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 I practically flew out of her driveway. I could not get out of there fast enough. I heard the 

crunch of the gravel under my wheels and the ping as stones struck the car’s undercarriage. I 

could not stand to see her lying there like that. 

 The weather was awful. The roads were coated with ice and untreated. What had 

compelled me to drive such a distance in such abysmal conditions? She had a hold on me that I 

couldn’t explain. She called, and I went. But, I shouldn’t have tonight. 

I hadn’t checked the directions as I sped away. I should have programmed my GPS. I just 

wanted to get home. I should have called John. JT would be sound asleep at this hour. 

 Suddenly, I thought of that Robert Frost poem, “Stopping by the Woods on a Snowy 

Evening” and in particular the line that says, “And miles to go before I sleep, and miles to go 

before I sleep.” I had to put some distance between her and me. They’d discover her eventually.  

I pressed the heel of my right hand against my right eye to wipe away the tears that were starting, 

and dislodged a contact lens in the process. I fumbled to retrieve it, and fortunately found it stuck 

to my lower eyelash. I quickly popped it back in my eye. 

 The heater in the car was on the fritz again. I had to get it fixed. I’d tell John in the 

morning. In the meantime, I had to keep driving in the freezing cold dark night. I fiddled with the 

controls and repositioned the vents. I raised one balled fist and then the other to my mouth and 

blew warm breath on each. I could not get warm fast enough. I felt a chill run down my spine 
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that I knew was deeper than the lack of heat in my car. For a split second, I took both hands off 

the wheel just to rub them together. 

 Suddenly the car was spinning out of control, but it seemed as if I were moving in slow 

motion. I saw trees, then highway, then a gray blur of sky, then trees and road again. It was like a 

picture in a Zoetrope, that salad spinner-like contraption that JT and I had just experimented with 

at the Science Museum last Saturday. We had drawn a stick figure standing on the ground and 

then a half inch above the bottom of the paper and so on until his head was touching the top of 

the page, so that when it was inserted in the Zoetrope and spun quickly, it looked as if he were 

jumping. 

 I instinctively peered into the back seat to see that JT was OK, but, of course, he wasn’t 

there. I turned back to look through the windshield and my head hit the steering wheel. I saw 

stars and then nothingness.  

 I must have blacked out, because when I came to, I was staring through the windshield 

trying to make sense of this fuzzy blob that finally came into focus and turned out to be an 

evergreen in the distance. I shook my head to clear the haze, and slowly I started to make out my 

surroundings. 

 I gently pressed my right foot on the gas pedal. I applied slight pressure. Nothing. 

Another light pump. No movement. Finally out of desperation, I gunned the engine. The car 

roared back to life and shot forward. 

 I heard a crunch quite dissimilar to the sound of the stones on the driveway back there. 

There was something under my tires. It murmured softly over the howling of the wind. I rolled 

over the body. I listened to its gurgles. I smiled. I felt a sigh of relief. The car had stopped. Then, 

I felt sick to my stomach. What had I done? How much damage had I caused? I couldn’t get out 
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and look. The back end of the car was wedged against the edge of dense woods. The car was 

facing the road, and I would need to drive over the body again in order to continue driving home.  

 I propelled myself forward. I urged myself to just get to the road and I’d be fine.  I willed 

myself not to look back. I tried desperately to face forward and drive away. But, my conscience 

got the better of me and I darted a glance over my right shoulder at the sign on the metal post. 

“Remembering Brook”, it said. “Longest natural body of water in Nauset County.” 


