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Some things become most obvious in their absence. Sunlight. Water. Love. 

For Cody, it was the simple comfort of waking up knowing that nothing was 

wrong. He could barely remember that feeling. It seemed like each day was a pane of 

glass and he just held his breath to see what broke it. As far as he was concerned, if there 

was going to be any peace in his life, if he was going to have that feeling again, he was 

going to have to go find it. It sure as hell wasn’t looking for him.  

He had seven hundred and fifty-two bucks in his pocket, the sum total of 

everything he could scrape together. The worn green duffle bag had whatever he would 

need, along with everything that meant anything to him. The picture of his mother as a 

teenager, before she was married or a mother or a drug addict. Just a beautiful girl leaning 

against the hood of a Trans Am laughing, a young thing with big hair and a sweater 

dipping off one shoulder. She looked healthy. He could remember that look on her, and 

the picture helped keep the memory alive. He had stuck it between the pages of his high 

school copy of Catcher in the Rye to keep it safe. As if anything was ever safe. 

Along with the picture, he had thrown in the tiny canvas sack of marbles his 

father had given him for his fifth birthday, and the baseball from his first home run the 

year his father had coached his little league team. He added his hunting knife because he 

knew things could get rough, and a blue rabbit’s foot he had found on a construction site 

because you just never knew. Then he’d wadded up the clothes he thought he’d need and 

the whole mess together didn’t even fill the bag. The light load would make for a quick 

getaway, but there was really no need to sneak out. Nine at night and his father was 

already soaked, sprawled like some discarded action figure across the old green corduroy 

couch. The flickering blue light from the TV washed over him in a scene that replayed 
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itself almost every night. Still, Cody had closed the flimsy door of the trailer with the 

softest of clicks.  

He hadn’t told his father he was leaving, hadn’t even left him a note. It wasn’t 

because the man might have tried to stop him. Cody had grown big enough hauling hods 

of bricks and panels of sheetrock all summer that he figured nobody could stop him from 

doing anything. Besides, his father was gassed. It was all he could do to get through a day 

at the lumberyard, come home, and drink himself to sleep.  

Fact was, Cody simply couldn’t bear the look he was going to get. His leaving 

would just be one more crack in the crumbling wreckage that was his father’s life. That 

haunted, defeated look was another thing he’d leave behind, along with the all the rest of 

the White City ruins. Right before he walked out, he had stood for a moment looking 

down at his father’s lean muscular frame filling the length of the couch, workboots 

perched up on one arm. A half rack of empty beer bottles were scattered like bowling 

pins across the coffee table. He knew his father was a victim of bad luck, a good man all 

in all. A good father. A great father in his time. He had just gotten caught in the undertow 

of unfair circumstances and other people’s failings. Cody figured that there was nothing 

much he could do to help his father. The best he could hope for was to change his own 

luck. He thought his father wouldn’t begrudge him that. The man had always been good 

with understanding things, and Cody just hoped he understood when he woke up and 

realized his son was gone. 

The sound of the truck’s tires rolling across the lip of the trailer park’s gravel 

driveway and onto the smooth blacktop was like the first notes of the Chet Baker tape his 
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father used to play when it was just him and Cody driving somewhere. Soothing and edgy 

at the same time. He pointed the pickup south and headed toward the onramp for I-5.  

It was the same direction they used to drive, he and his parents, the nights they 

dropped his mom off for her shift at the bar in Talent. Driving her to where the trouble 

started. If they had known. If they had only known, he thought. Then again, maybe things 

happened the way they happened because that’s just the way it was supposed to go. Fate, 

or something like it. Down deep, though, he preferred to believe that you had a choice. 

After all, look at him. He was choosing. 

The freeway was empty and he was flying when he started the long climb up the 

pass. He saw the storm a few minutes before he met it headlong. Bad weather had a way 

of cutting across the Siskiyous quick and hard, like a foaming wave washing through a 

sand castle. Suddenly, it was all around him, thick snow whipped across the road by a 

howling wind, covering everything before you even realized it. The gusts rocked the old 

Chevy pickup, and she slipped and fishtailed on the icy road. Worse still, the headlights 

started dimming and the wipers slowed down, barely clearing the windshield. He tucked 

in behind a semi doing about five miles an hour up the grade and prayed that the troopers 

didn’t start pulling people over checking for chains. If he could just make it over the pass, 

it would be a long, easy ride to LA. To better weather and a clean slate. 

