
Baby Blue
There are times in life that are pivotal, but seem so tepid in their beginnings. An 

afternoon ride through the autumn colours and a search for secrets from within can both 
spin you in the wind. Like spinning gold out of straw the sun can bring the light to a lack 
luster day. The big wheels go round and round.

I met Rick and Mike at school. Both were social outcasts and weirder and better 
than me. Mike, a genius had a dreamy way about him: a question would awaken him from 
that dream. He was mild-mannered and yet unknown to himself chiseled in a similar style 
as Clark Kent. Rick was physical and fidgety. He seemed always to be looking for a 
tangent. These were the guys I filled my high school senior days and weekends with. Like 
the time we drove around for hours in 1967 Toronto looking for ladies of the night, that was
Rick’s idea. We couldn’t find one. I wonder what we would have said to her entreatment. 
We were tired of the shuffle and wondering what the big deal was going to be.

We were broken ponies looking for tobacco, fields of grass, and mating materials. 
Rick knew a guy who was related to a rich equestrian guy, fresh out of prison, my first con. 
I had yet to meet a pro. He had a pickup truck and drove around the rich section of town 
with a load of asphalt and shovels. We would fill pot holes and rake in the money.

Rick's friend Ducks was overweight and over wound with a pathetic shifty look that 
told all you needed to know of his future life of misadventures. He was very like a man 
afraid of eagles and looked over his shoulder in sudden inopportune moments. Not enough 
room on the bench seat for four, I sat on the can of tar at the far end of the truck bed. 
There were racks made of galvanized pipe to support ladders and longer loads if necessary. 
I watched the leaves waving with their trees in our rush to the gold.

Now I don’t want to give you the wrong idea. We were not out searching for 
misadventure and mischief. It was the vogue to talk about your inner soul and the cog 
works of the universe and we did. We were all good boys looking for good enough, even 
Ducks was hopeful this time out. We were young and willing to change direction and 
understand ourselves more fully. The times were changing and we were blowing in the 
winds of those times.

Ten years later, I found myself at a workshop to explore composition; I had no 
understanding of how many realms that word would cross. Neural Linguistics was nearly 
new and the composer Michael dabbled. The workshop was held in a very large dance 
studio. There were mirrors all around and nice carpeting; we sat in a circle in the middle of
the studio like a sprawling island in a maroon sea. Michael had shown us various structures
for composition and a map for the beginning and the end, on a very large whiteboard. I 
imagined that we would write songs next, but instead we grouped in three’s.

Michael’s instructions were for one person to move and then the next and then the 
next around the triad. I found myself paired with a young gymnast on my left and a 
beautiful retired dancer on my right. The young gymnast was nineteen or so, I was twenty-
seven, and the retired dancer was in her forties, she was still well sprung. I knew I had to 
make an artsy spontaneous move. I did. Then I watched him spring with exquisite grace, 
boy was he good. Then she moved and I fell into her story and her eyes. I found myself 
totally unprepared for my next move.

I was as unprepared as on that autumn day. I turned around from the dizzying swirl
of colours to see the baby blue of the Camaro convertible inches away from the 
perpendicular side of our pickup truck. I went to the happy place, a place that can 



sometimes be a better bet than consciousness. It meant I did not have to feel the gash on my
arm where it scraped the ladder racks. I did not even know that I was air-born.

Back in the studio my visit to the happy room had only lasted a second. I had to 
move! I shifted in response to her eyes, hoping it was within the bounds of artistic license 
and watched him carry it back to her.

I came to in the air above the pickup truck and coming out of a spin was sailing 
towards the baby blue cab of the truck. “Kool man, feels like flying, I am flying! Hey, the 
cab is the same colour as Superman’s costume. I feel like Superman with my arms dangling
in front of me. Oh no my face. Bring arms to face.”

She was my lover, he was the young rival. She was my wife, he was my son. He could
appear so mature and I would back into my place. She’d lift me back to favour, I would 
thrust his advance from my door. The Prodigal son would return and all would be healed 
and she could be everybody’s friend.

I came to in the air coming out of a spin, after I
assume a bounce from the cab’s roof on my baby blue
day. There below me was the ground rushing toward
me on a slow arc as I hurled a hundred or more feet to
the Promised Land. I had only a moment to feel like
Superman. I will remember it forever like ice-cream or
pickles. My grade seven gym teacher appeared in my
movie and said, “Go into a tuck!” I tucked and rolled
out on to the pavement like a well heeled super hero
home from another universe.

Women can be so evil, but usually only through our dark lenses looking for angels. 
The weave of intricacies, the flip of the coin, invites repulses; the story is spun without 
telling. The winds of life whirl us like leaves tumbling colours of paintings yet conceived. I 
journeyed to times I will never need to know and here I am again at the same unknown 
moment outside the step and fetch. The room fell silent as we swooped in circles around the
mirrors in narrow spirals of colour. The how of how all our cut outs fit the saw? We knew 
who each other were and could be in all those familiar places and brave assumptions. Wee, 
tumbling out in to an autumn jigsaw of happy leaves leaving.

Mike and Rick stared dumbly out of the window of a truck that was now birthed 
into two. Ducks thought back to his home away from home. He had driven blindly through 
the stop sign. From the studio we simply danced out into our spinning life, our feet hit the 
concrete with a renewed spring for home. I had enough sense to roll off the pavement and 
onto the side of the road. On my back, I relished the flight of the clouds in the baby blue 
and something da Vinci only dreamed could be his. People ran from their houses.
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