
Under Cover of Darkness

I played the snare drum in the high school marching band. I was pretty good, but
that is neither here nor there. This is not about the snare drum or about the marching
band.  It is a happy memory of teenage sexplay more than �fty years ago.

The band was returning from an away football game. The footballers had
probably won (they usually did). But that was not a matter of great concern to the
band. What mattered to me was that I had drummed. What mattered to the others was
that they had trumpeted, clarineted, �uted, or whatever noise it was that they made.

It was autumn, probably late autumn, and the sun set early. The bus lights were
o�.  The darkness gave adequate privacy for adolescent gropings.

I did not know my seatmate's name. I suspect she did not know mine. We may
have spoken, but maybe we sat silently in the dark until we got down to it. She was not
particularly attractive, a�icted with the teenage bane. It was not a terrible case of acne,
but Prom Queen was not in her future. Perhaps she would not even be invited to the
prom. I did not think of that then, and I feel sad to think of it now. Maybe her
blemished face is what led her to make out with a pudgy snare drummer on that
Saturday all those years ago.

We spent our homebound trip kissing. Not the chaste kisses on the cheek that a
kid gets from his mother's aunt, but the desperate, prolonged kisses of hormone-driven
teenagers. I don't know who started it. It just happened. Whoever made the �rst
move, we were both willing.  Consenting pre-adults.

Tongues? Probably. Fondling of breasts? No. I would have remembered a
handful of high school heaven. No matter. She was a competent kisser and the kissing
su�ced.

And then we were back at our school. I don't remember speaking to her after we
got o� the bus or ever again for that matter. Did we even acknowledge our sexplay? I
suspect not. We made no arrangement for a rematch. It was a one o�. Anonymous.
Generic.  An unexpected treat.  And a glorious memory.
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