
qwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqw
ertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwert
yuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyui
opasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopa
sdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdf
ghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfghj
klzxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfghjklz
xcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcv
bnmqwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbn
mqwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmq
wertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwe
rtyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwerty
uiopasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuio
pasdfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopas
dfghjklzxcvbnmqwertyuiopasdfg
hjkl b t i df hjk

 

 

 

12:23 
 

By Jessica McClary 
 

 

  



12:23 
 

McClary Page 1 
 

 You can tell a lot about a person by their car, inside and out.  If the outside is clean, but the inside isn’t then 

more than likely the individual cares about how others see them.  However, if the opposite is true, the person probably 

doesn’t give a damn about the opinions of others.  On a deeper level, bumper stickers, ornaments, and various items on 

the dash board or back of the car are all clues to the person who owns the vehicle.   They could be hard core rockers on 

the inside, but display a cool exterior.  They could be rebels on the outside, but shudder when they hear swearing.  

 It's a statement, a way to express without being loud and obnoxious to a degree though there are those that do 

their best to be so.  At least, that was what Carsten Boyer always believed.  It was his hobby, to try to puzzle out the 

person even though he would ever meet them.  In truth, it was a way for his imagination to branch out, to distract 

himself from long hours in his semi running up I-90 doing his run from Seattle, Washington to Madison, Wisconsin.  The 

bumper stickers alone were always worth a few chuckles, not to mention the personalized license plates. 

 His fellow truck drivers weren’t immune with their cabs that showed animals, naked women, or some phrase to 

claim their identity.  Even Carsten used his own modest truck as a canvas for expression though he didn’t have the funds 

that some of the others clearly had to spring for their paint jobs.  No, with his own budget he had managed to get a 

painting of the sky along the hood with a single eagle flying on the sides, a symbol of freedom.   His distaste for settling 

down in one place had led him to being a truck driver, and to the decision not to marry or have a permanent home.  

Carsten had a lot of respect for the drivers who managed to keep a healthy family relationship despite their job .  He 

knew that he wasn’t one of those people, so he made his choice and was happy with it. 

 It was during late August, however, that Carsten had his world turned upside down.   

A truck stop was a personal favorite for Carsten because he could get greasy food and good conversations.  Just 

as the cars had the wide variety of personalities, so did the people who came into the stop at all hours of the night.  

Carsten would usually take the hour between 11 and 12 to sit there, rest his sore eyes, get some grub and the strongest 

coffee they had before hitting the asphalt again.  The first night nothing stood out to alarm him despite the quiet which 

Carsten chalked up to the hour and continued with his routine. 

After midnight Carsten picked himself up and headed back to his truck only to stop when he saw a Volvo parked 

at the entrance.  It was all white without any markings; even the silver or gold emblem to declare proudly the 
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manufacturer of the car was missing.  The windows, black because of the tint film, also hid the owners personality from 

him.  Curious, he glanced around to see if he could identify who it may belong to, but the parking lot was empty.  A 

moment of hesitation later, he walked around it to see the license plate.  A chill ran through him when he read it, but he 

shrugged it off to the chill of the night and, without another glance, left to get back on the road. 

Getting back into the groove was always difficulty after the one hour pit stop.  He’d shift in his seat, flip through 

music, or hum.  No matter the technique, within fifteen minutes he was back in the mood needed for boring roads and 

few cars.  That night he had Michael, Row Your Boat Ashore stuck in his head so he hummed it, not because he enjoyed 

it or because it held some significance, only because there was nothing else to hum.  The third chorus rolled around 

when a blinding flash of light caused him to jerk his head to the left, flinching while muttering under his breath about 

idiots with high beams.  The muttering halted when he saw the white car, matching his speed, moving up on his left side.  

Carsten tried to dismiss it, frowning while focusing on the road and hoping it would pass quickly. 

It didn’t and Carsten found himself drawn to get a closer look, but all he could see was the gleaming white paint.  

After five minutes of trying, he gave up and tapped his breaks to get the driver to pull ahead.  The car moved steadily 

forward then, when it was far enough in front, slid into his lane.  His lights hit the license plate, and Carsten’ mouth went 

dry as he read it: HWY2HLL. 

A minute later a flash of light came again, this time in front of him.  Carsten cried out while looking away, his 

eyes landing on the clock to see that it said 12:23.  When he looked back, the car was gone. 

