I was thinking about a festival that had happened the year before (I think!), where guys dressed up as girls to be able to get in. I had somehow invited the three Hanson brothers along, and they had come. That was rather surprising for me, and the four of us had had a great time with a few other fans. I had a picture of the five of us which I’d blown up and put on the back of my door. There they were, Ike with a bright pink wig, Taylor with a bright orange shoulder-length one, and (I can’t remember what Zac was wearing).

Well, I suddenly felt the urge to invite them back, for some reason. And I did. And they were coming. But that night, Amy and Candice came around to my place riding their bikes, and Tobby got out. He turned down into Weston St. and we followed him. Halfway down the street, he turned around and came back to us. I didn’t have my bike, so I cuddled him a bit, then began walking back. When I DID get back, guess who was waiting out the front? The three brothers. I left Tobby to Amy and Candice, and went over to them. Hen we began to walk down the middle of the pitch-black street. We were talking for a while… they were smoking pot (especially Taylor). I told them about Steven when we walked past his place. When we came back from the walk, they left. 

The next day, I went down to a caravan park where they were. Dad and I were planning a helicopter ride, but once the three of them showed up, the four of us were going to go together. At first, Ike was the pilot. I don’t know how many times we were going somewhere, then stopped for something or other. Taylor and Ike kept swapping as pilot. I wasn’t sure if either of them knew what they were doing. Zac and I stayed in the back two seats. I had my blue NY cap with me, and we were comparing. “See yours has the white where mine has the dark blue,” I remember saying. 

Then there was a time when we were in a car, and we stopped at a shop to get something. Zac, Amy and another couple of girls (I’m not sure if I knew them or not) went in to get what we wanted. We ran into a bit of trouble in the shop with some Aboriginals, but we got out of it ok. Zac tripped over something and whacked his chin on the hard floor, so we had to put something on that when we got back to the car. I couldn’t help but think it was amazing the way he was looking at me with those brown eyes… sheesh.

Then we were back in the helicopter. By about this time it was getting dark, so we were planning to go up around the city. “The city looks really good lit up at night,” I said. Zac was interested in seeing it. But I don’t think we ever made it. – Mainly due to the ‘pilots’ stuffing around. At this point, I think we made our way back to the caravan park. 

