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Amy Mullins packed her laptop inside her laptop bag ensuring it would remain safe during her travels. Scanning the handwritten list she made, Amy chose an activity to begin with as soon as she arrived. Having a fondness for traveling and sharing new information with people, she opened a blog specifically to share her experiences with others. Planning a trip to Blue Ridge to indulge in the food tours, dessert tours and catch the train to McCaysville would surely drive traffic to her growing blog.

Though her blog has a sizable following, Amy felt it lacked. The followers she gained loved her style and couldn’t wait to experience the many things she shares with them. Checking for the final time, she zipped her luggage closed and placed inside the trunk of her sports utility vehicle. Tapping the body of her vehicle, she encouraged it to last one more trip and soon she’d retire old trusty.

Gathering the road map she printed, Amy studied the back roads becoming captivated by the thought of a scenic route. She wondered what amazing new things she would see along the way. Smiling to herself, she dusted her hands off of the pollen buildup that collected on her palms and scooted across the house to her room where her final night of slumber would take place.

Climbing inside her bed and becoming comfortable underneath the blanket, her body glided over the sheets and relaxed atop the chilly fabric. Leaning slightly, she switched her alarm on to wake up at a reasonable time to embark on her journey. Breathing deeply and closing her eyes as her head hit the downy pillow, Amy succumbed to a much needed slumber.

The morning arrived and Amy blinked quickly, clearing her vision of the sleep dust. Blaring in the background, her alarm sounded indicating she must get up to start the first day of travel. Slamming her hand down on the button to silence it, she rubbed her hazel eyes. Staggering toward her dresser where the outfit she laid out rested, she grabbed her oversized stylish pajama shirt by the hem and flung it off. With an elegant snap of the wrist, the shirt landed at the foot of her bed. Grasping her outfit by the sleeve, she fluffed it and slid it over her head. Peeking through the hole her head emerged smoothly. A brilliant shade of burnt orange played well against her fair skin as she glided her palms along the dress to smooth out the wrinkles.

Twirling on her toes and slinking toward the bathroom, Amy knelt down to the floor beside her claw-foot tub. Turning the water on and waiting for it to warm up, she dowsed her hair. Curling her fingers around her shampoo bottle and squeezing a quarter-sized amount into her palm, she began lathering her brown locks. Keeping her eyes closed tightly, she ran her nails gently across her scalp, scrubbing the layer of oils off her scalp. Being a victim of oily hair, she skipped the conditioner and rung out the water subsequent to rinsing.

Reaching for a dry towel, she twisted her hair inside and allowed the remaining water to evacuate into the towel. Pushing the towel back that surrounded her face, she moistened her skin and prepped it for a cleaning. With a gentle hand, Amy massaged her face in circular motions covering her skin in facial cleanser. When finished, she filled her hands with water and gently splashed her face. Repeating this action several times till the cleanser disappeared, she patted her skin dry with a smaller towel.

Removing her hair from the confines of the towel, she tossed it onto the shower rod in a sloppy manner. Fluffing her hair with her fingers to loosen the strands, Amy styled her hair accordingly. Brushing the part down the middle of her head and repositioning it to lie on the right side, she applied a light layer of mousse.

Tapping her face, she opted out for applying foundation. Giving herself the once over in the mirror and satisfied with what she saw, she pranced toward the front door where her shoes waited to envelope her petite feet. Wiggling her toes and grinning from the comfort of her sandals and marched forth with her purse in hand. Gasping last minute, she galloped back inside. Re-emerging from her house she now had her laptop bag which carried her computer. With long, excited strides, Amy headed for her vehicle. As she opened the heavy door, the hinges creaked from the rust and dust buildup. She rested her laptop bag on the seat beside her. She tugged on the heavy door closing it with a slam. Her foot hovered the brake pad before landing on the pedal. The engine turned over though hesitated on the first try.

“Hang in there, Old Trusty.” She petted the steering wheel.

Flicking her long, wavy hair off her shoulder, she inched backward cautiously. The sun hadn’t risen yet, and the streetlights cast a golden glow on the ground. Old Trusty may have been old, however the engine remained quiet as if it was new. Once straightened out, and the gears placed in drive, Amy rolled forward. Though the streetlights lit up the roads, it still didn’t light them enough to see thoroughly. She put her headlights on high beam combating the darkness of the early morning. When other drivers approached, she dimmed them as she didn’t want to blind anyone.

Following the travel itinerary and heading for the back roads, Amy pressed a button on the radio dash. Soft, calming music echoed throughout and not wanting to succumb to the lulls of the music, she played something more upbeat to keep her alert. The new jingle resounding in the SUV had her bouncing to the beat in her seat.

