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One Night

“Hurry up, Elizabeth!” Mark yelled at his girlfriend through the bathroom door. “Stop taking so long! The booze is going to be gone by the time we get there, and then tonight would be a waste- another wasted night because you need perfect eyebrows with the perfect shade of eye shadow on top of it.”

“Yea Elizabeth,” Steve then took his turn hurrying her up. “Besides, you already have a boyfriend… who are you dressing up for?”

After a slam of the bathroom drawer, the sound of running water, and something falling to the floor, Elizabeth opened the bathroom door, red in the face and clearly annoyed.

“I’m ready. Let’s go, let’s go, let’s go. We don’t want to miss the ‘booze’ now do we?” Elizabeth responded, sarcastically.

“God Elizabeth’s beautiful, even when she’s mad,” Mark thought to himself, “I’m so glad she’s my girlfriend.”

That night Elizabeth wore her straight dark brown hair down just below her shoulders. The brown eye shadow and black eyeliner she wore brought out her sparkling brown eyes. A star basketball and volleyball player at her college, Elizabeth was relatively tall, just below six feet. 

Mark tried to grab Elizabeth’s hand as she rushed by him out the door muttering to herself, “God, finally it’s time to drink all my problems away.”

Being the only child in her family to make it to college, she felt a lot of pressure from her father. All she wanted was to graduate college and major in biology, while having a great time meeting new people. Since the day she was born, Elizabeth was told that Harvard was her family’s standards and that she was too good for even UCLA. One can just imagine the disappointment she gave her father when she told him that she would be attending the University of Michigan. Her father expected numerous AP classes, straight As un-weighted, and had no interests in sports and hobbies that Elizabeth wanted to pursue. She never satisfied her father and was always scared of disappointing him like her older sister and brother did. 

The three of them left Elizabeth’s apartment and hopped into Steve’s red mustang where his girlfriend Kathryn was waiting. Steve rolled down the windows and turned up the music in his car so that Eminem could be heard from surrounding cars. They all sang along to Eminem, screaming out his profound lyrics at the top of their lungs. 

“Sometimes it feels like the worlds on my shoulders…”

“Dude,” Mark interrupted the karaoke singing girls, “I can already hear the party! Whoa, that means it’s going to be a hella tight party!”

“Honestly Mark, for a guy with your academic background and GPA you can be so dumb at times; you definitely act like the dumbest jock. Of course it’s gonna be tight, it’s the biggest party of this year!”

Mark was the typical jock: brown shabby hair, brown eyes, tall, tan, and muscular. Star quarterback of the football team, keeper of the basketball team, and the faster runner at his college, Mark had a bright future. Throughout high school he worked really hard to maintain a decent 3.5 GPA and take a moderate number of Honor and AP classes; in addition to his sports at college he also worked really hard in classes. He didn’t party too much, only about twice a month, and when he wasn’t partying he was always studying or practicing a sport. He saw his girlfriend late at night and in class. They would occasionally study together, but that’s about it. To Mark, college wasn’t a place to screw up. To him college was too important in determining his future. So he partied and drank just like everyone else, but not often.

The four of them finally reached the party. They were anxious for their bi-weekly party night to start. They wanted to party, drink, and forget about school. Elizabeth drank to forget about the stress from her father’s pressure of perfection. Kathryn drank to forget about her mother’s critical condition and to relax, and the boyfriends drank to just have fun.  Whatever their reason was, they all enjoyed drinking a lot, and therefore took turns being the designated driver each party. This week it was Elizabeth’s turn, unfortunately for her; the party they went to was supposedly the biggest party of the year. 

The Sigma Delta Fraternity House, the fraternity house with all of the university’s football jocks, threw the party. These jocks may not be too smart in academics, or even too street smart, but they knew how to throw some of the best parties the university had ever seen. Every party had a theme and there was always plenty of alcohol to go around, and of every type. Some parties had wet T-shirt contests; others had a mechanical bull to ride. No matter what they did, each party was a party not to be missed.

This party had the theme Atlantis, under the sea. Elizabeth and Kathryn both sported skimpy sea blue string bikini tops and ruffled blue skirts. They wore seashell necklaces and fishnet stockings. Elizabeth had a pink hibiscus flower in her hair and Kathryn crimped her hair and sprayed in blue highlights. Steve and Mark wore beach shoes and a Hawaiian shirt. That was about as far as their spirit went. 

