conferred to hie best friend, Dave.

Now Dave was one of those easy going guys who
took things in in one ear and let them pass out the other
with answers like "Yeah, I know what you mean", and "Really?".
But they got on quite well on the whole. Simon would be
obsessed by his complexes and paranoia and related subjects
while Dave would drift through life in a kind of coma, now
and then shouting "Hi!" to a friend, while Simon would tell
him that he wasn't LISTENING, and what he was saying was REAL
important. Trouble was that he wasn't sure that what he was
saying WAS real important, and then he'd stop and ask himself
'what the hell?' and go all introversive again.

lleanwhile the rest of the world was having fun., and
HE wasn't. He'd kick himself and go all moody. It Just wasn't
FATR. Anyhow, school was one hell of a drag, and boy did he

know it. He despised all the masters and claimed they were
all after him.
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One thing Simon could not stand was staying at home,
and that was a good thing because he only succeeded in in-
furiating his sister and his parents when he did. €o, grabbing
a few L.P.'s, or a handful of money, he would split down to
Dave's house, or Jjust anywhere to escape television or the

general run of things at home.

Dave would not always be glad to see him, as he was
one for busying himself in several projects but, luckily for
Simon, he was always prepared to listen to all his problems, and
hig LP.'s. Now IP's was Simon's “thing', as it were, and of those
he was always talking, because only then could he create interest

around himself, and this he enjoyed tremendously.

"Look., Dave," he said one day, "I've got Explosion's
latest album'.
"Great!" said Dave, wondering who the hell they were.

Simon leaped over to the record player, slung off a
copy of Dave's best LP, (Dave didn't look up - he never took
much care of his albums, even his Stockhausen) and put on his
latest groove. ESimon waited until ten seconds of the record had
passed and asked Dave wanat he thought of it.

"What?" said Dave, not realising it had started.

"Good, isn't it?" caid Simon. "Now listen to this
bit; it's really incredible. Listen...... Wow, now isn't that
incredible?”

Dave nodded vaguely.

Simon, all uptight from his revelations, realised he
was standing dangerously over Dave's electronic junk, and decided
to squat in a corner and dream to the music that he was really
into a screw.

"Coffee?" Receiving no answer, Dave assumed ‘'yes'
and went into the kitchen to make some. Simon looked up on
hearing the door, guessed, and went back to dreams. It begen
to rain.

Five miles away a girl named Anne James sat all alone
in a big house watching television because her parents were out.

—
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II

Simon watched as the five players took up their posi-
tions and then crashed into supersonic soumnd. It was the big
moment of the big day. He was ACTUALLY Watching Green Castle
LIVE on stage, and what's more, he was sitting right in among
the cool guys who really freaked over the Castle. And they WERE
good, no doubt. The lead guiterist was giving an electrifying
performance of screaming and stamping; the guy on the moog
seemed to be totally worked up and was flinging himself at all
the various controls; the drummer was beating the hell out of
bhis skins, sweating, and discarding items of clothing every
minute. But the bassist was the really cool member of the group,
and it was him-they REATLY dug, despite the spectacular perfor-
mances of the others. He would Jjust stand upright playing his
instrument and gaze simlessly into the audience. He was the
accepted leader of the group, and he was a brilliant bass
guiterist.

If anyone, Simon watched the leader more than the
others; ae was really into that guy. He wished he was cool like
him, and all the females who REALLY knew where it was at went
after him like they went after this guy. Shit, he thought, I'm
not going to enjoy this if I start brooding about females, and
he looked to see wnat the others were doing. They were standing
up, screaming, saaking their hands about, and generally so far
into the thing that he couldn't really Join in. So he Jjust tried
to appreciate the guy on the moog.

When the set had finished, well past eleven, he
decided to skip taking the bus and walk home, which meant cut-
ting across the park, and it was pretty dark. Anyway, he offered
his parting remarks and headed for the park with a few stifled
‘"Cheers" and "See you"'s behind him.

His journey took him past the exclusive district of
the town, which he questioned. What do I think of this? he
thought. These houses, they're very big, what do I think of
them? Why should they live in big houses and not me? What
makes them sc special?

While he was trying to puzzle out all these questions
in his mind, a2 light went on at the top of one of the houses Just
ahead of him. In the window appeared a girl who happened to see
him and watched as he approached. She puzzled too.
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Simon noticed the light as a bird flew across his -«
vision to break his reverie. Then he saw the girl, but only for
s few seconds because as he looked up, she turned away and left
the window, He waited to see if she would return, but she did not,
so he continued walking. He concluded that she looked extremely
nice and she lived at 86 Dresden Avenue. He glanced back Jjust
once and felt he had left something behind him. Then he started
questioning himself again. This time, all his thoughts were
centred around her. Why was she there? What had she been doing
all evening? Did she go to school - Where was it - Who were her
friends, if she had any - Did she know any guys - What was she
like - Why tae hell couldn't he speak to her - Where does she go

Next tning he knew, he was in the park and it was dark
and did he know the way back? TYes. Suddenly he realised just
how dark it really was, and was afraid that he'd get eaten up or
forgotten or something, and that he's never get the chance of
screwing her. But then he thought aloud "Shit, I don't want
to screw her, I'm not like THEM, I'd Jjust like to be with a
female".

i As he wmlked -off, hefelt a lot stronger and unafraid
for saying that. Simon King didn't sleep that night for he felt
he had found himself that evening, and from now on it would be a
new scene as far as he was concerned.

IIT

Something was different about Simon next day because
Dave noticed. Dave is the sort of person who can go tahrough life
in a coma, as long as things remained roughly the same, but when-
ever something had changed he would be the first to notice it.

"What's wrong Simon?" asked Dave.

"Wrong? Nothing. Why should it be - I feel fine".

Dave was quite astonished. No troubles, no moans,

nothing.
"But you haven't mpoken all day" said Dave, rather

worried. "Are you feeling ill or something? Do you want those
LP's back you left behing last time you dropped in?"

Simon seemed hardly to notice the question, but he
answered it.

"Oh, er, don't matter, don't matter. I'll pick them

up sometime if you like; listen to them if you want".
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Dave was amazed. Now he KNEW something was up with
Simon. IP's were his weak point, and he bharely batted an eyelid.

"Now come on Simon" said Dave. For once he was really
interested in someone else's affairs. But Simon looked adamant
in his silence. Suddenly, Dave had an idea.

"Um, I'm afraid I scratched your Explosion LP".

Simon looked up, stared straight at Dave, who found it
hard to look back. "

"What?" he said.

"I scratched your LP. What's her name?"

"T don't kn-- I mean, who's name?"

It was a very weak defence, and Dave smiled.

"So it's a female is it" beamed Dave.

"Yes. I suppose you didn't really scratch my LP,
did you?"

"No, of course not".

"You bastard!"™ They both began to roar with laughter.

The bell went. TIunch was over and taey had a gloomy
afternoon of Chemistry History to face, but they were both in
Verj good spirits. Dave, though, had realised that Jjust a little
more than a female had affected Simon, because he had never been
like this before. So Dave didn't really concentrate on the after-
noon's lessons (nbt that he ever did anyway), most of the time
he was studying Simon - and it was easy to notice that Simon
seemed much more at ease, his reactions were less erratic and
self-conscious, and what's more, he actually was listening to
what was being said by the master.

Dave questioned this manner, and then wondered if he
was missing out on something - if he had not realised some ultra-
important point. So he decided to listen as well, but now and
then he would glance towards Simon to see if he was still
watching.

"Now - er - yes King, what happens if I put this liquid
into this test tube? said Mr. Loader, not expecting an,thing like
an answer.

"They bubble, sir" said Simon "and give out a gas,
which, from our previous experiments. is very likely to be carbon
dioxide, although we could, of course, verify that by applying a
lighted spiint to the mouth of the test tube. Well, that is

naturally when you hawe performed the experiment."

Mr. Loader was quite stunned. "Y-yes King. quite
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right, quite right." *He wiped his brow shakily. "Goodness me!"

Simon smiled to himself and continued studying the
somewhat shaken master. Dave was also quite surprised, because
Simon never used to be any good at chemistry. Still, now he
didn't know where he was with Simon at all, but it didn't really
worry him. He really was very excited at the prospect of finding

Simon all over again.

The rest of the day seemed a bit of a drag for Dave =
he was still trying to & things together, more so he was trying
to get himself together. For Simon, things were going great guns,

and he felt like he was a whole new world.
IV

The final bell went. Final becsuse it was Friday.
Final because it was Easter, and for Simon things were really

going to happen because he would meke them happen.

8 - i

He found himself outside the school amid a crowd of
people who were the 'in' people, and they were all around him.
and listening to what he was saying. He was talking about why
he liked really nice girls because he was not sex mad like the
others - and saying it in an 'I'm better than you' manner because
he could see how really petty they all were to listen to him now,
just because he had gained a lot of status. But he didn't reject
them as long as taey knew who was boss, anyway he felt good being
at the top for a change.

When he had finished and was saying that he had to
split, they all told him how cool he was, and thet they would
see him at the clubs and places, oxay? and off taey went, and he
watched them going, hearing their claims "what a guy, eh?"
"Simon - who'd have thought it?" "Christ, he sure knows where
it's at". He laughed, noting that when one guy starts to get
interecsted, they all dive in, claiming that they know more about
it than the first guy, and so on - 'I'm reslly into that guy.
you know'. It was actually so funny because he was exactly the
same Simon King who sat in the same desk yesterday. But he in-
tended to treat them like shit, for a while at least, because
they had to him before, and he still bore a grudge, though he
wouldn't let them know that.
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Simon turned round to head home, then noticed that
some distance away Dave was waiting for him. It didn't laaek like
the normal Dave though; this one was unhappy and introversive,
and Simon didn't feel very much at ease with him.

"You seem to be getting on well with your new friends"”
said Dave.

Simon didn't like the way he emphasised 'new'.

"Why didn't you go with them?" Dave was obviously
sulking.

"Shit, Dave. I don't like them, you know".

Dave didn't look up.

"Christ, snap out of it will you; the only reason I
made them crawl like that was because they have been real bas-
tards to me".

"So where do I come in all this?" said Dave, stopping.

Simon stopped too, and felt bad for not speaking since
lunch time. h

"Keep walking".

Reluctantly, Dave walked on.

"Look, Dave, are we or are we not the best of friends?
Right. Then let's see you smile, and forget all about it'".

"Yeah, fair enough, but you're not the same person I
knew yesterday. I don't feel right with you any more, T feel
small, on a different level. I think I must have missed out on
something somewhere along the line'.

Simon had really been expecting this, but he didn't
want it to come because he hadn't got an answer.

"I still feel the same about you" he replied sincerely.

"That still doesn't help me, and you haven't explained
anything". Dave was by now quite worked up; in fact, Simon had
never known Dave like This ever before,and it was difficult to
know how to deal with the situation. It seemed that his new imsge
had left a trail of shattered identity behind it. And the big
taing behind the whole lot was that he knew exactly where every-
one was at at this particular moment of time (or at least he
thought he did, but no-one knows everything about anyone ever.
Anyway, he had a good idea) but he couldn't deal with it. That
was something his new person had to learn about - there was a
long way to go yet. MNMeanwhile, he had a certain problem by the
name of Dave, and he feared that he was in danger of losing a
friend if he didn't do something within the next few minutes.
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He could feel the tension and anxiety that was building up
between them, and he felt that was 1ow it should ¥e in a situ-
ation like this - it only went to confirm to himself how really
close their friendship was.

They turned a corner in the road and a stiff breeze
attacked them, which made Simon's hair blow right across his
face which looked very funny, and Deve had to laugh (he had
short hair - he said it got in the way of his work and he didn't
see the point of it anyway). Simon didn't find it in the least
funny, but he laughed to make Dave feel better.

"T guess I don't figure right, do I?" said Dave.

"Jesus, it's all my fault. But you've got to see that
I can't remain stagnant, and you might send me back to where I
was before if I'm not careful.”

"Yeah, I s'pose so. Hey, Simon..."

"What?"

"We're still on the same scene, aren't we?"

"Surely we are, what do you think. I'd be the hell of
a bastard if I split with you after all the times we've had to-
gether, even if I do try and aim high". ‘

"What, you reckon I don't aim high enough do you, is
that it?"

"No, that's Just your thing, that's all. We're all
different, aren't we'.

"So were you yesterday, and don't treat me like a kid".

They didn't speak for a while. Then they both noticed
two nice girls walking towards them, but on the other sice of the
road. They both looked over, and Simon and Dave both looked back.

"TLet's pull them" said Simon. "My house is empty to-
night". :

This sort of thing would have surprised Dave the day
before, but he reminded nimself who Simon was today, and it
seemed quite a normal thing for him to say. But anyway, he
wasn't too keen on the idea, and he was in school uniform. which
he hated because he thought it made him look bad. ,

"Come on, Dave, they'll have gone past in a minute".

"I don't want to Simon, not now" said Dave, embarrassed.

"Well it's too late now, really I think you must &pect
it on a plate you know". Simon was cross.

"I wasn't stopping you. Don't worry about me. TYou

don't need me'".
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"For Chrissake Dave stop feeling the hell so sorry for
yourself and quit moaning. I really can't stick it from you."

"Well, I can't stick you either, all you ever did was
to bug me with your moaning and chronic IP's, and now you think
that Jjust because you can act cool 211 the time that I've got to".

"That's a load of shit. and you know it tooj; the only
reason you wnt around with me was because you had to, because no-
body else would, nobody else would put up with your nowhere scene
- you Just didn't exist, and you still don't".

Dave Just couldn't believe it was Simon waying all this,
and he felt utterly alone and sorry. People were looking as well
and Dave hated that, and he hated them, and he hated everyone.

Hie best friend had turned against him=and he had no resistance.

