
“What are we going to do?” I asked Kenzie. We had bundled up and were braving the cold in 

order to get some exercise and breathe some non-processed air. Even though it was late the dorm 

was still buzzing with activity as we walked out the doors and located one of the trails that led 

through the wooded Lakeview property.  

“I don’t know. Nobody is listening to our great plans,” Kenzie said. “I don’t understand it. Why 

won’t they just let us decide and be done with it?” 

“I know. We’re saving them the hassle, if you think about it.” 

“Seriously. I guess we’re not the only ones with plans, huh?” 

“Yeah, and I bet Shaunda is going to be upset when she finds out that you don’t want to room 

with her next year,” I said with a sideways glance. We both knew there was no love lost between 

Kenzie and her former/officially current roommate. Ever since my roommate moved out and 

Kenzie unofficially moved in, the two of them had avoided each other and Kenzie only used her 

side of that room as an additional closet. 

“Oh yeah, she’s going to be all torn up about it, I’m sure,” Kenzie laughed. 

“Truly though, I didn’t really think about all the girls having their own roommates to deal with. I 

guess I’ve heard a little about them, but it didn’t seem like any of them got very close.” 

Kenzie adjusted her scarf and said, “I think Sara’s talking to some girls from her floor in 

Anderson about being in a townhouse with them next year, and I know Lily’s probably thinking 

about something with her theater friends.” 

“That wouldn’t surprise me, but at the same time, I just don’t think of Lily as being the theater 

type. She’s so logical, not emotional, ya know? I don’t get it,” I said. “Have you heard anything 



from Nissa? All I know is that her roommate now is okay but they’re not making any plans for 

next year, at least not yet.” 

“The other thing we need to talk about is spring break,” Kenzie said, and then asked, “Do you 

hear something?” She looked over her shoulder and her blond hair waved like a golden flag as 

she turned. 

“No, I don’t hear anything. Don’t creep me out. We’re out in the middle of nowhere late at night, 

it’s like the setup for a bad horror movie, and I already know who the sturdy best friend character 

is, the one who gets pulled into the bushes by her feet while the heroine screams. Quit hearing 

noises,” I said, and walked a bit faster.  

The sound came closer and I heard it too, a high whine with a metallic edge to it, like a hand 

mixer on high or a jigsaw with a dull blade trying to cut through a 4x4 post. Kenzie and I both 

turned at the same moment, just in time to see a tiny red car round the corner. Someone hung out 

the passenger side window and the car was trailing something behind it and working hard to do 

so. I didn’t recognize the vehicle, some kind of old efficient number from the gas crisis, but I 

would have recognized that hat pompom anywhere. 

“Caleb!” I shouted, jumping up and down. “Hey, Caleb!” 

They drew closer and slowed. The thing trailing behind them was a person holding onto a long 

rope and skidding along on a pilfered tray from the cafeteria. The tow rope swung out and 

revealed Sam who started to whoop and holler as he approached us.  

“Oh my gosh! Get off the path!” Kenzie yelled and we both dodged off into the snow bank as 

they practically took off our kneecaps. Sam swooped around and tackled Kenzie into the snow 



where they lay laughing and kissing while I went over inspect the clown car, which I came to 

learn was a Ford Festiva. When I peeked in the back window I discovered that the back seat was 

filled with at least 20 trays all stacked up, in addition to more rope and several cans of cooking 

spray.  

“What have you guys been up to?” I asked, impressed. “You’ve been busy. How long did it take 

to get all these?” 

“Hey, listen, the less you know, the more you can claim to be innocent when they bust us,” Caleb 

said. 

“Can I have a turn?” I asked.  

“She can’t handle it!” Sam called from the snow bank behind me. “She’ll sprain something and 

start crying.” 

“I will not, Sam. Don’t be a jerk. Come on you guys, let me have a try.” 

The driver and Caleb looked at one another, the driver shrugged, and with a grin Caleb reached 

into the back seat for some cooking spray.  

“You’re going to regret this,” Sam warned. “You’re going to be so sore tomorrow from falling 

that you won’t want to move.” 

“It can’t be that hard,” I disagreed. “I’ll be fine.” 

I was up and traying within three minutes. We left Sam and Kenzie in the snow bank, since the 

Festiva couldn’t manage the icy inclines with any more than three passengers. They had tested it 

out, and with four people the nearly bald tires just spun on any kind of hill unless they worked up 

some really good speed beforehand. I fell a lot at first, forward, backward, off to either side; it 



was like some invisible person was operating me like a joystick. The guys were patient though, 

and with the driver’s willingness to stop and start, like a school bus in a busy neighborhood, and 

with Caleb’s jubilant encouragement, I started to spend more time upright rather than on my butt.  

It was our driver’s turn to take a spin on a tray, so Caleb drove and I hung out the window trying 

to grab tree branches as we zipped down the pedestrian path. I had just dropped a load of snow in 

my own face, had popped back into my seat and was still wiping my eyes when we saw flashing 

yellow lights behind us. 