Once they pulled into the Sigma Delta parking lot, they could already hear the music, see the crowds of people, and smell the beer. All four were anxious to leave the car and go party. Eminem was turned off, the windows were rolled up and the girls checked their make-up one last time. They tumbled out of Steve’s car, walked up to the house, showed their school I.D. and entered the house. 

“Wow, you’re a sexy one,” the fraternity brother at the door greeted Kathryn. “Find me later and we’ll hook up in my room, got it?”

Disgusted by this behavior Steve switched to the protective boyfriend role, “Kathryn don’t listen to this shit. You’re too nice and sweet for a jerk like that, no matter how beautiful and sexy you are.”

“Oh whatever,” Kathryn calmly replied. “Don’t let it get to you. He’s just saying that because he’s insecure.”

“Still, I don’t like people talking to my girlfriend. Only I’m allowed to call you sexy and gorgeous and sweet…”

Kathryn smiled and continued walking into the house to explore who was there.

“You always smile, I hate how you’re beautiful and always happy,” Steve muttered under his breath.

Kathryn had black straight hair and wore it up in a loose fancy twisted bun. Being of mixed race, Asian, African American and White, she had bright blue shimmering eyes, and pale skin. She was petite, only about five-two, and came from a loving family. Her family was very close and very large. Kathryn had two brothers, one older and one younger, and an older sister. She could never remember one day where her parents fought. Every Sunday they would go on a family excursion: the beach, zoo, museum, or picnic. Everyone helped each other with homework and relationship problems. Everything was shared and yet arguments were very rare. It was the “picture-perfect” family. College wise, she knew her parents would support her no matter what her decision was. She wanted to do her best in college and then take a couple years off before graduate school to work and support her family and help pay for her mother’s medical bills. Coming from such a great background, and knowing how to share and compromise, Kathryn was always the peacekeeper in every situation. Rarely fighting, always giving, and always listening, Kathryn was the ideal friend at her college. Everyone knew her and everyone wanted to be friends with her.

Walking on to catch up to Kathryn, Elizabeth and Steve who had already left him by now, Mark turned around and gave the fraternity brother one last smirk. “She’s my girlfriend, sleezebag. I am the luckiest person alive.”

Kathryn turned around to look for her disappeared boyfriend. “Come on Steve! I swear to God you’re like Mark. You’re never up to it-”

“Hey!” Elizabeth objected to Kathryn’s remark.

“No Elizabeth, he just never knows what’s going on.” Kathryn gave her attention back to Steve and held his hand to drag him along. “You’re funny. Come on, sometimes you can be the cutest most absent-minded boyfriend in the world.”

Steve was a blond blue-eyed swimmer. For a swimmer he was pretty pale and looked fragile at five-seven with his freckles and contacts. What attracted Kathryn to him was his kind heart. He was always giving and was the most thoughtful and romantic boyfriend a girl could ask for. For example, on Kathryn’s twenty-first birthday, Kathryn woke up to a dorm room full of rose petals and classical music. Walking out the door she found a trail a rose petals leading to the lobby where all of Kathryn’s friends hid in hopes of surprising Kathryn in the surprise party Steve planned. Steve was similar to Kathryn in the sense of his great heart, however they also greatly differed. He came from a poor family. They always had to worry about money, food, and tuition. His father walked out on his mom when Steve was only two, leaving Steve to be an only child living with a single parent. This just made him work harder. He graduated at the top of his class and got into college with a full scholarship. His experience made him promise himself to work hard so that his children would never have to live the life he lived.

“Hurry up, both of you!” Mark and Elizabeth both turned around another time to wait for the slow couple. “I know you guys aren’t eighty… and God! Can you go for one minute without your hands all over each other? It’s not like you’ve just started going out!”

