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Nobody Knows
‘But Me>

GE:DI‘gE: stopped the car
in front of Ellen's house. His arm slid along
the seat behind her shoulders, and she knew
he was going to kiss her. Their first kiss.

The light from the streetlamp shone in his
dark eyes and turned his black hair almost
blue. Ellen felt her heart begin to beat
faster, faster. She closed her eyes.

And it was then that the terrible thing
happened. Her mind did a switch, and
suddenly it was Leo Carlton kissing her, not
George. Those were Leo’s hands on her
shoulders. That was Leo’s cheek, a little
rough against hers.
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She pulled away and opened her eves.
Not Leo. George. George!

“I like you a lot, Ellen,” George said.

“I like you too,” Ellen stammered.

“So, it's all set then. Tomorrow night
wc'll split up after the game so we can
change out of our crummy band uniforms,”
George said. "Then I'll pick you up here.
And we'll go straight to the football dance.
Right?”’

“Right,” Ellen said. “I'm really locking
torward to going.” And don’t probe into
why you're looking forward to it, she
warned herself silently. She pushed the
ghost of Leo Carlton away angrily and
smiled at George.

He walked her to her doour. And this time
his good-night kiss blotted out any thoughts
she had of Leo.

“See you,” George said.

“See you.” Ellen hugged her arms tightly
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about her and closed her eves. George was
nice, really, really nice.

But that night, lying sleepless in bed, the
dreams ol Leo came as they always did.

He'd be at the football dance. All the
varsity team would be there. He'd come
striding in, bigger, taller, more terrific than
anyone in the room. His mane of golden
hair! And his eyes, they were golden too.
Leo the Lion, king of the jungle. But she
wasn't going with George just so she could
see Leo, just so she could be in the same
room with him. She wasn't!

Ellen punched her pillow and turned it
over. George! George had come to Muir
High only two months age. He'd joined the
band right away, and then she'd noticed
him in algebra class. George was smart. He
wasn't. sticking his hand up ail the time and
shouting out answers, but if Mr. Andrews
did ask him something, he always knew.
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Sometimes old Andrews even asked George
to figure something out for him. Leo
Carlton was in algebra too.

Ellen sat up, punched her pillow again,
and lay down.

She sat right behind Leo. Of course, he
didn’t know she was there and didn't care
either. He was too busy waitching Vicki
Smith. And Ellen watched him watching
Vicki. It was like some kind of crazy merry-
go-round. Hey, she thought, what if George
is watching me, watching him, watching
her? That'’s funny. No, it isn't funny at all.

The living room clock struck 1 a.m.

Ellen got out of bed and tock her flute
from its case on the dresser. Many nights
she'd done this, playing softly to herself so
that the sound wouldn’t carry upstairs and
wake her parents. She sat on the corner of
the crumpled blanket.
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Nobody knows how 1 feel about you,
Nobody knows but me.

Nobody knows how the rouch of your hand
Changes my world to a new wonderland.
Nobody knows but me.

It was one of the Muir band tunes, a
lilting, swinging melody that they played at
the halftime shows. The melody conjured
up for Ellen the football stadium, the stands
crammed with people, the dry, brown turf.
But the words, the words belonged to Leo.

Oh, Leo, she thought. Why isn't it you
who likes me a lot? Why isn’t it you taking
me to the dance?

She gently put her flute back in its case
and climbed into bed again. As usual the
music had comforted her. The sadness was
gentler now. And tomorrow, tomorrow
she'd keep Leo out of her mind. Of course,
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the band would be playing at the game, and
she’'d be sitting there, watching, hearing
Leo’s name over the loudspeaker. Well, try
anyway, Ellen. Just try.

She was trying. Sitting
in the front row of the band seats at the
game, she was frying,

“Ladies and gentlemen, the Muir
Monarchs,” the loudspeaker boomed, and
the band exploded into the Monarch
fight song.

Ellen forced herself not to look for number
60 as the red and gold swarm rushed onto
the field. But it was hard to miss him when
he was the first one out, leading the pack.
The first one to break through the paper

FREREZBHRENHNE - HLELLNE . FRELNEFILEMER
i, HE AR DR SR, SR

M T . ERXFERTRER TN NS BTEER.

S E REN RAERR RN (I T2 K). "R RN, ST
NER(MEZBEECH K,

—ERFCARENA TGN hRES FeTMEIEFELRR 0
B, BEMASR WA N1 a4 ARER S, AN FAPHEE
7 0 4 0 29 S S AR



barrier that Vicki and the other song
girls held.

Number 60 stood to attention for the
national anthem.

