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Run Away

            It was the scariest night of my life. I’m sure a lot of people have had scarier experiences, but this is mine. I was at a friend’s house. Her name was Boston. Boston Shield, one of my best friends. It had been a great day, but it hadn’t been a great couple of months. I was in recovery from my depression, and sometimes, just randomly, I would suddenly drop down to my lowest point again. It hadn’t happened in about a month. But I knew it might happen again. Just like almost every other teenage girl, my parents and I had been having some problems. There was a lot of tension between us, and there were so many arguments and heated discussions I can’t count them on my fingers and toes. 

My family picked me up from my friend’s house, and I was telling them what a great time we had. “Oh my gosh, it was so much fun!! You wouldn’t believe it!”  Then I noticed we weren’t going home. I asked them where we were going, and they told me we were going to go eat out at Red Robin at Easton. I was actually pretty excited. We never go out to eat. So, finally, we arrived and ordered. We were waiting on our food and we got on the subject of home school. (My siblings are still home schooled.) My parents told me about their new ways of getting the kids to push themselves to get better at number sequencing. They were basically using bribes, telling my siblings that if they got to the next number, they would give them five bucks. And I didn’t see this as a bad thing, but when my mom asked if I wanted to do it, I told her that I wasn’t as motivated anymore now that she was using bribery. I didn’t mean to say it in a negative way, but apparently I did. My parents suddenly got really mad at me and we got in another argument.  I asked to be excused; I really didn’t want to have a fight there in Red Robin in front of everyone. I went outside and sat for a while. Next thing I knew, I was running. 

I ran until my legs couldn’t carry me any farther. I was panting and I realized people were staring. I wasn’t thinking at all. My vision was blurring and my head started to hurt. I was on a very long, busy street. I was too preoccupied to look at the street signs. I was just walking away. At first, I thought I’d just walk home. I wasn’t actually thinking about running away. But then things started happening. Cars were driving by and men started howling. It didn’t freak me out at first; that kind of stuff happens to me all the time. I blew it off. But then a car drove by and two men, who looked like they were about in their late 20’s, called out to me and asked me how much. Then it occurred to me that they might have thought that I was a prostitute. I had totally forgotten what I was wearing. It wasn’t that bad, but the shirt was basically strapless.  Not good.  When I got to the street corner, there was really only one choice I had.  I couldn’t go straight or left because I had no idea where they would take me, and with the whole men driving by in a car asking me how much situation, I wasn’t about to go anywhere but somewhere I knew I could be safe.  So right it was.  

After I ran across the street, I realized that as I walked forward, the less people there were around me, and the more deserted it became.  But it was the only way I could go, and I saw two churches nearby, so I knew I could run up to them if I really needed to.  Walking, walking, walking.  Soon, the churches were gone.  A car drove by.  The man in it was absolutely disgusting, and it looked like he was holding a beer bottle.  I couldn’t tell for sure.  He had a bleach blonde chick in the passengers’ seat and he was yelling something at me.  I couldn’t make out what it was.  As that happened, I noticed that right next to me were some woods.  I looked around.  There weren’t any houses.  No churches, no strip malls, no gas stations, nothing.  There were no more cars driving by.  I was scared enough to pee my pants!  Suddenly, a wave of vulgar, horrible and scary thoughts rushed through my mind.  I pictured myself raped, beaten, bloody, and dead, lying in a ditch inside the woods that was right next to me.  

Eventually, up ahead I could see a street turning into a neighborhood.  I quickened my pace, but I immediately stopped, because right ahead was a man walking towards me.  My head started pounding and the horrible thoughts came back.  I couldn’t go back; there was absolutely nothing behind me.  It would be more dangerous.  I had to keep going, so as we walked towards each other, I slowly veered to my right, where he wasn’t.  But to my horror, he followed my lead.  As I got closer, I could make out his face.  He looked Mexican.  He obviously didn’t take care of himself.  He was wearing a blue shirt that looked two sizes too small, and jeans.  He was overweight and had medium length hair that fell to the sides.  The five o’clock shadow he had made him look mischievous, and made me suddenly very uneasy.  As we passed, the dangerous word “Hey” slipped out of his mouth.  I didn’t even look up at him; I just kept walking.  I let out a sigh of relief as we passed each other, but I immediately tensed up again when he said something else.  I turned around as fast as a whip lashes against a prisoner.  I couldn’t make out what he was saying, but I remember hearing him ask my name.  I felt my eyes get big and I shook my head.  His hands flew up in the air, like he was surrendering.  I turned and walked away quickly, but after a couple of steps, I was running again.  

I couldn’t make it home before dark, and I didn’t want to have something like that happen again.  If I believed in God, I would have gotten down on my knees right there and started praying.  As I got near the street that turned into the neighborhood, I realized I recognized the area.  After about twenty seconds of thinking, I remembered that it was the way I used to take to get to my psychologist.  It was a lot closer than home, and if luck was on my side, I thought it might still be open by the time I got there.  But of course, it was a Sunday.  It wouldn’t have been open, but I didn’t think of that at the time.  I turned and started walking down the long, winding road.  Yet another car drove by, with a college aged guy hanging out the window shouting like an idiot.  He tried to throw something at me, but I couldn’t see what it was.  That guy had pretty bad aim.  

What happened after that is a blur, except for a couple things.  I remember walking by a gas station, and I saw a girl my age drive by in a car next to me.  She looked puzzled when I first looked at her, but at second glance, I saw we shared the same self-murdering sadness.  I also remember two other boys who were my age, maybe a little older, leaning out the window and yelling something.  I remember jumping out of my skin and feeling scared out of my mind.  After a while, I looked down at my feet.  They were black from my flip-flops, so I took them off.  After that, I ran again.  Small rocks were digging into my feet, but I didn’t feel the constant small, sharp pains.  My mind was too confused.  

