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On a warm spring night, at exactly 8:35 pm, a mud-stained, white 2017 Toyota

Tacoma slowly rolls up to the curb of a bustling, party house surrounded by pine woods

and desolate highways. Four young men jump out of the scented cabin of the Tacoma,

excited for a night of partying, laughing and enjoying themselves.

“Guys, this is going to be awesome!” Jason exclaims.

“Hell yeah it is let’s go.” Jeremy seconds.

The four guys sprint up the can-infested lawn. They slow down as they approach

the concrete steps of the front door. They walk up to open the door without haste.

Flooded by the pure chaos of the party, the delighted, young men take it all in. In the

party was wild dancing, whipping cream, sugar-filled candy, blinding neon lights,

ear-piercing music and all the beer that a liver can take. The young men, instantly

hooked by the overwhelming craziness, party away and have the time of their lives.

However they do not realize the grave they dug for themselves.

An hour and a half of partying quickly passes by. Ten o’clock arrives like a

horrifying sword as Robert realizes a damning fact, he has to be home by 10:15.

“Mom and Dad are going to kill me. I am dead meat. I am roadkill.” Robert says

to himself.

Snapped out of his daze, like a man revived from the dead, he finds Jason,

Jeremy, and the last member of the group, Dylan.



“Uh… guys’?” Robert drawls.

“I need—— to get home.”

“NOW.”

“No please I wanna—— I wanna stay some morreeee.” Jason blurts.

“No we have to—- leave” Robert says

“UGH Fine” Jason defeatingly screams

The boys leave at a minute’s notice and quickly drone over the lawn to what

seemed to be the white Tacoma. Jason trips on the way into the driver's seat and dazed

by the alcohol, doesn’t fasten his seatbelt. Determined to return as quickly as he can, he

puts the truck in drive and hastily pulls out and speeds down the desolate road to

Robert’s home. The subwoofer in the truck blasts out music as the truck accelerates to

the tempo of the song. As Jason takes a sharp turn, each boy falls toward the door as

Jason recklessly yanks the wheel to his right.

Jason speeds down the highway as the tempo climbs and climbs until everything

around them materializes into beams of light. The boys have transcended. As this

occurs, they drift over the median into the opposite lane. They let the music and the

lights take them away from the world. The lights slowly widen until it blinds each boy.

Jason senses kick into gear and he drastically veers the car to the right to return into

his lane. Cars flare their horn as the truck balances from left to right. Jason loses

control. The car steers and turns as he attempts to regain control. However his attempts

become futile as the car flips again and again into the thin ditch alongside the highway.



*****************************************************************************************

The crickets and frogs brood and croak as the wind whips incessantly in the

distance. Time is still until cars quickly pull over, horrified at the scene. The paramedics

are called immediately, who rush to the scene, as the drivers examine the situation.

Dylan flung out of the truck, miraculously landed in a boggy field several feet away.

Immediately in a state of shock, Dylan kneels into the swampy blades of grass, unable

to grasp the situation.

“Are they alive? Are they okay? Is any of this even real?” Dylan desperately

inquires

He sprints to the truck through the ponds and bogs as bystanders look in awe at

his stroke of luck. Dylan’s vision blurs. Lights become beams of color as he slogs

towards the truck. He sprints as quickly as he can until he trips on a hidden root and

falls into a quiet bed of grass as exhaustion takes hold and he passes out.

Dylan wakes up in a hospital bed with a sling around his arm and a cast around

his leg. He slowly sits up and looks around the empty room. From the window

overlooking a city on the left to a box-tv on a wooden ledge in the center to a window

and a closed door opening to the busy hallway on the right. As Dylan glances to his

right, the door creaks open slowly. An unassuming nurse pops her head through the

door.

“Dylan is it?” The nurse asks as she peeps between the door and the frame

“Yes.” Dylan groggily replies

The nurse slowly walks towards him to give him the news.



“I am very sorrowful to inform you but your friends did not make it.” The nurse

sorrowfully reveals

The realization hits Dylan like a bus. Dylan flabbergasted, can only stare off at

the wall comprehending what she just told him.

“I am so sorry” the nurse sorrowfully concludes

“Why me God!?” Dylan screams

“WHY ME?!”

“Why am I alive?”

On the verge of tears Dylan hugs the nurse. Dylan’s questions hangs in the

balance until an answers ends the silence

“Maybe you’re alive because god wants to teach you something” the nurse

alludes

“Give it some thought okay?”

“Yeah, thank you.” Dylan sniffly says

They end their embrace as the nurse walks to the door.

“I’ll be right here if you need help okay?” The nurse says

“Okay.” Dylan quietly mouths


