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To anyone who is willing to fight for their life, but will also keep their values and dignity. 

I will be glad to have you on my teem during the Zombie Apocalypse. 
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This will be such a fun trip. I’m so excited to be on my way to the Philadelphia Music Festival, seeing some of my favorite Artists perform live; Golden Touch, Deadly Flesh, One-Way Street, Jimmy Smith, and Janet Baker. Also, what’s making this trip so awesome is that I’m making it with the three greatest people in my life. My older cousin Sean, my best friend Jen, and her little brother, Ryan, who’s the same age as me.

“Sydney, which band are you most excited to be seeing?” Ryan asks me from the back seat.

“One Way St., definitely, they have so many great songs, and I really love their new single ‘Just Get out Of My Life’.”

“And their lead singer is so cute... and single,” Jen says, from the seat next to Ryan

Ryan laughs, and Sean smirks from the driver’s seat and says, “oh please Jen, you know I’m above celebrity crushes.” That just causes all four of us to laugh hysterically.

After a few minutes of heavy laughter, Ryan can regain control of his emotions and says to Sean, “I still can’t believe that you got your hands on these tickets.”

It was about one week till the end of school, and Sean had entered a contest put on by the radio station, Awesome 102.5, and won four tickets to the festival. So the day after graduation, the four of us piled into his old Dodge Neon and were off. Ryan and Jen in the back, and me riding shotgun. 

This is my first time making a trip like this, and I’m not sure if the four of us will ever be able to do something like this again. Soon, Sean will be off to college, Jen will start her senior year of high school in the fall, and Ryan and I will be freshmen. 

With no more conversation, I lean back in my seat and close my eyes, ready to take a brief nap. It shouldn’t take us too long to drive from New York State to Philly and if all goes as planned we should arrive later tonight.

Not long after I fall asleep, I’m startled awake by Sean taking an unexpected turn off the highway and into a cornfield. With The woman’s voice from the GPS saying, “Turn around when possible. Turn around when possible.”

Jen and Ryan are yelling from the backseat, “Sean, what the hell are you doing!”
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I rub my eyes, look out the window, and then rub my eyes again just to make sure I’m not seeing things. Sure enough, I was right. Sean drove off the highway and into a cornfield. You can even see where he knocked the fence down to get into the field. Now that I am fully aware of my surrounding I join in with the yelling, “Sean, who taught you how to drive? Stay on the road, will you?”  

Sean never takes his eyes off the road (cornfield) and just calmly says to us, “will you guys just relax, I’m doing what the GPS tells me to do.”

Oh, my god Sean, I think to myself, you’re smarter than that. Maybe it’s time we switch drivers?

From the back seat, Ryan says, "hey Sean, I’ll let you in on a little secret. When the lady says to make a turn, she does not mean to do it immediately. She does not want you to take down fences and start driving through a farmer’s cornfield." 

“I think we tired you, would you like me to take the wheel for a while?” Jen asks.

“You can drive for a bit, but trust me, this is what the GPS told me to do,” Sean says stopping the car. He and Jen switch seats and in just a few minutes we’re back on the road.

“Continue on straight ahead,” Says the GPS. So apparently the GPS is working fine. I’m still not sure what got into Sean, he must be exhausted. “Doing what the GPS tells me to do,” like honestly? With Jen now at the wheel, we should be able to make it the rest of the way to Philadelphia smoothly.

“Hey Sydney, would you be willing to make sure I’m doing exactly what the GPS tells me to do?” Jen asks me from the driver’s seat.

“Yeah sure, I can do that,” I say.

“Thank-you, because I really do not want to pull another Sean,” Jen says sarcastically.

“Hey, Hey, I said I was sorry. I was doing what the machine told me to do,” Sean complains from the backseat.

“Hay is for horses,” Ryan jokes.

“Yeah, and like the GPS seriously told you to drive through a field, just get some sleep, I think you really need it,” I add.

“Hey Sydney, you stay out of this, you don’t even drive, and yes it told me to do that.”

“Guys, stop it, now! Let’s everyone take a deep breath and clam down. We really don’t want an argument right now.” Jen says, trying to put an end to the tension that’s building up between us.

We stop the argument, or rather stopped it before it began. As a kind of way to calm all of us down and get our minds onto a more fun topic, I slide Janet Baker’s new CD into the car stereo. We go several more miles without a complaint; I knew this would work, just put in Janet Baker. It’s the greatest music to jam to, and when she’s on no one can stay upset with anyone for too long.

We’re halfway through the CD when the sun had nearly set and there’s a slight drizzle, but all of us are in a great mood singing along to “Happy Breakups.”

“It was such a happy breakup

I’m so happy now that the breakup is done

It was such a happy, such a happy breakup...”

When Jen says abruptly, causing all the singing to stop, “guys we have a problem.”

“What do you mean there’s a problem with the car? There shouldn’t be, I got it all checked out before the trip.” Sean says in a bit of a panic.

“Define problem?” Ryan says calmly, but with a hint of seriousness in his voice.

Instead of answering the question, Jen only squirms in her seat.

Ryan continues to pry, “what would it be on a scale from one to ten.”

Jen stops her squirming and whispers, “probably a nine”

“Oh that high, okay, so what’s the problem?” Ryan asks again, this time more worried than before.

