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Driving Forward
 
It’s a new year. The wind howls and the cold stings. The cacophony surrounding me is blurred into an imperfect unison of noise as I ponder. Upon slowly entering a mass of cars speeding at high velocities, a sweet aroma of butterscotch catches my attention. It’s the empty ice cream cup below in my car from a few days ago. My heart begins to sink. She loved butterscotch, too. 
I look around at the other cars encircling me. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Why are some people so selfish to drive under the influence, anyway? Who allows themselves to get so drunk? In drivers’ education class, we learned about the dangers of drinking and driving. If technology is so advanced in our day, there should be a pill that neutralizes the alcohol in one’s system! Then she might have been saved.
Once some cops guest-spoke about their own experiences with intoxicated drivers. It was so boring, I wondered if everyone who had their license had to sit through other cops’ lectures. As a class, we took it more as a threat to go to jail than the emotional damage it could cause to people.  That’s what my family had to learn the hard way. 
I hear the roar of engines passing me by, a part of the very creation that brought such undeserving pain—taking the sweet innocence of my grandmother. 
When I received my drivers’ license as a teen, I thought of a car as a means of transportation—a tool to take girls out in hopes of a kiss or two. “Two deaths in crash accident, hit by intoxicated driver” was fairly common news in the media. I grew ignorant after the often occurrence of such news. After all, I didn’t know the victims, so why mourn? Nobody else seemed to talk about news like that, either. But then it was personal. That day, I never looked at a car the same way again. 
My car accelerates a little more forward in order to keep an appropriate distance from the other drivers. I must be prepared for anything that could happen at any moment. 
My grandmother drove an Oldesmobile. When I was learning to drive, my grandmother would take me most often than anyone else. She never received a ticket or got in an accident. Everyone admired the way my grandmother drove, so I was aspired to learn from her. She once said to me: “Cars can be dangerous weapons if used incorrectly. Promise me you’ll be a safe driver and use a car correctly”.  Of course I said “I promise I will”, I wanted my license after all and needed her to take me. Cars were relatively safe anyway, right? Seatbelts and airbags are so advanced that I was sure accidents couldn’t be ‘that’ fatal—at least I thought so.
My blinker starts flashing a hazard yellow, signaling to other drivers to keep their distance as I begin to drift away from the high-speed masses. 
That time Rebecca dumped me for another guy, I felt so lost and miserable that I would seclude myself from any social exposure. Even in my darkest hour, Grandma’s words were always as sweet as the ice cream she would get me. “Spencer, we all have to go through hard things in life. I always want you to try and make your life the happiest you can. Enjoy it. The hard times will only make you stronger. Besides, she wasn’t that cute anyway.” My grandmother loved butterscotch flavored ice cream just like me.
Turning into my neighborhood, my eyes squinting as my tears glisten in the sunlight.
God, why did you take her? She didn’t deserve it, the idiot driver did! Where was this ‘just’ God? “Thine will be done, thine will be done” echoing through my mind as I remember the crucifixion that Jesus didn’t deserve either. My heart still ached from the lack in my ability to forgive that driver, but Jesus forgave the gentiles—as would my grandmother, that driver.
The snow rustles beneath my car as I arrive home. The bedroom door squealed as it’s slowly opened. Waiting there was a picture of grandmother. It was unfair what happened to her. “Grandmother, everyone misses you. I miss you. But, I know you would not have me mourn”, in a sincere voice.  I just need to accept the fact that things sometimes happen. Even with her gone I still feel her with me, heeding me to stay strong and move on in life.
 And I will never forget the promise I made her.

