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Short Story Draft

Road Trip

 Thursday, April 7, 1999 

Dear Diary,

I think I’ve had just about enough of this…mom is getting on my case every single day.  She found my month-old acceptance letter from Columbia University and was outraged as to why I hadn’t replied to it. She threw the papers at me and said that if I don’t go to college in the fall…she’s going to kick me out of the house! I couldn’t believe she actually gave me an ultimatum! I am so furious at her…I need to take an aspirin… I don’t know why she doesn’t understand that I need the time to sort things out. I mean, worse comes to worst, I can defer enrollment for a semester, right? And why does she suddenly care? Mother had no part in the whole college application process… always too busy with her insane, and not to mention spontaneous, restaurant project. Anyway, she started talking about my relationship with Chris and how terrible of a mistake I’m making with him…the same old arguments over and over again – about how old he is  - only 5 years older…but is he not a working man? Yes. Is he not a college grad? Yes. Is he not the only man who has ever loved me?  Yes.  He listens to me cry over the phone every night for two straight hours, he meets me every day after school and takes me to Papa Joe’s for a slice of green pepper and mushroom pizza and a diet Coke.  He loves me - Chris is all I have now…

“Hey Abby, are you all right?”  

I look up to meet a pair of beautiful, green eyes wrought with concern.  I look back down and quickly close the soft, leathery cover of my journal. 

“Sure, how long before the next rest stop?”  I ask, hoping to change the subject.  Chris glances down at the clock on the dashboard and wrinkles his forehead.

“Another hour. Are you sure you’re ok?”

I nod, and close my eyes pretending to rest them.  I feel the warm wind blowing my long hair back, and the hot sun beaming on my face. I take a deep breath of the humid air, sighing loudly. My mind is swirling with thoughts. 


I have images in my head, of that day after school when my mother and I had the fight about Chris – about everything.  She had apparently come home from work early that day and was cleaning the house.  She never cleaned, but that day I walked in the door and there she was with her curly, auburn hair tied up in a tight bun and she was sorting through a stack of papers. Papers that I had shoved underneath my SAT prep books on top of the dusty bookshelf. 


Our fights were always the same – she would yell at me about being lazy in schoolwork, doing house chores, college plans and of course, my Christopher. I would yell back at her about her ridiculous idea of starting her own restaurant business, and I argued how she was never home so she had no right telling me what to do because she was oblivious to everything.  My mother and I did not talk much – not in the way I imagine most mothers and daughters do at least. She did not come in my room at night to chat, nor did she and I spend hours pigging out and doing girls stuff.  Even so, we had a special bond because we only had each other – ever since before I was born. 


I remembered one summer when I was nine or ten; I wanted a Huffy bike like the kids in my neighborhood. They all rode to the community park nearby and I desperately wanted to go with them. My mother looked at me, bewildered - “But honey, you don’t know how to ride a bike – who would teach you?”  

“You!” I had replied, not knowing my mother did not know how to ride a bike herself.

“Absolutely not! That’s ridiculous! No…” And she turned around abruptly, pushed up her sleeves to finish the dinner dishes. 

But the most wonderful thing happened the next day as I got off the day camp bus  – I saw my mother wheeling a shimmering, blue and pink striped bike onto the front lawn! She smiled, and her aqua-blue eyes sparkled in the sun. We spent that whole summer learning to ride my bike.


When was the last time I saw that beautiful smile? My mind keeps replaying that awful day over and over as if it happened just yesterday. But the reality of it is that April 7, 1999 was four months ago.  Chris and I took off that night after my mother fell asleep watching “Politically Incorrect” in her bedroom. I packed a week’s worth of clothes thinking that Chris and I would take a road trip, just long enough so I could sort out my thoughts and feelings about everything.  Chris would ask for a week’s vacation from the computer company in the morning. I vaguely remember scribbling a note for my mother telling her that I would be back soon, and that I would be safe. I taped it on the bathroom mirror so she would see it, as she got ready for work. I tiptoed past her room, stopped and blew her a kiss from the doorway.


Chris and I have been “on the road” for four months heading to Florida. We stop to see the sites at each state on the way – spending the nights at cheap motels and earning money from odd jobs along the way.  Chris has been patient and understanding about this whole situation.  I think he’s waiting for me to tell him to turn the car around and go home to New York.  But I can’t – not yet.  I can’t go back and face my responsibilities as a daughter, or as a student. I need to figure out what I want to do with my life.

“Omigosh, Abby – wake up…look!” Chris is pointing to a small pick-up truck that had run off the highway.  I shoot up from my seat and look out the window – I can see smoke coming out of the engine but there’s no one in sight, and no one else on the Interstate.

“Pull over, Chris! We have to see if anyone’s hurt!” I tug on his arm and struggle to unbuckle my seatbelt.  Chris pulls over to the side of the road and turns on the blinkers. We run down the small rocky hill to the truck, where I can see a man’s body that appears to have been thrown out of the car. I get to the man first, and check to see if he’s breathing.

“Is he dead?” Chris asks, holding his breath.

“No, but we have to do something!” I try to think of what to do and remember that there’s a fleece blanket in the backseat of the car. “Chris, go get the blanket from the car – hurry!”

Chris rushes off as I desperately try to remember something from the CPR course I took in junior high school.  He’s breathing, so I don’t have to give him CPR – we have to keep him warm, that’s it. How are we going to get him help? 

“Abby, here’s the blanket…we have to get him to the hospital, now!” Chris exclaims and attempts lifting the man up.

“No! Don’t move him, he might have broken bones and if we move him we might hurt him even more!” 

“We can’t just leave him here, Abby! He could die!” I can see the panic in Chris’ eyes and my heart is racing. I run over to the truck and look inside – I opened the glove compartment, just as I thought – a cell phone! Hallelujah! I dial 911 with a shaky hand and give the phone to Chris.


After two hours with the police and paramedics, filling out reports and such, Chris and I were on our way.  We’re back on the I-85 to Atlanta, GA.  My hands are still shaking from before and my head is spinning. I close my eyes and try to calm down – I take a deep breath and let out a sigh of relief.

“Wasn’t that incredible, Chris? I can’t believe we were able to save someone’s life!”

“We? No, you were the one who did the quick thinking…you were unbelievably calm!”

“I just did what came to mind – good instincts, I guess.”  Quick thinking – is that what I am? 

Tuesday, August 14, 1999

Dear diary, 

What an extraordinary day! I never thought I was capable of helping someone – let alone saving a life.  What a rush! Imagine doing that on a daily basis…Chris tells me that I’m “quick thinking”…but what does that mean? Come to think of it – he’s been using some interesting terms lately. Let’s see…what did he say? Compassionate, benevolent, conscientious… 

Mom once told me I had a good heart when I came home from school, absolutely famished because I had given my lunch away. I was only seven at the time. I didn’t know what she meant by having a “good heart”.  Now, I understand. 

 The sun is setting… it is breathtaking! Look at those amazing oranges and pinks – even purple! So…miraculous…I sometimes wish my life were like a sunset – ending each day with such perfection and glorious colors…only to paint the sky the next evening with a new set of majestic colors- making a difference in the sky every night.  The sun’s just going home, but it has to be worth it… 

I grin at Chris and lean my head on his shoulder as he strokes my sun-streaked hair.

“Let’s go home, Chris.” 

