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   It was October 1967. After a full week of work as a nurse’s aide at Mercy Hospital in 
Mason City, Iowa, I was ready to go home for a break with my mother and younger 
sisters.
        As I boarded the bus, I noticed a beautiful young woman, not much older than me.
   I decided to sit down next to her. She was everything I wasn’t. Dark haired, long 
legged, with long, dark eyelashes and perfectly manicured nails.
   She wore some sharp clothes, too: a form-fitting sweater, a mini-skirt, and go-go boots.
    She smiled at me.
    As I attempted to visit with her, I noticed her English was very broken.  When I asked 
her destination, she pulled a matchbook out of her purse. Emblazoned on the 
matchbook in bold black letters was RAY’S BAR.
      Ray’s Bar. Even as sheltered as I was at the time, I knew what this meant. This 
establishment was a legendary strip bar a few miles up the road from my home.
      I was now riding with a stripper.
      There was no graceful way to get away from her. I couldn’t wait for the bus to pull 
off the highway at my stop.
       Fifty-some years later, I wonder: what became of that girl. Did she find her way out 
of that way of life to something better?
       Did she die at the hands of an unhappy or sadistic customer?
       I certainly wish the former for her.
       