Kathryn met Steve two years ago, through Elizabeth, her best friend since high school. The four joked around and teased each other on a daily basis but they loved each other very much. Steven was Mark’s roommate freshman and sophomore year, so naturally they all became the best of friends and stayed that way through all of college so far. By their senior year at University of Michigan in Ann Arbor they had already planned out their summer after their graduation a couple months later. They made a list of all the places they wanted to visit on their month long road trip: the Statue of Liberty, the four corners, Golden Gate Bridge, Mount Rushmore, the Mall of America and more. They planned out ways to keep in touch with each other after moving on to finding a job or attending graduate school. Basically, they had already planned out their near future.

Finally the four friends got out of the corridor of the house and into the heart of the party. At this point, Kathryn and Elizabeth parted with their boyfriends to spend some time greeting familiar faces and to find some of their other friends. Mark and Steve bee lined to the keg. The two girls caught up on some girl talk about the latest senior prank news and regular gossip, and then went to the keg to find their boyfriends. 

“Hey sweetie,” Mark greeted Elizabeth with a hug and an innocent kiss. “What do you think of the party so far?”

“It’s alright, I guess, we haven’t been here too long though.”

“I’m sorry that I yelled at you before, at your house, Elizabeth. I was thinking about it and it was my bad. It just that girls tend to-”

“I know I know, girls take forever. I’m sorry. We’re just trying to look good for you guys…” Elizabeth explained with a smile.

And the couple proved to be like an old married couple once again, reunited, happy in each others arms, and using sappy, overused, cliché phrases to nauseate everyone around them. They met in their chemistry class their junior year at Montgomery High. When they met everything was so perfect, like a movie. They shared similar interests, thought the same things, and always knew what the other was thinking; they’ve been together since. That was almost five years ago. Now they were in their senior year of college and still as deeply in love as they were in high school. Everyone viewed them as an old married couple. They would kiss one moment and then fight another, but at the end of the day they would always be back in each other’s arms being the couple that everyone envied. 

“What do you think of the party pumpkin?” Steve greeted his girlfriend with a hug and a kiss as well. He handed her a cup of beer and stood behind her with his arms around her hugging her tight. “O, I’ve missed you so much, you never have time for me anymore””

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I completely understand. I wish your mother will get better so that you can be happy, so take as much time as you want. I’ll just miss you though.”

Two years ago, around the same time she met Steve, her mother was diagnosed with a rare kind of breast cancer. The doctors only gave her five years to live. Despite this tragic diagnosis, Kathryn still managed to always wear the warmest and friendliest smile you could find. This tragedy changed Kathryn. It made her realize there was more to life than perfect grades and going to perfect colleges.

“Yea, I know.”


“Yea so, anyways,” Steve changed the topic, clearly uncomfortable by where the conversation was headed, “lets show this couple up, k? What do you think about acting more sappy than them?”


“Ok…” Kathryn said with a giggle and then turned around to tickle Steve with her free arm. “Let’s show them up!”

The four drank all night, while talking, kissing, flirting, cuddling, and some-what dancing. Elizabeth, being designated driver tried to limit herself to one beer, but as always, not drinking at a party was hard. After a couple of beers later, the alcohol started affecting their behavior. They couldn’t focus, they couldn’t walk or think straight, and so they became a nuisance that Elizabeth had to deal with.

“Dude… do you see… whoa, that guy’s naked!” Mark started to slur his words together.

“Really… no way! Look, a girl and a guy are naked over there… and there… and-” Kathryn couldn’t control herself either.

“Stop! Okay, okay, we get the point. Naked people f*cking. So what.” Not being drunk and thinking sensibly, Elizabeth was getting annoyed with the stupidity of her friends. She sat on one of the chairs against the wall, with her arms folded across her chest. She wasn’t having any fun and wanted out. 

The “keg room” was relatively small for the forty people in it. There were three kegs and red plastic cups on top of the table in the middle of the room. Two couches were in opposite corners, and folding chairs were aligned along side the rest of the walls. There were no windows in that room, just a small sunlight in one corner of the room. Also, the room only had two walls that just so happened to be opposite each other. The other two were absent, creating a frame-like look, that would frame double doors if they existed. The yellow-house lights gave everything in that room a hazy unclear look, and the room smelled of beer and different types of cologne and perfume people wore. Everyone in that room spoke really loudly; conversations competed with random “Chug!” outbursts and shrieks of laughter. It was a great atmosphere to be in drunk, it was an awful atmosphere to be in sober. 

