Barb Rawls	                                                 


Frustrated Driver


                       
I was fortunate. My high school offered a drivers education semester class; our instructor, Mr. Tissot was a laid-back kind of guy. I was excited but nervous; but his calm demeanor made him the perfect teacher for the class. Classroom book instruction occupied us for a couple of weeks before we got behind the wheel. The car was a new 1957 Ford sedan with the gear shift connected to the steering wheel column: first, second, third and reverse. Chewing on my lip I nervously climbed into the driver’s seat the first time. Mr. Tissot turned on the radio and draped himself in the passenger seat beside me. The other two students in my group sat in the back seat, awaiting their turn at the wheel. Coordinating the clutch and gas pedal challenged me as I held the steering wheel in a death grip; but it got easier each time I drove.
                                                                                                                                       
Our homework was to practice driving with a parent. I lived with my older brother Art and his family, and one day Art took me out in his little English Ford with a floor shift. That cute little car had a different configuration on the floor with an extra gear. An ear-splitting screech sounded each time I tried to find the right gear. I glanced sideways at Art. He was gripping the dashboard, trying not to yell at me. He wan not calm like Mr. Tissot. The lesson ended abruptly, and that was the end of any more practice sessions.

 While I kept good grades in the book part of the class, my lack of driving practice resulted in a D for the semester. It was my first D, and I was devastated. I’ll just have to live on the bus line for the rest of my life, I whimpered to myself.
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