Introduction to Elvis
by Bill Thomas
My first memory of Elvis is being at a party (maybe at Janet Thurman's house) when Elvis came on the TV (on Ed Sullivan?), every girl there rushed to the TV, swooned and clamored, leaving us “men” all standing there – wondering how long it would take to get our hair that long.  I am aware of, but will never disclose the names, of those who secretly practiced the Elvis sneer and/or the gyrating hips and vital pelvic thrust movements. 

I first became aware of Elvis because of my mother’s mild complaining about the girls (who later became GW classmates) that lived across the alley behind our house. I never paid any attention until she pointed out that they had one (and only one) 45-RPM record of Elvis, and they played one side and then the other, LOUD, over and over for days on end. I decided then I didn’t like Elvis. 
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