The snow made the landscape disappear like a drawing being erased right down to 

the bare paper underneath. Soon enough, there was nothing to see but all that white and 

the soft lights making the dash glow. The semi plodded on and Cody followed. It was 

slow progress and it left him a lot of time to think. LA wouldn’t be cold. It wasn’t small 

and it wasn’t full of shitkickers and meth cookers and every stripe of small-town loser. 
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You wouldn’t bump into someone you knew every time you stopped at 7-11, and people 

generally weren’t going to give a shit one way or the other. Nobody would feel the need 

to talk about your mother, where had she gone, or how you should have stuck with school 

you’re such a smart kid. Right from the first time the idea popped into his head, it seemed 

like the answer. A good place to start over. A place he might just find that safe feeling 

again. 

He wasn’t stupid. He knew he might be wrong about LA. He knew how things 

could surprise you, and that it just might be another, bigger shithole. But he knew one 

thing for certain. If there was a happy bright future for him somewhere, a place where he 

could settle in and be comfortable and feel safe, White City was as far from that place as 

he could be. 

His feet were numb with the cold by the time he crested the pass. The heater was 

blowing full blast, but the wind cut in through gaps in the doors and rust cracks in the 

floorboards. The headlights kept flickering and he was struggling now just to keep pace 

with the semi. He figured it for an alternator problem, or maybe the wiring. It became a 

question, for the first time, whether he was going make it. It was a long way to LA, but 

he hadn’t really considered the possibility that the truck would give up on him, especially 

up here. He knew these mountains well enough to know that you weren’t going to last 

long trapped in a dead truck in the middle of a blizzard. Chances were good that they had 

closed the pass behind him. Be a hell of thing to die in the cold like that. Be just his luck. 

Then he thought about his mother and how in the beginning she had the magic 

touch for taking the fear out of things. When he had been scared of going for his first day 

of school, she had laughed and said, “There ain’t no bears or tigers there Junior.” She had 
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knelt down before him and zipped up his windbreaker. He could remember the smell of 

her, the faint trace of cigarette smoke on her breath mixed with the clean, sharp tang of 

her Jean Nate perfume. She looked him in the eye, not smiling this time, and said, 

“You’re my son and there’s nothing there that you can’t beat. They should be afraid of 

you.” And he had believed her. God help him, he had believed her, right up until she 

became the thing to fear. 

Just thinking about her then, as she had been, gave him a boost. He stopped 

worrying about the truck quitting. All it had to do was make it over this damn pass, get 

down to Weed, or a little beyond. If he could make it that far, he’d be okay. He’d figure 

something out. If he had to, he’d hitch to LA. He thought this, having never hitched 

anywhere. 

The snow eased on the backside of the pass and he caught up to the semi on the 

downgrade. The headlights and wipers were still barely working, but the engine seemed 

to be holding its own. A few miles and an hour more and the snow got even lighter. He 

could start to make out the roll of the landscape and in places could even see the 

guardrail. He noticed that his shoulders were tensed tight, probably had been for miles. 

He sat back and breathed deep, tried to relax. He thought about turning on the radio, but 

then thought better of it. Whatever was sucking the juice out of the truck, wouldn’t be 

helped by the radio going. The lonely sound of the wind filled the cab and made it hard to 

do anything but stare forward and steer. 

It had been snowing like this the first time his father had gone and gotten her. The 

cops said she had been smoking meth in a car with two other people from the bar. It was 

a first arrest, and seeing his father with his dazed look and uncombed hair, they must 
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have taken mercy on him because they released her to him without bail. They had told 

him, you have to make sure she shows up for the hearing. He could imagine them, those 

White City night-shift cops, shaking their head after his father signed the papers and led 

his mother out to the car. They had seen it before. Poor dumb bastard, they would have 

said. A river of shit and no boat in sight. 

Cody felt the world shift that night. Waiting for his parents to come home he 

knew, even at fourteen, that everything would be different. He had heard his father’s side 

of the phone conversation when she called from lockup. He had enough friends with 

tweeker parents that he could put it together. He tried to get back to sleep, but found 

himself just staring out the window at the madly blowing snow. A single night, one hell 

of a blow. The wind had swept away everything he had thought was true.  

