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"You ready for the road trip, bro?"

The voice in my ear stirred me awake, but the body jumping on top of me made me want to go back to sleep.  "Peter..."

I couldn't understand how anyone could be so chipper this early in the morning.  A quick glance at the clock beside my bed showed that it was only six in the morning.  On a normal day, I wouldn't be up for another three or four hours.  And yet somehow, on the very first day of my last ever summer vacation, I was being forced awake at dawn.

"We leave in an hour.  Jared says so.  You know how he is when things don’t go his way, so you better get your ass out of bed."  He emphasized his point by smacking my behind as he rose up out of my bed.  Peter was already dressed in a tank top and shorts, ready to set out on our quest.  Through the door, I could see Matt in the living room, checking over his baggage with a list.

I groaned and got myself up.  There was an energy in the apartment like I had never felt before - especially so early in the morning.  It was tense and excited, and just a bit stressful.  Today, we would be setting out on our road trip, celebrating our graduation from college - while also delivering Peter across the country for the fancy new job he had somehow gotten.  I frowned, looking over Peter and Matt discussing what snacks we had bought to bring along, and how long they would last.

"Shower free?" I mumbled, walking across the hallway and opening up the door before I bothered to get an answer.

"Goddammit, Miles," Jared muttered.

My biggest, tallest roommate's form filled the entire space between the sink and the wall as he blasted on the blow dryer to tackle his thick, black mop of hair.  I mumbled a "good morning" to him and stripped off my boxer briefs, tossing them away before squeezing past him to get into the shower.  He pretended that my sudden entrance was an annoyance, but I didn't miss the smirk as he watched me enter the shower.  I gave him a grin before pulling the shower curtain closed and turning on the water.

I was sluggish for the rest of the morning, taking my time drying off and getting dressed.  By the time I was ready, I had heard about one hundred impatient sighs from my friends.

"Alright, I'm ready," I said, after the seven o'clock hour had come and nearly gone.

"You've got to be kidding me," Jared muttered under his breath as he stood from the couch.  "You knew we were supposed to leave by seven, Miles."

"It's still seven," I muttered indifferently.  Jared would blow off his steam, but he would calm down soon enough.  I'd been through it all before.

"What are you ever going to do if you get a real job?"  He started in on his rant, and I did my best to ignore it.  "You can't just show up to work late because you're sleepy from playing video games all night.  Isn't that right, Matt?"

Matt kept a blank face, doing his best to remain neutral.  "Miles will do what he must if he ever gets a job," he said.  "Let's not start off with this kind of tone.  We're going on a road trip, aren't we?"

"That's why you're the smart one, Matt," Peter said.  "Let's focus, guys!  It's road trip time!"

"You guys are too easy on him," Jared said.  "We're going to have to make fewer stops and eat fast food for lunch today to make up the time.  Hope you're happy."

"Great!" Peter said.  "Then grab everything and let's go!"

After the rocky start, we were able to gather everything up into Jared's massive SUV and get on the road with no more drama.  While Jared drove and Matt took care of directions, Peter and I got into the back seat and quickly drifted off to sleep.  When I was still in the dreamy state between wakefulness and sleep, I heard Jared's complaining about us missing the best part of the trip - the journey.  I didn't pay him much mind before I was fast asleep.

The fast food french fries were doing a lot to make me feel better.  I had already demolished two burgers and filled up my stomach, but my mind was still searching for something to pick at.  I looked at Matt, who was bent forward with a marker and a paper map, tracking our journey thus far with his forefinger.
"Why are you using a real map?" I asked.  I had gotten a few hours of sleep in the car, and I was finally feeling refreshed.  However, there was still a bit of remaining grumpiness to my words.  "We all have smart phones."

Jared took a deep breath to answer me with twice the amount of annoyance, but Matt cut in first.

"It's all part of the experience, isn't it?  Using a real map, taking back roads, camping.  We're trying to take a step away from that world of reliance on technology."

I managed to hold back my comments, though it hurt to do so.  I happened to like the comfortable world with beds and technology.  I didn't need some road trip away from it all to feel better about myself.  However, when three of my roommates were going, there was no way I could be the only one left behind.  That fear of missing out was now turning into the painful realization that the next week or two probably wasn't going to be much fun for any of us.  Sure, we had lived and breathed together for four years, and some of us shared friendships from before that, even.  However, the stress of travel was sure to make our personalities rub up together a bit too much.  It wouldn't have surprised me at all if we ended up hating each other by the time we got to our destination.  Perhaps it would be better that way, I thought, considering we would soon be parting ways.  We had all graduated, after all, and our lease would be up for the apartment in a few short weeks.  Our futures were cloudy, for the most part, but from where I was standing, I saw four separate paths for us to take down our own lives.  This trip was only serving to remind me that it would all be over soon.

