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I was driving home with the guys after the party. The party of the year had just taken

place. This party had everyone in attendance and an open bar with every drink imaginable.

However, I just so happened to be the closest thing to a designated driver you’ll ever get at one

of those parties because I don’t even drink that much. Also, I could never leave my car

somewhere my parents would find out. What was the best course of action? We piled about

seven people into the five-seater sedan and I brought my drunk friends home. On the way to the

second stop, we had to hit the highway for about ten miles. The road felt practically isolated

from society, only a couple sets of lonely headlights shined towards us on the opposite side of the

median. I pressed my foot harder on the accelerator. The speedometer rose higher until we

reached about 120 miles per hour. I thought that was fast enough. Lights that existed far in the

distance had crept intensely close. Two sets of headlights side by side pierce through the

windshield. The GPS had said “In 2 miles take exit 15.” I glanced at the screen to see what

information the GPS had just spat out at me. Some road work must have taken during the day

because the road turned rough, unbearably rough. The lights turned towards us. A massive

pothole resided in our path. The roads in New England are terrible. No wonder road work was

being done again. Some noise blared throughout the air, my eyes had returned upwards. The

headlights that were on the other side of the median had transitioned in front of the vehicle, just

mere feet ahead. That’s when the earth-shattering connection between my vehicle and a

semi-truck occurred. The clash was explosive. The sound of twisting metal and shattering glass

rang out in the quiet night air. I slowly felt my vehicle crumple and deform around me. A shroud

of immense pressure and pain engulfed my body. I can only imagine that the sound echoed for



miles. I remained watching the scene from above, out of my body, if even still recognizable. The

twisted mess that resembled a ball of steel wool looked like it contained the scraps of a butcher

shop. An unnecessary amount of organs and blood sprawled among the interior and flowed into

the roadway.

Time felt like it skipped ahead, I don’t remember the events that took place after the

crash. I snapped back into reality at a gathering of some sort. I only saw family and friends, my

loved ones. I couldn’t tell where we were, I only saw the crowd of people standing around. An

immense feeling of gloom existed and I couldn’t tell why. The faces of the crowd showed deep

sadness and no one responded when I talked to them, like I wasn’t even there. That’s the moment

I saw my mother breaking down sitting in a chair disconnected from the group protected by my

father. A loud voice from behind me stated, “Please be seated.” I saw pictures of myself and the

surroundings filled in. I sat among this crowd standing in a beautiful park covered by blossoming

trees and the rays of sunshine. As the man continued to speak, “We are here to celebrate the life

of…” I freaked out. What was happening was impossible. How was I attending my own funeral?

I ran away from the crowd but I couldn’t leave. Some field of energy existed holding me from

leaving. I had no other choice but to sit there and watch my own funeral. I watched the remaining

time of the event from over the shoulders of my crying parents.

I blinked my eyes to try and avoid shedding a tear if at all possible. When my eyes

opened again. I stood motionless in the middle of the party. My fingertips barely grazed the

condensation-lined can of beer my friend held out. The immense weight of car keys in my jeans

pocket held my body in place, not being able to reach any further for the drink. I stopped myself

from even trying to reach out any further and brought my arm back to my side along with the

words “Gotta drive, better not risk it. Who knows what could happen?”