It all had changed and it kept on changing. His father had yelled and yelled that 

night. Young as he was, Cody still knew that it was like throwing pennies down a well, 

betting on wishes. Just a waste of effort. He knew from the stories he had heard how rare 

it was someone got loose of meth. A week or two later he had come home to find his 

mother sitting in the living room with a man he didn’t know. The man had been sitting in 

his father’s chair and even sitting down, Cody could see he was tall and skinny. An evil 

toothpick of a man with grey pockmarked skin and grey teeth except for the one in front 

that was missing. He had looked at Cody out of eyes that had no light in them, like the 

eyes of the bone-thin strays that skulked around the back of the lumberyard. The man 

stunk, a foul mix of sweat and cigarette smoke and decay. He was rotten with the drugs. 

His mother would have the same look the very last time he saw her. 
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The man had smiled at Cody as the boy walked into the middle of a conversation 

he was sure he didn’t want to hear. “Hey, there’s the little bastard now. Grab me a beer 

kid.” Like he owned the place. His mother had laughed nervously, a laugh Cody had 

never heard before. She was high as a kite. “Now Pete...” Cody had walked right by 

them, into his room. He’d pulled out his hunting knife and sat on his bed, waiting. If the 

man came in, he was going to kill him. Simple as that. Cody wasn’t thinking beyond the 

door to his room opening and sinking his knife hilt-deep in the bastard’s toothpick belly. 

In the end, the voices from the living room had trailed off, the front door slamming. It 

was the last time he saw his mother inside their house.  

It had gone on like that for almost a year. His father getting calls, bailing her out, 

driving her to different friends’ houses because he didn’t want Cody seeing how bad she 

was getting. Like his imagination couldn’t paint the picture. He never saw her, but there 

were signs. The jar of quarters on top of the refrigerator disappeared. His father searching 

high and low for his wallet one morning only to stop in the middle of the living room, a 

look of realization spreading across his face. 

One Saturday afternoon his father had handed him a key to the new lock. For the 

first time in Cody’s memory, they began locking the place up when they left. 

Eventually, his father just stopped answering the phone. Somewhere along the 

line, without talking to Cody about it, his father had made a decision. She faded from 

their lives. Things were tougher with just one paycheck coming in. His father never 

mentioned it, but Cody knew he needed to get a job. It was the end of his junior year, and 

the only work he could find was as a grunt for a contractor in Medford. 
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The downgrade leveled off and Cody tried to shake the road trance. The snow had 

changed over to a heavy, slushy rain, and the wind had stopped gusting so much. When 

he saw the sign for Weed, he knew he’d be okay. Soon, Shasta Mountain was floating 

along on the left, like an eyetooth sticking up in an empty mouth. Cody noticed the gas 

gauge needle was bouncing on E. Up ahead in the distance, he could make out a Shell 

sign right off the interstate. He accelerated out around the semi and pushed the pickup to 

seventy. It seemed to run better the faster he pushed it. 

The gas station was big, clean and lit bright as day. It had a little store inside and 

the pumps were covered with a roof that looked to be half the size of a football field. It 

was nice to be out of the rain and Cody took his time filling up the truck. Afterward, he 

checked the oil and the alternator belt but couldn’t find anything wrong. At least as much 

as he knew what he was looking at. He wasn’t much good at fixing things. His father had 

always had a gift for making machines work, and tuned the Chevy on a schedule without 

Cody even asking him. Staring at the engine, he wondered what his father would see, 

what he would even look for. 

The little store was empty except for the attendant. It was spotless and warm with 

neat little rows of snacks and maps and clothes. It was so nice inside that Cody stalled 

before paying, shuffling through T-shirts and trucker caps just to be comfortable for a 

few minutes. 

The attendant was a kid, not much older than Cody. He took the money and slid 

the change back. “Hell of a storm out there.” Cody nodded. “You ain’t headed into 

Oregon are you?” 

“No, south.” 
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“Good thing. Looks like they’re going to close the pass both ways.” 

Cody nodded again. He had dodged a bullet after all. Maybe things were breaking 

his way. 

The truck started right up and seemed to run smoother. It felt good to get back on 

the freeway and moving again. The rain was heavy, but at least it wasn’t blowing 

sideways and his feet were warm for the first time in six hours. He turned on the radio 

and found a local station playing classic rock, the stuff his mother listened to when he 

was a kid. He recognized a Led Zeppelin song from a record she used to play while she 

was cleaning the trailer. When he was just a little kid, barely walking, his mother would 

grab him up and start dancing like a crazy person, the music blasting so loud it would set 

Cody’s ears to ringing. He would laugh till he ached, as she swung him around and sang 

along to lyrics he couldn’t even make out. 