A week later Carsten, who had purposely forgot about the incident, walked into the same diner half an hour 

earlier than usual.  Ignoring the quiet, Carsten fell into a booth and ordered a pot of coffee with the full intent of 

drowning the damn thing in one gulp.  After the fourth cup, Carsten was feeling better, and decided to look around to 

check out who might be there to help wile away the hour before he got back on the road.   

At the counter was a couple older drivers nursing their own coffee and in a booth ahead of him sat a young 

couple huddled together like a pair of scared teenagers.  In the booth farthest from the door and counter was a tall, thin 

man that looked to be more bones than muscle.  His hair, white, fell to his shoulders looked to be a combination of 

coarse and soft.  The most disturbing thing for Carsten was that as their eyes met, Carsten had the feeling the man 
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wasn’t all there.  Half a ghost.  A minute later the man smiled at him and a violent shudder passed through Carsten as he 

saw crooked yellow teeth. 

Averting his eyes, he focused on his coffee and muffin.  The sensation that he was being watched cropped up, 

sitting at the crown of his head for several minutes before fading away.  A sigh slipped out before he picked up the 

coffee, ignoring the slight shake of his hand, and finished the rest of it.  Carsten felt tempted to cut loose and move on, 

but his stomach reminded him that it had been a good four hours since he had eaten.  Sighing, he finished the muffin 

then ordered something heartier and tried to ignore the man in the back.   

After three more cups of coffee and a clean plate, Carsten stood up.  He threw his money on the table, finished 

the dredge of his last cup and turned only to run straight into the white haired man.  The moment their flesh touched 

Carsten felt a chill as two boney hands grabbed his upper arms to steady him.  Unwilling, Carsten looked up into pale 

reddish blue eyes and opened his mouth to mutter thanks, but his voice failed him.   

The white haired man stared back at him before stretching his thin lips into a smile.  “You okay, son?”   

The voice contrasted against what Carsten expected.  Instead of a dull, high-pitched scratch, it was smooth and 

deep with a drawl that sounded to be a mix between a Texan and Southern accent.  The surprise caused Carsten to 

freeze for a second before he forced himself to respond, nodding.  “Yes, thanks for the save.” 

The man let him go and took a step back to give him room.  “No problem.  At this hour, it’s easy to become lost 

in thought.  The less accidents the better.”   

Carsten nodded his agreement, silently hoping the man would go away. 

The man’s eyes drifted to something over Carsten’ shoulder who had to stop himself from looking only to later 

do so when the man nodded toward it.  “That your truck, son?” 

Confirming that it was the right one, Carsten turned back.  “Yes, sir.” 

“Eagle on the side?”  At Carsten’ nodded the man smiled.  “Mind if I take a look?  I’m fascinated by the detail 

that can go into the paint jobs.” 

Carsten hesitated, fighting with the conflicting reactions that he was having to the man, before shrugging.  

“Sure.  I don’t have to hit the road for another twenty minutes.” 
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The man chuckled.  “Good, good.  It's always good to pace yourself.”  He patted Carsten’ shoulder.  “You’re too 

young to push too hard.” 

Unable to help himself, Carsten shared the chuckle.  “Don’t I know it.  I like being on the road too much and I 

don’t want to burn out too soon.” 

“I, too, enjoy long trips.  It’s a good for self-discovery because you can’t do much more than think while you’re 

driving.”   

Together they walked out to Carsten’ truck, exchanging light conversation that trickled to a stop when they were 

close enough.  Because of how close Carsten had parked to the diner, the lights were bright enough to give the strange 

man a good look that he took advantage of.  He waited quietly as the man focused on the eagle, wings spread out to 

catch the draft of the air currents beneath it.   

Several minutes passed before the man ran a light hand over the wing he could reach.  “A golden eagle.”  He 

turned to look at Carsten.  “Why not a bald eagle?” 

Carsten grinned, impressed the man had recognized the difference.  “Everyone does a bald eagle with it being 

the emblem of the U.S.  I wanted to be different.”  He hesitated.  “It's also a, ah, symbol of me so to speak.” 

The man nodded approvingly as he turned back.  “The detail is astonishing.  It almost looks like it might fly off 

the truck itself.”  When he turned back he was smiling, teeth showing, but this time Carsten didn’t have a negative 

reaction to it.  “I say, son, you must be a rare individual.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that.”  Carsten shook his head, fighting the blush the compliment triggered.  “It’s just a paint 

job.” 

