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“You’re not back already from the grocery store - did you forget the list?” Mom asked when I came through the kitchen door. ‘What happened?” 
“I…I...I can’t tell you.” I stumbled in a low voice through snivels and tears streaming down my cheeks. I reached for a tissue from the box on the counter and blew my nose. I kept my head down, staring only at the floor, unable to look her in the eye, as I wrung the soiled tissue around and around in my fingers.  
“Why are you crying?”
“A bad thing happened.” I blurted out softly. “Oh, mom, I just can’t tell you!” I began crying again. 
“Don’t be ridiculous!” said my dad from the table, as he folded and put down his newspaper. He almost shouted, “What is it?”
My face was hot now and I was choking and sobbing “I wrecked your beautiful car!”  
“Oh for crying out loud!” Dad exclaimed, rushing over to us. “What? How? Where?” 
All I could think of was how proud they had been to have recently afforded their first new car, a 1971 Monte Carlo, a sleek, shiny, silver model with a black vinyl roof. They usually never discussed what things cost with me, but for my first time behind the wheel of this baby, mom had said, “Now, Kit, remember this cost $4000.00! So be very careful with it.” 
Mom put her hand on my elbow, “Are you hurt?”
“Where is it?” Dad repeated. 
“No, I’m not hurt. It’s, it’s in the garage, sort of.” I managed to blurt out between sobs. They both rushed past me toward the garage. 
I thought about how Dad had me practice parallel parking, spinning out on ice in the church parking lot, doing three-point turns, backing up on a hill, making decisions at four-way stops in his 1967 baby blue Volkswagen Beetle. Trying those things, I was nervous, but whenever I did a maneuver well, Dad would say “Good! Now do it again.” He stood on the side of our street making me practice repeatedly. So many times that I lost count. Every weekend, month after month as my sixteenth birthday approached. I loved learning how to drive the Beetle’s stick-shift. I could parallel park in my sleep now. He also taught me to change tires, put water in the battery, how to apply jumper cables, clean spark plugs with a wire brush, and light flares on the road if there were an emergency. All good things to know before the era of pagers and cell phones. 
Earlier that Spring, I had completed my sophomore year in high school, then the much-anticipated Driver’s Ed course over the summer. I finally got my first driver’s license a few weeks before the crying. I was always the youngest in my classes, being a September baby, so I was now a junior - too old to be blubbering in front of my parents. But being so guilty, I couldn’t help it. 
Back in the garage, my parents looked in, I kept blubbering “ I’m so sorry! I’m so sorry. I was excited to be able to drive and I got in the car, put my purse aside, put on my seatbelt and looked in the rearview mirror; just like I learned. I saw out into the yard behind me so I put the car in reverse and stepped on the gas. But then there was this awful noise!  I put the brakes on. Really I did. I forgot about the windows!” I cried. 
I had crashed right through the closed garage door which had a row of clear glass windows along the top. Being able to see the outside, I thought the door was open. Now I got another lesson from my dad. Gritting his teeth he said vehemently, “Always turn your whole body around to look behind you before you put the car in reverse. Do not rely on your mirrors!”
They were glad I wasn’t hurt, got the car and the garage door fixed without punishing me further than the bad-girl-guilt I was already carrying. 
It made me think of when, on my learner’s permit, mom let me drive with her in the passenger seat, to the big city of New Haven, Connecticut to go shopping. I can’t remember exactly, but I didn't do the correct speed or use my signal in the way that she wanted or something that irritated her.  I do know my tone of voice was smart-alecky when I responded to her scolding. That’s when she hauled off and yelled “Alright, that’s it. Pull off the road right now and get out of the car!” 
Stunned by her outburst, I pulled the car over, but I didn't get out. Would she leave me there on the side of the road?  Mom’s eyes glared with an intense look of rage and frustration, as she insisted, “Get out the of the car right now!” 
Humiliated, I did what she demanded and with my jaw dropped in mortification, I walked around the back of the car to passenger side. I watched Mom scoot over into the driver's seat. Surely, I was going to watch her drive off into the sunset without me. But she yelled through the passenger window for me to get in. 
As I eased in next to her, she took a deep breath, let it out, then drove us the rest of the way in silence. When she parked a half-hour later. I turned to her and apologized. “Okay,” she replied, “Never do that again.”  
I knew I wouldn’t, as that incident scared the bejeebers out of me. 
One week after I got my real license, I was driving on the main road of the downtown part of our small town where right in front of the police station was a stop sign. I accidentally did only a sliding stop at the stop sign instead of coming to a complete stop. The police officer in the station driveway just then, saw me and immediately turned on his lights and sirens, pulled out, got behind me and made me sit at the one traffic light in our town while he took a forever to write my ticket for doing a “California Stop”. I felt like everyone in my whole school got a look at me making that mistake before I slinked the car home, crying to myself, thinking about my ticket and something called points on my license. I had to pay the fine out of my babysitting money.  
That same year, my boyfriend got on the wrong side of his own father on the day of my junior prom. The result - he was not allowed to borrow their car to pick me up!  But my dad came to my rescue, allowing my boyfriend to borrow the Beetle so we could still go to the prom. Luckily my boyfriend knew how to drive a stick-shift. We were grateful that we got to go. My dad’s gesture endeared my father forever to my soon-to-be fiancé.  
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