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      Tom was relieved.  This interminable visit home was finally grinding to an end.  He relaxed against the carseat with a dour expression on his face;  first, because his mother was watching him anxiously, and second, because the weekend had been a complete bust.  He had expected his old friend Wayne to be home and had thought  that they might take-off to New Hampshire, but Wayne had been spending Saturday and Sunday away—at a girlfriend’s house, no less.


“I should have called him Friday night, Tom thought.  But then,  he had been so tired from his journey home, that he had only managed a small 


snack with his parents before sacking-in.


       He didn’t even know that Wayne knew any girls, let alone went out with them.  Wayne had safely stood his ground during High School. Tom recalled only two dates that his friend had had;   the Junior Prom


and the Senior Prom, and Wayne’s mother had arranged both dates!


Wayne had very bad taste in females.  Tom had tried to re-educate him


in this respect,  but Wayne had forgotten all that tutoring and trouble.


“This girl has to be a dog of the first order,” Tom grimaced.


      “What’s the matter?” Tom’s mother asked. “Don’t you feel well?”


      “I’m okay,” he answered quickly and sat up straighter.


      “Didn’t you like your lunch?”


      “It was fine, Mom.  You know I like ham.”


      “I bought the Indian Pudding special for you.”


      “Yeah, it was great.”


      “Don’t you like your mother’s cooking?” his father interjected.


      “Sure.”


      “I haven’t died yet,” his father continued, driving, “and I’ve got a few more years left in me, despite what you might think.”


      “All due to Mother’s cooking, I suppose,” Tom thought. But said,


“Sure.”


      “How are we doing?  Will he be late for his flight?” his mother asked worriedly.


      “We’ll make it,” her husband assured her, coolly.


      “Don’t you think you ought to slow down, then, Richard?”     
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      “Just moving along with the traffic, Honey.”  Tom’s father changed


the subject, “Didn’t leave anything behind this time, did you?”


      “No,” Tom winced.  Last time he had forgotten his tennis racket and had to have his father mail it to him.


      “You remember what happened last time?  You forgot that goddamn tennis racket!”


      “Richard!”


      “Yes, Dear?”


      “Watch your driving, Dear,” his mother said,  looking somewhere


between her husband and her son.


      “May I turn on the radio?” Tom asked.


      “Is there something special on? A ballgame?”


      “No, sir.”


      “Well, then.  I think not.  Can’t concentrate on my driving, you know.”


      “Yes, sir,” said Tom.  He wondered why his father avoided the use of pronouns.  It irritated him.  Tom shifted in his seat, but the transmission hump still made his position between his parents awkward.


      “What’s the matter?” his mother asked again.


      “Nothing,” he mumbled and wished the radio was on.  He hadn’t heard a decent record all weekend.  His mother had given away all his old LP’s without consulting him,  and his parents’ stereo weas horrendous anyway.  He had missed the component system that he had in his room at school—it was the best sound in his whole dorm.  Now, he appreciated it more than ever. Tom looked at his calendar watch.  It indicated the day as May third.


      “Richard!”


      “Sor