He was only a few miles down the freeway when the truck gave out. The radio 

faded and the engine just started losing power, like the accelerator pedal under his boot 

wasn’t connected to anything. A semi behind him laid on the horn as it swerved out to 

pass him. He fought to get the pickup over to the shoulder. It died completely as he came 

to a stop alongside what looked to be a couple million miles of pasture. He sat for a 

moment trying to figure it out, the truck rocking every time a semi roared past. 

Looking back the way he had come, he could barely make out the gas station sign, 

a dot on the far horizon. Up ahead, a cluster of lights sparkled a ways off the road, but 

Cody couldn’t tell if it was an actual town or just a group of houses.  He got out the 

passenger-side door and shouldered his duffle bag. He could hear his father’s voice. 

Always move forward. Leave what’s behind you to history. Just keep going. Cody 
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couldn’t remember exactly when his father had said it, or about what. But he could 

remember the words, his dad’s gravelly voice. He started off toward the town. 

It was a lot colder and the rain was heavier than it had looked to be from inside 

the Chevy’s cab. It ran under the collar of his denim jacket and he could feel it soaking 

through the creases and cracks in his boots. The eighteen-wheelers kept roaring by 

blowing their horns like it was him crowding them. As he walked, he realized the town or 

whatever the lights were, was a lot further off than he had thought. It was dark as death. 

If he had been given the job of naming highways, he decided he would’ve called this one 

misery. 

Lost in thinking, it didn’t register right away that the car had pulled over for him. 

It was a massive old boat, a forest green Cadillac from the early seventies. It fishtailed 

over onto the shoulder, coming to a stop about twenty yards ahead of him in a roostertail 

of water. It seemed too much to ask for as he jogged toward the car, a nice warm ride. 

The driver had already opened the passenger door and Cody slipped right into the worn 

leather of the soft, oversized seat, with plenty of room to fit his duffle between his legs. 

He closed the door, as a cloud of cigarette smoke made him cough. He took in the driver 

who was already accelerating back onto the highway, a semi blaring its horn as the 

Cadillac cut it off.  

“Hell of a night to be hitchin son.” The driver had a wild look to him. He was 

long and lanky and probably a little older than Cody’s father. He was wearing a fancy 

cowboy shirt with pearl buttons. His hair shot out at all angles, like he had just rolled out 

of bed, and he had a bottle of Old Grandad stuck between his legs. It was nearly empty.  

“My truck broke down.” 
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“Where you headed?” 

“The next town would be great. I need to get a tow.”  

The clock on the dash read 2:30. 

“Next town it is.” 

The car was doing nearly ninety and Cody watched as a sign flew by the window. 

It read Maxwell Ca., but they were moving too quick for him to make out the tiny 

number at the bottom, listing the population. 

Hamburger wrappers and empty French fry boxes littered the dash. The backseat 

was piled high with a loose jumble of clothes. A guitar case perched on top and an amp 

was jammed to one side of the clothes. A bluesy song leaked out of the radio. 

“You a musician?” 

The man took a long hit off his cigarette and nodded. “Country.” He stubbed it 

out in the overflowing ashtray. The car kept floating over the white line and Cody fought 

the urge to put a hand on wheel and guide it back into the lane.  

“You like country music?” 

“Sure. What I’ve heard of it.” 

“Greatest music in the world. Hank Williams, George Jones. Know what I’m 

talking about?” 

“I guess. Johnny Cash right?” Cody watched out the windshield as the car weaved 

over the white line again. He felt around for the seatbelt, but it was either missing or 

stuck somewhere he couldn’t reach. 

The man laughed. “Goddamn, that’s right boy. Johnny goddamn Cash.” He 

finished what was left in the bottle and slid the empty behind his seat. 
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“Meeting up with a band in Bakersfield. Got me a whole of month of gigs.” 

They were coming up to the off ramp for Maxwell and the car wasn’t slowing. 

“That exit there’ll be fine.” 

The man took a second to lock on to where Cody was pointing. “Oh right, next 

town.” 

He spun the wheel at the edge of the exit and the Cadillac slid sideways into the 

triangle of iceplant separating the highway from the off ramp. The man let out a shout as 

Cody braced himself on the dash and watched the road they were supposed to be on fly 

by the windshield. He could hear the hissing of the tires spinning through the mud and 

plants and water, until finally the back tires grabbed something firm and the car shot back 

toward the curve where the off ramp bent into the road that led to the cluster of lights. 

