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Season of Change 

The two of them were roughly the same height, with lanky frames and fair complexions.  Her 

hair was dark and dense, cut blunt above her shoulders, caught off to one side in a long barrette.  Thick-

framed glasses shaded a moss-green gaze.  His sun-blond mop was kept short in back and over his ears, 

though it spilled forward in unruly contradiction over chestnut-brown eyes.  They might have been 

siblings, if you ignored the details. In fact, they’d resorted to claiming they were sister and brother.  It 

was just easier.  

They’d met in the gap between the Beatles first appearance on the Ed Sullivan Show and the 

Monkees’ premier on NBC.  James was hip to the Beatles.  Trish, sent to bed too often early, favored the 

Monkees.  Before long they were debating the finer points of Batman’s theme song and plotting their 

own superhero adventures.   

Summer days were best.  They wove through Rossmoor on their bikes until they lost their 

bearings, then found their way home again. They picnicked and played board games in the cool air of 

the bomb shelter beneath Trish’s driveway. Until James’s parents objected, they dug a hole toward 

China in a secluded patch of his backyard.  At least once a week they spent an afternoon at the Fox 

Theater, watching a double feature, or at the counter at S.H. Kress, sharing French fries or ice cream 

sundaes.   

 

“Is that your boyfriend?” asked the waitress.   

“No, he’s my brother.” Trish sighed, hunched her shoulders forward, kept her lids low. James 

blushed a little, mostly around his ears, and tried to pick up the tab for both of them.  It was one of 

Kress’s special days when they’d each popped a balloon picked from the garland above the counter to 

discover the prices for their treats tucked inside.  Hers had been twenty-five cents.  His was a dime.   

“I want to,” he said, “and yours is more than mine.  It’s not fair.” He always had more pocket 

money than she did and he was halfway right about the fairness business.  
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“No. I can pay for mine.”  

“But—.” James pressed his lips together and narrowed his eyes as he looked to his left, sideways 

at her.  

“No.” Trish kept her eyes on her spoon as it traced through the creamy film in the bottom of her 

dish.  She held her breath until she couldn’t anymore, then pulled a quarter from the pocket of her jeans 

and put it on the counter between them.   

James looked at the coin, hard and real, and turned away. “Okay, okay.” He was tugging his 

wallet free from his back pocket when she slid off the stool and slipped away through the costume 

jewelry, past the cashiers, and out the door.  He added his coin to hers, then, realizing he was alone, put 

in an extra nickel, as a tip from both of them.   

He found their bikes as they’d left them, looped together at the rack beside the hardware store, 

with his combination lock clipped through the chain.  James dialed the numbers, eased the chain free, 

then wound it round and round the stem beneath his seat. Both bikes were free, but Trish still wasn’t 

there.  He looked at his watch. It was four o’clock. James sat on his bike, gnawing scratchy bits of cuticle 

and ignoring the late-afternoon sun hot on his back.  At four-twenty he relocked the bikes, walked 

crisscross through the shopping center, then home, down Tigertail to Hill Rose.  

James reached the juncture of sidewalk and driveway just as his father was climbing out of their 

Ford, juggling his tie and suit coat and keys and briefcase. Mr. Christopher pushed the boy’s hair off his 

forehead and said “Hey.”  Then, “What’s with the long face?  Where’s your bike? Did the chain come 

loose again?”  

“No, it’s okay.” James squinted and put his hands in his pockets. “It’s at the shopping center. 

With Trish’s.  I don’t know where she is. I didn’t know what to do.”  

“What!  Tell me.”  

“We were at Kress, eating,” James muttered. “I don’t know.  She just left and didn’t come back 

or come get her bike. I waited half an hour. I had to lock ‘em back up again.”  

“You were supposed to look out for her, James.  That’s what men do.”  

James nodded, his eyes fixed on his father’s knees. His lower lip was pale against the edges of 

his upper teeth.  He nodded again.  His “I know” was barely audible.  
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“Okay. Let me put these things down and we’ll figure out what to do.” The screen door thumped 

shut.  

James sat on the front step, elbows on knees, chin in his palms. He blinked hard, twice, 

squeezed his eyes shut, then blinked again and looked up.  

“You know I can’t get my bike if your lock is on it.” Trish was standing in front of him, feet apart, 

knuckles white, face marbled in red and brown. “Why’d you leave me there?”  

“You left, not me! What was I supposed to do?”   

“Well you weren’t supposed to treat me like a girl, that’s for sure.” She crossed her arms in front 

of her. “I’m not your girlfriend. I don’t need you to pay for me.”  

“I was just trying to be nice.”  

“Yeah, well, don’t get any big ideas.” She pulled off her glasses, rubbed her eyes, and put them 

back on again. “I’m no sissy. I can beat you any day.”  

James stared back, gulping air, then jerked to his feet, hands crumpled into hard lumps.  “You 

wish,” he cried. He’d taken one short step when his father’s voice boomed “James! Inside. Now.”  

James went, but not before he and Trish had exchanged their surliest scowls.  

 

That August, the Christophers moved from California to Connecticut.  Mr. Christopher had been 

promoted.  

Trish fielded “Where’s your brother?” questions all through September at recess at Hopkinson.  

 “They sent him,” she said, “to military school.” And that was the end of it.  

 

#   #   # 


