Wayne’s Story - 750
 By JackieTrudeau
  Today I woke up thinking about Wayne. It is Easter Sunday 2021, and I often remember him on Easter but not usually first thing in the morning. Many years ago I thought about him ALL the time. This is our story.
  My cousin Joanne dated Wayne when she and I lived in Norfolk and attended King Philip Regional High School. She and I were sophomores (he was a junior), and I saw them around school and sometimes at dances in the school cafeteria.  I had my own group of friends (boys and girls) who mingled at each other’s homes for parties, ice skating bonfires or sock hops.
  Small town churches can be hotbeds of political intrigue (who knew?), and my mother decided that our family would leave the Norfolk Congregational Church after a falling-out with the minister and church leaders.  This was the only church I had ever known.  
  Off we went to the Wrentham Congregational Church in 1960.  The church was so large that there were two aisles (I did miss the classic middle aisle in the Norfolk church) and two services every Sunday.  It occupied a corner site at the intersection of Routes 140 and 115 where a large, grassy “Common” stretched hundreds of yards across the street in a quintessential scene repeated endlessly across New England communities from Connecticut to Maine.  Its grounds included a parsonage and a cemetery that was hundreds of years old.   Assistant Minister, Leo Sandon, led a rich Sunday School program and a large, active youth group that met on Sunday evenings.  This is where I learned to love Wayne.
  The youth group hosted a “retreat” that summer in a large house on a lake.  We traveled in various cars, driven by parents and a few older students, for a long weekend of social events, worship and fun. Of course, the boys and girls occupied separate sleeping quarters, but we made our own fun in dormitory-style living with music and pantomime and conversation. A long wooden wharf stretched into the lake and we could run its length and dive into the water.  Wayne was one of the teens with a vehicle and he often ran errands for the pastors. He and I began talking to each other while hanging off the wharf in the water. After the retreat, Wayne and I talked on the telephone and looked forward to seeing each other every day at school in the fall where he was a senior and I was a junior.  
  School year 1961-1962 was a great year for us! We dated exclusively, and my parents thought he was a great guy. His parents were kind to me and frequently invited me to join them and his sister Nancy for family events. We met for lunch in the school cafeteria most days, and he walked me to the band room before going to his own class. He asked me to “go steady” and gave me his class ring right outside the band room door one day as we stole a kiss in the hallway. I walked on air for days!
  Current events such as the Bay of Pigs invasion and a looming war with Cuba caused great anxiety, especially among the seniors who faced choices of work or college or military service. We talked about what it might mean for him if he enlisted in the military after high school, but that crisis subsided, and he applied to several colleges.  
  We always attended Sunday School and the second church service on Sunday mornings. That year the Senior High Youth Group decided to attend an Easter sunrise service at Diamond Hill, a local landmark that required a bit of hiking but a glorious view of the countryside and an unobstructed view of the horizon. Wayne picked me up at home about 4:30 AM. We used flashlights to navigate the winding path and arrived just in time to witness the dark sky lighten into a glowing display of orange and yellow and pink above the tree line. Sharing this amazing moment created a memory that lives on, even though our relationship ended a few years later.  
  After many years, we reconnected via email (he lives in Michigan) and have kept in touch with funny emails, family updates and news about high school reunions. He does like to play golf in Florida, so I might see him again sometime. That would be quite a reunion!
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