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from 6th grade, 1965:

Nowhere to Run
“A very dry Beefeater martini, straight up with an olive,” I tell the bartender.
“A Shirley Temple on the rocks,” says Dad.
And the bartender laughs, like they always do. I love this game. 
When they return with the drinks, they always make a point of setting them both down in front of Dad, ’cause they’re not supposed to serve kids. Then they walk off, and Dad slides the Shirley Temple over to me, and I sit up tall on the barstool or settle into a big squeaky leather chair and sip ginger ale, while Dad tells me about the last time he was in this place. 
It’s either a funny story or a warm one, and always with a bunch of people I’ve never met—though by now, I feel like I almost know some of them. However it goes, the ending’s always the same: “But that was long ago. Long before you were born.” 
Before I was born, Dad went everywhere, it seems.
I finish my ginger ale, suck on an ice cube, chew the maraschino cherry down to the stem. Dad finishes his martini, eats his olive, and decides whether he wants another. 
I love going to bars with Dad. Only in this dark, forbidden zone, it seems, can a window open onto his past. When Dad was young. In those distant days before the world had me in it.
If we walk into a bar and it’s just busy enough—say, five or six guys within earshot, all staring at their drinks—Dad plays his favorite trick. Standing back, he invites me with a silent gesture to go first, so the bartender will look up from his bottles and see a kid climbing onto one of his barstools. Just as he opens his mouth to protest, Dad steps forward.
“This is my old lady,” he announces in the tone of a man shouting to be heard above a storm. “She’s a lush.” 
When all heads swivel my way, I beam my prettiest smile.
You wouldn’t believe some of the looks we get! It’s always good for a laugh; after that, I get lots of attention.
Dad never plays these pranks at Davos, though. That’s because we go there all the time, now—they have everything. It’s less than a three-hour drive to that pretty patch of woods and fields in upstate New York; and they have skiing in the winter and tennis, swimming, and riding in the summer.  
And, of course, the year-round bar scene doesn’t hurt. 
After dinner, the place is jammed, air thick with music and buzzing voices and the braided smoke of a hundred cigarettes. Waitresses weave their way through a sea of tables and chairs, carrying trays of drinks or pitchers of beer, while the office workers up from the city for fresh air and healthy exercise smoke and drink and do battle and score and discuss terms of surrender. 
The kids’ scene centers on the jukebox. We gather around it like a campfire to feed it quarters, debate the merits of various songs, and squabble over whose turn it is to hit up a parent for more. There’s some great stuff on that jukebox: lots of Beatles, sure. Also the Stones, the Four Tops, the Kinks. And good ol’ Petula Clark. 
There’s also some real garbage, like that sloppy Sinatra crap Dad and his friends like. Gag me. And I swear, if I hear Shirley Bassey sing “Goldfinger” one more time, I’ll help the villain paint over that last open dot of flesh on her butt myself.
from summer 1965:

In My Life
“Never imagined I’d be a babysitter,” I hear Reggie tell Gus one day, a chuckle in his voice. He has no idea I’m grooming the horse in the next stall.
He finds out soon enough. “You’re not my babysitter,” I shout, rushing around the corner and stamping my foot. “I only work when I want to. So there!”
Which is true. Most days, I knock off to go swimming after the second afternoon ride. And on weekends, when Dad’s here, I hardly work at all. I eat with Dad and his friends, I order from the menu, I lounge around the swimming pool between rides.
During the week, I eat what the wranglers eat—that’s what really bugs Reggie. “You know, your Daddy’s paying for better food’n dis,” he says to me today at lunch for, like, the millionth time.  
The wranglers eat early, at the beat-up old table by the kitchen door. And they don’t get to order from the menu, they eat what they’re served. Today, it’s ravioli. 
“You like dis slop?”
I shrug. “It’s okay.” I’ve had better, but it’s no big deal. 
Reggie’s the head wrangler. He’s all right. Nice, really good-looking, but sometimes maybe not too smart. Who wants to eat all by yourself? And does he think I’m going to order a turkey club sandwich and sit here eating it in front of them? Honestly!
The waitress smiles super-friendly when she brings me my lemonade, and I know she’ll let me have as much as I want. It’s hot and dusty working at the horsebarn, but I love being around horses all day. And it’s fun being pals with the wranglers. 
For a few moments, the table’s silent except for the scrape of knife and fork and the sound of chewing. Then the edge is off, and people start to lean back and relax. That’s when the show begins. 
Today’s will be good.
“Missed ya this mornin’, boss.” It’s always Gus who starts. He doesn’t talk much otherwise, but he can never get enough of this. 
Reggie’s absence was, in fact, the main topic of conversation at breakfast, as it often is. He’s a real hound dog. A job at a resort suits him perfectly, and everyone knows it.
“Yeah, what came down, man? Spill!” Dave’s happy to pile on. He lives with Paula, but he enjoys Reggie’s love life like a prime-time sitcom. We all do.
Reggie chuckles, shakes his head, looks down at his plate. Everyone laughs, even Paula. Even me. 
“Ah, come on!” we all chorus.
And Reggie breaks down like, he always does. “Remember da chatty dame on da late afternoon ride?” 
He’s got this gap in his front teeth that makes him talk that way. From a fight when he was a teenager, so Paula said. On another guy, it would sound dorky; on Reggie, somehow, it only adds to his appeal.
“The redhead?” asks Gus, leaning forward. This is the most emotion he’ll show all day.
“Yeah,” says Reggie, smiling at the memory. “Last night I’m crossin’ da patio, ’bout one, one-t’irty in da mornin’. Quiet, not a soul around. And I hear dis voice say, ‘hello, cowboy’.” Reggie pauses, enjoying our breathless silence.
“I stop, look around. Nobody. So I start walkin’ again, and da voice says, ‘up here.’ So I look up, and dere she is. Out on da balcony. Just standin’ dere.”
“Yeah?”
“Wit’ nuttin’ on!”
Gus hoots, Dave slaps his thigh, even Paula laughs. Even me.
“She crooks her finger at me,” he continues. “‘C’mon up,’ she says.” He makes her invitation sound real musical.
“And?” we all chorus.
“So, I didn’t go,” he ends lamely, and his smile shrinks to a smirk. 
We all jeer, even me. We keep it up for a while, but that’s all he’ll say. He finishes his lunch, lights a cigarette, smokes it with a half-smile on his handsome face.
Reggie’s married, supposedly. I’ve never seen Mrs. Reggie, and I don’t think anyone else has, either. Whoever she is, I pity her. And I wonder: is she really stupid, like Dad’s girlfriends? Or did she just have really bad luck?
The jukebox has a song by the aptly named Bachelors that could’ve been written about Reggie:

Marie, the dawn is breaking,
Marie, you’ll soon be waking
To find your heart is breaking,
And tears will fall as you recall
The moon in all its splendor,
A kiss so very tender,
The words, “Will you surrender…”
Surrendering is what you do when you lose a war, isn’t it?
People play this song all the time; I don’t get it. You’d think predators wouldn’t want to remind their prey of certain things. Especially during the stalking. 
Dad’s parked me at this resort for a few weeks now; I’ve seen the results of some of those surrenders. Half-muffled outbursts, urgent whispers on the phone, sobbing in darkened rooms. 
Yet everyone loves this song. It never seems to stop anyone. I don’t get it.
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