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The car sat under the only non-working light on the street. The shadow stood in stark 

contrast to the yellow glow. Even the drizzle falling from the sky didn’t do anything to lift the 
gloom. The car had been sitting so long, it’s engine had become cold. 

No traffic passed the parked car. Every house on the street was dark, all the occupants 
asleep. Dreams unseen from without kept all living creatures wrapped within their own fantasies. 
Leah sat on the curb, letting herself blend into the scenery. Smoke curled from the end of her 
forgotten cigarette as she stared into space. Ash dropped silently to the tip of her worn, brown 
boots. 

Nowhere to go. She flicked the half-burned cigarette into the street. The car was 
dead. Five hundred miles out, and nowhere to  

For three hours she’d sat there, with not a single car or person passing by. Just like a 
ghost town. She could almost see the tumbleweeds rolling down the street. Except that there was 
no wind and there were no tumbleweeds. And it wasn’t the wild west. 

An engine rumbled in the distance. Leah stared at the water drops splashing into the 
pavement. A truck pulled into her line of sight and stopped. She blinked a few times, bringing 
herself out of her reverie. She looked up slowly. 

The driver’s window rolled down to reveal a woman in her thirties. 
She looked down at Leah and then back at the car. 
“Do you need a ride, sweetie?” she asked. Leah stared at her for a long moment and then 

looked at her own broken down car. After a long silence, she stood up and slung her knapsack 
over her shoulder. She walked around the truck and climbed into the passenger seat. The lady 
waited for her to be secured and then started off again. 

“So, where are you headed, sweetie?” 
Leah shook her head, propped her elbow on the door and rested her chin in her hand. 
They passed the time in silence. The only lights were the occasional street lamps, the 

truck’s headlights, and the glow of the dashboard. The lady started to speak several times, but 
then would glance at Leah and close her mouth again. 

After an hour, she pulled to a stop by a bus stop. “Here you go, sweetie,” she said. Her 
voice trembled a little. “You’ll be able to head where ever you are going from here.” 

Leah blinked and looked at her. With a deep breath, she swung open the truck door and 
hopped out. She barely had time to close the door before the lady drove off. She watched the red 
lights until they were out of sight and then shrugged and sat on the bench. 

Doesn’t matter where, as long as it’s going somewhere.  