"Oh Jjust fuck off willy you Simon" he said. But Simon

had already gone, and it was going to be a long holiday for Dave.
v

Well, it was one of those weeks where things really
happened, wasn't it? And whose fault was it? Yesg, it was all
her fault. And who is she? Yes, it was Anne James. But of
course she didn't know it was all her fault; in fact, she didn't
know very much about it at all. Don't get it wrong, she had got
it all together in her own mind; she thought she was 0.X., and
she was, sort of. Her friends were always telling nher that she
was missing out on it all, and that she was all mixed up some-
where. Now they thought that, but she thought she had a good
scene going by herself, follow? She was into Indian dressmaking
and spiritualism, waich she didn't tell .about because it would
appear like she was trying to win friends by appearing nip, like
everyone else tried to do, and she just couldn't care less. Any-
way, she had a lot of nice friends who appreciated where she was

at without trying to do it themselves.

S50 Anne's scene is getting more complex and at the
same time more together; in fact, she was just an incredibly
nice sort of girl of 15, if you like that sort of girl, that is.
And she had reasonably well-off parents at the same time. Che
did almost everything that was asked of her without complaint,
and whenever she wantea something, all sne had to do was ask,
and almost always the answer would be yes. But it wasn't often
she asked for anything because sne did have pride, which isn't
a bad thing, and anyway she wasn't all that keen on her parents.



Not that they didn't do all they could for her welfare, butthey
were rather snobby, and her friends told her so. She never agreed
with them, of course, but she inew what they meant, so she just
never said anything. She didn't speak much on the whole,

come to that, though whenever she did speak, she would always
stare at you with her beautiful twinkling eyes, and say some-
thing really composed or subtle, which was the main reason why
her friends respected her so much, and would gather round if

she had anything at all to say. It was a different story at
school. It was all the people with the big mouths and the big
reputations who got the following, which is where Simon went
wrong.

| Simon thought he could get all he wanted by shooting
off his mouth to all the big pe ople, so after a while he realised
he was getting extremely uptight about the whole thing. In fact,
the people who once seemed so important to him were now getting
under his feet, and they seemed incredibly small. He began to
realise that he had lost everything that was really important,
namely the friendship of Dave, a girl by the name of Anne (though
he didn't know her name), and. most of all, he had lost a certain
thing that made him tick like he was feeling right.

Meanwhile the world was going round Jjust like it had
always done and always would do until somebody invents plastic
time. And that was the whole trouble. Here were lots of dif-
ferent people, Jjust living a nowhere scene with their lives
wasting away every little second all the time. And nobody could
do anything about it, so it was up to somebody to make the first
move, God knows what would happen next, and even he must have

been getting bored with the whole bit.

VI

Simon decided to quit the whole scere and go back to
square one. He had tried going in at the deep end and had found
that it wasn't so deep after all; in fact, it was Just a
load of mixed up balls, and no-one dug it who mattered any more.
So that was a dead end alley out of the way, and it was up to
him to take the next turning off unless he was so pissed off
with the whole thing that he couldn't be bothered, in which case
he was likely to end up as a nowhere person for the rest of his

life. and he knew it.
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By coincidence, some distance away a young girl was
having the very same kind of shake-up, and for the first time in
her life she was looking round herself and asking herself whether
this was really her thing, in the same way as she had questioned
Simon tae first time she had seen him. Then she wondered about
her friends and whst they really wanted out of her, whether they
really had nothing else to do, better to do.

At this rate, everyone was going to be under study at
some time or other, and nobody deserved all of it at all. So
people were trying to get themselves together by putting down
other people which really just wasn't the way to go about things.
It was a society of some people trying to be top and other people
féeling bad about it and going into themselves.

Meanwhile poor old Dave was sitting at home feeling
fucked off with the whole thing, and he was the one who really
needed help, but who knew that?

VII

Simon had taken to going for long walks in the hope of
getting himself together. He went for these walks over to the
park which always made him feel at ease. He enjoyed looking at
the blue sky and the long stretches ol green grass. There was
an abundance of trees in the® area which not only meant that the
air was fresh and clean, but it also meant that he could not see
the road, and that meant a lot to him.

On his way to and from the park he would always make
sure he'd pass the house of the nice girl. But nearly every time
he did there were no lights on in the house, and he just knew
that she was not in anyway. He im~mgined that she was out en-
joying herself evenings, with 2 lot of admiring guys who she
cculd take the pick of. Of course, in this assumption Simon
couldn't have been more wrong; in fact, she was doing the very
same thing that he was, and for some reason they had never met

while walking there.

So all this was going on, until one evening, when
Simon wae crossing over a large part of the park, he saw in the
shadows ahead a figure sitting on a bench. At first he was
frightened by it. I mean, who would possibly want to sit out

in the cold on a park bench at ten o'clock. Iust be a weird
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person, he thought, then he remembered that that is exactly
where he had been sitting at the same time y esterday, and he

laughed at his own logic.

Having reasoned this out, he was much less apprehensive
toward the person, and decided to pass him by near to on his way
out;;who knows, it could be a person of nhis age with the very
seme problems, and that's Jjust the sort of friend he needed so
- they could find themselves togethemr and helping each other be-
cause they both understood.

He was about five yards away when he realised that it
was a girl, but he could not see her face because her head was
bowed down and her long black hair was dangling over it. gche
was either in such 2 trance that she didn't notice him, or she
was Jjust pretending not to notice him. He concluded that it
was the latbter, and then realised that he had completely stopped
moving. He began to think what a real groove it would be to get
things together with this girl, especially as they appeared to
have similar problems. In any case, he looked a bit funny just
standing there, and she must have known by then that he was
looking st her. £So he sat down on the bench as well, of course
making sure he was as far from her as possible. This lad was
discreet!

Well, there they were anyway. Simon couldn't for the
life of him think of a suitable way to introduce himself in
such a situation, and she was wishing that he'd go away and
leave her on her own with the scenery.

"Hello! I'm Simon" he gaid, and then mentally kicked
himself for saying such a blank thing. Anyway, he waited for a
reply.

"Hello!" she said, not moving at all. Then she
sighed.

Simon thought shit, but he thought she sighed beauti-
fully and then felt really sorry for her, imagining that compared
to his situation she must be in dire peril. She wasn't, of
course, in anything of the kind, but it made him even more
determined. ‘

She was thinking she ought at least to look at the
person hecause he was clearly trying to pull her, although she
hadn't got together whether she wanted that yet. She glanced
at him for Jjust a second. That was enough. It was the guy who
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walked past her house that day. She had recognised his coat.

Meanwhile, Simon was wondering how to redeem himself.
The weather immediately spfung to mind, but that would have been
another pretty negative thing to say.

"I'm Anne" she said, looking straight at him this
time.

Simon was stunned when he realised who it was, also
at the fact that she was the one to speak.

"Should you really be out here alone in the park? I
mean, for all you know, I could be Jack the Ripper or somebody".

"But you're not, are you" she said nicely, smiling
for the first time.

Simon kind of felt a warm glow pase through him,al-
though it was cold, as her smile penetrated him. He thought
she was incredibly beautiful, as indeed she was.

"No, I'm not". he said.

It was akind of mutual happening at that moment in
time, for they both reached over and touched hands. It was hard
to know what to say then for a different reason than the first
time, so they Jjust stayed as they were feeling the warmth running
up their arms, but they were in rather awkward positions, so
Simon moved closer to her.

"Why are you sitting here alone until I came?" he
asked.

"Because...."

"Because what?"

"Well. because I want to. Anyway you are”.

Simon thought he had better not pursue that, otherwise
he would have a very short relationship with Anne.

"Is your house empty?" he asked.

"Yes, but my parents will be back at eleven".

"Can we go there though, Jjust for a while, anyway?"

"All right, as long as they don't see you".

As they got up, Simon wondered Jjust why they couldn't
see him, but he thought he better not ask about it.

"You're beautiful" he said.

"Oh shucks, I've gone 21l red now. Thanks anyway.
You're good looking too".

He really liked this girl. Everything she said seemed
to be perfect, all her actions were good to watch. Other girls
he had known had these odd annoying habits that he detested -
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maybe he was too fussy? Still, he couldn't have been more happy
than he was for then, so that's all that mattered.

' She didn't really /know what to think about it all. For
her, the transition from what she used to do to what she was
doing now was a big step. It was different for Simon because

he had had a lot of difficult changes and was prepared to face
new ones.

So most of Anne's thoughts were centered around the
whole aspect of the thing more than Simon himself. He, of
course, was hoping th-t she was thinking the same things that he
was, but it wasn't that she was not keen on him or anything, but
she hadn't got herself together for this sort of thing. On the
whole nothing much was said on the way to her house, so when they
got there it was more a case of 'fancy meeting you here'.

"Well, here we are" she said. That was mther a stupid
thing to say, wasn't it? Still, Simon understood, and was led
up to the front door. It seemed very big as he looked up at it,
and imagined that her parents must be big and rich as well -
maybe an ex-millionaire? or a Japanese mud-wrestler?! Simon
burst out laughing.

"What's funny" she said.

"Japanese mu- oh, it doesn't matter, I'm sorry."

She grinningly frowned at him and pushed him inside.

"Take a seat in the lounge" she said. "I won't be
long. I'll make some coffee."”

"Oh no, please don't bother".

"Don't be so stupid, you're cold. Now go and sit
down" . '

A He was touched by her thoughéfulness, and he spread
nimself out on the luxurious couch.

"I think jou‘ve got a beautiful house" he shouted.

"I'm afraid I don't" she answcred. "And it's not my
house, but thanks anyway".

He noticed a rataer quaint piece of antique porcelain
on a table, and clambered over to examine it.

“What's this?" he asked., as she entered with a tray.

"What's that?" she said, putting the tray down and then
turning her attention over to his discovery. "Oh, that. It's
early sixteenth century Japanese, actually. It's mine".

Simon thought - zosh, she's into antiques and theat.

Really it was so exciting finding out all these things sbout her.
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"Do you know a lot about antiques then?"

" Well, I suppose so, but I'd never really thought
about how much I know. No-one's ever asked me before".

"But what 2bout your friends, surely they dig your
scene and want to know all aboubt it.!"

. "Yes, but they know that if I want them to know any-
thing I'11l tell them about it. Otherwise they let me be".

This was the first thing about Anne he found hard to .
understand, though he knew that several of his points she would
find hard to understand, but even so, this was very unexpected.
He figured she must be really cool.

She sat down beside him and he put his arm round her
and felt really nice.

"I think we're on the same scene" said Simon after a
waile. "I hope we get on together for a long time, and get
ourselves together as well."

"I like you too" said Anne, and kissed him. "Your
coffee's getting cold."

This girl had really sent Simon, and he was in a kind
of daze as he drank his coffee. Suddenly there was the sound
of a key turning in a latch, and Simon found his bewildered celf
being hustled out of the back door. The last he saw of Anne
that night was a disappearing shadow into the house saying some-
thing about seeing him same place same time tomorrow.

When he got home his mum almost killed herself
laughing when she saw the lipstick on his face and his bemused

expression. Simon didn't notice her.

So an incredible day for Simon had just finished, and
as he lay in his bed devoid of sleep, he wondered whether it nad
really all happened at all. It all seemed so incredible. ILike
a dream. A chance meeting - an incredibly nice girl - a large
house.... Lipstick on his face.......... Simon fell asleep and

dreamed.......
Viil

Klthough Simon hadn't slept much the night before, he
felt really great the next day because he was turned on. In fact
he was actually nice to his sister - she must have been very
surprised. He wasn't at all hungry either, not that he ever
ate much anyway. He spent all day at a friend's house, and was
very proud of the fact that he didn't mention his accomplishment
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of the night before. If that had Happened a month ago it would
have been all round the school in no time. It was the fact
that Simon realised he didn't need people's admiration of his
accomplishments, he wanted them to take him for what he was.

Of course, that is only logic, because he thought he was a

better person and didn't need to back himself up with proof.

Well, anyway, this friend's name was Pete, and he
was a real good bloke to know. He had long hair over his
shoulders and was crazed on sitar muzak. He knew all these
freaks who were invariably stoned and would arift into his pad
and nave their trips to his Ravi Shankhar IP's. This particular
day there were two people squatting in his pad - a male and a
female. The girl was obviously going pad places, and the guy
was doing his best to help her. Simon thou:ht they were going
about it the wrong way. I mean she kept taking more of this
other stuff to make her feel okay., but all these did were to
make her worse. In any case, they were all involved with
themselves, so they were hardly noticed unless she started
shouting or claiming they were all agesinst her, or unless he

asked desperately for a towel.

Pete would ignore them for the most part, not that
he was a drag or anything because he was one of the most
arresting personalities you could know, but he was always
writing things down, especially when sitar wmusic was playing,
which was all the time at n1is pad. Funny thing was that nobody
complained about his sitar music because, as it was on all the
time, it had become a part of the place, like if you left it
and a while later you heard some sitar music, you were certain
to think of that pad. Of course, you enter the pad for the
first time and after a while you might say what a drag the music

was becoming, but you'd get used to it.

The reason Simon was there was because he liked
reading the paranoic stuff this guy turned out, and he liked
talking with him as well because he was interesting and he knew
all about what was happening everywhere - sometimes all of a
sudden he would break out into a fascinating story about a
speed freak or something. Also he knew all these groovy people
who'd drop in for half an hour now and then, or he'd drop in
on them. Simon liked siter music as well, but when you actually

tried hard to listen to it, it did become somewhat of a drag,
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so then he'd divert his attention to the other interesting
things in the room, or he'd wait until Pete split to a friend
for a while, and slip on a non-sitar album (of which there were
very few).

Round about five O'clock Somon became very bored and
was dying to see Anne again. Seeing as now the couple nhad left
a while ago and Pete was visiting, Simon decided to split him-
self and did.

Outside the weather was bad, in fact it felt ominously
like there was going to be a right piss down. This in itself
didn't bother Simon, but he was afraid he wouldn't meet fAnne in
the park- Then he wondered again why he couldn't meet her
parents; I mean, dammit, 2all he had to do was to go up and ring
the front doorbell. Still, as she had told him he better not,
he decided to disregard his better judgement and hope for the
best she was in the park.

