The Quirky 1966 Volvo
In 1984, after I passed my driving test, Yefim purchased a 1966 Volvo for me. It was my first car, and even though it wasn’t flashy, it was sturdy and reliable in its own quirky way. I was happy when I saw its boxy frame and vintage curves. The navy-blue Volvo felt like a small piece of freedom after years of navigating immigration challenges. Its engine purred to life with a soft, familiar hum accompanying me on countless journeys.
I loved everything about this car except the shifter. It was the Volvo's most peculiar feature. It worked with a mind of its own. I could never tell if the car was parked because there was no indication on the dashboard, and I couldn’t know if it was at rest when I pulled the keys out of the ignition. This dilemma drove me and my husband crazy. Every time my Volvo refused to start, I had to call him and complain. Yefim told me that not having the shifter in the park did not stop the engine from shutting down. Cars were different then.
One day, I pulled up to the grocery store, carefully nudged the shifter, and stepped out with mild uncertainty. Would the car be in the park? I needed it to be so I could start the engine upon return. I glanced back just in case. 
As fate may have, my car refused to start. Frustrated, I called Yefim. Half an hour later, my disheveled husband appeared, pushed the shifter into the park, yelled at me, and told me to start the engine.
I cannot help but smile at the thought of that old car, forever unsure of its parked position. As a bridge between my past and the new world I created, it steadfastly carried me forward, representing independence. 
