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When Blossoms Fall 

 

I hopped off the BART train and with two electronic beeps the train pulled away from the 

station creating a wind which blew my hair around my face tickling my nose and cheeks.  No 

one else had gotten off the train with me; Shane would get off at the Bay Fair station which was 

one more up the line.  I turned to wave to him through the window as the train left.  Under the 

fake station lighting at midnight I could make out his face through the window while at the same 

time I could see my own reflection, it appeared as if we had morphed into a two-headed beast.  I 

turned toward the stairs to walk home.   

You’d think that the San Leandro station would be spooky at night, but I kind of liked the 

surreal solitude and quiet that surrounded me.  The flickering lighting created that odd effect as if 

I was moving through an old silent movie.  I walked through the station and headed to the 

apartment only three blocks from the station.   

I smelled like cigarettes again.  I didn’t smoke, but Shane smoked like a chimney and I 

always ended up smelling like his cigarettes.  Sometimes I wondered why he was my boyfriend.  

I found myself sometimes avoiding kissing because I didn’t care for the taste of the cigarettes on 

his breath.  I think the idea of ‘us’ was more of a convenience than anything.  He was the only 

person I knew that didn’t have to worry how late he stayed out ‘til.  His folks didn’t seem to 

mind what he did and Candy didn’t give a crap about me.  It was sort of an affinity between us.   

I climbed the stairs of the apartment building, passed the big picture window that Candy 

never opened the drapes for, and unlocked the door.   Candy worked as an ‘exotic dancer’ and 

didn’t get off work until two A.M., sometimes later, so I expected the place to be empty.  
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Whenever I wanted to piss Candy off I’d tell her she was a stripper not a dancer, she hated being 

called a stripper.   

I usually got home and had something to eat, if I was lucky and there was any beer still in 

the fridge I’d have one and watch TV.  However, when I opened the door Dean was on the couch 

watching the TV with a beer in one hand and a cigarette in the other.  I was hoping he wasn’t 

drinking the last beer.  Candy would often polish off all the alcohol in the house before heading 

to work.  She said a good buzz loosened her up and made her more limber for dancing. 

“Hey kiddo.” He looked at the clock over the kitchen door, “Does your mom usually let 

you stay out this late on a school night?” 

“You mean Candy?” She hated being called my mom.  She said that she never wanted to 

be referred to as anyone’s mother, said it made her sound old, certainly too old to be a dancer.  

Let’s face it being a mom wasn’t sexy and her job was all about selling sex.  I might call her a 

stripper to aggravate her at times, but I never call her Mom.  It’s a term we both agreed not to 

use.   

“Sorry, it’s none of my business.”  Dean was one of the bouncers at the club where 

Candy worked.  I wouldn’t really call Candy and Dean good friends.  Candy used to say that 

Dean was a bore, an always-do-good kind of guy, but when it came to keeping the sleazy guys 

off of her during or after work hours, she said he was the best bouncer around.  There was a kind 

of mutual respect between them.  They both did their jobs well and could appreciate that. 

“What are you doin’ here?”  I asked as I strolled into the kitchen.   
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“Candy asked me to be here to let you know she’s down at the police station.  She wanted 

me to stay with you until she gets out.” 

I wasn’t surprised.  Candy had been arrested twice before for DUIs on her way to work. I 

opened the fridge.  There was one beer left.  I grabbed it and was just about to pop it open, but 

Dean had followed me into the kitchen.  He guzzled that last of his beer then reached around me 

and snatched the beer from my hand.  “thanks kiddo, I could use another one.”  He then took a 

last drag of his cigarette and put into the empty beer can that he had just set on the counter. 

I scoffed, “Looks like I have a mother staying with me now.” 

“Look if Candy lets you drink, that’s her choice, but while I’m here it’ll be a bit dry for 

you.” Dean smelled of cigarettes, just like Shane, only it was different, I could smell cologne and 

a musky smell mixed in with the smoke.  He returned to the couch and sat down and stretched 

his long, beefy legs out in front of him.  I grabbed a bag of chips and plopped into the chair next 

to the couch. 

“Will they let her out in the morning?” I asked 

“This is a little more serious Lou.”  My real name’s Louise, but everyone calls me Lou.  

He grabbed the remote and switched off  the TV.  “This is a third strike for Candy.  She was still 

on probation for the last DUI.”  Dean reached into the breast pocket on his shirt and took out a 

pack of cigarettes.  I was surprised there was room for a pack of cigarettes; his shirt was so tight 

across his broad chest.  He slid a cigarette in between his lips and lit up.  My nose wrinkled.  He 

held out the pack and offered me one. 

“What? I can smoke, but I can’t have a beer?” 
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He chuckled, “I knew you wouldn’t want one.” 

“So that wasn’t a genuine offer.  Wait, maybe I will take one and give it a try.  Maybe I’ll 

start tonight.” I retorted 

“Sorry, too late.” He answered back with a sly smile across his face, and then he slipped 

the pack back into his pocket.  “Look, on the serious side, Candy’s probably going to be serving 

time over this one.” 