He grabbed a bite to eat at home and said vaguely
he was going to a friend's house on his way out. By now, the
clouds had really opened, but at least the worst was over,
and the minvasn't quite so bad as it had been. He was still
worried though and nad decided that if she wesn't there he'd

risk ais neck and go straight up to her front door.

Anyway, it turned out that that wasn't necessary, for
after about half an hour of squelching around the place, he
eventually saw her coming towards him under an umbrella.

He felt very glad to see her coming, but the rain was rather
depressing.

"Christ I'm glad to see you" he said as she was in
hearing range. "I was afraid you wight not come”.

"Why? I like the min" she said. ,

"Oh well, that's all rizht then. What have you been
doing all dey?"

"T'yve been at... a friend's".

"Oh fuck, that's where I've been 211 day. Why
didn't you say where you'a be yesterday? We could aave been
together all day. I hardly know you at all yet".

"I'm sorry Simon. I'm not used to this sort of thing,
that's all."

Then, quite unexpectedly, her eyes began watering

and she fell towsrds him. Simon was totally unexpecting this,
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and only just managed to hold her before she fell to the
zround. She tried to focus on him, but her vision was all
haywire. It was altogetnér a rather awkward pose, and when she
finelly seemed to have recovered from whatever it was, Simon's
arms were really aching. But naturally he wasn't worried about
his arms when Anne could be suffering from some serious com-
plaint.

"You should have told me you weren't well; this
rain can't be doing you any good".

"No no please. TI'm all right; it's nothing to do
with that. I'm fine now, honestly".

"God, I hate to see you like this. I like you an
awful lot, you know".

This made Anne smile again, and she clung tightly
on to him. Simon didn't know whether this meant she liked him
a lot as well, or whether she was afraid. 3But why should she
be afraid? The thought of drugs came into his mind, but he
knew that she couldn't possibly know how to zet hold of any.

So he convinced himself that it was because she liked him a
lot, and that made him feel better, so he held on to her more
tightly as well.

"Where are we going?" asked Anne.

"Well, where do you want to go? Iy place is empty,
but it's not much. What about your house?"

"I told you, it's not my house and I don't want to
go there anyway. Your place is fine".

She was very touchy about her house, which wms a drag
because Simon felt inhibited at his plac e. At least is was
somewhere they could talk and get to know each other better,
and anywhere was better than out in this crap. So off they
went to the Kings' house. They didn't speak much because the
rain was making too much noise.

"Nearly there" gaid Simon, but he didn't say anytaing
else because he waw she wasn't listening. She was Just staring

straight ahead and still didn't loox very well.

The evening turned out to be the hell of a let-down
for Simon. Anne was very unregponsive all evening, both to
his talking and his advances. So he Jjust sat there wondering
what to do next, while the music confused all his thoughts.

And then disaster. While he was having a slash she
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split the place, leaving a scrawled message which read:

Dear Simon, i
I had to go, I was being a drag. I1I'd better
tell you that I've gpent all day with this guy and we were
both high. Goodbye. I doubt if you'll want to see me again.

Anne.

Simon understandably was stunned, and he reeled back
into a chair when he had read it. But, of course, it all
susses out now, he thought, she must have been spacing all
evening. Oh shit, not drugs - and another guy as well.

By the time he had got it all together, it was too
late to go after her and he kicked himself for not thinking of
it sooner. He Jjust had to see her again, but when? In any
case, he wasn't going to grab much sleep tiat night.

IX

Simon woke up early the next day, and couldn't get
back to sleep, so he got fed up with that bit, and got up and
dressed. He still didn't know what to do. The fact was that he
was sure he knew Anne. surely enough to realise she was not the
sort of a girl who'd willingly take drugs - but what about the
guy - where did he come into it?

Luckily all these mixed up thoughts sent Simon to
sleep, and the next time he awoke was for dinner.

"Dinner!" someone said very loudly.

He came to with a start, and all of a sudden he
remembered the fix and it stabbed him.

Anyway, he had to see her again, that was certain, but
how the hell could he? Everything was Jjust sanit and he wished
he could chuck the whole thing and start again. But he felt

he was too far involved to ease out now.

Afternoon. He took some sandwiches down to the park.
A sart of vigil, he mused. Still, it was something?

Christ, all this wasn't his scene, and he could see
he was Jjust going the same way as his shit scene of a month ago.
Trying to put all his thoughts in cold storage, he split to the

park with a book on Ruseian Sociology. -Well, why not?
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It was reasonably nice out, so at least it was com-
fortable. There were some nice chicks about, but he wasn't in
the mood, so he Jjust noted them and went back to his book.

He wasn't all that much into it, but it <ind of gave him-a front
so he could get it together sbout what he was going. to do about
Anne.

Come six, his grub gone, he was hungry and bored stiff
and pretty cold. So he Jjumped about a bit when no one was looking
and contracted himself to do a lap of the place, and if she wasn't
anywhere to be seen, he'd go right up to her front door, so there!
Satisfied with himself, he bounced off having a reasonably to-
gether mind.

But after three-quarters of a lap of her not being
there, he was worried again and thought maybe he was being a
bit hasty in all of it, I uean it was only half six.

No, he'd prove himself to be good to ais word and off
he went, no messing. By the way, Simon believed in destiny,
which was about to take its course as ne noticed a crowd of hip
looking guys freaking down the road. He smiled over to them
because they were cool looking, not the destructive crowd.

Dave was with them. Simon checked himself. Dave
was with them. This in itself was not incredibly surprising
(at leas Simon tried to convince himself it wasn't), he'd
obviously gone from one extreme to the other (and that wasn't
so unusual either), but it was the fact that under his arm was
this incredibly freeky looking chick, and they were both stoned
and ha ving fun. Shit. why him? I could be with them, why
him? How did he get into that crowd anyway, Dave was oblivious
to the whole real world~and didn't notice Simon who very neérly

walked in front of a bus in his stupor.

Finte himself at Anne's front door, thinks, waits,
looks. Here we go, he thought. Rings bell, waits. Rings bell

again, waits again. Just goingz, hears door, turns back.

"Yes?" A figure Jjust about resembling Anne came to
the door. ©She's looking very ill indeed and was clutching her
head, shielding her eyes from the light.

"Christ - Simon!" she said, pallidly trying to focus
on him. "I'm not in". gShe attempted to close the door, and
was prevented. He grabbed her wriste and talked to her straight.
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In fact, he was rather too harsh -~ sort of gpur of the moment.

""What the hell do you mean by just'splitting on me
like that? Okay, so you thought you were a drag - but all you
had to .do was say so, apart from this drug bit. And how the
hell did you _et into those? I thought you were sensible,
girl. And who's this guy?

She was doing her best to take in all he was saying,
althougn she knew it all had to-come, but she had hoped never
to see him again, but here he wae.

"2it in there, please. You're hurting me".

He didn't reslise he was gripping her so hard, and
detracted quickly leaving two rarks on her wrists.

"Please".

"Yee, of course".

He felt bad for treating her rough, and tried very
hard to make her see that it was unintentional, but she seemed
strangely unresponsive to most things.

"I suppose I've got a lot to explain. You may have
noticed I have not been the same in the past couple of days.
You see, before I had met you in the park yesterday, I had
been round this guy's house. DPlease don't get me wrong, I

didn't really want to go at all - in fact I'd have liked to

have been with you, but it was my friends you see, they told me
what a great person this guy was, and that I'd like to meet him,
and so I was persuaded to go. How wes I to know this 'great guy'
was a pucher? Anyway, before I knew it he had slipped me some
speed, and when it had taken me they all said how brilliant it
was wasu't it? And I was crazy with hating the bitches, and I
screamed at them. Not only that but the drugs were doing bad
tnings for me, and suddenly this freak seemed like the most
disgusting person in the whole world and I fled the place in
terror, almost breaking my nexk on the way out. After that I
Just wandered about keeping clear of everyone because they

were all out to gef me I swear it, and I was thinking all

these frightening things, and I had to keep away from all the
shadows because of what might haw been lurking in them, and
even the light had the menace of showing up the shadows even
more. I had no bearings, 2ll my sense of direction was hay-
wire. I sust have wandered about for aours. and it was only

by luck that I found you, thank God. But I felt different then,

and like I was double crossing you at the time. TYou see my
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thoughts were all mixed up, and I thought I'd done some really
evil things with this pusher guy who really I hated. So you

csee thet's why I wrote the note. Since then I felt a real come-
down, and somehow in my coat I found another joint that they must
have slipped me before I turned bad, and honest Simon I Jjust had
to eke it. And now I'm coming down from that, and I need some
more'". L -

Anne looked half dead. and she fell back into one of
the large chairs. Thie waes Simon's week for strain, and her.
story left him wondering whether to feel sorry for her, feel
sorry for himself, hate her, love her, kill that pusher, kill
her friends, or kill himself. Well, killing himself would have
been a bit drastie¢ and pointless -~ not that he had the nerve
anyway .

"Can I get you anything?"

"Shig?"

"No, what I meant was, would you like gome coffee?"

"Coffee? COFFEL? How can you ®lk about coffee when
I tell you things you'd never have dreamed happening. Trouble
with you is that you're just too cool about the whole thing."

Christ, she had it allwong.

"Look, I ought to walk out of here right now if it
wasn't for the fact I think you're the wmost incredible girl
I've ever met".

"Oh Jesus, please come over here and hold me Simon”.

Simon just kert back tears as he went over, and Just
didn't want to move when he started msking love all over her.
She felt so good, she Jjust didn't move and things were really
happening between them. It had begun.

Meanwhile the world was oblivious and it went on

going round and round.....
X

The rest of the holidays were Jjust as cool as a fresh
breeze for Simon and Anne, and they spent every minute they could
together, each moment finding out more and more about each other,
each moment liking each other more and more. §Simon soon got her
off thinking about drugs and that, and in no time they only
laughed when they remembered about that time she had the ex-
perience with the drugs. So everything was beautiful, and no-
body else seemed to matter any more though everyone was beauti-

ful. And most of 2ll1 they were both sleeping nights for the first
time in ages. :



At the same time they were sorting out each others
own personal hangups, which often turned out to be the same
ones anyway. They found they could talk freély on many more
different subjects the more they got to know each other, and
eventually they had all their own little private Jjokes and
meanings, that people would sometimes frown at but they'd Jjust
laugh about it all. In fact they laughed at life as a whole,
and enjoyed it all tremendously. But don't you see? The more
you laugh along life, the more you treasure it, and théy
treasured life an awful lot. &So much so that they decided to
do a sort of Jjoint venture by searching all over for religion,
and this was the first really solid thing that sent them on a
whole new scene of their own; and come the end of tue holiday
they were just different people. In fact, life as a whole had
a completely different meaning for them, as their friends:were
to find out.

I

First days of new terms are always the same. People
were wandering about shaking hands and saying how are you, and
where have you been, and slapping backs. .Others were the centre
of attraction, name dropring and relating unique experiences out
of trivial holiday happenings. It was a sort of excitement before
the storm, because in seven weeks it was 'O' levels, a2nd that
meant work, especially as the mock results were not all that
encouraging.

Simon wasn't too involved in all this, but he watched
it all contentedly, 2nd now and then would acknowledge the people
who said "Hi!" to him, and engage in the odd conversation, usually
about other people's hangups. They all found Simon was very
receptive to their problems, and he was strangely fascinating

to them. Another new scene, they sussed.

Dave was really completely different now. He hung
ebout with a cool sixth form group, and treated all his old
friends like taey were total strangers. Simon watched Dave
quite closely, and whenever Dave met his gaze he turned away
abruptly, which pleased Simon a lot, although he was envious of
him in a way. He also noticed that a lot of neople who used to
be quiet and unassuming were a lot more out of their respective

shells, and it was quite interesting to suss them out. In fact,



all in 211, Simon revelled in all the people around him.

When the bell went, everyone was slow to go in,

se they were not ucsed to being told what to do, and felt
lious - 28 was their wont. It was the hell of a racket in
lassroom, you'd think some of them were infants the noise
they were making. So it wes obvious that wnile sowe of Chem had

ed that they are becoming responsible young men, others
were still under the same influences they had been two years
before. It Jjust took a friend to spark off another's reactions
and they would both be acting extremely childishly. Simon, =zs
had many others, had realised that this happened for them not
so long ago, and they had overcome it by virtually ignoring the
childish sector of both theirs and other people's character.

That'es life - some people never grow up.

Their form master entered the form with his usuzal
'here we go again' face. He gave them an 'if you think this
term 1s going to be plain sailing vou've got another think
coming' speech, and told them to shut up and zet on with some-
thing educational while he worked out homework timetables and
other red tape crap. - So everyone pulled out their music maga-
zineg, polos,cards, perverted books, and other miscellaneous
illegalities. They also continued their frightful row. The
master looked up é&nd sighed. It was too much to expect they
would further their education, they had to be prodded awske all
the time. He was sure they were doing it all to annoy him.
The boys weren't the only people in the school with persecu-

tion complexes.

Simon, on the other hand, had lost most of his interest
in modern music and the like. Perverted books were only for
people who were without themselves, or needed to learn more
facts. Polos he liked, and any contributions were gratefully
received. -But he in fact was reading a book on the early fourth
century in Japanese art in order to engage in an intelligent
conservation with Anne on the subject. She didn't know about
this, and he was looking forward to seeing her face when he told
her. It really was the best thing in the world when she smiled,
and during even the worst days of the following bterm, all he had
to do was think of the smile, and it would carry him through
his day no trouble. This fact worried people at times and they
wondered whether he was all right. In time he developed the



nickname of 'Smiling Simon'.

Iunchtimes Simon would spend either with Tony Martin
or Rick Loader. They weré both quite similar in many ways. They
both had extremely smart bikes; bota had an affinity for the
opposite sex which they were famous for; both had connections
in the music world, being in groups themselves -~ Tonly was a
bass guitarist, Rick a vocalist and saxophonist. So Simon felt
ne was pretty lucky to goaround with a couple of such cool guys
as these, and they could t alk for ages on mutual subjects such
as females. Simon preferred to falk generally. and hardly ever
mentioned Anne in conversation. He didn't, not becouse they
weren't good friends, but he £1t a lot of things were private
between him =nd Anne, and should be left as such.

