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The Mount Shasta Hitchhiker


You wouldn't believe what happened to me recently. I'm dying to tell someone. The names have been changed, of course.

We were driving, that is I was driving and the guys were in the car with me. Nathan was in the front passenger's seat, and Roger was in the back. It was almost midnight, Friday night, and I was driving my Jeep Grand Cherokee. My Jeep's as white as new fallen snow. We were going to my cabin in Mount Shasta City. It's by the lake, Lake Siskiyou, and has a view of Mount Shasta.

We left Redding late. We had to watch the game and then sober up a little. We watched the game at Nathan's place. Nathan's divorced, like the rest of us, only he got the house. I live in a pretty nice condo, and Roger lives in an apartment. Anyway, we packed up and left. It was pretty cold that night, even considering it was winter. I remember that for a fact. We all wore heavy coats, and Nathan and I had on scarves. I was wearing boots too, of course, boots, jeans, a sweater, you know.

Roger, who was in the back by himself, passed out asleep. I can still hear him snoring. Thankfully Nathan, who was up front, stayed awake and kept me awake. He's a pretty interesting guy really. The drive to Mount Shasta City goes up through the mountains of course. The road winds around and there are trees everywhere and it seems dark even though you've got your headlights on bright. There's not much in the mountains. I mean, there aren't any gas stations or stores along the road.

We passed a few semis crawling in the slow lane and got back over. The roads were wet but not icy. We were talking about the game when Nathan told me to pull over.

"Pull over. I mean pull over now," he had said. "I see someone walking."

I parked way over on the shoulder and said, "So?"

"It's a girl."

Sure enough, she, and I mean Terri, came up on the passenger's side window, and Nathan rolled it down.

"Thank you for stopping," she said. "I'm about to freeze solid."

I believed her. She had a coat on, but she was wearing a skirt and black stockings.

"Why are" was as far as I got.

"Why am I out here in the middle of nowhere?" she said. "Did you see the lumber in the road?"

"A few miles back there? Yeah we saw it. I was in the passing lane, though," I said.

"Well I wasn't. It took me by surprise. I hit the wood and got two flat tires on my left side," she said. I figured there were nails in the planks. A truck probably lost some empty crates, and they busted when they hit the road.

"Both of 'em?" I asked.

"Yeah. Sucks."

I knew right away that we probably couldn't change both her tires. It was doubtful that my spare was the same size as hers.

"So your car is back there?" Nathan asked. Roger was starting to wake up.

"Yes. And I made sure that I locked it."

"What, may I ask, do you drive?" Nathan asked.

"A Prius. A blue Prius."

Right then I knew for sure my spare wouldn't fit her car. However, her car could still be towed if the good front tire could be put on the back so that both back tires were good.

"You coulda called a tow truck," I said without thinking.

"I would have, but I'm not getting cell phone service out here," she said, her hands across her chest and held tight.

I checked my phone. Sure enough, there were no bars.

"Get in," I said. "If you want to."

"I thought you'd never ask," she said, shivering.

She sat up in front, between me and Nathan. By this time, Roger, the guy in the back seat, was wide awake but still a little drunk. He kept blinking his eyes and shaking his head at the same time that he swayed a little. He's funny to watch sometimes.

She introduced herself to Nathan. Nathan's extremely well educated, so he doesn't scare women, you know?

After they talked for a minute, I said, "Hi Terri. My name's Ted. Nice to meet you."

My name isn't really Ted, and I didn't tell her my name is Ted, but you get the idea.

She said, "Ted, you saved me from becoming a 5'5" ice cube. Forever am I indebted for your service. Thank you so much."

Wow. Terri was really a nice gal, but I didn't really know what she was saying.

I said, "We can call a tow truck when we get cell phone service back. By the way, where are you headed?"

She said, "A tow truck would be wonderful! Why am I up here? I'm supposed to attend a wedding in Portland on Sunday. My best friend from high school, she's getting married. I hope I make it there in time. I'd really hate to miss her wedding."

Roger, who is a blue collar guy, said, "What da ya think Ted? Mount Shasta's gotta have a tow truck service?"

I glanced at Roger via the rear view mirror, seeing his moustache and muscular neck, remembering that Roger's a welder and his forearms are huge and veiny, and said, "Probably. If it doesn't, then Weed or Dunsmuir has one. Somebody's got to have a tow truck. Even if they don't..."

Nathan jumped in with "Even if they don't, all we have to do is take two new mounted tires down there and change the tires."

Nathan is a know-it-all but he's my good friend. He works in a nice office building and has his own office in it, I've dropped by a couple of times so I know where it is, but I don't know what the hell he really does.

You must be wondering how we three met. We met at a sports bar in Redding. I think it was about 5 pm. I get off work pretty early, and Nathan and Roger took off early that day. We drank like fish that afternoon. Redding is a small big town, so we woulda ran into each other eventually.

Anyway, Terri said that she was feeling so much better about things. She said she had been pretty worried.

About ten minutes later, Terri said, "Can you do me a huge favor? I hate to ask this, but I'm dying to go to the bathroom. Is there any place I can tinkle?"

Roger blurted out, "Why didn't you pee when you were walking outside?"

He didn't mean to be rude, but it sounded pretty accusatory.

All she said was, "It was dark and I was afraid. Besides, I didn't know I needed to pee until I warmed up and sat down."

I said, "No problem. I can pull over, but about the only place you can pee is by a stand of trees. If you wanna wait, we'll be in Mount Shasta soon."

She said she had to go ASAP and some trees would be fine. So I pulled over at a vista point. There weren't any bathrooms there, but all she needed to do was pee.

I haven't mentioned this yet, but now is the time. It had snowed before we left. The roads were clear, but there was snow everywhere else.

She had on flats, I think that's what you call them. She got out of the car and walked about ten feet, to the edge of a blanket of snow, and stopped. She pulled down her panties, she was wearing a skirt you know, and sat down and peed. The car lights were on, the headlights and the red lights, and we couldn't help but see her even though she wasn't in front of the car. I do mean we saw her. We watched her with fascination.

Roger said, "I'm turned on now."

I said, "Don't be rude."

He replied, "I'm not. Jus' sayin'."

Roger has sandy brown hair. It's long, too long if you ask me, and he has a mustache. He's clean and all, but he looks like a refugee from 1975.

Terri finished. She was a little embarrassed, I think. She smiled one of those I'm-trying-to-be-a-nice-person smiles. I was hoping she wasn't afraid of us. I didn't want to freak her out.

Nathan opened the door and she got back in and we took off.

She said, "Where are we headed now?"

I said, "To my cabin."

"Oh," was all she said. Her eyes got really wide.

I said, "Well, I doubt we could get a tow truck tonight. Might as well wait and try in the morning."

She waited and then said, "Can I spend the night there with you guys?"

I said, "Sure. No problem."

Actually all three of us guys said something to the effect of yes, that'll be wonderful.

Then I
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