The Truck

By Richard Sparks

I hung out with Dave during senior year. Like many who had their own wheels, in his case, an ancient pickup, Dave had other riders as well. At first, it was an honor to be the “shotgun de jure.” The entire bunch, including me, was of dubious social standing, B-listers on our best days. As a fellow member of society’s flotsam, one of Dave’s stories particularly resonated with me. It seems that during a snowfall Dave and one of his cohorts had the incredible luck to spot a goddess from GW’s social A-list, on foot. Dumbfounded at their unimaginable good fortune, they talked her into the cab, which, no doubt, became instantly permeated with testosterone vapor. Luring her into the vehicle was an incredible coup; however, their euphoria was short-lived. The truck slid on the ice, hit a car and the goddess continued on foot. What galled Dave was that she never asked how he came out in the accident, a typical ending for a B-list pick-up story. 

Our hormone induced conversations seemed to me even then to border on insanity. I sometimes wished my parents would get more particular about who I kept company with. We cruised the streets of Alexandria hoping to see the girls of our dreams. We never scored; yet, the next day always brought the hope we’d catch one in the open, and then somehow say the right things. We never got to that part of the plan. Our dismal record inspired the theory that the women we were trying to encounter really didn’t exist outside of school, but evaporated as soon as they left the building. They were never at home when we phoned and were NEVER seen outdoors. My hope of an encounter was balanced against the subliminal agony of wondering what embarrassing thing might follow if a conversation were actually attempted? What idiot thing would I say, let alone what would Dave be capable of saying or doing?

While cruising, Dave introduced me to a risky game at King and Washington Streets. The motorcycle cop who seemed to have perpetual traffic control duty there was a town institution named Mac, His reputation for having a short fuse came to mind as we cruised into the intersection and Dave said, “Watch this,” and purposely stalled the truck. 

The old truck had separate ignition and starter switches, enabling Dave to do a wonderful act of exaggerated frustration, grinding the starter, but with the ignition turned off. After a couple of traffic light cycles, the busy intersection was a mess. Mac stood at the curb, shouting as Dave looked at him blankly and shrugged his shoulders in feigned helplessness as the starter ground feebly on. Finally the big policeman began to pick his way through the traffic. As he got close, Dave surreptitiously turned the ignition on, hit the starter, and we were away in an instant (thank God!).