Meanwhile, Anne was having much of a similar time at
her school, although the girle were much more conscious of how
old they outwardly appeared, and they would act very grown up
even 1f they were still just kide at heart. This was quite
amusing to watch because it was usually extremely easy to suss
out how old they really were. So it was a sort of rat race =t
her school, but different

=

;:roups of much a similar type would
stick together, Jjust the same as the boys. Anne went with a
fairly large group of maturer girls, and wasn't too fussy on

who she liked most.

But, as girls terd to do, she would be thinking
about Simon a lot more than he was thinking about her - not
that he didn't like her as much, in fact he probably liked her
more, but girls attach a lot more importance to having a steady
boy friend than vice versa. It was much more of a status sym-
bol at a zirls school. She wouldn't boast apout Simon, she
wasn't the type to, and anyway she £1t the same way as he did
about their mutual secrets - but it was the fact that all the
other girls would boast a lot and visually be scsen to be think-
ing about it that made her think about it as well. So for her
the days did seem to drag on just a bit, and when the welcome bell
rang at the end of the day she'd heave a sigh of relief.

When homework allowed, Simon would see as much of
Anne as possible. They could often help in each other's work
anyway, and sometimes Anne would ask for advice from Simon
ending up that he'd be doing the work himself and she'd be

trying not to laugh watching his face being all technical and
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knowledgable. Then he'd turn to her and say "you're not lis-
tening, are you" and they'd both laugh and roll over on the
floor and start kissing with books scattering in all directions
on the floor. It was lucky they both had it all together in
their minds, otherwise they would be getting a long way behind
in their school work. But then again, only two people who

were as reasonably intelligent as they were could have such a
relationship as theirs. Most at their point of age and experi-
ence would have split up by now, so they really wust have had a
pretty good thing going for them.

XII

Now everything weas scemingly going fine all round.
except for one factor - Simon had yet to meet Anne's parents,
and whenever he asked her about them she would very cleverly
find a way round it or change the subject. Most of their time
was either spent at Simon's house or out éomewhere, and whenever
they were at her house, her pnarents were always out. - This. to
say the least, mystified Simon. He had quite a gzgood idea »f
what they were like from the odd points he was able to extract
from Anne. They were a conservative middle class couple, both
working for an extremely distinguished firm of stock brokers.
He was a director of some capacity, she an azent who did back-
ground work on various companies. That in ®Bct was how they had
met, except of course they dida't have quite such respectable
Jjobs when they first met. Most evenings they would spend at
social gatherings and cocktail parties, or going to bthe play-
house to watch Shakespeare, the opera or ballet. In fact, more

or less the typical well to do Azenda.

Apparently though, her father was the one who she

disliked. He was certainly not as younz as she would have

-
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liked, and hz was the sort of father who had definite

n

on
certain subjects concerning his daughter 'little Annie' as he
called her. &She detested this nickname as much as she detested
his whole attitude towards her 'welfare' as he put it. She had
stopped being 'little Annie' some time ago, and felt that he wes
now trying to get at her by using it 2s he did. Her mother
would take her side against him sometimes, but h= would always
win over them both.

But, as in most relationsaips, there were times when

they would 2ll get alonz fine with each other, and remembering
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these times was what in the final analysis kept them together

as a family.

The thing was that Simon readily understood all this,
there were a lot of cases like it - the only child in a well-to-
do family being kept away from 'bad influences', only to pre-
vent a cocial scandal for the parente if things went a bit
out of step for the child. £So why couldn't he meet them? I
mean, she couldn't cover him up indefinitely - they had to face
facte sometime. £till, Simon wasn't going to push the matter
too much, and Jjust had to let things happen as they would for the
time being. He was happy enough as he was anyway, and after all
he did know a fair amount about them. Anre tried not to bring
them up at all if she could help it, so they hardly existed most
of the time.

Simon's parents were very attached to Anne, despite
the fact that they came from a different background - and there
always existed a very small amount of class Jjealousy, but it was
easy to see that Anne was like any other nice girl. It would
tend to annoy Simon when occasionally Anne would venture into
discussions with his parents, and he'd Just stand about doing
nothing but get more frustrated cach minute. He'd eye his parents
when they were talking, and naturally they didn't understand way
he did this becaure it was often her who'd start it. What they
didn't realise was that Simon didn't care whether they approved
of her or not, and was convinced that the generation gap was
much bigger than it really was. Anyway, they could be alone
more often than not, so who could complain?

XIITI

So time went on as it tends to have the habit of
doing. All of a sudden it was a week to the '0O' levels at
both Simon's school and Anne's. Neither of them had revised,
so it would be a whole week without each other, which wasn't at
all easy. By this time they had become extremely involved, and
Simon was concerned about the exams because of their future to-
gether, although he hadn't told Anne.

The fact that they were apart that week caused some-
thing that Simon had said would never happen to him. He started
smoking. Hadn't he always preached against it? Now his nerves
were put to the test, and unfortunately they had failed. He in-
ﬁendgd Lo give up when the exams were over, and nobody knew about



his smoking at all. It did helpy him concentrate a little
better, but work just didn't seem to come. He'd stare at a
page of blue ink, but he just wouldn't see it. It was a mental
block. It was Anne. It took him hours Jjust to hammer a few
simple facts into his head. It was torture, his nails were all
chewed down, he was tired, white as a sheet, his eyes were
hurting him, he'd fall asleep at school. Time was running out.
He almost gave up.

Examination halls are big and lonely. Examinations
seem to go on for days at a time. Hand gets cramp. Lots of
sheets of white paper that had to be filled. Daren't breathe in
case big men says you're cheating. Long printed sheets with
confusing instructions. ITucky questions, unlucky questions.
Blind answers. 'He seemg to be writing tons of stuff, and I
don't know how to start and the clock is ticking away every
second'. Finished already and there's an hour left. Read through,
can't concentrate - must be all right, surely? Where do I look?
Sit it out. Think about something, sing to myself. Got to
keep quiet, mustn't make any noise. How's Tony doing, he was
worried about this one? Anyway I didn't expect to get this one.
Hope I did though. Wonder how Anne is. I hope she's doing well.
Tet's see, what can I think about her - right. She's got brown
eyes, or are they blue - no brown 'cos I remember telling her
what beaubtiful brown eyes she'd got, then I said some stupid
simile that T've forgotten. Now - lovely long black hair, yes -
that day we first spoke and she had it all over her face. Yes,
I must have spoken to her black hair even before I'd spoken to
her face. Classy nose, well classy everything I suppose, but
that's only a figure of speech. God her mouth is real beauti-
ful, it screams out at you to kiss it, and it's such a clear
and beautiful shape.......

Simon didn't know it, but he was making weird shapes
with his mouth and getting funny looks from the masters.... and
her teeth sre so well shaped, and they look so real because they
are not perfect but Just enough to have character. I'd recog-
nise those teeth anywhcre! Mumm her neck is not too long, but
it has grace and is fun to get right into. Very slender lines
I'd say, yes a veritable swan in fact except not white. Her
shoulders are smooth snd well curved. She's not exceptionally

well built though, but I think they're just right say 32%" -
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just what I like. Waist isn't too thin, nice to m:t round.
Hips a bit small for me though. Brilliant legs, and I love

black stockings too. Very cool.

Oh, I suppose he wants umy paper without asking
because it makes a noise. I wonder how long he's been standing
there. Still, I'll be in the sixth form next year, and they
can't get you in the sixth form you kxnow. It's because you're
as good as they are then, and maybe they're afraid of you. I
don't dislike them anyway, but it's nice to think of all the
things you could do to =211 the nasty oneg. Yeah, I'd make o0ld
Robinson go into Tuesdey detention forever until he admitted
all the evil things he'd done to me in the past like the tine
he made me stand out in front of assembly just because someone
was talking to me. And it wasn't even me either, just 'cos he
couldn't see who it was he picked on me because he hates me.
I'm bad at history.

Sigh. Quarter of an hour left. I won.er if it's

possible to wabtcn the second hand o round for quarter of an
hour.

No. Thirteen minutes to go. I think everyone'sg
finished. Must stick to the zood o0ld rules though. Got to
wait until time's up or they'll come and get you won't bthey
masters? Oh yes. Hello, it's 3o0ing to rain. Of course, zlways
rains when school's over. Just to spite I'm golng to enjoy
the min - it'1l have to stop then and I'll have won. God, waat
2 nowhere thought competition. Can't help it, though. General
insanity caused by revision. All over in six minutes. Gosh
sammer holidays! Never thought about it. Christ, that's bril-
liant. Tsch, I could have thought sbout them. Still, nearly
over.

Bell rings. Pretty shattering when you're waiting
for it like he was. 3est taing he'd ever heard, so ae forgot

about having a headache.

General excnange of views on exam, various 'see you's
and then out into the really cool fresh rain. Just stand and
get wet. A great weilght was behind him. Like a black mark

washed away by the rain.

Simon suddenly remembered and felt into his pocket,
withdrawing a small box. He stood silently and considered.

A packet of cigarettes flew through the 2ir, landed in
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a puddle and travelled along the kxerb and down a drain. Sinon

S
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1

o3

led and walked off along the shiny pavement towards Anne'sg

n

e.



THE LAKING OF S IMON KING - 2

Summer was going to be Just out of shis world =nd there
he was, his adrenalin was in full flow, thinking about it with
Anne. It was all too good to be true - the exams were over and
the weather_was slowly turning nice. One week of rioting school

left and there would be no stopping them.

They both knew what was likely to happen before the
holiday was out, and they didn't even need to say anything bec-
ause they both knew.

"Hey, Anne."

"Mm?"

"You won't ever find somebody else will you?"

"That's not the sort of question you're supposed to ask."

"Yeah, I know. But if, just if you did, we'd always
be best friends wouldn't we?"

"Christ Simon, why are you saying this?"

"Well, I just like you too much to ever lose you to
anyone else, that's all.™ ,
"Works both ways love."
"Jesus, I'm glad you seid that. I wasn't sure - it's

Just that, well I love you you know."

Simple, blunt, but it was the first time he had said it
and Anne Jjust freaked out. It was ecestasy really. Two is all it
takes. They'd have gone straight in there and then, but they both
felt it was not right, yet.

"I love you too Simon. Funny how little things mean
so much. Nothing much left to say after that, is there? gShall

we go outside and look at the stars?"

Tney took hands and went down the stairs of Simon's

house to the brisat clear evening. Cold, but not too cold.

"Shall we go over to the park - you can see better there
and it's not too far home for you then."
. "Yes, but don't forget we agreed that we're independant
and it's just co-incidence taat I live near the park. Thanks
anyway." '

Simon smiled and off they went, the epitamy of hapiness.
People would smile at them, the world was beautiful.
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"S'funny" said Simon when they were in the park. "I
sometimes wonder whether all this can actually be happening to
me, I mean think of all the people who aren't as happy as I am.
Is it fair that I should be so lucky?"

Anne always replied with her eyes, and fimon always
knew what shes meant. Actions speak louder than words, and she

was there to prove it.

They walked on a bit further, enjoying the quiet,
enjoying the stars, enjoying each other. Then, dramatically
Simon turned to Anne.

"Look, I've got an iaea."

"Fire away."

"Well, it's coming on summer - right?® And I've got
some money saved up." ‘

"A.D.d? "

"TLet's go away somewaere, Jjust you and me."

Anne thought crikey, that means I'd sleep with him

probably. And we'd be stuck for things if we ran out of money.

Ehe looked worse than she meant to look after he had
said this, but it's not the sort of thing you expect to hear
every day of the week. "

"What's wrong?" said Simon. "I wasn't being presump-
tious was I?"

"No, please don't think that. You don't mean that
anyway. You mean you're not advancing too far."

"Yes, I surpose I do. But I didn't say it just because
I want to sleep with you, you know that. I caid it because it
would be so beautiful - Jjust you and I and the sky."

"I knew what you meant and I'm sorry. It's my parents
really, they wouldn't let me go."

"Tell them you're going with friends."

"Yes, but they'd want to be sure."

"Couldn't you arrange with some friends to fix it all,
I mean your friends would respect tane fact you didn't want any-
one to know about it."™

"Yes, but they'd still know, and if we did go I'd want
it to be just between you and me - no-one else. I'm like that."

"I am too, it was Jjust a thought ...... but ask your

parents anyway - Just in case."
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"All right. I would sleep with you though, if we uid.
I'm not against it, don't think that. dJust so sudden, that's
all - I've never slept with anyone before. Well, I Jjust wouldn't
sleep with 2nyone except you because I know how you feel, you're
not the kind of person who'd taxe advantage for the sake of it."
"Thanks love, you meant that."

"T mean everytaning I say."

By now it was ten o'clock. Downstair lights begin to
pop off as people trudge up to bed, Upstair lights flick on

and curtains are amrawn across the rude shape of the dressing table.

Simon and Anne came to the point Jjust before her house
where they always said goodbye so her parents could not see them.

"It doesn't seem right we should leave each other Just
when it's so beautiful. It's like we live together and for some
reason never see each other at night."

"Goodnight love. I'll be the same,tomorrow - remember
that."

.

"That's one way of putting it I suppose. Goodnight Anne."
They kissed for a while and then parted.

II

Nothing much happening at school really. E£imon was
not too involved in all the end of term gaiety and niceties.
But the others enjoyved it in their own way. Come would set
some money together for the popular masters, come would bring or
wear outrageous things to stretch relationshics because there
could be no recriminations, some would be busy arrangingz plans

L

for the big escape, others woulau sit and say nothing as usual.

The masters were all being very nice snd witty for a
change. You could tell what they.were looking forward to - the
younger gnes had nice wives and sunny holicays to- look forward to,
the older ones had golf and social 1life to look forward to. The
others were either looking for eligible birds if they were young
enough, or groaning at the prospect of a long grind in the heat

with nothing to do.