I whipped around to see campus security in their 4x4 jeep following close behind. Out skier had 

bailed out and was running up a ridge to the right where security could not follow. Caleb stepped 

on it and we fishtailed in our pathetic attempt to outrun them. I started to squeal and laugh 

uncontrollably. 

“Caleb! Get us out of here!” 

“I’m trying! Stop yelling – I can’t think!” he shouted, laughing. “We’re dead.” 

“Can’t this thing go any faster?”  

“The hamsters can’t take much more.” 

“We are so dead. Can we do a high speed bail out?” I asked. 

“What? No! They’ll run over us.” 

“Maybe not,” I said. “If we push off with our feet we’ll be okay.” 

“You’re nuts. There’s no way. Maybe they’ll get bored if we keep driving.” 



“What are we going to do? This is the most excitement they’ve seen all year. There’s no way 

they’ll give up.” I peeked back and saw the determined expression of the rent-a-cops who were 

probably some of our own. Traitors. 

“Caleb, they’re getting closer.” 

“What are they gonna do, ram us? It’s not like they have a grappling hook on that thing. As long 

as we keep driving, we’re okay.” 

“But what about your friend? They’ve got his license number now and they’ll just track him 

down ‘cause any freshman has to register their car. Wait, is he a freshman?” 

“Yeah, he’s a frosh. I didn’t think about that registering thing. I don’t know what to do,” he 

admitted. The path took a tight curve and we slipped around the corner, half on the icy pavement 

and half off. The jeep came closer to T-boning us but luckily they slammed on their brakes 

before they rammed into us.  

“There’s no way we can make it up that big hill at the other end of the lake,” I moaned. “We’re 

going to have to give up.” 

I saw Caleb sit up straighter and he pulled his pompom hat which released his curly hair and 

created a fuzzy blond cloud around his head. “I just had an idea,” he said. “Hang on.” 

We had just come in view of the lake, and the dock that rested on the shore marked the spot 

where I had climbed into a canoe with Erik earlier that year. Locals or die hard students used that 

area to get onto the lake to ice fish, and they had packed the snow down, maybe by dragging an 

ice house or five onto the lake. Caleb aimed for that exact strip and steered the Fiesta onto the 

lake, tires slipping and engine whining angrily.  



“Ha!” I chortled. “You’re a genius, Caleb!” We had enough inertia to propel us along even when 

our tires acted more like four sleds than anything with grip. “They’ll never come out here.” I 

turned around in my seat to get a better look at our aggressors. They had stopped on the 

shoreline. I slapped Caleb’s shoulder. “This is great. We’re clear.” 

But I underestimated the tenacity of our safety personnel. When I thought they had given up, 

they must have only been shifting the car into four-wheel drive, because moments later, they 

were in motion again, and followed the path we had made with our little tin can. 

I bounced up and down in my seat. “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Caleb! They’re following us! We’re 

screwed! Drive faster!” 

Caleb yelled back, “I’m going as fast as I can! This car’s got nothing. We have to get off 

campus. If we can make it across the lake and onto the road on the other side, we might get 

away.” 

“Sam is never going to let us live this down. Why won’t they stop following us?” 

“They’ve got nothing better to do – have you ever seen those guys checking people’s I.D.s when 

you come on campus? They get paid to do nothing. This gives them something interesting to do 

instead of study for their whole shift.” 

We approached the other side of the lake and drove parallel to it, searching for a way to get 

through the brush and trees. The jeep pulled alongside us and blasted a blinding light at us, as if 

they were illegally hunting kangaroos in the outback. Caleb and I both instinctively turned away 

and kept looking for some escape route.  



“There!” Caleb said. Hang on, Hannah!” He steered the car to a tiny clearing in the trees, and 

gunned the engine.  

We didn’t have to get far to reach the street but it was up a small hill and we weren’t travelling 

on a road. We ran over saplings and sumac, and bounced all around the cab. The trays in the 

backseat made a loud clatter and it was as if we were in Santa’s sleigh but the reindeer were 

pushing from the back. The snow threatened to jam up the undercarriage of the Festiva but we 

had just enough forward momentum to launch us over the curb where the street began, and we 

screeched out onto the salted, sanded asphalt, wheeling left and right and then stabilized enough 

to turn right and start obeying the lines on the road.  

“We’ll get out of here then turn into a neighborhood so they can’t find us,” Caleb said.  

“You sound like an experienced get-away driver,” I said. I twisted in my seat so I could watch 

for the security jeep. 

“Ack! Here they come!” I cried. I grabbed Caleb’s sleeve and prepared for the worst. But instead 

of turning right, the jeep went left and headed back to campus.  

Caleb and I laughed and hollered and congratulated ourselves on our escape. We found the 

entrance to a park not far away and left the car there. We walked the long trek back to the 

Lakeview campus, and took a back route to the dorms so we wouldn’t have to go past the 

security guards at the main entrance. There was a lot of off-roading, and by the time we got back 

to Franklin Hall, my legs were weak , my socks were wet and I was exhausted. Caleb and I said 

goodnight in the main lobby, I got up to my room, peeled off my jacket and a few layers, and fell 

into bed.  


