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The Horn of Freedom 
 
by Desirée Magney 
 
 
 The religious significance of the name, The Ram’s Horn, went right over the 

head of this not-so-good, Catholic girl.   All I knew was, it was the name of a “unisex” 

clothing store, primarily catering to young guys… young, good-looking guys.  As a 

teenage girl, during the early 1970’s time of women’s lib and free love, I assumed 

the name was a phallic symbol and a pretty damn good one.  I figured my bosses 

were hip dudes, albeit old dudes, as anyone over thirty was back then.  The fact that 

ram horn shofars were blown as wind instruments to announce the Jewish holidays 

of Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur was lost on me.  My bosses probably would have 

been mortified at my mistaken assumption about the name. But Catholic schoolgirls 

weren’t taught much about other religions and the sex thing we learned about on 

our own. 

The Ram’s Horn was located in an outdoor strip mall near the local public 

high school. I had been begging my parents to allow me to get a job there even 

before I turned 16. I wanted my own spending money, needed that feeling of 

independence. I craved to meet guys who were outside of my insular Catholic school 

experience - to be a rebel of love.  

It was my first, non-babysitting job. My parents agreed to buy me a used car 

to transport me there.  She was a $500, baby blue, Ralph Nader-declared “unsafe at 

any speed” Corvair. I could taste the freedom during the test drive as the slick-

talking salesman sped around sharp curves to disabuse me of Nader’s notion. The 
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car held the road while I flew high with the knowledge that soon I would be 

spinning around on my own, transported in more ways than one.   

 The Ram’s Horn was a boutique-clothing store selling “mod” apparel to 

young men and women. It sold blue jeans - tons of stone washed, low-rise, hip 

hugger, bell-bottomed blue jeans.  They lined the entire right side of the store, 

stacked in cubbies that spanned the wall from floor to ceiling, sorted according to 

waist and length.  Most guys were clueless when they arrived to buy their jeans and 

would ask me what size they were.   

 “What size are you wearing now?” 

 “Uh…I dunno.” 

 “Ok. I’ll measure you.” 

I’d grab a cloth tape and wrap my arms around the guys’ hips, pulling it to meet at 

the front, while discreetly inhaling their heady musk and patchouli scents.  If they 

didn’t know the length of jeans they needed, I got to measure their inseams.  

Carefully, I’d hold the end of the tape to the crotch, against the leg, down to the foot.  

They’d fidget and I’d gently admonish them.  

 “Stand still.  Does this look about where you want the jeans to come?” I mean, 

does this look like the right length?”  

I may have been coy with my Catholic schoolgirl image but was quite shameless in 

my approach. 

 “Yes,” they stammered, red faced but smiling.  “That feels…I mean… that 

seems good.” 
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Mission accomplished, I would approach the wall of cubbies to find their perfect 

jeans with them tailing close behind. 

The dressing rooms with their saloon-type doors, lined the back wall of the 

store. Customers’ legs were visible from the knees down. I could see them slide on 

each pair of jeans.   

 “How does that fit?  Come out and show me.  There’s a larger mirror out 

here.”   

When they’d push through the saloon doors, each like some modern day Sundance 

Kid, I’d tug at the waistband and glance at the length, admiring my handiwork…and 

them.   

The middle of the store was filled with round racks stuffed with gauzy, Indian 

cotton and Western style shirts; crocheted halter tops; fringed vests; and tons of tee 

shirts - tie-dyed, emboldened with peace symbols, upside down American flags, and 

“flower power.”  Belts - stamped leather, studded, crocheted, fringed, and beaded - 

hung on revolving racks. There were beaded bracelets, peace symbol medallions, 

and peace symbol patches you could sew onto your jeans as the Vietnam War raged 

on. There were aviator and granny sunglasses for that I’m-so-cool-I-smoke-weed-

from-a-bong look.  Incense burned and customers browsed as the Rolling Stones 

blared Let’s Spend the Night Together and You Can’t Always Get What You Want.  

I worked at the Ram’s Horn for two years. The minimum wage was enough to 

buy clothes for myself and to fill my car with gas and the cheap oil my Corvair 

guzzled like a sixteen-year-old drinking six-packs of Schlitz on a Saturday night. 



 4 

The atmosphere was about as far as I could get from life at my Catholic high 

school - home of the Shamrocks. I remember the drive over each workday. I felt a 

tingling in my stomach, knowing I was about to enter another world.  I eagerly shed 

my weekday skin. Off came the pleated, green plaid uniform skirt that I’d roll into a 

mini and that the nuns would roll back down to my knees.  Off came the white 

blouse with the Peter Pan collar, the green vest, the knee-highs. I donned hot pants, 

halter-tops and short dresses.  

While my high school had many boys, everyone knew everyone else’s 

business. I met a lot of guys at The Ram’s Horn, a perk of the job, and I dated a few, 

but nary a Catholic one in the bunch. Over time, there was the stud from the public 

high school; Mustache Man, who took me cherry picking at his grandmother’s farm; 

the blonde who took me to my first rock concert; my first Jewish boyfriend, thanks 

to my bosses; and my soulful guitarist. I wanted to exist in a place outside that world 

where prurient nuns asked about your weekend sexcapades every Monday morning.  

I was the Shamrock who never told them but I was one lucky little four-leaf clover.    

The Ram’s Horn trumpeted my freedom. And though I may have strayed from 

my Catholic upbringing, I found something along the way - my own little Stairway to 

Heaven. 

 

  

 

 

 


