
Excerpt from Chapter 3

Post Puberty Distress 
Syndrome (PPDS)

“Would it make any difference in 
your actions if I take off my dress?”

........... My social life, if I could call it that, began in my 
sophomore year. I think my first date was with a girl named Gloria 
Rocket, the daughter of a friend of Mom’s. We went to a movie on the 
bus, and it was pouring rain. I can remember wearing a tweed suit 
that Mom had gotten for me, and when it got damp, it smelled like a 
wet dog. 

I recall being invited to parties where girls were present. 
They wanted to dance, which was O.K. with me, as long as it was 
with someone else. A tiny little girl named Natasha Brothers, known 
as “Bug” for her small size, attended one of the events. I guess she 
enjoyed challenges because she offered to teach me some basics. She 
described dancing as just shifting from one foot to the other to the 
music and slowly turning in circles. To this day, that’s all I can do on 
a dance floor. 

This slow dancing with girls produced other problems for 
hormone-charged, red-blooded young males like me; Father Cashion 
had warned us about “Those vile, sinful reactions of the flesh”. I 
remember thinking one time, “This one’s gonna’ cost me a hundred 
Hail Marys.”

About this time the great American automobile entered my life. 
The folks had an old Oldsmobile, and I was given the opportunity to 
learn what all the big boys did; I got to drive. It was understood that 
my driving would be limited to picking up my newspapers at 4:00 AM 
and bringing them back to my route. That was great; the process of 
hauling those loads on a bike and a lawn cart had gotten old, and to 
be behind the wheel of a car made me feel very grown-up.


