Judy Fink
Day 3 challenge

A BLUE FLOWERED DRESS AND A WHITE SHIRT
Our family was on our way to Miami, Florida.  We were so excited!  I was 13, my brother Bobby was 16 and my older brother Richard, 19.  My mother and us kids were embarking on our first vacation from southwestern Pennsylvania to Florida with its palm trees and the Atlantic Ocean.   Richard did most of the driving.  
The drive was quite a long one.  We would stop at small motels for the night and eat at any eatery which was inexpensive since we were on a tight budget.  Good thing in 1958 the cost of gas for our old Ford was only about 50 cents a gallon.
Driving along we noticed that the traffic ahead was stopped.  People were sitting in their cars with the motor off and the windows open.  There was a car wreck up ahead blocking all the traffic.  Being bored, the three of us decided to walk up and see the wreck.  Mother stayed in the car.
We came upon the wrecked cars.  The first thing I saw was a thin woman in a blue flowered dress.  Limping with blood running down her leg as a policeman was helping her to an ambulance.  The bone in her arm was protruding out of her flesh. My stomach clenched, I could hear her wimpering as she tried to walk and hold her arm out.  My eyes were wide with shock and fear seeing that poor woman.  What we saw after that was worse.  A car was upside down and smashed and dented from the collision.  There was a man’s body under the car.  All I could see was a dead man in a white shirt.  
I didn’t want to see that dead man but I couldn’t tear my eyes away.  My body shivered.  We all stood completely still taking in all the horror in front of us.  My brothers and I had seen enough.  My brothers were pale with fear as I’m sure I was as well.  I could feel the blood draining from my face.  
The three of us turned around and without a word, walked back to our car.  My mother asked, “what did you guys see?”  “Just an accident” my brother Richard answered.  There was no need to describe what we saw.  It could not be unseen.  
The air in the car was heavy with the reality of what we witnessed.  None of us spoke a word.  Eventually the traffic could slowly pass the scene but by then the victims had been removed.  The pictures of that scene were burned into my memory forever.  She had on a blue flowered dress and he wore  a white shirt.



