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Today is the first day of my life. 
I’ve felt this way a few times before—on my wedding day and when Mikey was born—but this time, it’s the truth. Don’t get me wrong, those other days were important, too. But now that I’m signing the title for my food truck, I finally feel like I can live the life I am supposed to be living.
It’s taken years of skimping, picking up extra shifts as a line cook at that shitty restaurant (and even some as a busboy), catering on the side for barely more than the cost of the food. Years of being miserable, going through the motions. And it’s taken a toll. My marriage has nearly fallen apart—more than once. Mikey barely knows his own father. He didn’t say, “Dad,” until he was almost three.
None of that matters anymore, though. Not after today.
I open my wallet and pull out a cashier’s check. Forty-five thousand dollars. I wanted to pay in cash, but Annalise convinced me not to risk losing the money before I even got to see the truck.
I hand the check to the guy standing next to me and he hands me the keys.
“Good luck,” he says.
“Thanks, but I don’t need it,” I say. “I’ve been dreaming about this for my whole life.”
“So did I. But one thing you don’t dream about is the fact that two out of three food trucks go under in three years or less.”
“Uh-huh, sure.”
He folds the cashier’s check and tucks it into the pocket of his red flannel shirt like it’s not the grand total of twelve years of my life.
I watch him cross the empty parking lot of the deserted shopping mall and duck into the passenger seat of the only other car here before I climb into my new truck.
“What does he know?” I say as I slip the key into the ignition. The engine sputters and then roars to life. I let the truck—my truck—idle, the entire cab vibrating as I take it all in. The combination of burning diesel and the lingering scent of stale oil might very well be the sweetest thing I’ve ever smelled.
The eight-mile drive back to the tiny starter house that Anna’s parents bought us as a wedding present is a blur. I’m on autopilot, creating a mental to-do list instead of paying attention to the road.
By the time I pull up to the curb in front of our house, I’m reasonably certain that I can open for business by the first of next month, especially if my boss’s guy in the health department can speed things along for me.
Anna is standing on the porch when I climb out of the truck. I jog across the grass toward her, unable to stop smiling. Even when she cocks her head to the side and puts her hands on her hips.
“So,” I say, kissing the corner of her scowl, “what do you think?”
“I think you just pissed away our life savings on a piece of shit.”
“What are you talking about?” My eyes scan the length of the food truck. Sure, there are some rust spots, and it looks like it was painted with a single coat from a five-dollar can of spray paint. And, yeah, maybe the engine could use a bit of work. Not to mention, all of the kitchen equipment needs to be replaced. “It’s perfect.”

      [image: image-placeholder]Anna doesn’t look at me once during dinner. She’s upset, I get it, but she’s not seeing the whole picture. The potential. It’s all worked out in my head. Hell, I’ve had it visualized for as long as I can remember. She’ll come around, I’m sure of it.
“Daddy, what’s that big loud thing you brought home?” Mikey asks as he slurps a foot-long noodle. Little drops of tomato sauce splatter his shirt and the table around his plate.
“That, my boy, is our future,” I say.
Anna scoffs as she hands him a napkin and uses her own to wipe the mess off the table.
“Really?” Mikey looks at his mother for confirmation that I’m telling the truth. She rolls her eyes. Mikey laughs.
I pretend not to notice. She’ll come around, I tell myself. They both will.
“You’ll see, buddy. By the time I’m through with it, that truck is going to be gorgeous. You’ll want nothing more than for it to be yours. And one day, it will be.”
I slide my chair back from the table, wiping my mouth before tossing my napkin onto my half-eaten plate of food. There’s still an hour or so of daylight left, and I don’t want to wait until tomorrow to get started. Plus, I don’t want to hear whatever passive-aggressive comment Anna says to Mikey about my truck.
“I’ll be out front.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The sun goes down, but I don’t want to stop working. There’s so much to get done. Our porch light doesn’t reach all the way to the street, so I run the extension cord plugged into my power sander underneath the truck to work in the glow of the streetlight.
Time loses all meaning as I sand off the previous owner’s logo. I can already see mine going up in its place.
A medley of meat and vegetables being tossed around in a giant wok, surrounded by the perfect name for a stir-fry inspired food truck—
“Micheal Morley!” My fantasy is interrupted by the sharp tone of Anna’s voice. She drops the unplugged end of the extension cord and yanks on the cord of the sander, pulling it from my hands as it whines to a stop.