“Dude. Liz! Chill the f*ck out, ok? Quit being so uptight, you’re ruining the night…” Not thinking sensibly, Mark was highly upset by his stiff girlfriend.

“Maybe it’s because you’re drunk and I’m not. Ever think of that? Maybe it’s because you act like a complete idiot when you’re drunk!”

“O Elizabeth, I don’t like you when you’re not drunk. Have a drink.”

“I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Stupid f*cker! I’m our god damn D.D. for the night, that’s f*cking why.”

“Whatever. Does anybody even cares about that? I’m sure you can drive after two or three beers.”

“Yea dude, you don’t need to get wasted… Just a little to loosen things up and make you have fun. Because you’re starting to make me not have fun too.” Steve tried to convince Elizabeth to drink too. Her moodiness was rubbing off on everyone in the room.

“Maybe I don’t want us to die. Ever think of that?”

“Elizabethy! Come on, please? Do it for me. Think of it as a favor to society.” Now even Kathryn wanted Elizabeth to relax.

“How would I be doing society a favor? Really, I forget how dumb you guys can be drunk.”

“That’s what I mean. If you’re drunk, maybe we can all enjoy this party. Maybe you’ll start being yourself and not my mom!”

And with this, Elizabeth slowly uncrossed her arms, uncrossed her legs, got up and walked over to the keg.

“Ok, but only one cup,” she hesitantly gave in.

“One cup.” Mark repeated.

“Or the whole f*cking keg, for all I care!” a brother of the fraternity house just entered the room. “Come on, it’s a party! Drink your ass off!”

He handed her a pitcher of beer, and after about thirty seconds worth of hesitation, Elizabeth took the pitcher of beer and chugged it down while everyone in the room chanted, “Chug! Chug! Chug!” 

The four continued to drink for the next two hours, until one in the morning. For about two hours after that, they lazily laid on the couches and floor, ready to throw up at any minute, and at three they finally headed to Elizabeth’s apartment to spend the rest of the night.

In the car itself, Elizabeth could barely focus. While driving, she never had a focal point. She saw double of everything. Steve was in the back with his head out the window throwing up as they drove along the campus roads, and Kathryn was passed out on his lap. Mark had his head out the window as well, yelling random comments at everyone they drove by. 

“Ha ha ha HA!” Mark yelled at a professor leaving his office late that night. “Why are you still at school! O that doesn’t matter, do you know that your pants are too big? Ha ha ha!”

Five minutes into the drive, they reached a fork in the road, but to Elizabeth’s blurred vision it looked as if there were four different roads.

“Wait, you guys,” Elizabeth tried to get everyone’s attention. “Is there suppose to be four roads here? Woa… I don’t remember that.”

Forgetting to put on her brakes and slow from 40mph, and unable to decide which road to take, she took the one straight down the middle… and straight into a tree.

“Elizabeth!!!” Mark saw the tree and panicked, while trying to stick his head back in the window. “There’s a god damn tree-”

And in that single moment, a moment less than ten seconds long, their lives changed forever. None of the passengers had their seat belts on. With the great impact of the car hitting the tree, Elizabeth’s chest was thrown into the steering wheel and her head into the windshield. Mark’s upper torso, being outside the window, flung itself at the rearview mirror, shattering it and cutting Mark’s left arm. His legs hit the glove compartment and created two strips of bruises across his legs. Kathryn, asleep in the back, flew into the front seats, and cracked her jaw, two teeth, and her spinal cord. Steve’s head, after being thrown forward, flew back and hit the back of the car at full speed. The cut he acquired was so serious that it required seven stitches. Because of Elizabeth’s position in the car, she had to be cut out of the car itself. Kathryn was so far wedged under the front seats that they had to be removed, and Steve required immediate medical attention at the site of the crash. 

Within ten minutes, they were placed in stretchers and carried to the Ann Arbor hospital in two separate ambulance cars to be put in Critical Care. 

*

*

*

Five days later, Steve, and Mark were released from the hospital. Steve left with seven stitches; Mark left with a cast on his broken left arm and a bandage around his head. Elizabeth had to have reconstructive surgery on her face but was healthy enough to leave the hospital four days after the boys. All three of them suffered bruises all over their bodies, and extremely high medical bills. 

