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Billy Charbonneau, Marion Bell, Marion Dudley, and I went ex­
ploring that day in the hills surrounding Solon Springs, the small 
town on the north shore of Lake St. Croix, in northern Wisconsin. If 
there is such a phenomenon as perfect weather we had it: a 
cloudless sky, no breeze, plenty of Spring flowers blooming along 
the path as we trudged higher into the hills. Below, the lake shim: 
mered in the sunlight and a meadow lark sent its cheery message 
out for all the world to hear. A halcyon day for anyone's memory.

When we came into the high meadow, we uttered a collective 
gasp. Acres of daisies, grown to full height, stretched out before us. 
We were enveloped in a beauty that enriched our souls. Over the 60 
years since that day, I still experience a feeling of joy, remembering 
each little facet of the ambiance there in the meadow, the bouquet 
overlooking the sunlit waters of the lake.

We paired off as we explored, Billy with blonde Marion Bell, and 
I with lovely, dark-haired, brown-eyed, Marion Dudley. /

Soon my Marion .and I could not see the others. I realizea they 
were lying among the daisies, doing God-knows-what Billy was 
younger than I, but quite aggressive. I was very shy, comfortable on­
ly with girls I had known for some time. Marion and her family 
came to Solon Springs from Madison every summer. Their cottage 
was next to the Charbonneaus where I had spent about a month 
each summer since age five. Now fifteen, I counted Marion Dudley 
as a friend for 10 years.

So it was that we found ourselves on our backs looking at the sky, 
speaking in low voices as though we were in church. The dome of 
blue above us invited conversation, short sentences that were really 
only comments, not at all weighty in content, but very suitable for 
the occasion. The lark offered some trills. Marion connected the 
sounds with a piano piece she was working on. I heard an upper oc­
tave embellishment from one of Liszt's rhapsodies I was struggling 
with.

There we were in a loving situation making small talk about our 
mutual love, music. My hand brushed Marion's and she grasped it, 
squeezing. I felt a marvelous wave of emotion sweep over me. I 
wanted to kiss her then and there, but my innate shyness, I suppose, 
froze me. I must have transmitted a message by tightening my grasp 
on her hand. My eyes were closed as they usually were when I 
became emotional.

They opened to the shifting movement as Marion rose on her 
elbow, leaned down and kissed me tenderly on the lips. My eyes 
closed again like valves to contain the feeling of pleasure that 
swept over me. No other kiss in all my life to that moment affected 
me as did that one. I tingled all over. I was immobile. What do I do
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now? I laid there while Marion cuddled and caressed me. She told 
me she liked me a lot and I murmured responses. Incoherently, I am sureS^^Z \ \ \ \

After a while, we heard Billy and his Marion approach. My 
Marion and I stood up and greeted them.<All four of us would have 
appeared flushed and flustered to a casual observer. Knowing 
glances passed between the girls. The secret of our good spirits 
brought laughter to our little gathering and we decided it was time 
to start for home.

by Joseph Patrick Lee


