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				One Hot Bikini
			      Linda Monnahan Peterson
	“C’mon! You’ll like it!’ That was Kathleen, our new roommate at the YWCA in
Mason City, Iowa, where three of my high school classmates and I had moved. Following our 
high school graduation, I needed a job immediately. My Social Security Survivors benefits
were soon to run out. I had talked two of my classmates into moving to Mason City with me. We had all been hired by St. Joseph Mercy Hospital. We were working as nurse’s aides. 
         Kathleen,our fourth roommate, was from Algona and was a student at Hamilton Business College. She always talked about sunbathing in nearby Clear Lake, forever bugging me to go with her. 
The trouble was, I had never been a sunbather or a swimmer, and didn’t even own a
 bathing suit. After enough prodding from her, I found a way to get one. No, I didn’t go out
and buy one. A child of my resourceful mother, I reasoned sewing one would be much more prudent. This, even though I didn’t share my mother’s talent as a seamstress, and I didn’t. 
own a sewing machine. No matter. I bought a pattern and some fabric, and borrowed a
sewing machine from a fellow resident at the Y. Before long, Voila! I had a bikini. Never
mind I had sewn it out of cotton fabric instead of Spandex.
     We were soon on our way to an afternoon of sunbathing on the beach of  one of
 North Iowa’s hotspots. Clear Lake is known not only for the Surf, the local night spot where Buddy Holly, the Big Bopper, and Richie Valens played their final concert before getting on an ilI-fated plane ride to their next gig. Their plane crashed, minutes after takeoff, into a snowy cornfield, killing them all.
     Clear Lake is also known for its beautiful, spring-fed namesake lake of clear, blue water with sandy beaches, a beautiful seawall separating the lake from the town, even The Lady of the Lake, a tourist boat, sailing in its pristine waters.
     It was a torrid August day. I hadn’t done any prep tanning. We lay on the  beach for, I think it was, two hours. On the way back to Mason City, I felt extremely hot. Kathleen said, “You’re
really red!”
     I replied, “I’m all right,” sounding a whole lot more confident than I felt. Even though, at this point, I looked like a lobster, I thought this was part of getting a beautiful tan.
     But as late afternoon turned into evening, I started getting very sick. I remember walking downtown to Houck Drugstore, a few blocks away in search of something to make me feel better. By this time, I was dizzy and nauseated.
     Eventually, though somewhat disoriented, I made my way back to the Y. By this time, 
I was extremely thirsty, and every inch of my skin was beginning to hurt. On the way back to
my room, I stopped at the pop machine, grabbed a bottle of Fresca, guzzling it in no time flat. It 
somewhat satisfied my thirst but only made my churning stomach upset worse. Even so, I think it was that, and Grapefruit Crush I lived on for the next few days. 
     That night, I took off all my clothes and couldn’t stand to have even a sheet touching me. The acrid smell of my burnt skin only added to my nausea. In the fitful sleep that followed, I was delusional. 
     The next morning, I got up thinking I was going to work, but it wasn’t long before I realized I was going to have all I could do to take care of myself. I was very dizzy and weak. The thought of dressing in the required girdle, hose, slip,and uniform was just too much. I was going to have to call into work.
      Just as I connected to the contact person at work, I was overcome with yet
another wave of nausea. This scene repeated itself for, I believe, two or three more
days, with the days and nights running together in an agony of heat, skin pain, and 
just pure illness.
      I hadn’t called Mom since this happened. She knew something was up. So, 
even in her weakened condition, she talked somebody into driving her to see me. 
As was the custom at the Y, when Mom arrived, I was notified I had a visitor. I
 knew who it was. I also knew she didn’t have the strength to negotiate the stairs
to my second story room. So, it was up to me to summon my strength to get down
those stairs to show her I was all right.
      I don’t think I fooled her for a minute. After all, my skin was bright red and
peeling from my head to my feet. Bad as I looked, at least she was satisfied I
wasn’t avoiding her for a worse reason.
               Sooner rather than later, I had to get back to work. I had no sick days accumulated.
          My rent would soon be due. So, within a few days, I was back at work, caring for
         patients on Four South, a surgical floor.
               Sometimes, I felt as ill as the patients I was caring for. But little by little, I got back 
        to somewhat normal, although I remained heat sensitive for a long time.