Maxwell, population unknown. 

The car launched onto the asphalt and slowed to a reasonable speed. The man was 

laughing hard and holding tight to the wheel. “Almost got our ass in a wringer there boy.” 

The town was tiny, just a gas station and a small grocery store across from a diner 

that was attached to a bar. The Cadillac slid to a stop in a parking space right in front of 

the bar’s front door. It was a battered wood door with a porthole window in it. There was 

a sign over the door, neon tubing spelling out “Bar”. 

The man slapped Cody on the knee. “I got a powerful thirst son. Buy you a beer?” 

“Thanks, but I got to see about that tow.” 

“Oh right, you do that. Well, if you get a wild hair up your ass, you know where 

to find me.” 
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Cody got out of the car and looked across at the gas station. He was stuck in a bad 

dream. Maxwell was poorly lit, but he could make out the boards covering the windows 

and pumps with no hoses on them. He stood for second in the rain watching as the driver 

staggered into the bar, a snag of jukebox music trailing out as the door slowly closed 

behind him. A piercing loneliness overwhelmed him as he hitched his duffel bag over his 

shoulder. 

Inside, the diner was bright and clean and warm. A handful of people were 

scattered in the row of booths along the front window. He couldn’t imagine how all of 

them had found their way to Maxwell, a town he figured was too small to be on any map. 

He slipped onto one of the stools that formed a line along the counter, sliding his duffel 

bag down next to his leg. He leaned forward on his elbows. He felt crazy tired. The place 

smelled of coffee and good food. 

He was trying to think through the fatigue when a pretty waitress appeared before 

him. She was his mom’s age, with a bright white smile and green eyes that took the full 

measure of him in one glance. She looked like she had just heard a good joke.  

“Nasty night out there.” She slid a plastic menu in front of him. 

Cody nodded. 

“Something to warm you up? Coffee?” 

Cody nodded again. “Please.” 

The coffee cup in front of him was upside down in its saucer, and he turned it 

over as the waitress walked to the other end of the counter to get the pot. He was good 

and screwed. Hitchhiking to LA seemed about as realistic as catching the next rocket to 

the moon. He was beat. Should have left in the morning rather than the dead of night. He 
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imagined for a moment what it would be like if he was sitting in a diner in LA, starting a 

new life rather than struggling through the same old one.  

The waitress poured his coffee as she watched him. “Something to eat?” 

“Soup?” 

She leaned in toward him like she was going to tell him a secret. The name tag 

pinned to her chest said Betty. “Soup’s about ten hours too old. But we make a heck of a 

bowl of chili.” 

“Alright, chili. That’d be great.” He poured cream into the coffee. Then, as she 

turned to walk away. “Do you know if there’s a gas station anywhere around here?” 

“You need gas?” 

“Truck died on the interstate. I need a tow.” 

“I think the only place that’d have a rig would be that truck stop down just this 

side of Jupiter. It’s about ten miles south on five. I’ll see if I got the number around here 

somewhere.” 

“Thanks.” 

The rain beat against the diner’s window. Cody tasted the coffee and added more 

cream. 

Betty was plain pretty, not like a beauty queen, just sweet looking. Cody could 

imagine her clean little house somewhere on the outskirts of Maxwell, where she kept a 

flower garden and watched old movies when she wasn’t working. It would be a 

comfortable place her house, he knew it would. It would be neat as a pin, but the couch 

would be deep and soft, and there would be a rocking chair, and a proper kitchen table 
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with solid chairs that didn’t feel like they were going to collapse when you sat in them. 

The floors would be wood, not whatever the floors were made of in a trailer. 

He figured her for the type who always had something funny or smart to say. His 

mom had been like that a long time ago. It made him think of the last time he’d seen her. 

He had been driving a stack of sheet rock back to a job site, and he pulled the truck over 

across the street from where she was standing, out front of a liquor store in the worst part 

of White City. He knew she wouldn’t recognize him even if she did see the truck. She’d 

been taking long drags from a smoke and picking at a scab on her arm. She had a weird 

look on her face, halfway between dazed and worried. Her hair looked like it hadn’t been 

washed in a month. He’d watched her, expecting to feel something.  