’ Simon could be seen watching everyone else with a
peychological interest in each.one of them. A sort of nothing-
else-to-do hobby you could call it. The only.thing to do as
far as he was concerned - it was always the same characters,

same opinions, same reactions. He wasn't blaming them, he was

e

0
Just the same.
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e thouzht what a good idea it-would be to get awsy
from them all by lesving-them with nis good wiches, so he made

a point of saying all the best to everone.

Waen it came to Dave, he was naturally hesitant. They
hadn't spoken directly since they split some time ago, and btaere

were still hard feelings betwsen Ghem.

"Dave."

!lz{ah’}"

Look, I know we ki spli atr gone diffe

"Look, I } 've kinda split paths, gone different
ways and your scene is different to mine now, but as it's holi-

days and I probably won't see you I had to s2y no hard feelings,
how about it?"

n

"Okay. Things do harpen I ose, Cheers and all that.

*d

[Fe5:
L a

cr

No sweat et cetera. Keep taking the blets, hang loose.™
i o 3 o

"Boy, you have changed haven't you? I thought worn out
cliches were out.™

"Yeah, they are - that's why I use them. I didn't mean
it sarcasticecally though. Maybe I would have, but I've got a real
good scene together, so I don't blame you at all."

" Well if you're as happy as I am then I'm very happy

for your happiness. That is, well, 2ll the best."
"Likewise. See you around huh, maybe."

Simon shook hends with him. He had a clean sheet.
IIT

'Twas Friday night to be sure, and where could they go
this fine evening? Well, nothing much on at the pictures - usual -~
-sex, violence and Walt Disney; disco's -~ hmm, best ones full of
skins; stay in? No, miss out on it all then.

"T know" said Anne. "There's this cute little cafe off
Farne Road - I used to go there when my friends went. There's
~this guy playing an accoustic sometimes."”
"Sounds great, at least it's original.”
"I'1l get my coat."”

SIvening planned, they could always go to the youth club
if this place wasn't much cop. No reason why it shouldn't be if
she'd been.there before anyway, On the way there, Simon brought
up the holidays. - -

"Have you asked your parents yet, about the trip I mean?"

"Well - yes, and as I said they want to see the friends
I'm going with."
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‘"Wouldn't just one friend do, I mean I know thi..."
"No that's no good, it's got to be someone they know."
"Well, how many is that?"
"Only about six - properly."
"Oh, it wouldn't hurt Jjust to tell one of them. I'm
sure that one would do, one you'can trust."
"I could ask Carol.™
"Is she OK?"
"I can trust her." -
"That's it then, we're on our way."
"No, it's not as easy as all that."
"Why ever not?"
"T'1ll tell you later, when I feel I can."
"No, now - it can't be that dynamic."

Anne told him with her eyes that she'd had enough and
she would tell him later. £o he waited impatiently. They didn't
speak until they reached the cafe.

"This is it" said Anne.

"Oh". Simon was surprised as he had walked past it.
It didn't look anything spectacular, still it might be good
inside.

Unfortunately it wasn't anything to write home about
inside, and there wasn't a guy with an accoustic guitar either.
"Well, what do you tnink? Great isn't it?"

"Br - I'm ... lost for words."
"Where shall we sit?"

"Oh, anywhere looks as good as anywhere else I suppose."

They deposited themselves on a couple of wicker chairs
which were rather the worse for wear. After some time a garcon
came to them, and looked st taem as if he had two hours to live,
holding out a pad. He was supposed to look like he was inquiring
as to their orders. g£imon thought he'd be more’ suited to doing
adverts for the Bangla Desh relief fund.

"Two espresso, one black" said Simon.

The waiter grunted and padded back to the hatch mutter-
ing something in Italian. They were all much the same, though
you couldn't really blame them all the same - I mean it was Friday
night and people are surposed to be out enjoying themselves.
£till, this lot seemed more suited to night shifts at a cemetary

than a su;posedly exclusive coffee bar in town. But someone's
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got to do the boring Jjobs, haven't they? Otherwise nothing
would get done. i

Simon had a quick suss of the place. Red lights so
no-one could see the real state of the décor. Fake candles elec-
trically burning on the walls. Carafes of wine displayed at tne
bar, empties used on the tables for candle holders - neat but
unoriginal. DPlastered ceiling - a bad attempt at a cave effect.
French and Ttalian posters liberally plastered about to add the
'continental touch' - Jjust another fake. Ah well, now they were
there they might as well stay until they'd finished their coffee.
Anyway, he thought Amne liked it - and she wasn't in a terrific
mood to argue with.

"You don't like it, do you?"

"Let's say I'm not overcome by it."

"QK,lbut before we go I must tell you about Carol, and
we haven't had our coffee."

"Here it comes."

The athletic waiter rocketed back to them and stuck
‘out his hand with gleaming white teeth showing - well not quite,
Ghis guy left a lot to the imagination.

"Twelve" he said.

Simon ignored Anne's usual offers to pay, and gave the
guy fifteen pence so he'd go away. He gave a faint nod and went
back to the hectic job of swishing down tables, which he excelled

at although he was very modest about it.

"Now, please listen Simon. You see, Carol is not at
her best most of bthe time - that is if she has a best - follow?
Well the thing is that, well, she's on acid. She always relied
on me to bring her out of it -~ that's really how I got to know
ner because a3t the time I weas the:sort of rerson who did that,
unfortunately.- )

S0 you see my parents thought she wasn't well or
sontething and they accepted her because taney thought she was Jjust
ill or something. And that's it really."

"So if we did happen to find her, we'd have to bring ner

oat of whatever she ha-pened to be into at the time, and then
fright' . 9

nt?"  Simon

{
3

get 1% into her what she'd have to say to them, ri

3

didn't find this too unusual, but it did pr-esznt its problems.



"Tell me, haven't you zgot eny other friends?"

They both burst out laughing. It wasn't funny, but
people are 1like thst you kXnow. When they came to, it was still
the same brick wall they had besn up ageinst before. So they

drank their coffee.

IV

) Kind of a non-event Friday on the whole but it was a
bit of a laugh when they were together. That's waat they always

said =nyway so the world all went nicely.

_ After the fun cafe they had been to s couple of no-
wnere discos and then through the good o0ld park. Somehow they
always seemed to end up there, mainly becsuse it was nice, it was
the first place they had met and it wes near Anne's house al-
though she pressed home the point that that had nothing what-
soever to do with it (lucky though!)

During all this they had decided to =k another of
Anne's friends to do the bit about the trip. %This one was
called Teresa, and she was fairly trustworthy - the happy go
lucky type. They were going to dig her out the next day while
they were still enthusiastic about the whole idea (that was the
thing about fhem, the, knew exactly where they were at in the
fact that they knew tais taing would become a bit of a drag

before they had even arrsnged it if they were not careful).

Usual farewell crap - neither of them believed in
ceremonies and such, but it's pretty hard saying goodbye to
someone you love, even though you'd see them next day.

That night. Simon couldn't sleep. He was Jjust sent
on the idea of a holiday alone with Anne and life - it would be
too good to be true. At least he told himself tais, but some-
times these things just don't work out and you'd wish the hell
you had never thought of it. I mean it'd be a long time of
each other, and there's always a chance of tempers fraying
over trivial things. At a time like that all it would need to
be a cool bloke to take her under his wing and he'd have lost

her forever.

Still, this didn't occur to aim so it was all sweet
dreams that night.
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It was slightly different from her point of view -
she was more worried that her parents would find out what
really was going to happen and the chances are if they did she
would be told tTo leave home or something like that, and she Just
wasn't ready for that yet - especially if 1t meant moving in
with Simon (his parents wouldn't mind). Not that she didn't
trust him, but at 16 she felt she wasn't 0ld enough yet. Any-
way there'd be rumours, and no good comes from rumours especi-

ally if the school found out - it would mean expulsion.

And that's ®ir enough by any standards. She had
brains, but you can be a bit too careful. TLife is only so long,
and this trip would be quite an experience for both of them.
They would also gain a lot of independence, budgeting and some

cooking even.

Anne was a fair old hand at cooking even if she said
so herself - this would be a good test of her improvisation.
It might be hard but that's half of it really. You appreciate
more what you work for yourself than if you get it with ease.
She had always said this - her kind of rule of living - that's
why she never accepted things from her parents unless sne was

really hard up for it.

' So it was interesting thoughts for her. Searching
all the time. She had an active mind in the real sense of the
word. That was her main attribute, she had tremendous depth.
And not only that, she had the looks to go with it - that's

why she could talk with her eyes - so much more meaning.

Sleep on kids - tomorrow's coming and it cnuld be

your lucky day.

v

Saturday. Object: find Teresa.

"I've just phoned her" said Anne. She's coming in
half an hour."”

"Great ! "

Forty minutes later there was a visitor at Simon's
house. Anne answered the door, showed her up and introduced her
to Simon. Teresa seemed to like Simon rather more than Anne
liked, and they were having rather a long conversation with each

other.
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Anne got pretty narky after a while (which was unlike
h@r), and ssid they ought to get on with the matter in hand.
Teresa reluctantly terminated the natter, although she had
aiready discovered that she liked Simon quite a lot. .

They bade her to be seated, and filled her with all
the relevant information - swearing her to keep bona fide. She
managed to take about half of it all in, so they told her it all
again over coffee just to make sure.

Simon must have known by now that she liked him, be-
cause every time Anne mentioned their relationship Teresa looked
at Simon accusingly as if he was double crossing her. He sussed
this, and didn't know what to feel about it, she must be crazy
or something. Some mixed up people dbout, you know, and she
must be one of them.

The main thing was thaet she had half-heartedly agreed
to do her bit for it no questions asked.

So there it was. Simon standing in the park chewing
f1is nails - nalf wondering what was happening at Anne's piace
and half trying to suss Teresa out. lieanwhile Teresa was con-
vincing Anne's parents that it was Just innocent fun in this

trip, no complication or small print. She succeeded.

Simon saw them coming. Anne was thanking Teresa and
saying that she'd do the same for her sometime et cetera.

"Well?"

"All systems go chief" said Anne, saluting. Not very
amusing but great news.

"I s'pose I'll be off" said Teresa. Very penetrating
gaze, that girl.

"Oh no, please don....". gSimon checked. He looked
at Anne who was frowning. Teresa realised she was causing
friction.

"No, I must go. See you around Anne 'bye Simon".

Teresa walked away from them. £She had the perfect
figure, her hips moved incredibly beautifully. Any sane man

p.y

had to look, and Simon was no exception. Anne's reason failed

o

her for once 2nd che really spat his head off.

"For Christs sake, you're making it a bit obvious
sren't you? Why don't you go and e2sk her to come =2g well,
there'd be two of us then Just in case one of us bezan to bore
;YOU." :



"That's enough Anne. You don't mezn any of that, and
you know it. And if you think I'm going to go through our lives

together without looking at other females you're mistaken".

Red eyes were facing each other, tesrs starting in

Anne's eyes. She turned away and put her face in her hands.

"Oh God, I'm sorry Simon - that wasn't me speaking
Just then. I guess we're all sensitive. I just couldn't bear
the thousht of losing you that's all, especially with the trip

coming and all",.

They were holding each other again. All 0.K.

"Let's walk".

One wondered how long the sun would stay out. It
had lasted a fortnight now. Please another month, that's all.

Rain would ruin it for them.

There was a brillient sunset that night, and they were
down the park again that evening in time to see its last tri-
bute to the retreating day. The sun was a beautiful orange,
and wisps of cloud gave it a watery look. As it went down it
turned red, then 2all too soon waes gzone, leaving a mauve and

navy blue sky.

The stars shone brightly especially for them. Eimon
remembered the words on one of his albums:
'Have you seen the stars tonight
Would you like to go up on 'A' deck and
look at them with me
Have you seen the stars tonight
Would you like to go out for a stroll
and keep me company.'
All of a sudden that was the most beautiful song he'd
ever heard and it would always make him think of being alone with

Anne and the stars whenever he remeumbered it.

That song was in her eyes already although she didn't
know it.

th time.

"You're beautiful™ he said for the n
She smiled and kissed him. 'A' deck never had a

touch on the park, he thought.



- 41 -

VI
Packing is never much fun - for Simon it meant his
mother fussgsing over what he should take when he didn't want so
much;“for Anne it meant finding more and more things that Jjust
might be needed. Everything was going OK until the phone rang
at Simon's house. His father answered it.

"Simon." It must be for him, funny? Probably Anne.
Simon rushed down to the phone tahinking of Anne.

"Hi Anne, how's the packing going?"

"This isn't Anne, it's Teresa. I must see you."

"Oh crikey Teresa, you know I'm going out with Anne-
let me be - please."”

"But don't you like me at all?"

"No, it's not that. But I hardly know you. You <now
I'm in iove with Anne don't you?"

"Oh."

"Look, tell yéu what - I'll meet you at Nina's Cafe
in tbwn at 3. o'clock and we can talk if you like."

"But you're busy."

"No, no - I owe you a favour and T'd like to have
coffee with you."

| "All right then - thanks."

"Three o'clock. See you then. ©Oh, snd if you don't
come I'1l1 know you've met some nice guy en route. Okay?"

"You're kind. Goodbye."

With that she blew him a kiss and put the phone down.
Simon felt very embarrassed about this, but what should he have
done? Anyway, what's done is done and he couldn't phone aer
back in any case because he didn't know her number.

Now, wnat was the time? Shit, two o'clock.

"Mum, how long's dinner?"

"Half an hour."

"Oh no, can't you meke it earlier?"

"Two thirty - it's always two tairty and you know it."
"Yeah."

Gobble din-er, grab coat, split at lightening speed,
choke down the rosd, grab a bus. Five minutes. 2uses go so
slow.

Simon reachsd the.cafe at twenty past. Teresa was
.just arriving. Typical female punctuality! Well, after all,
it was unusual that he was late - wasn't it?
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"Hi."