“No, no.  Listen.”  The man moved closer.  “It takes a rare individual to understand enough about themselves at 

your age to make the choices you have made.  You should be proud of yourself.” 

The embarrassment fought with the uneasiness.  “No offense, but how can you tell that from a paint job?” 

Silence reigned for several minutes before the man nodded.  “Let me just say that I find myself drawn to 

particular individuals.  The moment I saw you I knew that you weren’t the usual suspects to walk into that diner.” 

“What do you mean?” 
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The man hesitated again, blinking twice before opening his mouth.  Whatever he was going to say was 

interrupted by a high-pitched beep, causing the man to raise his wrist to show an old watch that looked as if it had seen 

better days.  “Oh, look at the time.  Midnight.”  He looked back at Carsten, smiling.  “If you’ll excuse me, son, I have to go 

take care of something.”  He held out his hand.  “It was a pleasure meeting you.” 

Carsten took a deep breath before taking the hand and fought to hide his surprise at how warm it was.  “A 

pleasure meeting you, too.  Maybe I’ll see you again.” 

The man grinned.  “I’m sure you will.  Drive safely, son.” 

He moved around Carsten and started to head back inside when Carsten realized that he forgot to ask an 

important question, causing him to turn on his heel and call out.  “Excuse me!”  The man turned back to him, white 

eyebrows raised.  “I’m sorry; I forgot to get your name.” 

The smile was bigger than all the others.  “That’s all right.  My name is Christopher, but you can call me Chris.”  

Then the man disappeared into the diner. 

Carsten stood staring, chuckling because his parents had almost named him the same only to have the chuckle 

die on his lips as his eyes caught the white car parked by the door.  He must have missed it when he walked out with 

Chris, but it was there now, sitting in contrast to the night, looking bright as if it had just come off a car lot as opposed to 

the highway.  Carsten didn’t wait, instead he turned to drag himself back into his cab. 

Twenty minutes later, Carsten was in the groove and felt that his night had taken a turn toward the better.  The 

hump had passed and he was almost to the end of his drive.  Just a few more hours then a grimy hotel with a semi-warm 

bed and scratchy sheets.  It wasn’t perfect, his job, but the small displeasures didn’t outweigh the benefits.  This time 

there wasn’t another car coming his way or coming in from behind him.  Carsten had looked to his left in time to see the 

white car catch up and match his speed.  A chill passed through him as he stared for as long as he could.  This time he 

could see the driver window was down an inch to let in airflow and Carsten could swear that he saw some white hair.   

On edge, Carsten didn’t wait to tap on his breaks to let the little car pass.  Once again the car waited until it was 

far enough ahead to pull in front.  Despite himself, Carsten looked at the license plate and shivered as he read:  
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HWY2HVN.  A moment later a flash of light caused him to jerk his head to the right, his eyes landing on the clock to see 

the numbers 12:23. 

Looking back up Carsten saw the car was out of sight, but not out of mind. 

The next night as Carsten pulled into the truck stop, he kept his eyes open for the white car.  When he didn’t see 

it, he picked a booth that would allow him to see incoming traffic.  His determination to find the car caused him to tune 

out the rest of the diner.  When a voice said over his head, “nice to see you again, son,” Carsten jumped high enough to 

bump his knee under the table hard. 

Turning, he found Chris standing at the end of the table, an amused smile on his face.   

“Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you.” 

Taking a second to regain his wits, Carsten waved his hand.  “Not your fault.  I wasn’t paying attention.” 

Chris motioned to the other side of the booth as a question then slide in when Carsten nodded.  “May I ask 

what’s on your mind?” 

Carsten thought about it, not sure if he should share, worried how his story would sound.  Looking at the older 

man though, he felt as if he didn’t say something, he’d burst.  Clearing his throat, he leaned in.  “Well, it might sound 

crazy.” 

“I see.”  Chris tapped a finger on the table.  “Late at night, sometimes the normal looks a little crazy.  You might 

feel better to get it off your chest.” 

“Yeah, maybe it’s the time of night.”  Carsten paused.  “I hope so anyway.” 

“So, tell me and maybe we can dispel it.” 

