

It all started on a dark and stormy night.  Leaves danced through the streets boding the coming of a horrible storm.  From hideously large fountains emanated clouds of bone-chilling mist, the kind that manages to make an already cold night intolerable.  With the luck I’d been having lately it made perfect sense that coupled with record breaking cold the fountains would be turned on; the only night this week I thought it would be a better idea to walk to class instead of drive.  

“Screw it, I’m not in the mood to learn tonight anyway,” I thought to myself the very moment I approached the swirling patch of mist, feeling tiny droplets sting my nose, “Maybe Charlotte decided to skip band practice.”

With that my path turned north, through the main library building and up the steps to Mallory Hall.  Dim lights filled most of the windows as I approached, tonight was a study night--everyone needed to stay in rather than be on the town partying.  I scanned the side of the building:  third floor, fifth room from the right...candle burning in the window.  God bless her! Charlotte was on the same wavelength as me, like always.

I’d been attending the University for a little over a year now, the second school in what seems to be an eternally long educational career.  I’d spent three years in Gainesville, half the time failing a class here and there.  I could never figure out if it was depression or just plain lack of motivation that caused me to drop from being a go-for-it-all-A+-student in high school to the loser-of-the-world in college.  None of my classes just ever seemed to go right.  Afterwards there was the brief stint at home, a year and a summer of fun in the sun working and living with the parents always has a way of clearing the head and making one want to be back in the college saddle again.  My cowboys were getting restless for something new.  

I met Charlotte almost immediately upon arriving here, she was moving into the building right across from mine and having the most awful time pulling a six-foot-tall lamp out of her car that obviously could only hold a five-foot one.  I couldn’t imagine how she possibly loaded it into the vehicle, and from the look on her face she couldn’t seem to remember either.

“You look like you could use some help.” I said plainly as I walked up to the car and stood behind the smallish girl tugging at the lamp in every direction except, as the lamp would testify, the right one.

“Huh?” Charlotte looked back at me with a face that demonstrated the full range between frustration and annoyance, “Yeah, maybe you can pull this piece of crap out of here.  My dad is an awesome guy, can pack my whole room into the back of a VW rabbit, he just doesn’t make it easy for a girl to get  her stuff out of the car when she gets where she’s going.”

Taking a moment to first brush the invisible lint off of her sweater and jeans, Charlotte stepped back and let me have a look at the car.   I took a moment to look her over, taking in her almost frail body form, pail skin dotted with a few freckles, her reddish-brown hair tied back into a pony-tail and bright green eyes. We exchanged a smile and with that I gave getting the lamp out of the car a try.  My attempt was just as feeble as hers, if not worse, and after about five minutes both of us were jammed in the rabbit’s doorway trying to pry the damned thing free.

“Maybe you should just consider it a permanent fixture in your car, “I half-laughed.

Twenty minutes of intermittent struggling with the lamp, taking a minute or two to pause and curse the heavens, passed before we realized the lamp unscrewed in the middle.  After a huge sigh of relief I helped her move the rest of her belongings up to her new room.  Not-too-amazingly enough, we’ve been friends ever since.  

Charlotte is a brilliant musician who hates to play.  She claims she has the biggest waste of talent in the entire world, and the only good playing the flute has done for her is winning her the scholarship to attend the University.  Because of this deep hatred for everything to do with band playing, I can count on her to skip practice at least twice a week.  

As a rule skipping-time is free time, nothing relating to school, work or the band can be done during this time.  Skipping-time is reserved for fun, so if not with me or her dearest friend Corrinda Charlotte can be found lying in bed with candles burning, listening to the Cure and (I kid you not) touching herself.

My personal issues with this are as follows:

	1: I can’t believe she would tell anyone this.  I also can’t believe that when telling people about 	it, she goes into great detail.
	2: I never know quite how to talk to her knowing that this has gone on.
	3: She needs to realize that people have ears and close the window.

I approached her door quietly, for some reason while I know what she is doing I feel the need to be very discreet, even though in a few seconds I’m going to be interrupting anyway.  She always told me not to worry about bothering her, that she’d much rather see me than be in bed all-alone. “I may be horny, but I’m not too horny for you,” she’d always say. 

I knocked gently and Charlotte’s head poked out from behind the door.  She smiled at me through squinted eyes, having that pleasured look that I always tried, but never could manage to ignore.  “Hi babe,” I said through a smile, “Just thought I’d stop in to see if you felt like hanging out for awhile.”











