
One Last Song

“Bzz Bzz Bzz” Glancing to my bedside table my phone lights up “Kat, I really need

help.. Please just this last time.. I won't bug you again.. My parents just can't find out…. Please!”

my eyes scan at the time, 3:46 AM. While trying to submerge myself in my sheets again I jump

up realizing she won’t find a different safe way home. “Give me ten,” I write back, knowing I

only will need five. I throw on the most random outfit and run out the door while texting my

mom that I would be right back. It is a brisk fall night with the temperature dropping at about 25

degrees as I turn the defrost on full blast and wait for my windshield to clear.

The roads are pasted with white, we have had one snowfall that was just enough

to salt the roads leaving the stained wash that will be familiar throughout the winter season. I pull

into the driveway on Cranberry Drive, always one of the biggest hits for a big party. Tonight's

occasion is an after Halloween party. This and the New Years seem to always be one of the

biggest for Jack, one of the most popular football boys in the league. After Tate and his break up

things haven’t been the same. I walk through the door and my stomach churns by the putrid

stench of alcohol and weed. I look around with everyone passing out from their drunken somber

with solo cups plastering the walk beneath my feet crunching with every step. Stepping into the

foyer I see her at the kitchen table leaning over talking to a group of girls. Telling myself that this

isn't like her, and she's just having a rough time I go over and tell her it's time to hit the road. She

gets up slurring her words and practically falling over before I just piggy back her out of the

house. “Hey, you got her I can help you out” Jack says as he steps over trying to stand straight

himself. “All set, have a fun clean up,” I blatantly state back as I kick my way through the rubble

on the floor. Turning around I slam the door shut and then gently place her in the car not saying a



word. “Kit Kattt… please… don’t… be.. mad…at… me…” she slurs her words barely getting

them out with a gap in between each word. She has never been the party type but Jack got her

into going to them, and since they broke up she just attends in hopes to get drunk enough to

numb some of the pain. I am angry and I've learned not to discuss your feelings with a drunk

person as they won’t remember tomorrow and I realize it's best to wait until morning. As for

now, I need to get her home and to bed so she can hopefully sleep this off.

Clicking the engine on, and shifting into reverse she grabs my phone out of the

cupholder. “Tate, stop it's a short ride home and we will be there quickly just sit back and close

your eyes.” Hoping by the time I got there that she would have sobered up a little, this time it

was not going to happen, she was still beyond drunk. “It’s okay I’ll pick a gooood song” she says

as I look over at the passenger seat as I see her window roll all the way down with one hand. The

other is cranking the radio to full volume and she unclicks her seatbelt, with the strap flying off

her upper body. She begins dancing out the window and is no longer controllable. Yelling, I have

never yelled this loud at someone before, “Tate, sit down and buckle up NOW!” As her body is

lifting off the seat I pull it down reaching for the seatbelt drastically trying to strap her back in.

My wheel jolts to the side as my arm reaches, pulling back and forth. One minute.. one more

minute. As I slow to a stop to turn I catch her body as she tries to fly her hands out too far. I take

my eyes off the road for what feels like a split second right after I turn. “To the windowww to

the….”

I sit in the ICU as my eyes open and the pain hits. My arm, my legs, my everything feels

like I just got hit with a hammer on the entirety of my body. There is presence in the room as if

there is movement around me. A faint knock on the door as someone stepped in the room and I

overhear a conversation start, and the sharp sound of heavy breathing. “Katherine has been in a



high speed collision as she rounded a corner while drifting into oncoming traffic in the other

lane, she hit a large semi truck that was approaching.” The doctor is speaking to someone but I

am zoned out looking at the white ceiling tiles above my head. “Your daughter is extremely

lucky ma’am, I am hoping for the best but as of now we don’t know the extent of her injuries

until further testing. We aren’t even sure if she can hear what we are saying or if there are further

injuries that are not seen as of now.” His voice sounds as though he is grieving with my mother

as I can hear her sobs as she reaches my bedside and the touch of her hand gently against mine. I

scan my eyes to see a wall of people quickly rushing in as I block out all but my mother and

father with tears streaming down their faces. They are talking to each other in between glancing

at me on the bedside. “Tate!” I scream trying to sit up on the bed. Doctor Rhymes is seen in a

figure as he gives unsettling looks at my mother. “She’s okay!” my mother screams, and Doctor

Rhymes brings thoughts back to my question. “Katherine I’m very sorry to inform you that she

didn’t survive the collision; she was ejected from the car upon impact,” He states blankly. My

world stopped, he’s lying, he has to be, I just want one more song.