Once they could walk, they went to visit Kathryn who was still in the hospital. They walked into her room, room 35B in Urgent Care, with bouquets of flowers, baskets of fruits, balloons, and gigantic get well cards signed by all of Kathryn’s friends and even some of her teachers. Not knowing anything about Kathryn’s situation, and thinking that she just healed slower than them, they assumed Kathryn would be released within the next week. However, once they walked into her private room they knew their number was way off. 

Kathryn had a private room with a balcony and a nice view of a lake. There were white see-through curtains framing the double glass doors leading to the balcony. There was a small round white writing table and a white chair next to the doors, and a plain white nightstand next to Kathryn’s bed. All sorts of hospital equipment surrounded her bed: machines, bags of fluids, oxygen tanks. The walls were an off-white shade, the floor was made up of cold granite looking tile pieces, and the bathroom branched off from the room in a corner. There were visitor chairs along one side on the room and a television attached to the high part of the wall facing the hospital bed. 

Kathryn laid in the hospital bed, unconscious, as if she was almost dead. She was hooked up to an ECG machine that kept tract of her heartbeat and vitality; her line on the screen was very close to the straight line of death. She had tubes all over her face, in her mouth, into her throat, and in both nostrils, helping oxygen reach her blood streams. She had four I.V. tubes stuck into her body, three needles in her right arm, a fourth in her left arm. Three I.V. tubes were connected to a clear bag of fluid and the fourth was connected to a slightly opaque bag of fluid. Kathryn had another tube connected to part of her stomach, which emptied into a large bag in a bucket on the floor. Elizabeth, Mark, and Steve, later found out that because Kathryn was paralyzed from the waist down, all of her waste was excreted through that tube. She had a large white bandage over her nose to cover up the scars and prevent infection of the reconstructed nose; she had a cast on her right arm and headgear to realign her jaw. She slept between two boards and wore a brace to realign her back. In short, Kathryn had a very slim chance of surviving. 

“This is all my fault! All my fault… Kathryn I’m sorry. I never meant to do this to you.” Elizabeth rocked back and forth in the tiny green plastic visitor chair in the room. 

Mark was by Elizabeth’s side trying to calm her down, but he himself was crying so it had little effect.

“It’s not your fault Elizabeth. We all made you drink. It’s no one’s fault. If it was anyone’s fault, it was ours. We forced you to drink. You didn’t want to remember?”

“But Kathryn…” Elizabeth stopped herself from talking to suppress a breakdown, "I mean look at her. She’s so helpless. She’s in critical condition… she can’t eat, or open her eyes. She can’t talk… she… she… she can’t even go to the bathroom…”

And with this, even with her tries of self-control, Elizabeth broke down into tears, crying and sobbing while holding Kathryn’s hand and pleading for forgiveness. All this time Steve sat on the other side of Kathryn’s bed, while he held her hand, kissed her face, and silently cried.

“Kathryn!!!” Elizabeth was nearly hysterical by then. “I didn’t mean to do this to you, I didn’t mean to do this to anyone. I am so incredibly sorry… I hope… I wish there was something I can do. Remember I love you. Never forget that. Never forget all the years we had together…”

Elizabeth took another break to regain enough self-control to finish her sentence. “Remember all the boys we chased, all the teachers we hated… the teachers we had crushes on… remember track and basketball… and how we always cut out of P.E. for ice-cream just to get fatter… remember the first time we went out to lunch, our first shopping trip in fifth grade… o God…”

Unable to stop her breakdown, Elizabeth tore away from Kathryn’s hand and sat in the corner of the room, balled up and crying. After five minutes of an awkward, and very melancholy silence, Steve spoke for the first time after entering the room. 

“Do you guys know if… if Kathryn’s going to make it? …Do you think she’ll make it through the night?”

Eager to make himself useful, Mark volunteered to find the nearest nurse and to ask for the status of Kathryn. He left the room, leaving a hysterical Elizabeth and a very depressed Steve in the same room. With Mark’s absence, Steven broke down for the first time in his life.

