The Ambulance

On a cloudy night, fast traffic rushes down the interstate highway, curving back and forth, winding along through the hills. Another truck and I overtake a slower truck in the right lane and move left to pass. I’m behind, my forward sight blocked. As we follow a curve, I glimpse flashing lights ahead and think they are on the other side of the guardrail separating the four traffic lanes, as there isn’t a median. Abruptly, the truck in front of me switches back into the right lane, close in front of the slower truck. As he does, I see that immediately ahead sits an ambulance parked in the left lane.

“Shit!” I exclaim, braking hard, and the engine brake emits a loud staccato, alerting two medics behind the ambulance. Almost in unison, they dive over the guardrail. In those brief seconds, I panic. Then the two trucks beside me separate, and seeing this, I sharply swing into the right lane between them, barely missing the ambulance’s open rear door as the three of us speed off into the night.

