
His headlights blinded me as I reached into his good-for-nothing car. As long as it’s still running, I guess I couldn’t complain. The ground was covered in ice, burying my concrete driveway. Ice-cycles dipped off my crooked basketball hoop that hasn’t been used in God only knows how long. I tip-toed across the ice, being very careful not to slip. I would never been able to live it down if I were to fall. 


My hands shook as I reached for the door handle. I drew in a long sigh and watched my breath disappear into the atmosphere. I lifted the handle up and got in the car. 


The seats sunk it. It felt good to be in a heated car. I smiled as I took off my shoes, leaned the seat back, and put my feet on his dashboard.


Andrew gave me an evil look, but I just shrugged it off. He reached his hand to turn up his lame death metal music ,but I beat him to it. 


He gave me a stern look this time and I giggled as he pulled out of my driveway.


“Your so lucky you have an awesome brother like me.”


He wasn’t biologically like my brother, but he might as well been. He’s known me since 6th grade. There haven’t been many days in that 3-4 year period we haven’t gone without talking. 


“Mmmhm, sure.”


“Oh come on, you know its true.”



We turned down a long road without any cars, as the eye can see. I glanced over at him. The speed-meter rose and wasn’t begin to stop.


“ANDREW! WHAT THE HELL! STOP IT! SLOW DOWN! WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOUR DOING?!?!?!”


The world spun around us. Trees became blurs and the dotted yellow lines on the road seemed to be one.


“Chill Megan, its okay, they’re no cars out here.”


I put my seat up and looked all around me. My heart jumped out of my chest when I checked the speed-meter: 120mph.


“YOU THINK I GIVE A DAMN!? SLOW DOWN! YOU’RE AN IDIOT. YOU CAN STILL CRASH WITH NO CARS AROUND.”

“Ughh.”


The car slowly began to slow down, stupid teenage-boy drivers.


Car accidents are one of my biggest fears. He knows that. Why in the world would he do this to me? I told him the story behind it all and still he treats it as if it’s a joke.


“Happy?”


I rolled my eyes and we sat in silence.


Last summer, when I was on a 2-mile walk to my house, with 2 of my other best friends, we got in a long conversation about our future. Morgan, who was short, blonde hair, blue eyes, gorgeous, and Hannah, who was tall, reddish-brownish hair, and brown eyes were walking with me.


“Guys,” Morgan started laughing. “What if, I got cancer and I lost all my hair, would you still be my friend.”


“Pftt. No.” That’s what I said. Of course I was joking.


“Yeah, I would.” Hannah’s always the one to be serious. “What if, I had to have surgery and I couldn’t walk and had to be wheeled around in a wheelchair. Would you guys still be my friend? “


“Duh” 


“Nah” Again, I was joking.” What if I got in a car accident and I have to go to the ER and everything and my face got all messed up and I got all weird. Would you guys still be my friend?”


The looked at each other and laughed.


“No!” We laughed together.


2-months later, on June 11th, 2008 at 1pm, I got a voicemail on my phone and it was Morgan.


“M-Megan. C-call me back. I’m at the doctors. Something’s w-wrong with my stomach.” She was sobbing. I paced around my house, trying to get a hold of her and when I failed a million times, I called her boyfriend.


“Bryan?”


“Yeah?”


“Did Morgan call you?”


“…yeah.”


“Do you know what’s wrong?”


“Megan, She has cancer.”


I hung up. My mouth hung open and I couldn’t speak. I got on my bike and rode the 2 mile stretch to Hannah’s house. Everything around me flew by and I couldn’t think. When I got to her house, I parked my bike and banged on her door. Nobody was home. I waited for another 10 minutes before I decided to leave. On my way out, a yellow car appeared with her in the backseat.


“Megannnnn!”


Silence. She started at me. Silence.


“Megan?”


I let out a smile and a little giggle. When something bad happens, I laugh. Its weird but I can’t help it. Hannah starts to smile with me.


“What’s going on?”


Again, Silence took over. I shook my head.


“Oh um. I…I think you should call Morgan.”


“Umm... Okay?”


We ran inside to her living room where she begun to call Morgan, 1,2,3 times and no answer.


“Megan, what’s happening?”


Silence.


“Okay, I’ll tell you but when Morgan tells you, act surprised because I think she would want to tell you herself.”


“What is it?”


“Morgan, uh… Morgan has cancer.”


Hannah’s reaction was one like you would see in a movie. She started to cry and sob. She was squatting by the ground. It was hard to watch. For a while, I could only watch her and then when the hysteria was over, I gave her a hug.


A couple months after that, I got a text message from Hannah. 


Hannah: Hey I just got back from the doctors.


Megan: Yeah? What’d they say?


Hannah: Umm, I have to get surgery this summer.


Megan: No Way! Why?


Hannah: My knee. They’re going to smash it. Then, it’ll have to grow back together. I’ll be in a wheel chair for 3 months and then I’ll have to go through rehab to learn how to walk again.


Megan: Wow dude, that sucks.


It has been a couple months ago since I got that text. Which leaves me here, in a car with a guy that is stupid enough to speed over 120 miles per hour. Every time I get in a car I can’t help but wonder if this is my night. Car accidents have become my biggest fear after this and also watching those safety crash commercials with the dummies in the cars. I don’t want that to be me. 


“I’m sorry Megan.” Andrew speaks finally.


I look down.


“Its okay.”


We pull up in his driveway. The rocks below us are covered in ice too so I walk slowly over them.


“Walk slow enough”


I gave him my go-to-hell stare and it shuts him up pretty fast.


His parents are sitting on the couch watching TV. I flash a smile at them and continue to follow Andrew down the stairs to his basement.


“Hey Megan, Whaddup?” 


“Hey Cody.”


“Supp Megan!”


I laughed.


“Stanley.”


This was my life. I had the tightest group of girls and then a bunch of guy friends. They were all on his couch playing video games. What else is new? I ran to him drum set. Searching for the set of sticks, I found one with the end chipped off. What the heck? I then saw the 2 meant to be played with and started “banging” on the drums, Literally.


All the guys looked at me as I played. I sucked and I knew it, but it was fun. I decided to give them a show and start head banging along with the terrible sound of the drums. They started laughing and when I finally looked up and stopped I had caught all their attention.


“Your Jealous.”


They rolled their eyes and went back to their video games. The night went by fast and at 10pm, Andrew took me home. I watch the speed-meter the whole time.


The week drug on pretty slow and the following week, a little bit faster. 


One evening I was on the computer and Andrew popped up on my screen on instant messenger.


Andrew: Sup Sis


Megan: Nm, You?


Andrew: I got to tell you something, but Cody needs to be here. Can you do a conference.


Megan: Yeah sure, Hold on.


-Invite Andrew and Cody to Conference-


-Yes-


-Andrew and Cody has entered the conference-


Andrew: Okay Megan.


Cody: Ey Megan.


Andrew: So Cody and I were drifting after school today…


Andrew: And we flipped our car 3 times.


Cody: Yeah! We had to go to the ER.


Cody: I broke 3 vertebrae, a whip lashed neck and a really sore back. 


Megan: You guys are lying.


Andrew: Are you serious?


Megan: Yeah.


Andrew: No were not.


At this point in time I began to freak out. I watched the image in my head of my 2 best guy friends rolling in a car. I was almost to the point of tears whenever Andrew continued:


Andrew: Nah were just kidding.


What the fuck. Are you kidding me? I’m not talking to these guys. There’s no way. What assholes. 

