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Out For a Drive

[image: ]




General Fiction, by Shannon Lewis

One morning, Mr. Davis called to his wife; “Honey, there’s nothing on TV! Let’s go for a drive!”

Mrs. Davis was sitting on the screened in porch reading her book in the morning sunshine. She peeked around the doorframe to see her husband and smiled. “Hmmm. Do you mean a drive in the little red roadster?” She put her book down and walked over to the living room.

“Of course. What better way to spend a beautiful day than in a snazzy convertible, tooling around the back roads?” Mr. Davis said, standing and stretching.

“Great idea!” Mrs. Davis said happily. “I’ll put together a basket for snacks or maybe some sandwiches and we can stop for a picnic!” She headed towards the kitchen, then added, “It won’t take me but a moment and you can get the car ready for a drive.”

Mr. Davis was already making his way toward the garage, grabbing his scally cap to wear. It was his favorite cap to wear while driving the small, British convertible that they had restored a few years earlier.

The car sat gleaming in the garage, shiny red paint and black seats ready for an excursion. It was a family heirloom that had sat for quite a few years and then took a few years more to get it back into driving shape, turning out to be an enjoyable hobby for Mr. Davis in his retirement.

Mr. Davis went about checking the gas and dusting off the seats, making sure the small tool kit was in the trunk, or as the British called it the boot of the car, and everything was tip top. It was an antique car after all and certain precautions had to be made. Satisfied that all looked good, he climbed in the very low and narrow drivers’ seat, no easy feat for his nearly 6-foot frame, turned the key and then pulled on the starter.

The engine chugged a few times, almost started, chugged another time or two, then fired to life, rumbling noisily at first. As the engine warmed up and all the gas and oil started flowing, the engine settled down into a pleasant purr. Mr. Davis backed carefully out of the garage and stopped in the driveway. He revved the engine for good measure, then turned the key off and extracted himself again to go help Mrs. Davis with their lunch.

Mrs. Davis had just finished tucking some cookies into the small carry container to complete their meal when Mr. Davis walked into the kitchen.

“Oh, good. Can you grab us a couple of sodas and a bottle of water? Then I’m ready if you are!” she said.

“Sure thing,” he said as he bent into the refrigerator selecting the desired drinks. “It’s really nice out, but you better get a hat or scarf for your hair, you know how you hate it when it gets all tangled,” Mr. Davis suggested as he took the food from his wife. “I’ll go put this in the car!”

Mrs. Davis went over to the front hallway and selected a ball cap, grabbed a hair tie from a collection near the door and quickly pulled her long, dark hair into a ponytail. It was the best way to wear her cap, with the ponytail pulled through the back opening so the hat didn’t blow off. It wasn’t quite the classic British look that Mr. Davis had, but it would do. Grabbing her purse and her sunglasses she headed out through the garage. Mr. Davis was just leaning on the car, checking his phone, waiting for her. She loved the way the car looked, long and sleek, the classic race car profile and she thought her husband looked quite smashing along with it. Once again, grateful they had been able to restore the car that gave them such pleasure.

Mr. Davis looked up and smiled at his wife, “Where should we head to today? Any ideas?”
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