Then the toothpick man had come out of the store carrying a bottle in a brown 

paper bag. They made the perfect couple, he thought, two ghosts that anyone in their right 

mind would take pains to avoid. Cody was amazed that he didn’t feel anything. He 

wasn’t angry or sad. He felt like whatever part of him was supposed to feel those things 

was dead. Like skin that goes permanently numb after a bad burn. He’d started the truck 

up and pulled away from the curb, watching in the rearview mirror as the two of them 

crossed the street, walking that telltale, bouncy tweeker walk. 

“Here you go.” The waitress put a slip of paper in front of him. It had a phone 

number written on it. “I don’t know if they’ll send someone out this late, but you can call 

them and give it a shot.” 

Even her hands were clean and pretty. Her nails were all the same length, covered 

with a fresh coat of light red polish.  

“Thanks.” 
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For a minute, they got mixed up, Betty and his mom. Betty was what his mom 

should have been. She should have been at home right now lying next to his father. Or 

they would be up late, her teasing his father about the jazz he loved, or having a slow 

smoke over the glass of white wine she had every night. She should have been wearing 

the bear paw oven mitts to pull a tray of her special blondies out of the oven, so damn 

good that none of them could wait until they cooled down. Cody could feel the anger and 

frustration knotting up inside him just thinking about it. He shouldn’t be sitting in some 

diner in a town even more lost than White City. He should be listening to his parents 

laugh over one of the little private jokes the two of them had always shared. He should be 

finishing up some homework, trigonometry or world history, and looking forward to 

graduation. He should have been thinking about what came after. College maybe. The 

future. 

He felt like he was in the middle of the sea in a tiny boat with no land in sight. 

And it dawned on him that he had left his father treading water.  

Cody found the pay phone by the bathrooms on the far side of the diner. He 

dropped a quarter in and dialed the number on the slip of paper Betty had given him. It 

rang three times, then five. Cody gently settled the receiver back in place and stood there. 

He didn’t need anyone to tell him that it would be morning before he could get a tow. 

He settled back onto the stool and tried to think straight. He wouldn’t be surprised 

to lose half his money on the tow and repair, and goddamn if his father couldn’t get that 

truck running in half an hour with a pocket full of tools and a flashlight.  

Betty set the bowl of chili in front of him. Steam floated off the top of it. 

“More coffee?” 
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“Please.” 

She topped him off and he ate a spoonful of the chili, dancing it around in his 

mouth to keep his tongue from burning. His mind ran to the man he left lying on the 

couch. He knew his father needed help, deserved something. But Cody didn’t know what 

to do. For all the rough treatment life had handed the man, he was still a good-looking 

guy. He could still tell a joke and would, every once in a while, light up and say 

something smart ass out of the blue. He looked like the Marlboro man. On the rare 

occasion when the two were out together somewhere, Cody always caught women like 

Betty sneaking looks at his father. 

Betty stood in front of him. 

“Are they coming out?”  

Cody rummaged his spoon through the chili and shook his head. “I think it’s 

going to be a while.” 

She touched the top of his hand. “We’re open all night. You can stay as long as 

you want, you know.” 

She gave him a smile, but different than before. It was like the smile his mom had 

given him when Sue Miller, a girl he had a crush on in fourth grade, had called him white 

trash and told him he stunk. The smile was no accident. He knew sure as anything that 

Betty’s house was the color of a canary. She had a porch swing and a garden. A real 

garden, not a scraggly weed-infested collection of plants in an old bathtub. 

“Thank you.”  

He watched her walk away and tried to think of how to fix it. Of how to fix 

everything. 
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He felt like he was sleepwalking as he made his way to the pay phone. He wasn’t 

even sure he had any right to make the call.  But he also had no idea what else to do. The 

phone rang four times before his father picked up, fumbling with the receiver. 

“Dad?” 

“Cody?” His dad would be sitting up, trying to find the remote to turn off the TV. 

He would look around the trailer, wondering why Cody was on the phone instead of 

standing right in front of him.  

“Where the hell...? Where are you son?” 

“Maxwell, California. I ... the truck broke down.” Cody looked down at the top of 

his boots. He felt his face flush with the guilt. “I need help.” 

“Okay. You’re in Maxwell you say?” 

“Maxwell. Maxwell, California.” He leaned his head against the phone. He was so 

tired. “It’s somewhere off I-5.” 

There was a long pause. For a second, he thought he’d lost the connection. Or that 

his Dad had put it together and just hung up. Then, “I’ll find you Cody. Just sit tight son. 

Don’t you worry, we’ll get you home.” 

 

END 


