
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	I TRAVELED TO FLORIDA WITHOUT MY PHONE

	 

	 

	 

	INTRODUCTION

	 

	Think one day of having to stay, for a period of time, without a phone, what would you do? This is the story lived by the author, who for a simple forgetfulness, had to travel for thousands of miles, without a mobile phone. From a normal trip, it has turned into a new adventure, which leads the author to have second thoughts to about this life, in the technological chaos in which we find ourselves. A new thing, born by chance, but that makes you think about how we lived before, without this lethal weapon that is the phone. 

	 

	 

	DEPARTURE

	 

	 

	I get up at three in the morning to go to the airport, I get dressed, I check my luggage, I take my mobile phone and the charger, very important because if it should discharge I can load it in the plane. While I’m sleepy, we load the bags into the car, my husband and I and we leave for my trip to Florida. As I move away from home, I feel a sadness growing, which together with sleep makes me nauseous. The deserted streets load with cars as we approach the airport. Here we are, we park the car, unloading the suitcase and my backpack, and entering the lobby. As I look around lost in that immense and cold entrance, I have a jump, I look at my husband, I do not have the courage to tell him, but he sees my expression and asks me: "What'up?". I in a low voice, warn him that I has left a bag at home. At first dismayed, then angry, he turns to go home to retrieve her, but I would had the check- in later an hour and thirty, but i wouldn't have succeeded. My whole body was panicking. So I thought I’d call my son at home and start carry me my purse, so I could have a little more time. I call home, my daughter answers, I explain what happened and I tell her to wake her brother and bring my bag to the airport, I hear his voice from afar I beg him to get there as soon as possible, and he leaves for the airport. I didn’t know if everything would settle in time, but I take the bigger suitcase and I board it. As time went on, I realized I wasn't going to make it, but I was positive, so I would wait. The call from my son who had arrived at the airport gave me hope again. We meet, he hands me the bag, I thank him and I leave as if there is no an tomorrow, towards the customs and the gate. Now it was my turn to run. With my backpack on my back I arrive at customs and explain to a policeman that I am late and I have to catch the plane, so they make me go through an empty area, they control me and I can go. Fifty meters after customs, I see a ticket checkpoint approaching, I run but my phone rings, locked in a pocket in my jacket. The girl asks me for the ticket, I answer, it is my husband who asks me if I arrived at the gate, I answer no, I close the phone, I put it on furniture stacked next to the girl, I take the ticket out of the pocket of the backpack, I give the ticket to the girl who looks and  says that it’s okay, I close the backpack, I take the ticket and start running towards the gate.
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