Again, Carsten hesitated, but looking into Chris’ eyes gave him feelings peace and assurance.  With that to 

bolster him, he poured out his tale.  He talked about the white car, the strange license plates both times and how it 

always happened at 12:23 AM.  Chris listened patiently; never interrupting as Carsten unloaded the peculiarity of it plus 

his own thoughts and theories.  When he finished, Carsten scanned the other man’s face his voice hesitant.  “What do 

you think?” 
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Chris sat quietly, his long fingers rubbing his chin in thought.  Several minutes passed before he shrugged.  “I’ll 

agree that it seems curious.”  He pursed his lips a moment before licking his lips.  “Tell me, do you believe in the 

paranormal?” 

“Paranormal?  You mean like ghosts and stuff?”   

When Chris nodded, Carsten leaned back with a frown.   

“Never thought about it.  I mean anything is possible I guess.  I’ve seen and heard of nutty things on the road, 

but that’s part of the job.”  A second passed before Carsten narrowed his eyes.  “You think that’s what I’m witnessing?  

Some paranormal event that always happens at 12:23?” 

“Think about it, son, you see a white car with odd license plates, missing any markings that plum disappears on 

you at the same time each night you see it?”  Chris shook his head.  “If that isn’t paranormal then what else could it be?  

You weren’t drinking; you get plenty of rest before it happens so it’s not your eyes playing tricks.” 

“Okay.”  Carsten paused in thought.  “So why am I the only one who sees it?” 

Chris smiled this time.  “That’s an easy question.  You’re special, one of a kind.” 

Carsten shook his head.  “Too convenient of an answer, Chris.  Sorry to say it, but I get this feeling that it means 

more.”  He tried to put his thoughts into words.  “That I’m supposed to see it for some reason or another.  It means 

something, but what?” 

Chris pursed his lips again as he leaned back into the booth, his long fingers wrapped around the warmth of the 

coffee cup that had arrived earlier as he stared at Carsten.  Again, the feeling of uneasiness came with that stare, but 

Carsten fought it off as he waited.  Chris then shook his head.  “Good question, but you sound as if you have a theory 

about what the car symbolizes.” 

Carsten chewed on the inside of his cheek, deciding if he should share the strange thought that Chris’ 

mentioning of paranormal caused.  Minutes passed as the two drank their coffee, the silence sitting between being 

comfortable and awkward at the same time until Carsten caved.  “I don’t know, it’s probably crazier than the whole 

situation.”  

Chris didn’t respond, just waited, his eyes bright with curiosity. 
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“Okay, but don’t laugh.”  Carsten chuckled as the man raised three fingers for a Boy Scout oath of promise.  “I 

remember from my old mythology classes when I was a kid about the Angel of Death.  What if, for those on the road, 

the Angel of Death drives a, uh,” he faltered and averted his eyes as the rest trailed out of him, “white Volvo.”  There 

wasn’t a respond and after a minute he glanced at Chris to see the man was schooling his face though his eyes danced 

with humor.  “Yeah, it’s a reach.” 

“Only by a little bit.”  Chris stated his voice laced with the laughter he was trying to hold in.  A moment later the 

humor faded.  “But maybe you’re on the right track.  Let me ask you a question.  How do you think souls travel to either 

Heaven or Hell?” 

“Uh, float?” 

Chris laughed then waved his hand.  “Sorry, couldn’t help it.  What I mean is how do you think they get to their 

destination?” 

“Oh,” Carsten gave the question serious thought.  “I don’t know.  I guess someone guides them, but if I 

remember right isn’t that what the Angel of Death does?” 

“In some cultures, but he was never named that in the Bible.”  Chris shook his head.  “Assuming you believe in 

God.” 

“Well, um,” Carsten shrugged, “I don’t know if believe is the right word.  More like I accept there may be 

someone or something up there looking or watching us.  Is it a God?  Perhaps.  At least my Sunday School always said 

that it was.” 

Chris tilted his head to the side.  “That’s understandable these days.  It’s hard to see God’s hand in today’s 

world.” 

“It’d be better to say that I’ve never looked for it.” 

 “Fair enough.  Let’s say, for arguments sake, there is a God and that He watches us.  Would you be comfortable 

with that statement?” 

Carsten nodded. 
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“Good.  Now, death, being a part of life, happens everywhere and anywhere.  We can assume that they would 

need a guide to get to where they belong.  Since there are many ways for death to happen from natural to the 

unnatural, there could be someone or something to direct them.” 

“I follow.”  Carsten leaned back.  “So you think that whomever or whatever is driving the Volvo is doing just that, 

directing those souls lost on the road to their rightful place, wherever that is?” 

