A Day is a Month
    The car was a hot, dry oven and the sun burnt the ground under the wheels of our vehicle as we sat there.  The traffic was murder, with cars moving only inches at a time.  It was a snail’s pace.  We were melting ice cubes left out in the sun.  My sister was a pain, asking questions every two minutes like a metronome on top of a piano.
     “Are we there yet?”  “Why are we not moving?” she whined.

     My mother was acting like a doorpost – deaf, and my father was a statue sitting in the driver’s seat.  I was a greasy spot.
     I looked into the car that was closest to ours in the queue.  There was a little old man sitting in the back seat.  He was a garden gnome I thought, until he stared at me.  His eyes were deep, dark pools of water. His nose was a humped back bridge and his mouth a gaping hole as he smiled at me.  I blinked with surprise and…………

