My First Love
	My first love goes back to grade school. I always appreciated girls even though in my younger years they scared me a bit, not so much at a distance but up close. Girls were cute, dainty, giggly, soft spoken and decidedly different from boys and me.
	I played sports hitting baseballs and tackling runners in football while girls didn`t do any of these things. They do now but not in the 1950s. In the seventh grade when I was about 11 years old, my mother came down the steps into the basement and behind her was Carol, who was a year older than I in the eighth grade. Mom said that Carol was there to teach me some dance steps. Mom surprised me because I had no notice that Carol was coming. She knew that I would probably skip out and run from a girl teaching me the fox trot and swing dances.  That was just too physically close to a girl. I looked at Carol somewhat frozen looking for an exit but there was no way out. Mom wanted me to have some of the social graces especially since Dad didn`t dance very well. Carol held her arms out and said well come closer into the fox trot dance position. Somehow I made it through that half hour and a few more which did pay off later in life.
	Then there was Barbara in the same grade school class starting in the sixth grade. Her Dad was a Florist and their family seemed to be more affluent than the rest of us. She was pretty, cute, out-going with a sparkling personality. She was the whole package and I was attracted to her but also scared to death of her because, after all, she was a girl. I never really got close to her or talked to her much and was content to admire her from a distance.
	In the sixth and seventh grade, some my classmates got together at one of the parents` house to socialize. I don`t know why I even participated because as I stated above, I really was scared and awkward around these heavenly creatures. 
	One of the games they played was spin the bottle. This was a kissing game and while I might possibly get close enough to a girl to dance, kissing was way beyond the pale. No, no and never! The boys and girls would sit in a circle and one of them would spin a soda bottle or any kind of bottle on the floor. When it stopped spinning, the one who spun the bottle would get to kiss the person the bottle pointed to.
	I went to two of these parties, not sure why, probably because I couldn`t say no. One party in particular was on a Saturday afternoon in the basement of a parent`s house and when the game started, I left and went upstairs and started watching TV in the den. While there, Barbara came up and sat next to me and put her arm around my back and invited me to come down and play the game. I just couldn`t do that-- kiss a girl--on the lips? She said, “Ray, you can kiss any girl you want.” Little did she know that she was the girl I wanted to kiss. But fear remained supreme and I stuck to the TV program.
	I don`t remember if there were any other parties after that, but I didn`t go if there were any. Barbara was my first love even if from a distance. This is probably known as puppy love and is a good thing. It causes a stirring of the heart and generally a good feeling. If I had kissed Barbara, all the energy and excitement probably would have exploded my body with body parts strewned everywhere.  Who knows, if I had kissed those girls, I might not have been to stop. 
	