HHi . n

"Well timed!"

Simon felt good for some reason. Iy god, let's face

it, this girl was exceptionally good to look at. They drifted
into the smart atmosphere with no difficultys.

"Here?"

"Fine."

Taney took their seats. She was smiling besutifully,
Simon couldn't help smiling back and she didn't take this quite
how he had meant it. " Tt wasn't going to be as eassy as he had
thought to shake her off, and anyway he wasn't sure waetner he
wanted to now. ’

"What would you like to drink?"

Tercesa snapped out of her dream ahd blinked.

"Oh, coffee please." |

Drinking coffee, both happy. Simon pointing arrows
at himself for ever suggesfing such a ridiculous meeting. He
felt he was double-crossing Anne, and he Was‘really. He had
originally intended this meeting as more of a kindness to Teresa
than anyfthing else. That was a pretty beastly thing to do in
the first place. Now he was in a rizsht tricky sibtuation. dJust

play along - see how things turned out.

|
"I Just had to see you" said Teresa. "I'll try never
to bother yo; again now." '
"God no - I'm glad, real glad I'm here."
"That's nice. Nite coffee here too."

Hde supposed so, but that wasn't, all that important.
Shit, something had to happen in a minute or he'd go crazy.

"You'd be pretty stupid if you hadn't realised by now
that I like you the hell of a lot" said Teresa shyly.

"Yeah, I had. But you know the situation I'm in."

"Gosh, I'm sorry I sugzested all this. I'm happy if
you say we're good friends though.”

"That's a stupid thing to say and you know it. TLook,
I do like you as well, quite a lot in fact, but please let's
leave it at that otherwise I'll go crazy."

"I know how you feel, honest. I've never met anyone
like youa before, taat's all. I know it sounds corny, bu="

"No, it doesn't, honest."

"Well, that's Just how it is with me anyway. Sorry."
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"Now -stop saying sorry all the time, it's nobody's
fault."

"Yeah, sorry - I mean - yeah." They both giggled and
Simon spilt some of his coffee. "Oh, don't move - I'll clear it
iup." ‘ )

Teresa leaped up and trisd to clean off the coffee from
Simonis trousers. BShe was very close to him, and left all ner
reason behind as she kissed him. Simon wanted to respect his
better judgement, but it was Just so nice he -ncouraged it
even furtaer by putting his arm round her. Seemed like ages ¢
w:re kissing. Then suddenly she grabbed hold ~f her senses and
[ulled away, took her handbsag and ran away through the door to

wWio knows where.

Simon, stunned, made a vain attempt to zoom out and
see where sie had gone, but buwped into some people who were
coming through tae door. When he finally got out there was no
sign of her. He reeled agsinst a lampost. Gone, gone like

Cinderella. Now what was he going to do?
VITI

Anne turned up at Simon's at three o'clock the next
day. He appeared in front of her desperately trying not to look
like he had only had three hours sleep the night before, which
he had.

"Ny you look ill, 2re you feelin

ohne rsut her arm round him and st
seemsd to aim ), and he rushed her sway saying he wes zerfectly
all right. £he was eclightly =annyed by his

(though the beszs under
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his eyes gave her an idea).

"Are vou ready t o" she asked, acceting hie snswer
of good health.

"Yeah, let's have come coffec first though - the
train's at five."

HOY'. 1"

The coffee reminded Cimon of what had happened in the

R

cafe the day before, so he was stranzely silent. agle - eye
Anne noticed this and asked him what wes wrong, 2nd he of course
denied that snytning was wrong with him. This did make her

annoyved, and this wae the first tiwe he had ssen her like it.
o 9



Che didn't become an angry face, Simon thought.

Last night he was awake trylng to get things together
once again. He had thought this was never going to happen
after he had met Anne but there you go. IIe was wondering what
he had to worry about - he loved Anne and was off on a holiday
with her, just the two of them. What could be better than that?
Off on a holiday with Teresa? Why? He barely knew her. Wh=t
was it about her that he liked? She was incredibly attractive
- could that be the sole factor he was going on? Surely not.
Did he like her moré than Anne? Impossible, he loves Anne - but
does he? liaybe he doesn't at all? But ae couldn't be that
wistaken. Perhaps it's something else. What? Exan results?

No. Travel sickness? &hit no.

"It's twenty to - it'll taxe us a good half hour to
get to the station. You'd better get ready. Simon?"

"Huh? Oh yeah. OK." gCimon drew himself towards the
door, Just failinz fo crush the cat in his take off. "Oh - er,
take a seat in the lounge. I won't be a few sceconds."”

Anme, her usual sensible self, cleared up the cups
and ran them under the cold tap. Then she made a fuss of the
cat who couldn't take enough of it. Then she noticed that it
was going to rain outside and tried to rediscover her summer
raincoat which meant digging right to the bottom of her large
black trevelling bag.

- Simon returned ten minutes later to be confronted
with a kitchenful of neatly folded garments and a familiar face
triumphantly clutching a bright raincoat. This was too much.
Not only was it about to rain, but they had a train_to catch
any minute and there was Anne looking like they had all day to
repack her junk. Instantly putting all other thoughts aside,
he rushed to the pile of clothes and began frantically trying

to cram them into the undersized bag.

"Do you realise that we've got a fuckin' train to
catch within the next hour?" ‘

"Of course I do."

"Well for Christs sake get this stuff packed and
let's go. We've got ten minutes to catch the hourly bus to
the station.”

Great fun. - Two people were seen runnin down the

road after a bus. They didn't quite make it. They both stopped



dropping the luggage, and watched as the bus trundled off.

"Trust it to be that much early. Ten seconds, that's
all we needed. But oh no - has to be early for the first time
in twenty years." Simon refrained from telling Anne it was her
fault, he sust implied it by the way he spoke to her.

He looked at his watch. Ten past. The station was
five miles away. §So convenient. They'd never walk it, not with
all that luggage. He loocked with an accusing eye at the black
bag.

"Come on, we'll have to walk there" he said hope-
fully.

She nodded in agreement and they picked up their lug-
gage and began towlk. Bareiy a word was exchanged on the way.

When at last, withaching feet, they reached the sta-
tion, they discovered the inevitable - the train had gone.
Simon cursed and asked when the next train would leave. He
was extremely irritable. Apparehtly the next train to where
they were going was not until the next day due to a rail dispute.

Simon cursed again, this time to British Rail.

Anne, ever resiliant, asked if there was a train any-
where at all near there. There was one, it would drop them
thirty miles from where they wanted to go though. They would
have to be quick though, it was about to leave on platform 8.
Ajmost without thinking, Anne grabbed Simon and the luggage,
and whisked them off to platform 8. Simon protested and asked
where they were going, but there was no time to explain and Anne
told him to shut up and she'd tell him later.

They Jjust made it in time. She managed to explain
what was going on to Simon briefly, and he gathered enough to
be quite ecstatic about it.

"Thirty miles!!" he screamed. "Do you realise that
barely anything exists out there apart from a battered B.R.
station? It'll be impossible to thumb a 1lift."

"That's rubbish. Anyway it's the best we can do."

"Then we needn't have bothered."

End of conversation. Simon huddled into a depression,
then began cursing the weather, which was just bous to give a
display of uninterrupted rain. Anne was worn out, 5oo tired to
try to work things out. They both fell asleep until eight

o'clock when the train screeched to 2 halt at their destinstion.
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Somehow they gathered themselves and the luggage Jjust
before the train left. When they got outside they wished they
hadn't bothered. The rain was beltinz down on to the roof of the

platform, maxing a deafening noise.

They followed the odd people who had disembarked at
that stop until they came to the ticket office. When they'd
dugz about for their tickets and had handed them to the Dbleke,
they looked for an open coffee ber. No luck. Not an incredibly

large station, and after ei ht augwey.

~

It was beginning to get dark, so Anne suggested they
try to get to their destination before night as they couldn't
d bu

very eecily afford 2 me2l out on their low planne zet.

Jitch-aikinzg was the only way - Just luck if someone
even went that way, let 4dlone gave them a 1ift - assuming they
weren't full in the first place.

] Some time later they had trudzged to the start of a
small 'B' road which led to their rented place - the only road
in and out of the place. An hour later they were still there.

God, how bad could things get? Here they were, soaked
to the skin in the middle of God knows where waiting for trans-
port that's very unlikely to come, and carrying three nefty cases
of waterlogged garments. Not the sort of thing one is very ac-
customed to doingzg, particularly in the middle of summer.

Simon laughed. It was Jjust so ridiculous. Not only
that but it was a complete waste of zood holiday time. Some-
body else was laughing too. he was sure. Someone who'd pur-
posely put him into 211 this troiwle, somebody who was watching
every damn move he made and laughing his head off. O0.K. then,
play it your way and laugh as well. Ha! Gotcha!l

A car sprayed past, straight past. 8imon watched it
pass, open mouthed.

"Anne, what the hell are you doing. That was a car,
and it's gone straight past. You didn't even move. How can
you expect it to see us if you don't move?"

"Well, I didn't exactly see you Jjump up in the air".

"Oh Christ, you could see my rind was wandering. Are
you too proud to be seen thumbing a 1ift?"
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That was it as far as Anne was concerned. Up till
now she had done what she thought best, when he was Jjust moping
about. She hit him round the face, picked up her bags, and made
her way back the way they had come. Simon really felt that,
although it wasn't terribly fierce. But he hated her for doing
it, and didn't think of running after her and apologising, not
that he would have done in the first place. He Just stood there
fuming and becoming very red in the face for several reasons.

He certainly was not going to rub his face, it would be like

admitting defeat or something.

He glanced down the road to see if Anne was coming
back to apologise. Oh Christ, she was getting into a car on
the station road. He didn't mean-it, ne was Jjust tired and het
up, that's all, no need to really go.

No good. Stupid trying to bring her back from such
a distance. Gone. £fimon felt as if half of himself had gone.
Would he ever get her back? Would it ever be the same again
if they d4id? Hell, he was back tosquare one - except this time

a lot further away.

What now? Go back or press on? Not much point in
going there now really. Back then. Great, she'd left the case
tiat they were sanaring between them. He bent over to pick them
up. Wet hair flopped over his eyes, and water from the crease
in his raincoat collar went down his neck. His jeans were
thoroughly drenched, and as a result, erery time he took a step
there was a horrible squelch of rainwater and blue dye in his
tennis shoes. Not only that, there was a cold wind wafting
down the road which seemed to freeze all the water on him -

which made him even more cold and uncomfortable.

His attempts to thumb a 1ift to the station were
unsuccessful. I mean, who wants a reject from the aqgua show
in his back seat? £So heinad to walk it, and it seemed an awful
lot longer back than it had there, even though they were wet
then. The only thing that kept him from fopping and crying
about the whole thing vas that he was too damn proud. It would
probably have been better ir he had, because he Jjust carried on
feeling more and more sorry for himeelf as he went on. Serve
himself right if he got double pneumonia, or lockjaw maybe, or

perhaps his brain would get waterlogged anc he'c go mad., or even
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the water would seep through his whole body and make his skin
peel off ever so slowly, so that when he dried out he.....

"Hey manl!"

Simon heard this faint voice which broke his self-pity
and made him look up.

"Hey man, over here."

The voice was coming from some way back where this heap
of Junk was making funny noises in*the middle of the road. There
was a column of steam rising from it. Simon didn't know much
about cars, but this one obviously was in some kind of trouble
- so0 he'd better go and help then maybe he'd get a 1lift.

He paddled up to the window of the car and peered
inside where there was this cool looking guy - pretty thin,
very long black bouncy hair, and gold rimmed glasses .which had
a blue tint - making him give the appearance of a very sick
person, white faced.

"Could you like oblige with a push man" it said.

Simon nodded, put his bags down with a nasty squelch,
tried to locate the rear of the vehicle and started pushing.
Fifty feet later it started rattlin_, which apparently meant it

had started, because there was a cscream of "Contact! Jump in!"

The exnausted Simon raced back for 1is bags, then
beck. He clambered in, slung his bags in the back, then slammed
the door. The car stopped rattling.

"Er, hey man - it's stopped."”

Simon groaned and climbed out azzin. Another fifty
feet and it was goling again. This time it was straight in and
hang on to yourself.

"Should be there soon" said the guy.

Simon wondered nhow he knew where he was headed. Any-
way, he thought he'd better introduce himself.

n. Thankse for the 1lift".

"Always helpr a brother, man. I don't know you. No,

"T'm Simo

no Simons figure. Anyway, I'll set to know you better when we
get there".

Get where? Surely a station wasn't a place to get to
know someone better. Perhaps this guy thouzght Simon was going
sameplace he was. Bebbter not say anythins then, wait until they
get there - wnerever it was. He was too tired to bother asking
questions, anyway this guy was a good remedy for whatever he was

suffering from. DlMaybe there were some more where he was going.
That would be brilliant.
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The car took 2 sharp turning left a while later. Well,
that at least established the fact that the station was not where
they were headed. The question was, did the driver know where
they were going? He seemed to, he was keeping a keen eye on the

road ahead through his cigerette smoke.

Eventually they came to a fairly large house cut in
the trees on the far side of the road. The car jerked round
into the gravel car park aongside some other rusting heaps al-
ready there. There were various changing coloured lights coming
from the windowes, and a lot of hairy freaks were milling about
the doorway. There was an abundance of noise coming from inside
- music, screams, people hitting things (not eacih other, hoped
Simon), and smoke gave the air a mystic look.

"You'd better slip into some cool gear before you Join
the fun, man. See you later, okay?"

"Thanks a lot."

_ Simon was flabberghasted. How did that guy ever pass
him off as one of them. I mean, they were really cool people,
no doubt. Whose party was it anyway? Who'd live out here, in
the middle of nowhere? Just think, he'd thought of coming out
here of his own accord - what a cool idea that was. Who'd have
thought this was where groovy people like these hung out?