He cradled his helmet, and the wind blew
his hair into a golden halo. The flute
suddenly felt slippery in Ellen’s hands, and
she didn’t think she had enough breath left
for the last star-spangled notes. How did a
person get to be this way about another
person? It was as mysterious and
unpredictable as a summer cold.

On the sidelines the song girls and
cheerleaders turned cartwheels and did a
kicky little dance.

“Would you look at those goony girls!’’
Tammy Townsend said. Tammy played flute
next to Ellen. “Honestly! I think this year's
group is worse than last year's.”

Ellen glanced sideways at her. There was a
sound in Tammy's voice that Ellen had
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heard before. And she remembered when.
The band had been waiting for a football
practice to end. The players had been
running some kind of formation on the field.

“Get a load of those dumb jocks,” one of
the dnmummers had sneered. “Not a brain in
the bunch.”

George had spoken quickly. “Why don’t
yvou just shut up, Lewis. Have you ever taken
a look at a game playbook? Man, football is
more complicated than chess, I'd like to see
you try to figure it out.”

Lewis had muattered something and had
clammed up.

But Tammy Townsend was still talking.
“You'd never in the world catch me making
a fool of myself like that. And in front of all
those people.”

Ellen saw Tammy's flute balanced across
the thick bulge of her thighs. No, never in
the world would you ever catch Tammy
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making a fool of herself like that. Nobody
would ever ask her to.

She looked down at the song girls. They
were the chosen ones. The ones with the
shining hair and the shining smiles. The
ones the football players noticed, kidded,
dated, took to the after-game dances.

Well, Ellen thought. I'm going to the dance
tonight too. She tumed and waved to George
in the trumpet section, two rows behind.

Mujr had lost the toss.

The offensive team stood along the sidelines,
their backs to the stands. Even if that big 60
hadn't been on Leo’s jersey, Ellen knew she’d
have had no trouble picking him out. Those
identical red and gold game shirts, those
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gold pants stretched over knee pads and

hip pads and heaven knows what dther
mysierious pads couldn’t disguise him.

“Aren’t you going to play, for Pete's sake?
Honestly!"”

Mr. Davis, the band director, had his baton
raised, and the band swung into *'California
Dreaming.”

Ellen couldn’t find the music. She riffled
quickly through her stack, taking the pages
from the clip.

Tammy's eves rolled in another silent
“Honestly!"

And it was then that disaster struck.

A fluky gust of the Santa Ana wind
whirled over the stands, lifted all of Ellen’s
music, and scattered it in a flurry of white
squares.

“Oh, no.” She grabbed hopelessly at a
couple of sheets that were within reach.
Some of them already fluttered along the
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sidelines. What if they blew on the field?
What if Muir got penalized for delay of game
and it was her fault?

She shoved her flute into Tammy's hands.

“Honestly!” Tammy said.

Ellen rushed down to the sidelines where
some little kids were already scooping up
the sheets. She crouched behind the line of
players.

They shuftled and scuffed their feet in the
dry dirt. One giantsized football shoe
mashed a music sheet and ground it
relentlessly.

Ellen touched the red and vellow striped
sock with a timid hand. "Excuse me. Could
you mave your foot?”

The black shoe lifted, a head turned down
in her direction, and — oh my gosh! Leo
the Lion.

“What the heck are you doing?"’ His voice
was anything but friendly.
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Ellen scrambled up. Bits of grass ciung to
the knees of her baggy red pants.

“8...sorry,”’ she muttered. “'T... my
music.” She pushed her hair back with the
hand that held the crumpied sheets.

Leo’s golden eyes were narrowed.
Suddenly they opened wide, and he smiled.
“Oh,” he said, "it’s you. You're Ellen,
aren't you?"’

Ellen’s heart did a flip-flop into her throat.
“Ellen?”’ She sounded as if she'd never heard
her name before. Dumb, dumb. She
coughed. “"Ellen. Yes.”

“Are you coming to the dance tonight?”
The words were caught in another gust of
wind and whirled away. Surely she couldn’t
have heard right?

She nodded.

“Good,” Leo said.

‘'Carlton!”’ The coach's voice swung him
back around to the field.
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Ellen stood behind him. She could still
hear her heart, but now it was thumping like
one of the timers Mr. Davis used to get the
music beat right.

{4
Here.” A little kid

jammed some dirty music sheets into
her hands.

“I think that's all of them,” George said.
And there he was, too, smiling that nice
lopsided smile, holding out more of her
dumb music.

“Thanks, George,”’ Ellen said.

She climbed like a sleepwalker back to her
seat in the stands.

Tammy sniffed, “Honestly! f I'd been you,
I would have died.”
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