The roads became windy and narrow the further north she drove. Becoming excited when she saw signs saying Welcome to Georgia, she waved goodbye to North Florida. The horizon soon turned from darkness to ethereal hues of purple, pink, and orange. The colors melted together almost like an oil painting creating a beautiful gradient in the sky. She enjoyed the moment until she was suddenly interrupted by the sound of her stomach.

Patting her belly she immediately veered toward a small breakfast diner in East Ellijay that seemed good enough. If the food impressed her she was sure to blog about it. She found an empty spot in the parking lot, thanking whatever entity lingered around her for the good luck. Sliding out of the SUV, she trekked the busy lot to the door of the diner. Upon entering her nose picked up on a melody of sensational scents.

Amy sauntered out of the diner an hour later. She rubbed her full belly and relished in the lingering tastes of breakfast that blanketed her tongue. With pep to her step she skipped to her vehicle and bounced inside. Examining the road map once again she reassured herself she headed in the right direction and back on course for Blue Ridge.

While traveling the winding roads through East Ellijay and into the outskirts of White Path, her SUV began vibrating harder than usual. Soon after a strong grinding sound emanated from under the hood. In a panic, she immediately slowed to a stop on the side of the road. Gears slipped easily as she positioned her vehicle on the shoulder of the road. Scanning the area she began a slow acceleration of further panic.

“No, no, no! Don’t die on me now!” She pounded her hands on the steering wheel.

She removed the key from the ignition and hopped out, landing hard onto the uneven pavement. Her hands journeyed to the sides of her head, instantly frantic about the situation. Peering forward and squinting her eyes a sign came into view.

“White Path, one mile.” She read aloud.

Sighing deeply and examining her surroundings for anyone driving her way she accepted the fate of having to hoof it into White Path. Crying, she regretted her choice of shoes. Amy trekked one mile into White Path, huffing and puffing from the steep declines and unnerving inclines.

Slumped over at the waist, she reached the top of the final incline quietly cheering herself on as she approached the city limits of White Path. Exhausted from walking, she became excited when she saw the word mechanic. Picking up the pace, she galloped fast and threw herself onto the counter at check in.

“Are you all right, Miss?” A clerk, genuinely concerned, became wide-eyed at the now pale woman in front of him.

“My vehicle broke down just outside of town. I walked all the way here.” Amy wiped the sweat off her brows.

“Please, have a seat.” The clerk directed her to a chair before she’d collapse.

Amy followed the gentleman and sat in an empty seat. He retrieved a clipboard with papers and sections labeled with different issues for cars. While gathering the clipboard he returned with a small cone shaped cup of cold water.

“You must be thirsty. Here.” He offered her the drink.

“Thank you.”

In one gulp the water disappeared, sliding down her throat with a glorious refreshing taste and cooling feeling. The clerk chuckled a little and sat beside her with a pen in hand. Not wanting her to become burdened with writing the problem out, he took it upon himself to do the task.

“So you said your car broke down?”

“Yes, just a mile down the main road.” She answered.

“Can you tell what happened? Any weird sounds? Smoke?”

“No smoke but definitely weird sounds.” She tucked sweat soaked hair behind her ear.

The clerk jotted the information down on the paper and proceeded with his questions.

“What kind of weird sounds?”

“Well, first it started vibrating harder than usual followed by a horrible grinding sound.”

“Hmmm.”

The sudden lift of his brow indicated something didn’t seem right. Becoming uncomfortable with the situation she asked him if everything would be fine.

“Well, if I’m correct it sounds like transmission problems.”

Not knowing where the transmission was located just the word itself seemed expensive to repair and frightening.

“That sounds bad.” Amy replied.

“Yes, it can be.” He placed the pen under the metal hook, holding it on the clipboard. “First things first, we need to tow your vehicle in. I’ll go get our tow guy.”

He excused himself and retreated into the work bay. She felt her heart pound harder in her chest. She hoped it could easily be fixed. She needed Old Trusty. She needed it to get around and get back home. She rested her face in her hands until she heard footsteps in the area. She peeked through her fingers and noticed the clerk heading her way.

“Our tow guy is waiting outside. You can ride with him so he can find your car.”

“Thank you again.” She smiled warmly.

The clerk held the door open for her and directed her to the tow truck. The Diesel engine purred loudly making hard to understand what the clerk said before helping her inside the tow truck.

“We’ll get you taken care of little Miss.” The driver said as he put the truck in reverse.

With the okay to proceed backward the driver followed the instructions carefully as the clerk helped him back out. Checking his side mirrors several times to see if he was clear of any obstacles the truck pulled forward.

“So I hear you might have transmission problems.” The driver struck up a conversation.

“Yes, unfortunately.” She pouted.

“So what brings you to the area?”

“Oh, I’m a travel blogger. I was headed to Blue Ridge but now I guess I’m stuck here. Hopefully not for too long.”

“Our mechanic is great at what he does so I have no doubt your car will be repaired quickly.”

“I hope
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