He looked around him. The guy who'd brought him had
joined a group who were Jjust going in. Hach one looked brilliant
in their varying clothes. DMost of them were carrying a crate of

bottles with them, and the odd pile of records.

Then Simon found a cuddly looking girl in front of
him. She was about nineteen or twenty, and locked very helpful.

"Wow, you look wet. Wiy don't you grab a towel and get
sorted out upstairs.”

"Thanks. Is this your party?"

"Yes, mine and Sam’'s. Didn't you kxnow? - no I s'pose
not. I don't know you, do I?"

"Well no, I guess not - I'm Simon. You're -"

"Maud."

She was very nice - he envied Sam, whoever he was.

"Loo

k, I'1ll show you up and youcan take a bath. Won't
take lon: - part

y only started a few hours ago, anc I can dig
e

out some fresh gear for you O.Z.7"



"You're very kind., are you sure it's ...

"Come on then."

Simon bewilderedly followed her into the house. E£he
nad to fight her way thfough the people - they all seemed to
know her - most of who were guys wanting a kiss or whatever, so
it was quite a battle.

She located the bathroom for him and said she'd be
alongz with a towel in a minute and to put his wet stuff into
'the box in the corner'. Simon managed to gather himself enough
to realise that it was all very exciting, but nhow long would it
last? Still, make the best of it.

Unfortunately, the bathroom didn't have a lock, so
he was forced to tTake precautions. They obviously didn't be-
lieve in privacy out here, and why not? Anyway, he found 2
lipstick and wrote 'KZEP OUT' on the door in block letters and
hoped for the best. He wondered how she intended passing nis
clothes to him, so now he knew. Jesus, it was brilliant getting
out of those sodden garments, and the water was beautifully warm
too. Like heaven after what he'd been through the past day.
And what a day it had been too. Thoushts guickly flashed through
hnis mind - Teresa, Anne, scattered clothes, back of bus, sore
feet, no train, arguments., rain, walking, more rain, more argu-
ments, sore cheek, no Anne, yet more rain, blue dye, more walking,
desperation, cranky car, freaky guy, no station, now here. ZEvery-
thing else seemed so fir away, as if it was all a bad dream. Then
what did that make this? Reality?

Suddenly a guy rolled in and took down his trousers.
Simon rapidly went red. The man looked at him with hazy eyes,
focussed and then pulled his trousers up again.

"Hey, sorry man - where the hell can you have a crap
round here? Jesus!"

Cimon told him to try the lavatory, and please clos
the door. A spontaneous reply, rather a product of extreme
embarrassment than anything else. CSimonwited, =xpecting some
other desperate person - but no-one came so he settled back to
enjoy the warmch. He decided to wash his heir as well, just so

he'd feel on top and enjoy himnself all the more.

Five ninubtes later the door opened azain, which made

him Jjump, but then a reassuring voice calmed aim.
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"Only me" it said. "Here's the clothes - they should
fit, I'm used to fitting clothes and I sussed you were a thirty."

She had sussed right. Che was resl nice though, she
could see what he was like and hadn't entered at all. A pile
of clothes flew in and landed conveniently, purposely, on a
chair.

"I hope the water's OK, it wasn't working last week."

"Fine thenks. Look, you've been terribly kind to me -
can I do anything to help at a112?"

"No love, I know you'd do the same for anyone else -
we're all one hép;y family out here. But there is maybe one
thaing you could do - but I'll tell you later.”

With thet she descended the stairs, and was followed by

a whole group of people.

Simon felt really hapny and humble that he was in this
place with a lot of nice people and gay happenings. It was a
happy family, and he'd like to feel part of it. He'd appreciate
a task to get on with, because then he'd feel part of it all,
and it would also save him Jjust aimlessly suseing the place out -

wondering where to put his annds.

He decided to get out of the bath and put on the clothes
that had been put in there. They were very smart and just the
right size too - a pair of tight flared patched velvet trousers,

a striped rugby shirt with =ilk tassels down the seams and an
odd pair of socks which seemed to have a peculiar affinity. The
assembled gear made him feel a little more like tne others, and
he made an attempt to fuzz his damp hair. So, feeling reason-
ably together, he unleashed himself on the throng - with very
little effect.

When he reached the bottom of the stairs and was wond-

ering what next, a guy grabbed his arm. ‘

"Hey man, you Simon?"

"Yeg, that's right - man." The guy must have recog-
nised him by his anonimity - he wasn't gquite yet one of the
family.

"Well I'm Jek, and Maud told me to ask you if you could
take over the music department."

"Yeah, love Go. Tuanks Jek."

This was great - not only could he suss the scene out

much better from the record deck, but he could also play what
sounds ne liked and find some interesting new music,
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When he finally located the noise, he slung on the
nearest record (which happened to be 'Blues Obituary' by The
Groundhogs) and sorted through what was there. It was a mixed
heap of LP's which ranged from Egg to Sibelius. He had never
seen most of tiem, let alone heard them. £till, he had all
evening.

He stared round the room. Blue and ultra violet
lighting gave the room a very ethereal effect, people seemed
plastic and sometimes grotesque. Some of them were obviously
stoned, a million wiles away. Others were Jjust hapry, dancing
to music in their heads, doing somersaults, telling crude Jokes.
Others were having serious conversations, feeling for inner
meaning and the such. Lots of couples already - really getting
involved in full view of everyone, but nobody noticed because
it was everywhere and the thing to do. But as the evening was
relatively young a lot of people were still single and going
from person to person until slotting into a groove with someone.
Co there was still hope for Simon although he felt they were all
at least a year or two older then he was. Still, who knows?

laybe it was the sudden wafting in of cooking smells,
but suddenly Cimon felt incredibly hungry - in fact Jjust then
he realised that he hadn't eaten for more than ten hours. The
trail of events had made him forget his stomach, but now it was
telling him that he was due for a refill. £o he followed his
nose and found himself in what was presumably the kitchen,
though it looked more like a garage - not exactly the most up
to date utensils ever.- he noticed a couple of warming pans and
a heavy blaek oven.

liaud was in there, cooking something in a pan. She
didn't look up when he came in, but said "I thought you might
like this, you can't have eaten in ages the way you look. I
hope you like eggs - it's all we've got I'm afraid.”

Every time she spoke £imon was amazed by her percep-
tiveness and kindness. Che must enjoy all this, how nice to
meet people who could manage under such conditions - and still

be able to hold brilliant [parties like this one.

"You're just too kind to be true."
"Nonsense, you're helping us with sound anyway. Tell
me, how did you find out about tae party?"

Simon explained that he hadn't known where he was
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going, and then related most of the events that had led up to
his being tnere while she fiddled asbout with his nourishment.
She was most-interested and sympathetic to his troubles, which
made him feel really great - she was the first person who prop-
erly understood what he was about, and you could be sure she
really meant what she was saying - whatever she happened to be

doing at the time.

She finished preparing his food, and they both went
over to tae sound so he could eat it and talk to her at the.
same time. By dow: Cimon was feeling he could face almost any-
thing, and he welcomed it when aud called across some people
(who included Sam) to listen to him. He went over what had
happened again, exceptvthis time in more detail and more calmly.
They were all into his story, which surprised him because he
thought that more interesting things happened each day for fShem.
They were very interested when he came to the bit sbout the
house he had rented and said that they knew it well and offered

1

any services they could to fix the plece up. ESimon was most

pleaséd about this, but he told them that he would have to go
home first to get things together there as it was all very com-
rlicated. They of course didn't see it quite the way ﬁe did,
but they believed in aim.

"Look man, we. could get the place together by the time
you come back again. I know this guy who'll let us. have materials
no questions asgked."

"That's right Simon, we'd all do our.bit and it

would take no time to put the place back on its feet.™

He now felt part of the family, and told them that
he'd accept their offer, as long as they'd come to an opening
up.party as soon as he came back. .So they all shook hands
and, started opening bottles end laughing and freasing to the

music.

Simon really enjoyed himself and before he knew it it
wes the next day. The party was still officially on, but he
had to get back and sort things out, so he tThanked llaud again
and left with a slight headache in a car with a few happy
people. They dropped him off at the station saying they'd see
him at his party in the house that would be kitted out in a
few days.

Co there he was with a couple of cases at the station,
so he piled onto the first train and fell asleep.



Parents not surprised to see him back - Anne had told
— them what had happened on the phone. £She had also sent him a
letter which he would receive the next day.

Simon was conscious that everything around him was dull
and uninteresting. People seemed boring, and his parents were a
real drag all of a sudden. He never got on too well with them
a2t the best of times, but now it was much worse. TFood didn't
interest him that day - he Jjust wanted to get back to those real

people, and he wanted to take someone he lixed with him.

He had to get out, so he did. Went to say hallo to the
town centre. After a while even this bored him, so he decided
to go back through the park and sort things out one way or the
other with Anne. Now, the park did funny things for this lad.
By now it was gecting fairly dark, and he came to a place which
made him look up into the sky for the stars. But there were no
stars that night, Just bleakness. His sky was grey too. He
remembered the song he always taought of here. NWo, it didn't fit,
it Just wasn't the same at all. It also made him remember the
good times he had had with Anne, when they both swore that nothing
would come between them. IHow foolish that seemed now. How
could he face her? He couldn't bear to leave her, and that
was a fact. But he knew her so well - onece che had made her
wind up about something, nothing could change it however hard
it was for her. £hould he Zo now, or wait unvil he gets the
letter and she's calmed down a bit?  Hang on though, maybe the
letter finishes it - then he would be too late the next day.

No, now it had to be.

He rang the bell. -Io answer. Ranz again. Nope. Hell!
Too late for her to be back soon - probably out all nizat. ghe
must have known he'd come for her as soon as he got back. Che
obviously thinks it's all over. How damn femenine - Jjust one
bad day aiter all the time taey had had together before. Che

wasn't being fair.

Laughing. Coming from round the corner. Counded like
Anne. Two voices. A sixth sence told Simon to hide quickly. He
respected this and ran over the road behind a large tree. HNo,
he hadn't been seen. Yes, there were two of them - he could
recognise Anne's silhouette anywhere, but the other was quite a

T R e s s
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mystery. It must have been someone she knew quite well because
they seemed to be enjoyilng themselves. Ah, they were coming up

to a lamp-post.

It was a bloke. £hit no, it couldn't be. IT was.

What a bastard, taking her when she was down. Or was it her
idea? gimon felt really angry. He watched scornfully as they
stopped outside .her .house. Then he held her and was about to
kiss her. gSimon couldn't stand it. She nad kndcked him off
balance, it was so unfair. He ran as fast as ne could down tiae
road. They both looked up, startled. Anne couldn't see anyone
when she had turned round, and he said it was Just some kid or
other.

Far from being a kid, it was a scared young man who
was learning things the hard way. A man at almost seventeen -
running like he can remember doing so meny times as a child,
being chased by unseen‘nesby things and big bad men with beards.
Shadows would seem to hold dark secrets then, they dia now.
Running from a painful reality this time. Very painful. First
time always worst, had to learn - couldn't go tarough tais

again taough. Nowhere to go, nobody 1l=ft to turn co.

Siron stopped dead. e was panting and his face was
red and streaming. He was crying. Vho cares? DBut it was Just
beautiful - what ae chould have done a2 long time before. In
his tears rsn the weight which was crushing his nind into obliv-
ion. His snger, fear, resentment, suspiciousness, hate, consci-

ence fell into a juddle on the ground. He looked at it and it
was barely noticable - but he could feel that ite weight had
been transferred from him to the ground. All that was left to

him was faith =nd trust. Destiny was once again with him.

Inevitsebly, coffee sprang to his mind. Ah yes, tiere
was a coffee bar just down the road. Great! He had enough for

one too. With a bit of luck, he might even see someone he knew

1

down there as well.

"Is that reslly you?"

2

A voice entered Simon's zar as he sipped his coffee.
He looked up and there was this attractive zirl standing there.

He didn't for the life of him think he knzs~ her, so he assumed



her words were for sowmebocly else. ;

"Simon - remernber ne? The kid with pigtails a2nd the
large doll?"

g She was talking to him, Pigtails? Doll? Ch no, it
couldn't be the little menace that went to Junior school with him.

"It's not Laura Mason is it?"

"That's right - you do remember. It's been o long. I
hope you didn't mind me calling you like that, but I.wag so
surprised to see you - here of all places.”

"Oh,y I'm sorry - please sit down. I can't say.I'd
have recognised you unless you drew my attention like that. How
are you?"

"Fine, and wyou?"

- "Oh never mind 211 the crap. Vhere do you hang out
most of your spare time?"

"At Wink's Disco mostly - it's over the other side of
town, I expect you know it."

Cimon didn't know it, but he didn't say anything. He
made a snap decision to save getiing thoughts tozether all over
again.

"Hey Leura, I know this is a bit sudden, but we could
get on well T think, and I've got this house out in the country
with some great people living around that I want some people to

£ill with me. How about you?"

Laura had to blink and try to piece together what he
wag asking (she was always being asked to do things by blékes,
and usually accepted without thinkiug but this was slightly
different).

"Well, sounds great but I'd have to ask Laurie."

"Who's Laurie?" A complication.

"Oh, my boy friend."

This was a compiication - he had Juumped in Just a bit
too aquickly, hadn't done enough background work beforéhand.
€till, the house could hold a fair amount 5f people, so he supp-
osed that there would be room for those two and the person he'd
ask.

"I'm sure he'd want to though."

"Yeah, I'm sure he would too." Simon had formed a low
‘opinion of Laurie in his mind already. He imagined a guy with
cutting black sideburns, black suede jacket and a BSA 500.

"It's-just that he does tend to zet hay fever when the



weather turns nasty, and then he can't play tennis.”

Hay fever? Tennis? Simon had obviously been too quick
in his assumptions about this guy. He'd better slow down before
his predictions got him into trouble. But tennis, I mean I ask
you, tennis. Hardly the talking point of the day. Anyway, at
least it meant that he had some sort of a chance with Laura while
they were on holiday - unless she was stupid and preferred this
poofy sounding bloke in which case she was not worta the trouble.
Yeah, stick to plan A - get someone else as well.

