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weuldn’t know where I'd walked. My shoes would dry eventually.

I'looked carefully around to make sure no one saw me at the
dead end flanked by vacant lots and old, unoccupied houses.
Nobody lived on that block so the danger of discovery was not great,
but I had to be sure. I parted the long branches of the unkempt
weeping willow and ducked nimbly through.

Most people thought the end of the street was bordered by
an irrigation ditch, which was true. If anyone had known it was
here, they’d forgotten the bridge that hooked a dead-end street with
the back of Susan’s family’s ranch. The bridge more than halved the
distance between our houses which aided us both in getting home
faster than the conventional route when time was of the essence. It
served as a meeting place when we could only disappear for a few
minutes without our parents’ notice. And it was my place to get
away, to be alone.

It was just a series of planks, really, one after the other. No
rails, because it wasn’t more than a ten foot drop. The bridge
seemed unrestricted to me, no rails, no boundaries, only the leafy
trees and vines that formed a canopy above. Still the rain slipped
through, softly dripping on me.

I pushed back my hood and turned my face up to the sky. I
stood awhile, letting the water course down my face and neck. I
could feel cold streams weaving through my hair to touch my
shivering skin. Droplets found the gap between my neck and collar,
and tributaries of rain seeped under my clothes.

Below the bridge, the water gushed violently in the ditch,
and I watched it rush by until I felt dizzy. Isat down on the edge of
the bridge, my legs swinging loosely. My head felt cold and heavy
under all my wet hair. My lips quivered from the air that seemed
colder than before. I stood and began to pace to keep myself warm.
I didn’t think to flip my hood back up; I was already wet.

The wind smelled so good and fresh. I threw my head back
and spread my arms wide and thanked Nature for the rain she’d
sent. I curtsied deeply and started to dance an old ballet routine
from the lessons I’d had years ago. The steps came back to me
sketchily and I improvised what I could not remember.

And then in my reverie, a dark figure appeared, seeming to
melt away from the grey mist beyond the bridge, and joined in my
dance. I stopped short.

“Who are you? How did you find this place?” Isaid. Had
Susan told someone about the bridge?

“Who are you?” the blue-jean clad figure countered.
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