My ears started to ring, “How much time?” I asked. 

“Don’t really know, she has an arraignment in the morning, we’ll know more then.”  

He turned the TV back on.  I tried to look interested, but the question was running 

through my head, what happens to me if Candy goes to jail?   

 

It felt strange the next morning to wake up in my bed.  Most nights I’d fall asleep on the 

couch.  I’d usually hear when Candy got home, but I’d stay on the couch just ‘cause it was 

easier.  Sometimes she’d have company with her, and tell me to go to my room, but most nights 

she came home alone and let me be on the couch.  I sat up in my room feeling disoriented.  I still 

had my clothes on, so all I could figure was that Dean carried me to my bed after I fell asleep.  It 

was kind of sweet, but just one more thing to force me to realize that the events last night weren’t 

the norm.   

I wandered into the hall, I could smell something good waft out from the kitchen.  I found 

Dean showered and dressed standing over a couple eggs in a pan.  “Do you like ‘em sunnyside 



 

5 of 10 

up or over easy?” he asked.  There were already two paper plates on the counter with buttered 

toast.  Candy hated doing dishes; all we had were paper plates in the apartment.   

“Doesn’t matter.” I answered. 

“Alright over easy it is,” and he scooped the spatula under an egg and flipped it over.  He 

already smelled like cigarettes, but this time it was mixed in with the smell of soap.  “Maybe you 

should go to school today.” He suggested. 

“I’d rather go to court and find out what’s going to happen.” 

“Yeah okay, maybe that’s best.”  He relented.  I sat on a stool at the bar, Dean scooped 

up an egg then dropped it on one of the paper plates next to a piece of toast and slid it in front of 

me, “Eat up.” 

“Thanks.”  It was certainly better than the sugar cereal I was used to.   Most mornings 

there wasn’t even milk and I’d have to eat my cereal dry.   I usually had to be real quiet in the 

morning so as not to wake Candy, and it felt weird having a conversation with someone so early.  

Dean stayed standing at the counter, but slid the other paper plate in front of him and started 

hacking away at his egg until it was a jumbled mess on his plate. “Do you miss a lot of school?” 

he asked as he slid his piece of toast through the mess on his plate. 

“no.” 

“Good, I won’t feel so bad if you miss today then.” 

“Man, are you for real?”  I thought about how the one thing Candy insisted I do was go to 

school every day.  She used to say it was for my benefit, but I really think she liked the peace 
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and quiet during the day so she could sleep without me waking her.    Even though I went every 

day my grades weren’t all that great.  Staying out late with Shane most nights and no one at 

home to hound me about doin’ homework doesn’t do much for a GPA. 

We drove down to the court house in Dean’s 1987 Buick Regal.  The car was silver with 

a large dent in the passenger side panel, the ashtray was packed with cigarette butts, and there 

was a cigarette burn in the seat between us.  It was a quiet drive.  Dean didn’t say much, he 

rolled down a window and lit up a cigarette.  The wind caused the ashes in the ash tray to blow 

around.  I pulled down the sun visor and looked at myself in the mirror.  I hadn’t showered; I was 

still in the clothes from the previous night, so I still stunk of cigarettes.  I tried to straighten out 

my hair a bit by combing my fingers through it.  I licked my finger and tried to wipe away some 

of the mascara smudges under my eyes.  Dean had asked me to clean up before we left, but I was 

anxious to find out what was going to happen, so he didn’t press it, but as I looked at myself in 

the mirror I was regretting that I hadn’t listened to him.  Was a judge going to be looking at me 

while deciding what to do with me? 

When we arrived at the court house, it took us a while to find Candy.  Dean asked around 

until finally someone directed us to a series of small rooms, where inmates could meet with their 

lawyers.  We were told we could find Candy in the second room on the right.   

As we entered the room Candy looked up from where she sat and said, “Oh Dean, thank 

god! Have you got a cigarette?” She was wearing her short leather, red skirt and her black silk 

blouse that clung tightly to her breasts.  She was barefoot.  She rose from the chair and crossed 

the room, “Can you believe they took my shoes?  I guess they thought I would stab myself with 

the heel or somethin’” Her eyes resembled those of a raccoon with her makeup smudged all 
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around; her blond hair, which was usually neatly groomed, went out in all directions giving her a 

sort of Medusa look.  She walked up to me and put her hand on my cheek, “Oh honey don’t look 

so frightened it’ll be fine…you wait and see.” Glaring at the raccoon Medusa in front of me, I 

wasn’t convinced. 

Dean started to hand her a cigarette, but the correctional officer in the room spoke up, 

“Sorry no smoking in here.” He stood to the side with no expression on his face. “Ma’am please 

have a seat, your lawyer will be here in a moment.”Candy took in a deep breath, rolled her eyes 

and returned to the seat behind the table.  Dean and I stood to the side.  It all felt awkward.   