Jen still doesn’t answer and I look around the dash to see if I can find it out for myself, and I see it. The GPS has gone black; we have no idea where we are, or where we are going. All I can say is a soft squeak, “we’re screwed.”
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We’re lost! We don’t know where to go or where to turn. The sun’s nearly set, it’s raining, and we’re miles away from home.

As I’m still trying to muster up the courage to tell the two in the backseat our problem, Jen finds her voice and speaks up, “The GPS is...” but her voice trails off at the end.

“The GPS is what?” Sean asks.

“The GPS is taking a break,” Ryan says, but I can’t decide if he’s Joking or if he’s caught on to our dilemma.

“The GPS is dead! We’re lost! We have no idea where we are!” Jen shouts, causing the whole car to panic.

“What do you mean the GPS is dead, it can’t be? I had everything checked out before we left,” Sean says.

“We’re doomed! We will die out here in the middle of nowhere! My parents told me this trip was an awful idea,” Jen says.

I think about what Jen said and I look back to what my mom told me a couple days before the trip. “Sydney, you know you probably shouldn’t go on this trip, I mean not without an actual adult,” She had said to me. “Do you think you guys will know what to do should anything go wrong, I mean you guys are still young.”

“Mom,” I said. “We’re not kids anymore, Jen, Ryan, and I are in high school, and Sean just graduated. Trust me, we’ll be just fine.”

Now here we are, lost in the middle of nowhere. I should have taken my mom’s advice and not gone on the trip. How could I have been so stupid? No Sydney, don’t say that, you are now an adult; we are all adults, we can remain calm and we can solve this problem maturely.

I take a deep breath and calmly say, “everyone lets remain calm, we can figure this out.”    Everyone stops talking over each other.

I continue, “We have GPS on our phones, let’s use that instead.”

“Nice idea, Sydney, but there’s just one problem, we don’t have service here,” Ryan says pulling out his phone. So much for the cellphone idea, so now what? 

“Sean?” I ask, taking a deep breath, “you wouldn’t happen to have an actual map, would you?”

“No Sydney, he doesn’t have a map in the car. Nobody uses maps anymore. What do you think this is the 1960s?” Ryan barks, and I quickly lose my glimmer of hope.

“Yes Sydney, I have a map. There’s a book of maps shoved underneath your seat,” Sean says.

“Sean, you have a map? I’m sorry, did I just miss the part where we traveled back in time?” Ryan says with more sarcasm.

“Oh Ryan shut up,” I say, his sarcasm getting on my nerves. I dig the map book out from under my seat. Thank you, Uncle Mike. I just knew you would have Sean prepared for every situation.

“The reason I have a map in the car, is that my dad won’t let any of us travel without them, he doesn’t trust GPS and now I see why,” Sean answers Ryan’s sarcasm.

Ryan groans, and Jen says, “we need to travel in the rain and try to read a map at the same time. How much worse could this possibly get?”
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The sky outside is now pitched black, and it’s pouring down rain. Jen is driving as cautiously as she can and we’re still sliding around the road. I’m doing my best to navigate, but it’s so dark that I can barely see the map. I give up and close the book and say to Jen. “Okay, you will want to take exit 26 into Lucky Fields and into civilization. There’s also a hotel where we can stay for the night,” I say pointing to the road sign which reads, “Lodging Exit 26.”

“Are you sure, Sydney? We’ve only gone a few miles.”

“Yes, Jen, I’m sure I’d rather not die in a car accident tonight.”

“Lucky we find this place,” Ryan jocks.

***
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We drive off the exit ramp and into Lucky Fields. I look out the window and take in the town- or whether what used to be a town, most of the street lights are burned out, the storefronts are sitting empty, and there are no cars on the street.

“Wow, this place is pretty un-lucky,” Jen says.

I chuckle and agree with her, “yeah, and I thought home was crappy.”

“No, we’re not this bad, instead of every store front sitting empty, it’s every other one,” Sean chimes in and we all start laughing.

“Okay Sydney, where is this hotel of yours? And is it still in business? I think you just brought us into a ghost town,” Jen says to me.

“Oh Jen relax, no I didn’t,” I say to her, trying to convince myself at the same time.

“I’m not sure Sydney, are you seeing signs of life anywhere?”

Oh gees! I just can’t believe this; we’re miles away from home, we’re tired, it’s pouring, it’s cold, and it was just my luck to bring us into some old ghost town. I was trying to be optimistic, but right now I think Jen might be right. No, she isn’t. My optimism paid off again.

“Yes Jen, I see life! Over there!” I inform her happily, pointing to an all-night diner on the left side of the road.

“I’m not sure if that counts,” Ryan says. “Don’t you watch the movies? Every struggling town has a diner.” (Well, since it happened in movies, it must be true) Yeah, whatever Ryan.

“Well, I don’t care, I now see that there’s life, and that’s good enough for me,” Jen says.

I have to agree with Jen, we now know that there’s life in this town and that gives me more faith that the hotel is open. I’m so ready to check in for the night, I don’t even care how bad the hotel is.
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Never mind, I think I care about how bad the hotel is. We parked in the most unmaintained parking lot I've ever seen (pot holes filled with mud, oil, grease, and
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