“What the hell?” I say, hopping out of the way of the falling power tool.
“Do you even realize how long you’ve been out here? Mikey just spent the last hour and a half crying himself to sleep because you promised to read him a bedtime story.”
“Ah, shit.” I wipe my hands on the back of my thighs. “I’ll go do it now. I just gotta get this stuff put away.”
“Don’t bother. He’s asleep. Finally. But your son thinks you hate him”
“That’s ridiculous.”
“Is it? You’re never home. And when you are, all you can think about is your stupid food truck, which you didn’t even have until today. Now that you actually have it, do you think that’s going to stop? Because I don’t.”
“Oh, come on. That’s not fair.” I pick the sander up off the road and wrap the cord around it.
“You want to talk about fair? How about a three-year-old boy who barely knows his own father? All he wants is for you to be part of his life, but every single time, you choose work over him. Does that sound fair to you?”
Anna doesn’t stick around long enough for me to give an answer. When she slams the front door closed behind her, I see the blinds move in at least two of the neighboring houses. Fingertips pulling them down just far enough to peek out at the latest drama unfolding at the Morley house.
I open the driver’s door of my truck and toss the sander onto the seat. I had been planning to put it in the garage when I roll up the extension cord, but I want my own door to slam. Since everyone’s watching anyway, let’s really give them a show.
Inside, I duck into Mikey’s room. He’s sleeping, like Anna said. I don’t think he cried himself to sleep, though. Kid looks fine to me. Almost smiling, even.
Mikey’s arms are wrapped around a book—The Little Engine that Could—and his bedside lamp is still on. I twist the little knob on the lamp and make sure his blanket is tucked snugly around his legs. Before I go, I take the book out of his hands and put it back on the shelf, hoping he won’t remember that I didn’t read it if he doesn’t see it in the morning.
At the end of the hall, our bedroom door is closed. We never close it. Most nights, Mikey wakes up at least once and needs someone—Anna—to tuck him back into bed. But it’s closed now. And locked.
I take a blanket out of the linen closet and head to the living room.
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The grand opening. August 30th. A full two days earlier than I hoped for. I suppose I owe that to Anna. After that first late night I spent working on the truck, she didn’t make me sleep on the couch again. Actually, she didn’t make me do anything. 
She cashed in all of her vacation time and took Mikey to stay with her parents while I thought about my priorities. The way I see it, my wife and son got to go on a little trip, and I didn’t have to worry about prioritizing anything. I’d already given my two-week notice at work, and they were out of town. The only thing left was making sure the truck was ready for the big day.
Today.
I call Anna from the cab of the truck, wanting to tell her the good news. The phone rings twice before the recording of her voice starts to play. She sent me to voicemail. I pin the phone to my ear with my shoulder and drum on the steering wheel while I wait for the beep.
“Anna, hey, voicemail. That’s okay. I’m just about to open up the truck for the first time. Was hoping you could bring the boy. Lunch or an early dinner. I don’t know how soon you could be on the road. Hell, bring your folks, too. I’m sure they’d be glad to come with. Your mom always says how much she loves my cooking. Anyway, I gotta get started on some prep. I’m parked on 3rd, maybe half a mile east of Main. Right across from the bank. See you soon?” I don’t mean for the end of my message to sound like a question, but I can’t help it. My entire body feels like it’s vibrating. I haven’t been this nervous since . . . well, ever.
Slipping my phone into my back pocket, I crawl between the seats into the back of the truck. The clock that I hung on the back of the driver’s seat ticks over to 9:00. Time to get started.
I take my apron off the hook on the back door and roll up the window.

      [image: image-placeholder]Parking across the street from the bank turns out to be a stroke of genius. The people who work there don’t have enough time to enjoy their lunch if they walk somewhere else to get it. And everyone who goes to the bank on their own lunch break is out of time to look for something else to eat before they have to get back to work.
From 10:30 until 2:00, I don’t even have time to glance at my phone. So, when Anna and Mikey step up to my window at 2:15, I am totally surprised.
“I’m glad you came,” I say, leaning forward far enough to awkwardly wrap one arm behind Anna’s head. Then I reach over and tousle Mikey’s hair (when did
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