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COMMENTARY _

MY TURN CHARLES PINNING

J&J it up Independence Day in 19 63

¢ { OR-geous day!” Kiki's

& mother gushed several

. tines before lightinga
sparkler “Jtis possible that J&J
could stop by for drinks lateron. .
Nothing definite.” . B

Kiki and mybrother smiled at

each other andTlooked up at the
sails and thén to the puffy clouds
going by in the sky. I didn’t know
who “J&]J" were. But, some-
how,thlscommentchargedthe
atmosphere,

. Mybrotherhad drilledmein .
the etiquette of yachting society,
lest1eémbarrass himin front of his
gxrlfriendandhetparents “Keep

your mouthshut and you'llbe OK.”

Soldid.
Iwasheretonnxinmthl(ilu’s
brother, whowas my age, but he
had suffered abrokenleg at summer
camp the day before and didn't
make it. Still, she and her parents
insisted that Icome.

That'show an 11-year-old Little

| Leaguepitcherfoundlﬁmselfsaﬂing
- onNarragansett Bay aboard the '

elegant Arabella onJuly 4,1963.
At the approach of evening, we

“ returned to the harbor and moored.

The plan was to have dinnér aboard
and then watch the fireworks tobe

" launched from Kings Park.

As food was being set out, awhite
dmghymthasmalloutboardmotor

* pulled up alongside. A tomboyish .

girlabout my age, tannedandfteck-
led, her dark hair cut in a pageboy,
tossed arope tome. :

“Wrapit aroundthe cleat,” she
said. : ,
She was cute o

“That thing, onthegunnel,
she said, pointing to abracket
screwed to the top edge of the boat.
Iwrapped therope around afew
times, then she extended her hand
and Ihelped her aboard.

“Susan,” she said, smiling, “And

youare?”
“Chuck,” Isaid.

' “Where’s Richie?”. ' .
“Hebrokehlslegatcamp _
4That’s tough luck,” said Susan.

“Well, I am very glad to meet you.”
Kiluandherfamerandmother

rushed over to Susan and

her in hugs and kisses. Afterthe

hubbub died down, Susansaid to

me, “You wanna buzz around?”
Susan deftly wove her way

 through the boats in the harbor and

broke free, heading toward a setting
sun that split openlike a big orange,
pouring its iridescent juice over the .
surface of Narragansett Bay. We
followed the curving coastline just
outofsightoftheharbor,thencutin
towardalongwoodenpler

At the end of the pier was aman in
ablack suit, sitting on a canvas fold-
ing chair and smoking a cigarette.
He examined us flinty-eyed before
ﬂiclungthe cigarette mtothewaier

The sprawling Mediterranean-
stylehouse satatopahillanda
party was going on outside. Susan’s’
mother called her over.

. Inthedinghy, I'd told Susan

- “about my Little League exploits.

- Sheintroduced me as, “Chuck, the
baseball player.” Her mother smiled
. and'said, “Well, then.”

We were served glasses of a
lemonypunchandthenwentinto
the house, up red-carpeted stairs
into abedroom. We looked out the
French windows, where we could
see allofNewportmthedxstance
andtheharbor.

It was getting dark. Ilooked down

" oh the party and saw President John

'F. Kennedy and his wife, Jacqueline.
©Oh, I suddenly realized — thisis who
“1&J" were. Mybrotherhadonce ;
mentioned that Kiki's parents were
friends with the Kennedys.

Boom! Boom! The fireworks

display began. Fromtheupstalrs

‘goodbye to her.

wmdow wehadalongv:ew, apan-
orama.ThenthereWasthe'ﬁnale,
and Ilooked down at the president
of the United States and his wife.
Like everyone else, they were smil-
ing and oohing andaahing. -

It was very dark now. I was taken
back to the Arabéllain alaunch with
alight on the bow, an Arierican flag
flapping off the stem. Susan told me
she lived in Greenwich, Connecti-
cut. Ifound out later she wasrelated
toRobert Kennedy'swife. -

Ichmbedaboardandwaved

askedwherel’dbeen.
Itold themthatI'dbeenoverto

Hammersmith Farm.

“Didyou...2” '
“Yes,” Isaid. “I1did.” Andarev-

_erencecmneovertheboatthatfelt ‘
like church.
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contributor, lives in Providence.