“Why?!” Steve yelled at no one in particular, “Why Kathryn? Why not me? She’s such a wonderful person… Why? … Why? … Why? … I don’t understand why it has to be her! Why? I don’t understand… I don’t understand… I don’t understand…”

Steve’s cries turned into soft muttered words, and Steve slowly rocked himself back to a stable state. The two quietly talked to themselves, while crying and rocking back and forth until Mark returned. When he returned Steve and Elizabeth stopped everything and turned to face him. No words were spoken, no noise, no movement. Nothing was needed to communicate at this point. His face was a ghostly shade of white, and his eyes were so grave and distressed, they pierced straight into the hearts of Elizabeth and Steve. The tension in the room was so great it felt as if any word spoken would slice the atmosphere in two and kill all life. Nevertheless, Steve had to know the status of his girlfriend. He pleaded, through his eyes, for Mark to tell him the news, and once Mark made eye contact with Steve’s depressed eyes, there was no turning back. He sat down in the visitor chair closest to the door, closed the door and took a deep breath.

“Kathryn, as well all know, is in a very… serious condition. She received many internal injuries in the crash. Her liver is bruised and her kidney is bleeding internally…” their eyes urged Mark to continue, “Her blood alcohol level was extremely high, causing failure in some of her organs. As we can see her spinal cord cracked in two… meaning, even if she does recover, she will be paralyzed from the waist down for the rest of her life…”

Mark took a deep breath to keep him from crying. Even so, his voice came out shaky and interrupted by hiccups as he stuttered the rest of her condition. “She will never be able to use the restroom on her own… Elizabeth, I can’t image not being able to use the bathroom! And Kathryn can’t. Kathryn…”

Elizabeth got up from her seat and walked over to sit next to Mark. She put her arm around him and buried her face in his shirt to cry some more. After deep breaths to calm his sobs he managed to continue. 

“On the bright side, her parents were called this morning, and they should be here in two or three hours. In fact her entire family is showing up. Also, she will be capable of feeding herself, and will be able to use a wheelchair to get around places…But.  Right now because of the impact of the crash on her head, her respiratory system isn’t working well. So…” he checks and looks at Steve to make sure it’s alright to continue, “unless her heart and lungs drastically improve, she need all of the tubes you see here for the rest of her life…”

“Is she going to make it?” Steve had to know the answer to this simple question.

“Well, there are many complications in body right now Steve. So, it’s hard to tell… You need to look at-” Mark tried answering in the happiest tone of voice he could manage to have at such a time.

“Mark. I need to know. Is- she- going- to- make- it.” He slowly drew it out, making it a statement as appose to a question, so that Mark could clearly hear every word he was saying.

“Steve, you need to consider all the possibilities, what’s injured, what’s-”

Steve got up out of his corner balled up position, walked across the room grabbed Mark by the shoulders and looked him straight into his eyes. “I’m going to ask you one more time, before I go talk to the doctor myself… Is she going to make it?”

“All right, but sit down,” his voice changed, and his half-smile dropped. “The doctors don’t think she’s going to make it. If she makes it through this night then she’s probably home free. She’ll do fine if she survives tonight.”

“But…” Elizabeth prompted Mark to continue.

“But, they don’t think she’ll make it through this night… They say she has an extremely low change of surviving the night… because of all her internal complications… I’m sorry… I don’t know what else to say.”

And with that, Elizabeth and Steve started to silently cry on either side of Kathryn’s bed while holding her hand. 

Steve spoke in a very soft voice, as if he was praying. He held Kathryn’s hands and never took his eyes off of hers.

“I love you Kathryn. And in case you don’t make it I need you to know that. I will always love you… Don’t forget the wonderful times we had, the nights before finals, homecoming week. You have to make it Kathryn. Senior year is almost over… we’ve almost made it… Kathryn, why did this have to happen to you? You are the sweetest, kindest, more caring person in the whole world…” His voice trailed off to a whine, when someone tries to talk while trying to suppress a cry. Steve started muttering words to himself more silently, never changing his position, his grasp on Kathryn. 

Mark exited the room and asked for the nurse’s permission for them to spend the night in Kathryn’s room; then he came back and pulled up a seat next to Elizabeth. The three of them spent the night there, with Kathryn, holding her hands and arms, silently crying to themselves.
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