The door opened with a quick swoosh and a short, skinny man in a wrinkled, cheap gray 

suit, bustled into the room.  He threw a brief case on the table and sat in the chair across from 

Candy.  He looked up a Dean and me with a questioning look on his face.  Candy spoke up, “My 

daughter and a friend – Can they stay?” 

“That’s fine.” He answered and returned his gaze to his brief case and pulled a file out, 

“probably good your daughter’s here, this will concern her.”  

 The correctional officer stepped outside the room and I could see through the window 

that he stayed and stood outside the door.    

The lawyer introduced himself as Monty Wallace and spoke quickly, as if he was used to 

working at an efficient pace every day.  It was hard to keep up with him, but he explained to us 

that he was the court appointed defense attorney and he’d already met with the prosecutor’s 

office and they had offered a deal.  The deal is only good for today during the arraignment.  

Candy would need to plead guilty and even though it was her third strike for a DUI they’d be 
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willing to pass on a trial seeking a prison term.  The Courts were packed with bigger cases, but in 

exchange Candy must admit herself into a live-in, court approved, rehabilitation center for a 

minimum of ten months and she would not be allowed to leave the center or have visitors for at 

least six months.  If she met all program requirements in those ten months, then she’d be 

released, but her driver’s license would be revoked for three years, and she must continue with 

AA and probation during that time, “You know,” he said, “this is a really generous deal.  The 

question is does your daughter have a place to go while you are in the rehab center?”  Candy and 

I looked at each other, “Are there any other family members she can stay with?  Her father?” 

Monty asked. 

I recognized the lightening bolts in Candy’s eyes when the lawyer asked about my father.  

“No, no father.” She answered tight lipped and sternly.  I had stopped asking about who my 

father was right before my ninth birthday.  Usually around my birthday I got curious, and asked 

Candy what his name was, what he was like, what features on my face were like his.  I looked so 

different from Candy.  Candy was petite, with milky white skin, blond hair, and green eyes, and 

although I was built like Candy with a small frame, my hair was a light brown, my skin was 

more of an olive, and I had brown eyes, so I knew I had to at least have my father’s eyes. When I 

asked about him Candy slapped my face and yelled that I had no father.  Then she went into her 

room and I heard her shuffle through some papers, then a drawer slammed.  She retuned as I 

wept using the back of my hand to wipe my face.  She stormed up to me and shoved my birth 

certificate in my hand.  I looked down and read it.  In the space where it read ‘father’ there was 

one single word – ‘unknown.’  Deep down I know Candy knows, but for some reason there is no 

documentation of it, and there’s no one else for me to ask, so I suppose it will remain her secret.  

It was that day that Candy slapped my face that I felt compelled to agree stop calling her Mom.  
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It was as if something inside me switched off.  I remember thinking I’ve got no father and no 

mother either.  It’s the last time I cried too. 

The lawyer kept talking, “If there aren’t any other family members for her to stay with, 

they’ll have to put her into the foster care system until…” 

“No way!” Candy cut him off, “No kid of mine is gonna get lost in the system!” 

“Well is there anyone else?” he asked again. 

Candy looked at Dean.  Dean said “Sorry, Candy, I can’t take her that long.” 

The lawyer jumped in, “He’s not family is he?” 

“No,” Candy replied. 

“Then that’s not an option, it’s doubtful that the court will transfer her care to a friend.” It 

was strange hearing everyone in the room talk about me as if I wasn’t even there.   

Candy sighed and looked down.  I could tell she was thinking because she was pushing 

her tongue against the inside of her cheek.  Finally with a tone of resignation she looked up and 

spoke. “Well, there’s my parents, but I don’t know if they’ll take her or not.  I haven’t talked 

with them in ten years.”   

I knew I had grandparents and I could vaguely recall driving for a long time and going to 

see them when I was around five years old.   It was the summer right before I was going to start 

Kindergarten and Candy said they should meet me.  I remember very little from the visit.  

However, I had a clear image of  being surrounded by trees and spinning around and around as 

fast as I could, swinging my arms out to the side, and for some reason in my memory it felt like 



 

10 of 10 

it was snowing, but it wasn’t cold at all – it was a strange memory.  Then I recalled Candy 

yelling and throwing her arms about, grabbing my arm and tugging me back to the car and 

throwing me in the back seat.  I don’t even remember what my grandparents looked like and 

Candy forbad me to ask about them again.  I’d almost forgotten I even had any other family 

other than Candy. 

Candy gave Monty my grandparent’s phone number and he left the room.  Minutes 

seemed to tick by slowly and the air in the room felt warm and stale.  It was probably no more 

than 15 minutes when Monty returned and told us that my grandparents had agreed to take me in 

while Candy did her stint in rehab.  I caught a glimpse of a new emotion I’d never seen roll over 

Candy’s face.  It was a mixed look of relief and surprise, almost like she might let her guard 

down, but it quickly disappeared. 