“Yes.” 

Carsten thought about it for several minutes then a flash of panic ripped through him.  “Wait, do you think I’m 

seeing the car because I’m going to die soon?” 

Chris shook his head quickly.  “No, no.  I wouldn’t say that, son.” 

Carsten sighed in relief, though the words did nothing to dispel the fear. 

“What I would say is that maybe you’re seeing it for another reason.” 

“Like what?”   

Chris shrugged, his eyes never leaving Carsten’ face. 

Carsten tried to work through the possibilities, but his tired mind made it difficult.  “Well, whatever the reason 

may be I won’t figure it out tonight.  I’m too tired to think it through.”  He forced a smile.  “It’ll have to wait for 

tomorrow.  Let’s change the subject.” 

Chris looked hesitant for a moment, his eyes distant before he nodded in approval.  “All right, what would you 

like to talk about?” 

Easing into a less stressful conversation, Carsten picked sports when he realized that Chris was a football fan 

too.  The rest of the hour passed with ease until the old watch beeped again, letting them both know it was midnight.  

They stood together and picked up their individual bills.  After paying and heading out to the parking lot, Carsten turned 

to the other man.  “Well, thanks for the conversation.  You’ve given me a lot to think about, especially if I see the car 

again tonight.” 



12:23 
 

McClary Page 10 
 

They shook hands.  “You just be careful, son.  I’ll be here tomorrow night if you want to continue the 

conversation.”  Chris then grinned.  “Or if you want to talk about anything else too.  The night goes better and faster 

with good company.” 

“That’s the honest truth.  Drive safe.” 

“You too, son.” 

Without looking back, partly out of fear of seeing the white car, Carsten climbed into his truck and hit the road.  

Being mindful of the time, Carsten kept his eyes open for the car, wavering between a desire to see it and a hope that it 

wouldn’t come.  As the minutes ticked by, sweat began to bead on his forehead as he studied every set of car lights 

nearing him from either side.  It wasn’t until he noticed that it was 12:30 that he relaxed into the drive, hoping in vain to 

dismiss the thoughts. 

Driving back the next night, Carsten struggled not to push pass the speed limit to make up for lost time.  He was 

running behind because of delays in loading up his trailer.  He continued glimpsing at the clock, watching the minutes 

tick past eleven at an agonizing rate, matching the passing miles.  Irritation and tension caused him to shift in his seat, 

eager to get to the truck stop so he wouldn’t miss Chris to talk about the car.  The car had plagued him all day long 

despite not seeing it the night before.  It made him impatient to be on the road and continued to occupy his mind as he 

drove.  Glimpsing at a mile marker, Carsten’ heart rate jumped when he saw that he was twenty miles away from where 

the events happened.  Looking at the clock, he could see that it was fifteen minutes to Midnight.  Eager, Carsten decided 

to add a bit more speed, his eyes focusing on the other side of the road when he could. 

At midnight he was focusing so hard on that side of the road that he paid little attention to the distance 

between him and the car in front of him.  He tried to see as far as he could, hoping to spot the white car.  He was 

positive that he’d see it despite the darkness.  In the next moment, he jumped, jerked the wheel to the right while 

slamming on the breaks as a voice came from the passenger side.  “Watch out for the car in front of you, son.” 

The squeal of tires disrupted the night as Carsten struggled to regain control of both his truck and his heart that 

pounded loud enough to drown out his hearing.  When he had succeeded he looked over and found Chris sitting in the 
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passenger seat, hands folded on his lap as he looked back.  In the half-light in his cab, Chris’ skin looked thinner, close to 

transparent and his eyes looked more red than pink.  “How the hell did you get in my cab?” 

Chris smiled though it looked forced.  “You didn’t show up at the truck stop, so I decided I’d come to you 

instead.” 

“That doesn’t answer how.” 

“No, but,” Chris looked out at the road, “perhaps you should pull off to the side.  What I’m going to say will not 

be easy to hear, especially while driving.” 

Carsten felt his pulse increased again as he did as suggested and triggered his hazard lights on before taking off 

his seat belt to face Chris. “Okay, talk.” 

Chris pinched the bridge of his nose. “First, Carsten, this isn’t how I planned.  I suppose few things happen as we 

want so I’m trying to make the best of it. Unfortunately, due to the fact you’re delayed I had to improvise. Fortunately it 

won’t cause too much of a problem.” 

