
I’m on my way 

Her car was fifteen years old and had a crumpled bonnet from where she’d crashed into the 

back of a parked truck earlier that night. Rust had eaten some of the metal by the wheels and 

when she ran it in idle or pushed it to go faster you could hear heat shield rattling off the 

engine. It had no air conditioning, just a hot and cold blower that half worked when the car 

started to overheat. She liked that car. It had cracked leather seats and though the radio was 

broken she had filled it with CDs by Johnny Cash, Bob Dylan, Frank Sinatra and Carole King 

that she played on a loop. She was twenty-eight and she hated driving at night because 

everything looked the same. She told me this five-minutes after I met her. 

She was driving down the long straight road that headed south from Glasgow. Four plastic 

bags filled the back seat with some clothes shoved in them. The girl was called Stacy and I 

can still remember her. I was standing on the side of the road with a headache and sunglasses 

on even though it was night. I had no money. No bags with me and I didn’t know where I 

was going and only a confused memory of how I had gotten there. I let five cars go past me 

who I knew would have stopped and picked me up because I knew Stacy was coming. Don’t 

ask me how I knew. You know those feelings you get sometimes. They are ache in the pit of 

your stomach. I knew red-headed Stacy was coming for me and I knew something would 

happen when she did. I just knew something would happen. I knew it like I knew my own 

name. Like I knew the taste of milk. People get the same feeling before they get robbed. They 

know they shouldn’t go to where they know it will happen, but they always do. I should have 

gotten into one of the five cars. Any one of them would have done. I felt nothing for them, 

but I had to go where something would happen. It’s what anyone would do.  

I saw her red hair and the headlights of the car and I stuck out my thumb. Her hair was flying 

half out the open window and the rattle of her engine bounced off the road and spilt into the 



night and was lost. She skidded to a stop five meters away from me and beckoned me with 

one finger to get in the car. I got in and she started talking about herself. I only half-listened 

because my head hurt, and I wanted to sleep and after fifteen minutes I put my head on the 

window and did so.  

When I woke up she was steering with her knees and lighting a cigarillo that smelled of 

vanilla. I didn’t know how long I’d slept for, but it couldn’t have been for long. The moon 

was still high. She turned and smiled at me when she saw I was awake.  

“So, where are you going to sleepy?” She asked flicking ash out the window. Asking about 

me for the first time.  

I didn’t know and I said so and she laughed.  

“You all say that.”  

“Who?” I replied. 

“Hitchhikers. You like to think your all mysterious. Though you barely see any now.”  

“It’s a different time now,” I answered back, and she laughed again. 

“True.” 

She carried on smoking as I stared out the window though I could see her eyes flicking up 

every now and then to the rear window to look at her bags in the seat. I could tell she wanted 

me to ask about them. About where she was going but I didn’t care. My headache was gone 

now I had slept, and I was just waiting now. I could have gotten out the car anywhere. When 

you have no destination, anywhere is where you’re going.  

“I’m going to London.” She said. Flicking her hair with her ash. “I know what you’re 

thinking… that’s a long way to go. Four hundred miles from here. Ten-hour drive.”  



I nodded.  

“Do you think you’ll get out anywhere near London?” She asked with a bit of hope in her 

voice.  

“I guess it doesn’t really matter. I could do.” I replied knowing I didn’t want to spend that 

much time with her but knowing I had to stay by her side until something happened.  

After that, she was even more talkative. She clearly was glad of the company and she put on 

a Johnny Cash CD and started singing out the window. It was around three in the morning 

and we were driving on a narrow road that curved around a mountain. I knew after the 

mountain we would hit the freeway and I knew that from there the road was pretty much 

straight until London. I knew the words to the Johnny Cash song, but I didn’t want to sing 

along with her. I didn’t really like her, and I didn’t like how I felt my destiny was wrapped 

around hers. She was too concerned with what I thought, and I could feel her desperation for 

me to think she was interesting.  

She was a good singer though and her voice echoed around the narrow road as it carried 

through her open window. The sunglasses I was wearing cast little reflections of myself in 

front of my eyes when I stared out my window and I took them off so I could forget what I 

looked like. One single leafless tree hung on the side of the mountain we were passing. 

Almost horizontal and beneath it one branch I could see what looked like a deer. It had the 

shape of a deer. Of course, it was dark, and I could have been wrong, but I like to think it was 

a deer. Alive under a dead tree. Watching the car as we sped past and hearing the engine and 

Stacy’s voice. I wondered what it thought of us. 

When the song finished she turned the music back down and smiled a little breathlessly at me 

and I smiled back. 

“You’re a good singer,” I said. 



“Thank you. My parents always said I was, but you can’t take their opinions seriously.”  

I nodded again. She started singing the next song, one I didn’t know, and I looked around and 

wondered how wide the mountain was. From either side of the car, all you could see were its 

steep walls climbing up until at the very top you saw a glimmer of the moon and some pale 

stars.  

“You like old music then?” I asked after a while to stop her singing and she smiled.  

“Oh, you noticed. I know it’s weird, but you know you like what you like.” She said 

shrugging a little bit. “I used to listen to all that new music when I was younger, but you like 

what you like. There isn’t any point fighting it I suppose.” She had a smug grin on her face, 

and I could tell she had said the exact same thing to many people, many different times.  

“Why are you on your way to London?” I asked suddenly because I realised out of all the 

stuff she told me. That was all she hadn’t said.  

Stacy rolled her window up and got the tips of her red hair trapped in it, but she didn’t seem 

to notice, before answering me. She coughed. A deep cough that was as fake as anything I 

had ever heard. The kind of fake that just seems pointless. She seemed to be stalling so she 

could think of an answer and I coughed a little myself so she would hurry up.  

