Her name was Sharon. Reinerth. She was petite and cute. She was bubbly, energetic, and happy.  She had brown hair. Straight bangs like the Monkees but shoulder length. No shag cut. Just box cut. Square. She rode horses. She drew pictures of horses on our books. It was 1969. We were 12. I wrote Sharon is Neat  in my autograph book. It meant she was cool. It was the time of Go Go Boots and we both had a pair.  Mini skirts. Shorts. 
Unlike my other friends,  her family wasn't planted in our Blue Mountain valley with deep roots that go back generations like mine. She arrived in 6th grade and left the same year. My relationships weren't like that with people I knew year after year. When she moved I wanted to keep in touch but it didn't happen. I can't recall if I even knew where she went or if I just imagined it. I thought maybe Australia for some reason. Did we pretend or was it real?  It had something to do with her accent. Memories are vague but creep in from who knows where of my unconscious past as my fingers touch the keys of remote places in body memory.   In my mind she moved into the abyss of the wide, wild world of unknown. 
When we moved it was totally different. We moved  7 miles away and then back to the place I first lived. We were planted deep.
My grandparents were farmers. When my parents married they lived in half of the farmhouse shared. My dad worked with Pappy his whole life starting about 5 years old milking cows. 
My parents married in 54. Six months later my mom's mom died. That's the only way most people left in my life. My brother was born in 55. I in 57. By 59  my parents bought a townhouse at 254 East Main Street. A 10 minute drive from the farm. My mom had twin girls in 1960 and my littlest sister in 63. 
My grandfather built a new house.  Retired in 1966 and we moved back to the whole farmhouse. At age 10 my work life began. One more brother in 1967. A home birth. and then my youngest brother in 1971. 14 and 5 younger siblings.
 When we moved I cried for my friends in town. I had school church and neighborhood friends. We walked many places. To school, dance lessons Brownies andTo the store. 
We moved in May so I spent a few weeks in a new 3rd grade class but then the summer was lonely. There was no neighbors to play with. We could walk in empty fields but not on the road. We were busy between children, yard and farm care. My mother did invite my friends, Paula and Brenda to visit me that summer. I was thrilled. In thefall in the new school I soon had new friends. I didn't know it then but when you live on a farm all your relatives that lived in towns visited the farm. There were many reasons for people to come to the farm.  We called the farm Grand Central station before I even knew about the real Grand Central Station. 
My closest friend then was a half a mile up the road After the work was done I could ride my bike to her house. She had her own in ground pool at her house. That was unusual. The shallow end was deeper than I could stand and the other end a scary deep for me who never had swimming lessons.Her name was Joni and she was the youngest of 5. Joni and I rode the same bus and went to the same elementary school. I met more friends. 
I rode the bus 15 miles to 6th grade. We had 3 rooms of students. Not one. I don't know what bus Sharon rode and where she lived. She was in my room.  We signed autograph books and the first year I traded dog tags with a boy. Dave and Karen, she wrote. Sharon didnt have a boyfriend. My only contact with Dave was talking and walking halls together. We had a class play. He was Hamlet. I Ophelia. I died on stage.  Sharon wasn't in the play. She was busy playing and drawing horses.
Sharon left the area and we lost contact.  I had no idea where she went. I think she became a part of who I am today.

