Millie Ford
Excerpt from Daisy Cut Out. Set in an affluent suburb north of Chicago, IL in 1971	
	Driving back from lunch, the woman in the passenger seat was tipsy. At a stop light in town, she pointed out a teenager walking along Deerfield Road. “Look at that hooligan,” she sniped, tapping her finger on the window, and the women all looked to their right. The teenage boy was six feet tall, had shoulder length brown hair, and was wearing an altered pair of bib overalls, the legs cut to shorts length.  The only other thing he was wearing was a pair of flip flops and dark sunglasses.   No T shirt, no underwear, a daisy cut-out right across his naked butt cheek. Standard attire for some teenagers at the time, but those teen aged boys did not live in Deerfield. Maybe parts of San Francisco or Boulder. A Deerfield teen, who would hope to attend Northwestern or University of Chicago someday, would wear khaki shorts and striped polo shirts, white undershirt peeking out behind the placket.	
	“Who would let their child out of the house looking like that?” asked the woman who sat behind the passenger seat.
	 “What is this country coming to?” asked the driver, shaking her head, her earrings fluttering.
	The woman who sat behind the driver looked over and clenched her jaw. She wore a turquoise suit, handmade by her mother, and she pretended she could not see the person walking down the street. She opened her purse with a loud click, took out a perfectly pressed handkerchief trimmed in lace and dabbed her nose. If she could only melt into the car’s upholstery. She recognized the boy, but she could not claim him as her own. It was her youngest son Jim.
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