" "Well, tell you what, give me your phone number and
I'1l give you a ring sometime tomorrow to see if it's all OK, right?"
"Fine, it's 776843,
"Right - well I must go now, but we can talk over old
times next time we meet. Phone you tomorrow anyway."
"Okay, thanks for the offer, see you."

Simon left as if he had a million things ¢o do and the
rest of the world was holding him up. In actual fact, he was
trying to show Laura he had grown up a lot more than he tho .gat
che 1ad. Really he was going straight home to bed. She seemed
Teasonably indifferent about him, apart from the fact it was very
interesting to meet people you haven't seen for five years.

Anyway, that was two people Simon was fairly sure of
taking with him on round two of his country excursions. Now
all that remained was for him to find someone for himself to go
with, and that he would do the next day.

XII

That night Simon had a few pangs of regret about what
had happened the day before. But he did his best 'to always think
of the future, not of tane past. At present his mind was still
fairly confused, but his aims were clear.

The next day came lixe a breath of fresh air. The sky
had cleared and the sun was beginning to get back to work. The
birds were once again drifting in the sky, telling everyone to
come out and enjoy themselvés. One of those people would be
Simon. He greeted the bright day with a smile, and got straight
out of bed and opened the'Windows: He suelt the air - yes, des-
pite the pollution he could swear to detecting the fresh air.

Mmm, nice wash this morning.
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Breakfast and out! Really so beautiful to walk under
the sky when it's being nice to you. Where was he going though?
That's a point. Hey, I wonder how you'd find out where Teresa
lives? That is a point. Pﬁone book?\ Oh hell, what was her

surname? Teresa = an! fitchell! Phone booth? OCne round Ghe

corner.

Simon disappeared into a phone booth. It was on the
corner of the road, and so it was very hot and claustropaobic
inside. Now, litchell kitchell witchell ah here! Now what
adress was 1it? Oh yeah, 33 Utah Park -~ here, 429110. de dial-
led the number and looked out of the window of the booth while
he waited for the pips to start. While he was waiting, this
incredible blonde walked past. She had a superb figure and a
siort tight summer dress. £imon felt so helpless, stuck in

+

that cramped box. Pip pip pip pip ... tuppence in ... click ..

"Hello - 429110."
"dello, is that Teresa speaking?"

&

"To, I'1l get ner - who's tAis calling please?”
"Um - Simon, Simon Xing,"

"Simon Xing. All right, 1014 on 2 minute please ..."

There was a click and then cilence. Simon s

5
see if he could still =ee that bird, but she was out of =i

now. Well, she was outtasizht all 5he time, but never nind.
"Hello, ESinmon?" .

nIr

Hi Terssa, how are you?"

"Fine - but whe% are you phoning wre for, I thought
vou and Anne were in that place in the country you rented?”

"Yeah, well we're not - snd the fact i= we've split.
You know how these thinge can hapren, tempers fray and before you
know it, it's all over."

"Oh, I'm .sorry" - but was she? "Ihen you sound in
good s irits - you used to be very fond of her."

"T wee, but that was in S1e past and I'd rather forget
all sbout it. Anyway, I didn't put in two —ence to pour my
troubles out to you. ILook, this place is still there for the
taking and I weas wondering'if you'd like to come - there's two
other people coming as well."

"we? Crikey that's great. Who are the other two?"
"Oh, Jjust an old school friend and her boy friend.
B

o
ct

that doesn't matter, the point is can you come?"



"Well yes I suppose so, how much will it cost though?"

"Is fifteen pounds all right? - I daresay we could
zet by for three weecks on that - and anyway I've got some friends

up . there who'll help out if things get rough. UMy idea is we
could maybe get some work on a farm or something.- you know, in
exchange for eggs and such.”

"Yes, I've zot some money in the post office, and
anyway my parents would give me most of it."

"That's fine. Well T must ring off now, I've got a
lot of things to sort out."

"OKy but before you go Just answer me one thing.”

"Fire away."

"Why did you pick me to come?"

"Because you're pretty and I like you and we can have
some fun together. OK? Ring you back tonight, bye."

"Er - bye ..."

Simon rang off, very pleased with himeself. Now, where
was that piece of paper with Laura's adress on it? £Simon rumm-—
aged about in his pocket. Hell, where was it? [e was getting
very hot and het up as he s%ruggled in the tiny space for the
piece of screwed up paper. Not being: able to stsnd the humidity
any longer he »iled out of the box into the sweet smelling air,
almost losing his balance in the process. Ahnl He found t1e
elusive item, and so he'd hold his breath and dive in again. But
while h? had been struggling for the number a rotund woman had
bounced in there when he wasn't looking, damn her. She'd
obviously be nattering for hours in there, so it wasn't worth
waiting. dJust find another phone booth, that's all. Oh yeah,
there was one in the post office in the high street. Not far,
brought him near the common anyway - might be someone nhe knew

there.,

To get there involved descending a fairly steep naill,
so by the time he hit the busy local shopping area he was cuite
hot and %hirsty. Tuckily there was a fish and chip shop next
to the post office, so he bought hiwmself a refreshing coke. Now
he was topped up he could face another stuffy phone booth. In
actual fact the post office was a very cold place inside, and
cven worse inside the booth because the metal took all the heat
out of his browning arms if he leaned against it. 776843%. He

dialled. Another wait. lMore »ips. Another two pence.

"Hello, is that Simon?"



"Yyyes." gCimon was surprised that thae person knew who
it was, because it was not Laura's voice -~ sounded much more
mature, probably her mother.

"Yes, she was .expecting your call but I'm afraid
she's not in. £he told me to tell you that she'd be round your
house this afternoon."”

."OK, thanks anyway."

"Goodbye."

"Bye." . He crossly replaced the receiver. Ty-icall
Anyway, it probably meant she was coming otherwise she'd have
left a message to the contrary. CLimon left tiae booth and walk-
ed into the bright sunshine and croscsed the road over to the
common. There was a row of trees along the side of the road
just before tae large area of grass befgan, and Simon lodzed under
the shade of one of these while he looked around to see if there

was anyone he knew about. -

There were plency of cretins =weating themselves to
death on the soccer pitcheé that he iknew only because taey went
to the same school - that was all. It made him think though,
some of those kids would probably zet better qualifications than
him - it was all wrong somewhere, bubt it didn't really bother
him too much. He was Jjust glad he wasn't like them. He changed
his sights, ~nd noticed that there were a few groups lo ing
about. They were either casually strutting about or fanning
themselves 2nd chewing gum in the shade of tall trees. They
didn't concern Simon either becéuse they were nostly comprehen-
sive ana mixed school kids, not that he felt he was better than
them or anything - he Jjust couldn't get on with that type of
people, that's all.

Hies attention was diverted when two z:irls paraded
prast him. They weren't 2ll that old, so when they started making
eyes and indications he turned away, and they stuck their fingers

up at him. ©So much for them! Probably mixed school.

Nobody much else about - oh no, hang about. There
Wwere some peOLle sunbathing over the far side, their long hair
Jllscenlné on the ground behind them. liaybe he knew them -
might 2s well go over anyway, lots of time to kill until lunch.,
As he walked over he noticed how bored everyone seemecd to be,
and he WlSled he could take taem all W}tﬂ him Jjust to show

thenm that life was worth living as long as you know how to enjoy

>



it. He certainly enjoyed life, it was very precious %o him and

not nearly long enough.

As he came nearer to the bathers he thought he vaguely
receznised them. Yes, it was Pete. £Ltrange to ees him out in
the air for a change - and who was that with him? It wse Dave.

"Hi" s2id Eimon, casting a shadow over the two of them.

"Hey -man" g2id Pete. "You're like standing in my sun,
vou xnow?"

"Oh sorry." <Cimon squatted down behind taem. It was
rather uncomfortable with his shirt on under the hot sun, but
he didn't-want to join them in case it seemed GLoo presumptious

te bett

ne sa

of him (taough nhe felt thst he knew P

Do

er than Dave did).
"I didn't know you knsw Pe i

d to Dave.
"Yesh, of conurse I do <+ we share tae same digs.”
Simon wag half surprised, half expecting that.
"Jow come, FPete? There wac a time vhen you used to
say you'd,never share your pad.

"Well man" said Pete, not batting an eyelid. "I've

ike had this vision which told me my direction wss all wrong.
o I ditched the drug scene and stopped writing - that's why

o

oo

need a flat mate to share the overheads.
"But what about this sunbathing bit?"
"Yeah, well that's part of it all man. It's kind of

)

substitute for the gitar bit, and there's no electrics cost
either. TReally it's to be in contact with the earth; like it's
2ll spontaneous now."

"But wh=t happens when it gets cold and there's no
sun, or it rains or even when winter comes?"

"Well, like I hibernate or gzo live somewhere else. I
mean,'if it's good enough for nature it's Z2ood enough for me -
that's where the vision Was’at, man, "

"Where .o you come in all this, Dave?"

"Oh, I Jjust tag 2long and meet some of Pete's friends
and make some of my own as well."

) "That's cool., Well I'll lesve you Zuys Lo soak u;
mother nature for a while. See you around."

"Yeah, see you Simon."

"Likewise man."

Funny how you can meet the people you least expect
in the most peculiar circumstances. Fancy Dave going around with
Pete tiough! He must be getting in with a cool lot of people with

Pete. Siﬂlon wage Slightly en‘v‘ious a'nd_ i’loped he Wasn,'t mj_SSiIlg muCl’l.
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After lunch, Simon was forced to sit about and wait
for the arrival of Laura which was 2 bit of a bind on such a
nice day. ©Still, the sooner he got all_this sorted out the
sooner he'd be on his way with Teresa to the little country
paradise. He busicd himself with little jobs that always need-
ed doing around the house. While he was rummaging about, he
came across the clothes that nad been in the bag ne shared with
Anne that day. He guickly decided not to take them round person-
ally, but make a parcel out of them there. Tae neat way in which
she had packed her belongings made him think of her and the
times they had nad again, but luckily a ring a2t tae door stopped
him from becoming melancholy. He looked at the clock and tutted

at Laura's punctuality. Anyway he went to answer it.

"Hdello Simon." It was Teresa. "I thought I'd come

and talk about this thing instead of over the phone."’

Simon was very glad to see her and put Laura to the
‘beck of his mind com letely. He was a bit of a sight though,
and wondered if this was the right time to make a definite move
for ner - I mean it was the first time taey had met face to face
since that day in the coffee bar (still vivid recollections of
each other from that) and he had Jjust broken up vith Anne, which
she knew.

""Come in, take a seat - I'll get us a couple of iced
drinks." ‘

She certainly wouldn't say no to an iced drink, so
she did what he said. ©She noticed the nile of clothing on the
floor and wondered whose they were. It was obvious that Simon
‘had just been doing something with them. He saw her puzzling
over them as he came in wita the moist glasses.

"They're Anne's."

"Oh- what are you doing with them?"

"I'm going to wrap them and send them back to her."

"Why, don't you want to :ive them to her yourself?"

"Well, not really."

"No, I s'pose not. I'll take them for you if you like."

"Would you? Thanks, it'll save me some hefty postage."

They both sipped their drinks. Cimon wondered what to
say next. Teresa was waiting for him to say something.

"It's a bit silly us just sitting here" said Siwmon even-

tually, and it was really.
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"Vmm" said Teresa, laughing slightly in her glass.
"Oh, say sometaing."

Teresa took his hand.

"It's pretty damn obvious why I asked you to come."
"Yes, it is." Teresa looked so nice then. llaybe she
was preparing herself for sometaing. He was Just about to lean
over and kiss her, when there was the sound of a noisy car
parking Just outeside.

Shit, thouzat CSimon. It must be Laura, but whose car
was it? He grudgingly dragged out into the passage and opened
the front door with a sudden blaze of light. Outside was a huge
car which looked like it 1ad come almost straight out of a twent-
_y's gangster movie. It had all the trimmings - small back
window, running board, large gleaming headlamps, long bonnet
and tank with bumpérs. The only t.sings which made it more feas-
ible were that it was bright green and there was a guy wita long
stragsly hair driving it.

Laura walksd up to £imon looging nleased with herself.

Teresa came up behind Simon =nd »ut her armn round him.

"Hi!" said Leura. "Inok what I've zot hold of." Che

nointed at the car. Zimon was wondering what to say. '"That's

Riley" she s2id, indicating the suy who wag lzaning on the bonnet.
Simon nodded to the bloke who acknowledged nim. "I hrre sov

don't mind him corinz with us, but 712 has got 2 car and he's the

cort of person I think vou want.”

into the thing withrut asking him first, but he didn't eay

)

anything because she wa

0

o
right, 2nd they were in need of more

help - especially help witn bGransport.

07  [Omorrow?

fev}

"Fine. When do you want to

"Well actually, Riley's 211l ready to z: now."

"Now! Carist, who's in charge of this thing?"

"Well, you are but we're ready to go speaking for
ourselvesg."

"What about Laurie?"

i
"Yes, him as well. He's ready
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him up."

Cimon looked at Tereca and she faintly nodded.

"Tell you wnat" he caid sfter a moment's deliberation
in his mind. "You pick up Laurie and come back here by which
time I should be ready. And then we can go for Tsresa. Can



yvou drop her off first though?"

Laura nodded eagerly, and waisked Teresa off to the car.

Teresa managed to snatch a kiss before she temporarily left Simon.

"'3out three quarters of an hour" called £imon.

The car lurched.off towards leresa's house. Simon
watched it disappear, then prepared to pack his things again anc
write a note to his parents. e noticed.Anne's things again and
decided that if they were that important to her she'd be round
for them in any case.

Som= tilie later the car arrived for him, and he slung
a2ll his gear into the large boot and dived into the hot car.
They picked up Teresa and her stuff and off.they went, Laura and
Laurie saying and doing nothing much in the back, Simon and
Teresa discovering each other in the front and Riley saying

virtually nothing and driving the car.



