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Next stop--Spearfish, South Dakota

I knew little about Spearfish except that Mom’s best friend, Delores (also a survey family), grew up there. Delores shared about the beauty found in the summer months and that it is a tourist stop between Mt. Rushmore and Devil's Tower. 
It was the summer before my sophomore year of high school. I was sixteen and excited about getting my learner’s permit. My parents suggested I get a summer job. It was not my ideal job, but working as a motel maid in a busy tourist spot would have to do. It was a small twelve-unit motel on the edge of town just off the main highway in the direction of the Spearfish Canyon Scenic Byway connecting the city of Lead.  This route has an unparalleled view of the landscape sprinkled with waterfalls, flora, and wildlife.
I worked seven days a week—no days off.  My 10-speed bike provided transportation about a mile early each morning to begin work at 6:00 a.m.  Another girl and I worked as a team.  We would switch who did what daily—one took the bathroom, and the other handled the bedroom part of the room.  I shouldn’t need to tell you which part I was least fond of.
My other summer pastime found me at the local swimming pool.  I became great friends with the pool manager, Gary.  He was in his twenties and married.  We enjoyed flirting with each other.  As a budding photographer, he asked me to model for him.  He had me pose at the pool and in a field full of sunflowers.  That greatly affected my self-esteem, as I was a little short on that.  Later, he told me he submitted the photos to Seventeen magazine. I never heard if they were liked.
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