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Late September of 1963, I said a tearful goodbye to the ranch, hugging a few hired hands and kissing my horses one by one. Bags packed into my father’s trusty Cessna 150, I squeezed into the back seat and watched Dad give the prop a strong, single turn. Mom and Dad stepped into the front, with Dad at the controls on the left. The smell of the leather interior replaced the dusty Wyoming breeze as Dad turned the key and pressed the red start button. The engine fired up with a loud, reassuring rumble and after a brief chat with the tower, we taxied from the wide tarmac to the long runway heading due west. 
“04Tango cleared for takeoff” came over the radio as Dad adjusted his earphones and reached above our heads to set the trim. Between the small leather seats in front, he reached down and rolled the wheel that controlled the flaps. Standing firm on the brakes, he revved the engine up and down twice and then let off of the breaks and with an increasing howl of the engine, we sped down the runway.  In less than a quarter mile, we lifted off into the sky and headed for my new life in the Northwest. Since I had gone out drinking beer with my brother, Jody the night before, I was tired and a bit sick, so as soon as we passed completely over the red valley that was my home, I fell sound asleep with my face pressed against the plastic window of the plane.
“Wake up sleeping  beauty, “Dad boomed over the growl of the engine. “We are going on oxygen and will be over the Grand Teton in just a few minutes.” My eyes flew open and for a few seconds I was totally disoriented, staring straight down at rugged spires of black rock a thousand feet below me. It startled me so much; a deep chill ran from my tailbone to my skull. It took my breath away. A few minutes later, picking out the familiar shape of the Dishpan Glacier gave me orientation and I relaxed once more.
 My adolescent years had zoomed by at a frenzied pace and before I could grasp the staggering implications of adulthood, college scooped me up for five wild years.  I was a stranger in a very strange land. Tacoma seemed to me a huge frightening metropolis with Art Deco buildings and steep sidewalks that climbed from the busy waterfront to carry you into posh department stores and restaurants that smelled of coffee and fried fish. Choosing a college in Tacoma was not my first pick. I had planned to attend the University of Oregon but the school had a quota for each state, and Wyoming kids chose the school over most other colleges. Therefore I was refused admittance. University of Puget Sound accepted me with open arms, so my path was set by force rather than choice.
We landed once in a small airport in Spokane to refuel and eat a late lunch. Returning to the plane, I traded places with Mom so I could fly for a while and give my Dad a short nap time. He slept with one eye open and scolded me frequently for not keeping the wings perfectly level. 
“If you trail a wing darlin’ you will get off course pretty quickly. Keep a steady compass heading and keep checking that your wings are level. Look at the wings, not the artificial horizon gage.” Before I was even tired of acting “pilot” we were in sight of Mount Rainier looming up in the distance.
  Once over the spine of the Cascade Range, we were in busy airspace, so I gladly handed Dad the controls and began to pick out the shapes of cities and towns far beneath us, shrouded in low lying clouds. The radio cracked to life and Dad took directions to land at a small airport south and east of Tacoma in the foothills. I would have liked to fly all around the region and orient myself, but Dad was ready to get on the ground and take me to my school. He said “honey this area has so many planes circling and landing and just as many taking off, so it is just not a safe place for your old Pop to go sightseeing. Besides that, your Mom and I have reservations back in Coeur d’ Alene to spend the night, so we have to get you off loaded and get back in the air.”

Once down on the tarmac, Dad hailed a cab, looking like a city slicker, not the rustic rancher I was familiar with. We soon arrived at the ivy covered walls of a dorm a The University of Puget Sound. Eagerly, I hugged dad and mom and rushed inside with my suitcase and train case. Nowadays, a train case is considered antique, just a funny piece of the past. I actually see them on sale in antique malls and flea markets around Seattle.
Mom surprised me when she told me my father cried openly on their way back to the airplane. He remarked to Mom, “this is the day we give babies away, with half a pound of tea.” I knew Dad was sentimental, but I would not have suspected him of tears and pain over my growing up and out.
 Today the college students I host come to my house with huge luggage crammed with so much shit they can’t carry the stuff without a dolly. They pack their rooms with so much crap they can barely walk around inside, yet they wear the same clothes day after day and never bother to unpack half the shit in their giant suitcases.
Finally, away from home with no one to tell me what to do or how to do it, I got ready to change my persona. I joined a sorority! (Bad move for the sorority that accepted me) and commenced to cause as much commotion as possible. The Gamma Phi house had rules we followed. Of course by “we” I figured that did not include me nor the girlfriend I found who hailed from a ranch in Montana.
Standing in the shower room one morning I asked Zena (honest to God her name) “how would you like to go out on the town with me tonight?”
“Hell yes”, came the enthusiastic reply.  So that night we caught a bus to downtown Tacoma and had a great time with a couple of sailors who had just arrived in port and found us at the movies, willing to raise some dust with them. 
 We had stuffed our beds with clothes to make it seem like we had gone to bed for the night. Dorm hours came and went, and Zena and I were poking along the beach near Point Defiance with our horny sailors. We watched the sun come up from under the bridge where we tortured the boys by refusing to actually have sex with them.
 They walked us back to our sorority house, a bit tired and grumpy, but still hopeful that the next night would be a big score. We kissed them quickly and crept through the open window in the laundry room. We had been sure to leave it unlocked the previous night. We gave them fake names and phone numbers. Actually the names and numbers were those of the most stuck up girls in the house, so I am sure there was a bit of confusion on the phones that next evening.
By the time Christmas came around, I was disgusted with UPS. The art department consisted of only four teachers and to get a degree in art, all you had to do was to take classes from these four teachers over and over and over. I wanted more and better, so I initiated a transfer to the University of Kansas the next year.
Just before I left for Christmas break I met a young man that upended my world. I tended to be romantic and pretty innocent to boot. He asked me out on a date the first time he met me and before long we were into an exclusive relationship. So I thought! He lived in a cheap apartment, near to UPS and had a battered old Chevy to drive. The first month of seeing him every night became a war. He wanted sex and I wanted to remain a virgin. He begged and harassed. Finally, after a particularly harrowing campaign of pleading and petting, he managed to coax me into bed and conquer my resistance. I would like to be able to relate that it was fireworks and starlight, but it was a couple of earnest thrusts and he was done! I was underwhelmed to say the least. Lady Chatterley would have saved her pretty “arse” the trouble after a bounce like that. He talked about getting married and I believed him to be earnest.
I was of course devastated to find out the very next day that the young man had skipped town. Ann Landers warned young girls about such things and it came true to me in a big flash. He had discovered the next morning that his previous girlfriend was pregnant with his baby so he rushed back to Port Angeles (his hometown) to make an honest woman of her. I counted it as a lesson well learned, yet I sobbed into my pillow for many nights afterward. If Karma is a bitch, I hope Karma bit that young man on his cheating pecker.
