The first time I snuck out I was about 11. Jon had moved in next door. He was my sister’s age, two years older, and had a slight thing for her. And a bigger thing for her friend, Jaquie. My Mom didn’t like me playing with Jon because of the age difference. One night they all went to the Sock hop, and I had to stay home because I was too young. It would be another year before I’d be outside the roller rink in the Florida tropical woods, smoking sensi bud with Jon, Kurt Gunderson, and Mike Roy. But for now, I had to stay home. 

But then, there was my window. 

I was on the first floor. My sisters room was next to mine. Across the hall from her were my parents. TV on, mother sleeping, sliding glass door to the pool open, my step dad naked, barely covered in a sheet. The warm Florida nights bathed you in sleep if you were older, and made your thoughts speed up if you were young. The lights from the baseball field a mile away were out now. Jon Knocked at the window. I lifted the screen and crawled out, careful not to land on the prickly tropical plants below. We proceeded on to the huddah hut.  Huddah was one of those terms the local surfers made up. It could mean almost anything. Usually a negative.  “This weed is hudda.” “I’ve got some huddah bud, but nothin good”  But Hudda hut, just sort of became the local term for an opening in the thick palmetto woods or open woods where one could gather with friends and smoke bud. Hudda or otherwise.  

Jon and I had prepared earlier that day. We bought a box of chocolate donuts and a six pack of coke. Jaquie, my sister and I quietly snuk past the Duboises, so as not to awake Fred, their Chiwawa. 

We got there and the girls were impressed. We lit a small bonfire, ate the donuts and all in the hopes that Jon could eventually make out with Jaquie.  That never happened.  I was in 5th grade.  I’d been on two dates. Kristy Pelermo. I still hadn’t made out with a girl, but wasn’t about to try it out on my sister. 

Jon and I started meeting up regularly in the hudda hut. We’d look at dirty magazines that Robert stole from his father, make fires, and eat chocolate donuts.  Robert and I had our own hut he’d built the year before. It was more his than mine.  Actually, it wasn’t mine at all, but Robert too was two classes ahead of me, so I could tell my classmates it was half mine, and they’d never find me out or get the straight story. 

I first made out with a girl in sixth grade. The seventies were coming to an end now, and I was starting to wear surfer shirts, and got a surfboard finally. So I could be cool now. I had a crush on JB’s sister, Kristy Rafferty. She was a hot redhead. I asked her over the phone if she wanted to “go with me” (be my girlfriend). She said yes and I didn’t sleep that night. I couldn’t. She said “yes”.   Yes. 

There was a bike path that ran parallel to Oak street. The street that you’ll wind up on if you go straight when you’re going down AIA. But it’s okay, because several miles down, it merges up with AIA again. The bike path was paved. Where Kristy and I would split up we’d take a left, so we’d be just a little out of the way of the other bikers. We’d stand on our bikes next to each other and talk. We did this for the first time the day after she said yes.  Finally, I got up the courage. I leaned over and she leaned up toward me, closing her eyes. We made out. It was the best kiss in the world. She kissed like a fish, but that was okay. We made out for a good 5 minutes. My eyes were closed. It felt warm. Like a Florida night. 

Everything was new again as I rode home, no hands, swerving left and right. 

After a month or so of this, I was called into the counselor’s office. I was spoken to about making out on the bike path with Kristy. They didn’t like this. It was on school grounds. 