“I don’t really know. I had a feeling that I should.” 

The answer was vague, and a lie and I opened my mouth to say so before she carried on. The 

words coming out fast. Faster than she could lie I was sure.  

“That’s not true. I’m sorry. There is a guy. There is always a guy and I used to go out with 

one who moved down there a few years ago and he wrote me this email. You know those 

emails you get from exes after a few years. The ones who have lost all their money and their 

relationships and their jobs and are living in a squat in Camden and selling piss to some 



dodgy people who sell it to addicts who need it for drug tests. Anyway. He wrote this email 

and I could tell he needed me. I read the email over and over and I could feel his desperation 

in there. It made me fall in love with him all over again. My parents, who I still live with, told 

me if I went I could stay gone so I packed some clothes and left. Then I guess I was feeling 

pretty lonely and I saw you. Though you don’t speak much. The company is better than my 

shadow I suppose.”  

There was a small silence after that, and I nodded and nodded because nodding seemed to be 

the most logical thing to do after her ramble. When words fail. Nodding is the only word you 

need.  

“Well, maybe you can help him out.” I finally said after she stared at me for a while in search 

of a reply.  

“Oh, that was just an example of the kind of email. He’s fine I’m sure. He just needs 

someone to get him back on track.” She said, turning her eyes away from me.  

“Oh sure,” I said wanting to laugh. “What’s the rush to get to him then?”  

“Well, he needs me. When someone needs you, you can’t really say no can you.”  

“But did he actually tell you to go? Did he say he needed you? What if you get there and he 

doesn’t even want to see you?”  

“You don’t understand. I know him. Do you know him? No. You don’t and I can tell when 

someone I know needs me.” 

When did he write this email?”  

“About three weeks ago.”  

“So, what if he doesn’t need help anymore?” 



“I…” 

I started laughing out loud before she could think of something to say and she looked at me. I 

laughed for about a minute because I could feel it hurting her and I wanted to for some 

reason. As I laughed I wondered if this was all that would happen. This was the big event I 

felt was coming with this woman. If it was I knew I would stop following my gut. My gut 

would have wasted my life and rewarded me only with some laughter in an old car.  

After I stopped laughing she turned the radio back up. She picked up her box of cigarillos, 

put one in her mouth and stared straight ahead at the road. She lit it without taking her eyes 

off the road. I could see some wetness in the corner of one of her eyes and I felt it in my 

heart. Pity for this girl. Pity. The most glorious of feelings you can feel for someone you 

don’t really like. It felt like something important as she stared straight ahead. It felt like a 

moment I wouldn’t forget. Her knuckles were a pale white on the wheel as she gripped it 

tight and the wetness from the corner of the eye I could see had been released from its prison 

and was singing prisoner songs of freedom as it dripped down her cheek. Stacy. That was her 

name and I felt myself in my head. I heard my own voice and I told myself to remember this 

moment. Because it felt like something and I was happy because if nothing else, she had 

given me this image and I knew I would carry it until I could carry nothing anymore.  

“I didn’t mean to laugh,” I said after a while of staring at her. “I just meant are you sure 

you’re doing the right thing.” 

“I do.” She said. The tears vanishing on her cheeks as if they had never been there. “I know it 

sounds stupid but everything anyone does is stupid if you look at it too closely and things 

work out sometimes. It doesn’t happen often, but they do.” She hit her hand on the steering 

wheel to prove her point some more when she finished speaking and looked straight at me as 

if knowing I agreed made it true.  



I shrugged because I didn’t know what to say and before I could think of anything the car 

slipped off the road to the right and fell almost quietly into a large pile of rocks that flipped 

us and landed the car on its back.  

I didn’t fall asleep or anything and I lay there for a few minutes feeling proud that I wasn’t 

hurt. The only pain I had was a burn on my right hand where the ember of her cigarillo had 

fallen onto it. Stacy looked dead and probably was dead. Her head was a mess. A red line ran 

from her nose to her scalp where a bit of glass had cut it open and I thought as I looked at her. 

I thought about something I couldn’t really name. The thought was a feeling. A feeling I had 

never had before, and it took over my pride for myself. Miraculously the radio was still 

playing even though the engine had cut off. The music was loud still, and Johnny Cash’s 

deep voice was all I could really hear.  

I coughed a little because it seemed like something to do when you’ve been in a car crash. I 

tried to get my seatbelt off eventually, but it was stuck. The window on my side of the car 

was only cracked and I could see the freeway about a mile down the road. The mountain was 

still on either side of us.  

The thought that was a feeling vanished as soon as I looked away from Stacy and instead I 

pictured her how she had looked when I’d upset her and that made me feel better about the 

whole situation. I felt quite glad really that I at least knew what I had been waiting for with 

her. With Stacy. I thought it had just been that memory of her driving. But it had been more. I 

was in the alleyway right now. I had been mugged and I was thinking that I should never 

have gone down that alleyway. I should never have gone to where something was happening. 

But I was glad I had gone, and I was even glad I had been mugged.  

I looked at Stacy for the last time because I knew I wouldn’t look again because I couldn’t 

take that thought-feeling. I couldn’t take it. I barely knew her, and I hadn’t liked her, but I 



couldn’t take it and I felt a little embarrassed at that. You know how you do sometimes. I 

looked at her and I didn’t speak because no words came to me then. I didn’t say her name and 

I didn’t say are you ok. I didn’t try and say something respectful because I barely knew her, 

and I barely cared. I just nodded and nodded and nodded and stared until I couldn’t take it 

anymore. 

 

END 

 

 


