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GENEii Category 2 Second Place 
 
A FIRST KISS 
 
"An old man remembers" 
 
Virginia lived in the old house next to that red clay road, both now gone, up on the small ridge above 
Phillips Creek in southern Alabama. She was sixteen, and I was fourteen, the night I attended her party. 
That night she slipped a coin in my hand, during a game teens played in those days, called "penny." The 
coin meant she chose me to walk with her instead of the other boys who were there. In that game the 
boys would sit round the room with hands held together, as if in prayer, in their lap, while a girl would 
stand in front of each boy and pass her hands, which were held as if in prayer, but with a penny 
concealed in them. She would run her hands through every boy’s hands, but would only drop the penny 
into the one lucky boys hands that she chose to walk with.  
 
Virginia was a happy, vivacious, pretty girl, with dark hair and eyes. Her skin was the color of a Georgia 
peach. Most of the boys would have given their right arm to get that penny. After the game, the other 
boys watched to see who got her coin. They stared in silence as I walked over to her, offered my arm, 
and she took it. 
 
We walked down the hill toward Phillips creek on the old red clay dirt road, a distance of about two 
hundred steps. As we walked, I, with my hands in my pockets, she held tightly to my elbow, her face 
pressed against my shoulder and her dark hair brushing my cheek. The fragrance of her hair resembled 
the heady perfume of the honeysuckle that was blooming on the fences that bordered the old country 
lane. Her skirt rustled as it brushed against my leg as we walked. Only it, and the crinoline beneath, 
separating my thigh from hers.   
 
Nervously, I whispered to her; “I think someone may be watching from them bushes by the road”. 
 
She leaned closer and whispered into my ear; “I don’t really care”. 
 
Below us, a thin mist rose from the creek bottom. It shone silver from the light of the crescent moon 
above and lay like a soft fluffy blanket of cotton on the reeds and bulrushes along the creek. Within it a 
multitude of small frogs sang their melodious mating songs that begged for a partner for just one night 
of revelry. The air seemed more warm and heavy with the sweet smell of honeysuckle. A thousand 
lightning bugs flashed their little tail lanterns in the hope of attracting a mate for a single act of love 
before they died. I wondered how many males would die that night, because some of the inviting love 
flashes were really a different species of firefly that lured them irresistibly toward the impostor. Blinded 
by the primordial urge to mate, they would be cannibalized because of those irresistible flashes. 
Somehow, I sensed how they must feel. 
 
Above us the stars mirrored the little bright lightning bug flashes below. It was as if we were caught 
between two great horizontal mirrors with sparkling pinpoints of light below, reflected in the great 
mirror above. The twinkling stars appeared to be so low that I could reach up and grab one and put it in 
my pocket.  



 
We reached the old wooden bridge across the creek, and slowly walked out to the middle. There we 
stopped and turned toward each other. We stood, holding hands, looking into each other's eyes in the 
light of the moon. In the dim light her face was pale, but her eyes sparkled. Her hands were tiny and cool 
in my callused farm boy hands. We gazed into each other’s eyes and said nothing for what seemed an 
eternity. Finally, she took her hands from mine and slowly slid them up my chest and locked them 
behind my head. She pulled herself up on tip-toe and pressed her soft warm curves against my slender 
rigid fourteen year-old frame. With full soft mouth she kissed me, sliding her tongue gently between my 
astonished lips. She lingered there just long enough for my body to relax. Her act caused a jolt of 
pleasant electricity to envelope my body starting at my thighs and spreading quickly upward, leaving my 
whole being wrapped in a warm delicious feeling. My head felt light. Was it from holding my breath too 
long? My lips tingled. Thought had ceased for me. It had been replaced by a new hunger I had never felt 
before. 
 
Without giving me time to decide what to do next, she quickly ran her hands through my hair, turned 
and ran, laughing, off the bridge and back up the hill. She left me standing, weak and puzzled, in the 
middle of the old wooden bridge. Blood rushed through my ears like the gushing gurgling muddy water 
that ran swiftly under the old bridge and my immobilized feet. 
 
That was my first taste of the power a woman can have over a man. The feelings of desire, mystery, 
helplessness, confusion, and love. A lifetime later I still feel her power. 
 
I often wonder what happened to her? I heard she married a sailor who was stationed at Pensacola and 
they moved up north. Did she become an exhausted housewife with lots of kids vying for every minute 
of her time? Did she have a life of poverty with little joy and happiness? Or was her husband jealous of 
her beauty? Did he crush her happy spirit? In my quiet times I sometimes wonder if she secretly 
remembers that sweet, Southern, summer night and timid, innocent, young Willie, standing frozen on 
that old bridge in the mist and moonlight. If she remembers, does it make her smile? I wish I knew. I 
really wish I knew!  


