Linda Peterson
				We Landed Sideways

	It was a beautiful, sleek burgundy 1965 Chevrolet Impala coupe. With red interior.
No accounting for taste. It had a 327 under the hood and three on the tree straight transmission.
 Not that I knew what any of that meant at the time, nor what I was expecting to ride in that 
moonlit October night in 1967. I was expecting a baby blue Ford convertible, but I digress.
	Jim, a mutual friend, and owner of said convertible, had set up Gordon and me for this 
blind date. We were supposed to be double dating with my sister, Randi, and him. We were to 
meet her at the football game, where she was performing with the marching band. She was to 
join us after half time. That is why I was expecting the convertible.
	I’m sure Gordon didn’t get quite what he expected that night either. Jim knew he was 
terribly shy. When they pulled up in front of my house, Jim told him, “Just go knock on the door 
and introduce yourself.” To three females! Within minutes, we were back out in the car and on 
our way to the football game.
A couple of weeks later, on a sunny Sunday afternoon, the four of us were out cruising in the 
country when he asked, “Do you want to drive my car?”
   “I haven’t had much driving experience since Driver’s Ed,” 
   “That’s okay. I’ll teach you.”
    That’s when I received a quick primer on clutching and shifting, and braking. I got behind the 
wheel. Before long, I found myself headed down a steep hill. Gordon told me, “At the next road, 
take a left.”
     I never hit the brakes. We landed horizontally in the ditch. 
     We’re still together. That’s all I’m going to say.

 

