Carsten shook his head.  “What does that mean?” 

“It means that I know why you can see the white car and,” Chris faced him, “me.” 

Carsten blinked, unsure of what to say. 

“Perhaps if I was to explain how I became the driver of the white car, you’ll get a better understanding of what is 

going on.” Chris paused then nodded.  “Yes, that would be best I think.” A heavy silence filled the cab before Chris 

started.  “I was a traveling salesman in 1920. Back then I traveled from city to city on back roads. I don’t remember what 

I was peddling and it’s not important. What is important is that I had stopped at a small café many times as I moved 

between two towns in Mississippi. It had good food, cold drinks, and a safe place to sleep for a few hours. One night I 

meet a pale man who looked much as I do now.”  Closing his eyes as if remembering it like yesterday, Chris’ voice 

sounded distant. “I still see him as clear as day. He was friendly, asking how the road was treating me.” He opened his 

eyes as his voice returned to normal. “I never saw his vehicle like you did, in that we are different. After seeing and 

talking to me twice he told me what I’m about to tell you.”  Chis inhaled a cleansing breath. 
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“I have an offer for you, a once in a lifetime offer. If you say no, you’ll near see the car or me again except at the 

end.” 

Carsten frowned. “And if I say yes?” 

Chris forced a strained smile.  “Well, let me give you the offer first.” Chris swallowed, then nodded.  “The world 

is getting bigger; more people are driving to get from one place to another. While this helps people see more of the 

world, it also increases the number of people at risk of dying on the road.  Many believe that death is the end of the 

journey, but that’s not always true. The thing is, to move souls to the next stage there has to be people, like me, to point 

them in their right direction. The more people there are to direct, the more we need those like me to do the job. Now,” 

Chris leaned closer, “I want to offer you the chance to do the same. To guide the lost to their next destination.” 

“You mean to heaven or hell?” 

“Sometimes, but not always. The groups you saw me take did, but often I don’t take people to either. The 

destination or name of it doesn’t matter. What does is that you will provide a necessary service.  You’ll help continue a 

cycle that has been in place long before humans pondered what happens after death. The job isn’t easy or always fun. I 

can promise that you’ll meet many people with a multitude of personalities that range from boring to interesting and 

sweet to scary.” 

Carsten looked away while trying to swallow past his dry mouth. “What are the benefits?” 

“You’ll live for a long time.” Chris sighed, causing Carsten to look at him, “if you can call it life. You won’t be 

alone. Those like me meet and talk as we can, but to your family and friends it will be as if you’re dead. They will mourn 

you and continue until it is their turn. A perk, if you will, is that no matter how they die you’ll guide them, but not join 

them until your job ends.” 

“How long is that?” 

Chris laughed though it sounded bitter. “Good question. Wish I knew, all I do know is that it will end.” 

Carsten reached up to rub his face as he tried to process what Chris was saying. “Why me?” 

“I asked the same question, Carsten. The answer is that you are the right man for the job. You wouldn’t be able 

to see me or my car if you weren’t.  Also, you have an open mind and a good sense of who you are.” 
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Carsten, feeling overwhelmed by what he was hearing, sighed.  “I’d have to think about it.” 

Chris shook his head. “Sorry, I need your answer tonight. I had hoped for more time, but we don’t have it.” 

Carsten swallowed. “Can I have at least five minutes?” 

Chris looked at the clock then nodded. 

Granted the time, Carsten gave it serious thought, weighing the possibilities against his life and plans for the 

future. Five minutes later he looked at Chris. “Do I have to drive a Volvo?” 

Chris stared for a second then laughed, shaking his head, “No, you don’t have to drive a Volvo. You can create 

your own; it doesn’t even have to be white.” 

“And we can still talk?” 

“Absolutely!” 

Carsten took a deep breath, closed his eyes and asked himself one last time, what should I do?  His heart and 

mind replied immediately and he looked at Chris. “Yes.” 

Both of Chris’ eyebrows lifted. “Are you sure?” 

“Yep.”  Seeing the look of surprise on Chris’ face caused him to explain.  “I’ve always wanted to do something 

meaningful with my life. I feel like this is it.  I love being on the road too.  So, yes, I’ll take the job.” 

Relief made Chris’ body sag. “All right.” He held out his hand for a handshake. “Time to start your new life, son.” 

Grinning, Carsten took his hand, but before a flash of light took them, he saw the clock read 12:23. 