"Miles, are you asleep, bro?" Peter asked.  He ruffled my hair and jarred me out of my thoughts.  "We're going.  Get your ass out of the booth."

I muttered an apology and stood, realizing that Jared and Matt were already standing and looking down at me with amused smirks.  We made our way back to the car, full on lunch and ready for the next stretch.  Matt took the wheel next, and I did what I did best - spent the entire time sleeping.

"Get the stuff from the back.  And wake up, sleeping beauty."  Jared shook my knee from the front seat, waking me up once again.  I looked around in confusion.

"Where are we?" I muttered.

"We made it to Silver Lake," Matt answered.  He got out of the car and opened my door for me.  "It's time to make our camp."

"Yeah, let's watch and see if Jared can pitch the tent," Peter added from outside the car.  I unbuckled my seat belt and got out.

"I can make a joke about pitching tents, but I won't," Jared said with a grin as he opened up the back of the SUV to take out some supplies.

I stood back and watched as he took out his tent and worked together with Matt to lay it out with all the parts.  "You and Peter just stay back," Jared said when we tried to help.  "You'll manage to lose a piece and we'll be sleeping with no shelter tonight."

"Wow," Peter said.  "You have so little faith in us."

"That's because I know you."

Bored with just watching, I decided to put myself to some use by taking out some foldable chairs and then our cooler packed with beer.  Peter walked around the tent in circles, offering up his unnecessary advice until the tent was fully put together.  I set up the chairs around the fire pit nearby and then we all stood to admire our home for the night.

"So this is it?" I asked.  "Four men in this one tent?"

"None of you bothered to help remedy that situation," Jared said.  "If you wanted more room, you should have bought another tent."

"Can you even fit inside it?" Peter asked, looking Jared up and down.

"Of course I can," Jared said.  "Anyway, that's not the point of this, guys.  We're out in nature, surrounded by only the wilderness.  We have nothing to help us survive other than our own instincts."

"Jared, this is a state park," I muttered.  "There are park rangers, aren't there?"

Jared sent me a warning look, and I shut up.  Jared was all about the "moments," and I didn't want to ruin this one for him.

"Well then, shall we get started on dinner?" Matt asked.  "You promised to cook something up for us, Jared.  Since you're the expert, of course."

Jared looked around the group and nodded.  "Sure, I'll do the cooking."  He got into the cooler while the rest of us gathered our chairs around the pit.  The beers got passed around, and the scorching summer sun finally dipped down below the trees, giving us some relief.  Jared managed to start a fire with ease before getting to work on our dinner.

"That smells really good," Peter commented, leaning forward to look into the pot that Jared was stirring.  "Why don't you ever cook at home?"

"That's the thing, isn't it?" Jared said, never taking his eyes from his creation.  "Back home, I had classes and a job.  By the time I was done with all that at the end of the day, I didn't want to think about shopping for groceries or cutting things up or standing over a stove - and I definitely didn't want the mess to clean up afterwords, since I knew you moochers wouldn't help with anything."

We all laughed, because we knew it was true.  Jared continued.

"But now we're free for a whole week.  The only schedule we have is to get to California and back before Matt has to get back to his job.  After tonight, we can go wherever and do whatever we want."  He spoke with such conviction that I almost felt bad responding to him.

"I thought you planned out our route exactly from the start?"

We all laughed, and even Jared cracked a smile.

"Well, I wanted us to get the most out of the trip so we can see as much of the country as possible."

"I see," I said with a grin.

"Anyway, you guys can eat up.  Let me get the bowls."

We got everything ready and and shared a dinner together, laughing and catching up for what seemed like the first time in a long time.  It wasn't until this moment that I realized the process had already begun.  With finals and our own personal lives, it was rare for all four of us to ever be together in one place.  I was glad to have this time to reconnect with the four guys I had spent college living with.

"I'll take the bowls and clean them up," Matt said.  "We can't leave all the work to Jared, can we?"  He gave Peter and I a pointed look as he took our bowls from us.

Feeling in a better mood, I stood up and stretched.  "I'll work on setting up inside the tent.  We'll need sleeping bags, won't
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