Summertime took my scene away. 

Summertime took my dream away. 

Summertime gave me newer way. 

Summertime changes everything. 

Nights at 16 began usually over at johns, where we’d usually smoke a doobie if there was any. There usually was any. The band afforded me the privilege of living like I was in my 20’s while I was 15. And being 15 and naïve and insecure, I had to adapt a convincing class act, fast. So I did.  What I would do, having a fairly overprotective mom, is start coming home on time for a change. Earlier, even. I’d go upstairs to go to bed, wait about 30 to 45 minutes, sometimes longer, and arrange while I was out for someone to pick me up at the end of my dead-end street… or just ride my bike if the party or bar were close enough. 
One night I had been invited out to see Lisa. She was 28, Sicilian, buxom as Betty Paige, sensual as a snail, and more aggressive than a bull in mating with just a glance. We seduced each other silently within the first 20 seconds of meeting each other, which was at Mark Baker, our soundman’s wedding reception party. The night was going so well and I succeeded in sounding/seeming much older than I was, much smoother than I was and much smarter than I was. Until my mom showed up to pick me up. She gave me her number and said I should come over sometime. I agreed. This was even after she met my mother. 

I dressed after kissing mom goodnight in a flannel shirt, jeans, and sandals. I threw on my St. Christopher’s medal to protect me, now that I’d be fleeing from under the watchful guidance of a knowing mom.  I’d kneel down and say a prayer and cross myself as if about to cross the sea with Odysseus. I’d then creep to the balcony. The canal would occasionally penetrate the silence with mullet jumping or feeding from the surface. You’d hear faint ‘galloop’ sounds off the canal out back. Boats would calmly lap the surface waves if there were any. I’d wonder up at the stars where the night would bring me, smoking from a pack of Rothmann’s cigarettes I bought in Toronto a good year or so ago, feeling very decadent, mature, worldly and cool. 
It was all a delicious mystery. After descending the antennae pole, I’d snuck the bike out of the garage and road by my parents window tepidly.  The TV would flash the contrasts of whatever my parents fell asleep to on the TV. I’d ride off silently into the night with flashes of the Johnny Carson show lighting the street, feeling freer and more alive than ever. 
Lisa had just a grey t-shirt and jeans on. I had my first glass of red wine with a women then and there.  We talked about the night we met, and how we seduced one another. She could have charged me for the knowledge she was imparting. She knew it. She had a teaching-like tone about her. Asking questions, but seeming to know the answers. As did I. She was a stripper at the Doll House in Cocoa Beach. I’d never been to a strip club. She put on Elton John’s Madman Across the Water. I leaned over and kissed her. She took control. 

She laid me down an sat back up, against the backdrop of Elton’s dark blue musty piano in the dark blue light. She pulled her shirt off and her enormous and beautiful breasts came into full have-ability.  Every time I tried to move, she stopped and hushed me, assuming full control of the situation.  Her rather large and angry boyfriend was in prison.  I knew this. He was even older than her, huge and dangerous. But he was behind bars. This was her choice and had nothing to do with him, I thought.  It also had nothing to do with me. Still, a twinge of guilt was trying to gnaw its way in, unsuccessfully. 

Under the weight and carried by such songs as “levon” and “tiny dancer”, we made love. 

She was teacherly. She guided me at first but soon realized I was pretty much a natural. She thought she was my first and I didn’t want to spoil anything for her. Her breasts were enormous. She was a stripper, afterall. I’d never been to a strip club but now I could say that I got naughty with a stripper, which was probably more than my older strip clubbing friends could claim at the time. I was too young to go into a bar, even though the drinking age was only 19 back then. I’d played at many bars with the band though, so to anyone who’d seen the band or seen me with them, it was just assumed that I belonged there and was old enough. It was almost as if I had an unwritten ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ policy with the rest of the female part of the population. 
I left her apartment after falling asleep next to her for about a half hour. I rode my bike home along the beach, feeling more alive, more lived, more experienced and wondering what awaited me at home. Coming back to the house was always scary. There was a point where the palm trees gave way to a view of the house. If I was busted, my bedroom lights would be on, my parents bedroom lights … knowing my mother, probably the whole house would be lit up and cop cars would have the place surrounded. It was a scary stretch of road. How would I explain myself?  That night, the lights were still off and I was safe for now. 

I didn’t call Lisa. I kind of blew her foo. I don’t know why. She actually liked me. What was supposed to be a mindless romantic tryst in the dark now took on the pungent air of reality. There were now human beings involved. Feelings. Loyalties. Obligations. Strings. I hated that stuff but it always seemed to come around in the end. 

One night I really got into it with the family. Appearantly, someone my brother knew when he lived here spotted me at a party I had snuck out to. He felt it necessary to call my Mom and Dad and tell them. He didn’t like me hanging out with people his age. He took issue with that. I was on the phone with my Dad, Mom and brother and things got explosive. It only sealed my commitment to move out of the house and out on my own to pursue a career in rock ‘n’ roll. I left the house and went to Sal’s on the beach. Sal, Keith, Jan and Duke were over (Duke lived there). 
I remember after smoking, breaking out in tears right there in front of everyone in the room. I couldn’t take it anymore. The pot eased things and made them less real for us all. That was a little too real for this scene. It needed suppression. We sat in Duke’s room listening to my new Rain Parade tape from my boombox. Keith was a huge fan of Lisa’s. He had invited her to come by, and she did. Keith was up to something there. He knew that Lisa liked me and wanted me to get serious. 

