
LEARNING TO SKATE

	 It is hard to stand out in grade school when you are small and quiet. I 

started school at age five, not turning six until January. That made me one 

of the youngest in the class. Also one of the smallest, I found myself at the 

front of every class line. When eighth grade approached, many of my 

classmates were entering their growing years. Mine were three years away. 


	 My first chance to stand out was in seventh grade. Our teacher held 

a class debate with six students on each side, arguing a topic that I have 

long since forgotten. After each student had argued, one was chosen for 

rebuttal. My team chose me, believing I was the best speaker. That can be 

attributed to a family that enjoyed arguing around the dinner table about 

every topic under the sun.


	 My second chance came during the summer between eighth grade 

and high school. A group of friends were going roller skating at an indoor 

rink in West End. That was a two mile walk, but, being grade school 

graduates, we thought nothing of it. Although the hills of Elliott lay 

between West End and our neighborhood of Sheraden, we had grown up 

on hills. All the streets had sidewalks so we took the walk in stride.




	 The trip to West End was not as memorable as my first time on roller 

skates. Girls wore roller skates - boys never did. Unlike the steel skates 

that clattered down our streets and sidewalks, the rink provided wooden 

wheels attached to leather boots. Years of ice skating had taught me the 

proper motions, but the turns were tricky. I have no memory of falling, 

although it is likely that I fell several times.


	 The real surprise came at the end of the skating session. Enthusiasm 

for a party infected the group but no one volunteered their house for the 

event. Anxious to be part of the group, I offered to call my parents and 

they graciously agreed to have a dance that evening at our house. In an 

instant I became a hero.


	 Some difficulties remained. Our house had been built at the turn of 

the century. The first floor, like most houses in our neighborhood, had a 

living room, a dining room and a kitchen. Family rooms and finished 

basements were nowhere to be found. The largest room was the dining 

room, so my parents collapsed the leaves of the dining room table, pulled 

it in front of the fireplace, and rolled up the area rug that covered the hard 

wood floor. Our record player had an adapter for 78's, but no music to 

which budding teenagers would dance. My friends came to the rescue by 

bringing their own records.




	 The music played long and loud until 10 o'clock when my parents 

thought it was time for the young folks to be on their way home. I 

negotiated an extra half hour on the prospect of everyone hanging out at 

the local dairy store if we ended early.


	 That night was my gateway to numerous parties for the remainder of 

the summer. I had finally found a way to be noticed.
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