Finally, I became aware again.  I passed by a large, white building.  I thought it was a government building or something.  I didn’t spend too long thinking about it.  I finally found the many buildings that looked like the building I was looking for.  The only thing was, I couldn’t remember which building it was.  I went to one, and read the sign on the side.  This wasn’t the building.  I noticed the sun was going down, and I quickened my pace once more.  As I started for the other building, I saw one building out of the corner of my eye.  I turned to see the familiar depressing building I used to go to every Wednesday morning.  Onwards I went, but when I finally got there, my heart dropped into the pit of my stomach.  There was one car sitting in the parking lot. One.  I knew it.  It was in the back of my head, tugging on me like a huge bundle on my back.  As I walked to the front doors, I tried desperately to hold on to hope.  I placed my two hands on the cold handles.  I took a deep breath, and I pulled.  I let out a cry of despair as I tugged at the doors over and over again, trying desperately to open them.  

The harsh truth filled my head that the doors holding the only hope I had left were locked.  Tears were pouring down my face and I was shouting.  “Open!! Please open!!” I cried this over and over again until I collapsed.  I sat there on the ground, sobbing.  About an hour passed.  I sat there, leaning against the hard brick wall, watching the sun go down, feeling nothing, seeing nothing.  I was just sitting there.  I could still feel warm tears rolling down my cold cheeks.  I turned my head and saw a spider a big daddy long leg, just sitting on the wall next to me.  Without thinking, I started talking.  I told that spider everything, yes, every last thing.  At one point, I thought I was going crazy.  I seriously thought I was losing my grip on reality.  I mean, I just ran away, wound up at a psychology building, and was now sitting there in the front talking to a spider.  I ended up writing on the pavement with a little white rock I found.  

I watched the sun go down, and used it to tell the time.  I figured I’d been gone for about two and a half hours.  I knew my parents were out looking for me, but I wondered if they were worried or if they were angry.  I felt guilty; I didn’t want my siblings to worry.  As I sat looking up at a camera above me, a car drove up.  My immediate thought was “they found me.”  I felt awkward, because the car was just sitting there, with its headlights shining in my face.  But to my surprise, a lady jumped out.  A dog was barking and she was laughing and telling it she would be right back.  She came up directly in front and a little left of me, and started punching something into a computer.  Had she noticed me, I wondered?  Then, her eyes fell upon me and she jumped.  She made a nervous giggle and apologized.  She said she hadn’t seen me.  Then, she swiped a card through the computer, and walked through the now open doors.  I sat there, dumbstruck.  I couldn’t believe she had just walked right by me.  I was all alone.  It was dark out.  My make-up was smeared, and I could feel my eyes were puffy.  And she walked right by. I wondered if I should leave.  I sat there for a long time, just wondering and thinking ‘what if?’  

She came back to the doors a while later, but when she pulled on the doors, she realized she was locked in.  I didn’t know what to do, and now I felt more awkward then ever.  After a couple tries, she gave up and went back to wherever she came from.  Later, she came out another door and started walking back to her car.  She stopped and looked at me.  She shifted around awkwardly and asked if I needed help.  I smiled and said no, that my mom was on her way right now to come pick me up.  She asked if I was sure, and I gave her an assuring nod.  Then she left.  Either I’m a really good liar, or she just really didn’t want to get involved.  I looked at my spider friend and said in an astounded voice, “can you believe that?”  

After a while of sitting, I decided to try and sleep.  I was absolutely exhausted.  I lay on the cold, hard ground for what seemed like a very long time.  I watched the cars far off in the distance drive by.  I heard a siren and wondered if my parents had called the police.  Finally, I decided that I couldn’t sleep, so I sat back up.  I thought about places that would be open at that hour.  I slowly got up and steadied myself.  I looked at my spider friend, kindly said thank you, and walked away.  I was headed towards the large white building I had seen earlier.  Once I got to the front, I realized it was a hotel, the Hilton Hotel to be exact.  (I saw the sign above me when I walked in.)  It was very nice, but I wasn’t going to enjoy the scenery.  I started walking towards the front desk when a man with a nametag came out.  When he saw me, he suddenly looked really annoyed.  “Can I help you?” he said in a very unfriendly voice.  I asked if there was a phone I could use, and he pointed to one I had just passed and had not seen.  I thanked him, took a deep breath, and walked up to it.  I dialed my number and someone answered immediately.  At first I thought it was my mom.  “Mom?” I asked.

“Yes?”

“It’s me.”

“Oh my god Ashlee???”  

Then I realized it was my neighbor, Mrs. Jones.  “Where are you??”  My lip started to tremble and I burst out crying. “You’ve been gone for a very long time.  Here, let me call your parents, and don’t you leave, you stay right there.”  I did as she said.  I heard her say that I had just called.  She asked where I was and I said the Hilton Hotel.  She repeated it, answered OK to something and said goodbye to my parents on the other line.  She said they were coming to pick me up.  After about three minutes, I turned to see my mom coming towards me.  “You can’t do that,” she said as she started crying and threw her arms around me.  My dad came up and gave us a hug.  We walked out of the building into the car.  We didn’t say much before they told me I’d have to talk to a police officer that came when they called 911.  And as if the night hadn’t already been awkward enough, the police officer just happened to be my ex-boyfriend’s dad.  He gave me a long speech on why I shouldn’t run away.  He made me angry because he didn’t understand, but I didn’t blame him for it.  I just listened and nodded every so often.  After he was done, my parents thanked him and we went home.  I walked into the house and went straight to bed.  I was exhausted and I couldn’t believe what had just happened, had actually happened.  I lay down in my soft bed and closed my eyes.  “Good night,” I heard and I fell asleep.
