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Jeff

We lived in the same cul-de-sac during our junior and senior years in high school.  But that wasn’t the way I met Jeff.  Both of us were members of the high school marching band.  I played the trumpet, Jeff the snare drum.  Mr. Anderson, the band director, was personable yet professional and serious about the dedication and performance of each member.  All music played on the field or in a parade must be memorized before setting foot on the field.
As I was new to the area, the school, and the band, Mr. Anderson introduced all the new students on the first day.  I was overwhelmed with the large, tiered room housing all 144 members.  The drummers always stood out, standing in the back of the room and making the most noise.
One evening after we finished dinner, there was a knock on the front door.  I opened to see Jeff standing there, all five foot six but very fit.  He introduced himself and asked if I’d like to come outside and talk.  Immediately I realized that he was one of the cute drummers, with blonde curly hair, ocean blue eyes, and an infectious smile.
Jeff began by telling me that he lived only four houses to the left in the cul-de-sac.  His family had been transferred two years earlier as his father was in charge of the FCC station.
Over the last two years of high school, Jeff and I dated exclusively.  We didn’t have many classes together, but we attended the dances and band trips together.  We were inseparable.  Everyone knew Jeff and Julie, especially since we were both blondes, had curly hair and blue eyes, and lived on the same street.
After graduation, I moved to Montana with my family for the summer, then, in the Fall, started college at Texas Woman’s University in Denton, Texas (just north of Dallas).  Jeff decided to live at home and attend Texas A & I University in Kingsville.  For the first semester, I missed Jeff immensely and used all the extra money my parents gave me for food on the weekends for a plane ticket to San Antonio, where Jeff picked me up, and we spent the weekends together.
My Friday afternoon Chemistry Lab suffered from my absence.  After further reflection, I realized that I was homesick for my family.  So, my parents’ next move was to Nacogdoches, Texas, home to Stephen F. Austin State University.  I ended up transferring there and living at home.
I began meeting new people, joining a sorority, and working a part-time job.  I became preoccupied with activities and slowly grew away from Jeff.  I hated to end our long relationship, but it was the fair thing to do for Jeff.  We were both moving on.
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