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Road Trip
It’s surprising what you can tell just by watching people. Phil watched from his seat in the restaurant window of the cheap motel as the 4 wheel drive pulled into the bay in front of unit 4.

A new vehicle, so the owners had money. It was packed to the roof with all sorts of possessions that you wouldn’t need to cross the desert. A VCR, boxes of books and household goods, a home stereo system. The occupants were obviously moving interstate. And as this was the cheapest of the three motels in this fly speck town on the edge of the desert, he guessed that they were low on funds.

Phil watched as two women climbed out of the car. Obviously mother and daughter. Mom was about 35, a looker with dark hair and a tight, pert body. She was wearing a white blouse and fitted jeans. No wedding ring, although there was a band of white skin where one had been and which hadn’t been tanned by sun yet. Newly divorced.

Daughter was about 14. a typical rebellious teen. Midriff bare and a tight Tee shirt with the word Princess emblazoned across her growing breasts. Hipster pants with a wide belt completed the picture. Too much makeup, and an attitude as she followed her mother towards the unit.
The motel was the last stop in the last town before an 1200 km drive across Australia’s Simpson desert. 100 kms into the desert already other than two small fuel stations, there was nothing between here and Perth. Anyone who checked in here had either just completed the trip, or was about to attempt it. Looking at the 4 wheel drive, the condition of its bodywork, the most work this vehicle had ever attempted was negotiating the speed bumps in the car park at K Mart. They were therefore going to attempt the crossing tomorrow.

Phil was the only customer still in the restaurant, nursing his coffee 30 mins. later when the travelers left their unit and came in. Phil smiled at them as they sat down, but although Mom looked straight at him, she didn’t return the compliment.
Phil sat for a while watching them order, then got to his feet and paid his bill. As he walked past their table to leave, he smiled again and said “Good Night”. Still no response. Stuck up bitches he thought as he walked in the dark  back to his unit.

It was so easy to disable the 4 Wheel Drive. Phil pulled his pocket knife and knelt down in front of the radiator grille. The car was parked face into the lot so he couldn’t be seen as he crouched between the vehicle and the unit door. He stabbed through the lower radiator hose and then stood up and moved off. The whole procedure took no more than 10 seconds, and the slit in the hose would drip a barely noticeable amount of coolant during the cold night. Of course once the engine was hot and it was in the heat of the desert, things would be different.

Phil went to his unit, and watched cable until he fell asleep. His plans for the next day were still not formed, but the catalyst had been activated and whatever the outcome, it would be eventful.
The next morning, Phil wandered into the diner for breakfast, just in time to see the $ wheel drive pulling out of the motel. Good that they have an early start, he though. It’s going to be a long day.

An hour later  he climbed into the cab of his truck. Pulling a 40 ft trailer, he was virtually empty back to Perth. He guided the rig out of the truck park and settled down to the trip. Driving along the arrow straight bitumen it was nearly three hours before he came across the 4 Wheel drive pulled up on the side of the road, it’s hood up and engine steaming. Smiling to himself he pulled his rig up in front of the car and climbed down.

“G’day” he said, walking towards the stranded pair of women. “You got problems?”

“Mom spoke as he neared the car. “The engine overheated” she said. “Smoke started billowing out of the car and an alarm started sounding”.

Phil looked under the hood at the engine. “You radiator hose has gone” he said. If you have a spare, I can fix it in a minute”. Every traveler knows that you would never attempt a desert crossing without a spare set of hoses and belts. And Phil also knew that these were no travelers. “No we haven’t” Mom said, now looking worried. 

“Ah, the power of advertising”, Phil remarked. “People see the adverts on TV selling these things and the lifestyle they offer. They never mention the dangers or responsibilities”. Mom just nodded.

“Well. I can’t fix it without a hose, but I can give you a lift to the gas station. They can organize a tow from there”. Phil knew what was coming next, could see the dilemma that Mom would be in.

Her options we simple. She and her daughter could climb into a strangers truck, and leave their car unattended. It contained all their valuables. Everything that they didn’t want to trust to the removal people when they decided to start their new life in Perth. Either she or her daughter could stay with the car. Then one was alone with a stranger and one alone with the car and vulnerable to any traveler passing by, or this could both stay in the hot desert with the car and hope this truck driver would organize a tow.
“Will the car be safe here?’ she asked, trying to take the least risky option to solve their problem.

“Probably not” Phil replied. “Anyone passing would have as long as they liked to break into it, take your stuff, strip it for parts”. He waited and watched her face as she came to terms with this information. He watched the tears well in her eyes before he continued, “We could always put it in the back of the truck”.

Phil opened the trailer and pulled down some ramps. The car engine was cool enough to start and they drove it up and into the back of the trailer and closed the doors.

“Thank you for being so helpful” Mom said as he opened the cab door for the women. My name is Linda Thompson, this is my daughter Emma”. Phil stood and watched as first one perfect jeans clad tight arse and then the other climbed up into his cab. “Pleased to meet you” Phil said as he started to walk around to the drivers side. “My name is Dave”.

As they drove towards Perth, Linda who was sitting in the middle of the bench seat started to tell Phil about the ir car. Her husband had bought it (probably in an attempt to revive their obviously ailing marriage by “getting away together”) She had won it in the divorce settlement, which by the way she spoke had been very bitter.
Emma said little, preferring to listen to her walkman and stare out of the window. Phil listened politely to Linda, asking questions to keep the conversation going, but was going over the order of events in his mind. What he realized was that there was no trace of these women on the road. He had ascertained that he was the first person to have passed them when they had broken down. No one had passed whilst they were on the side of the road, and now they, and their vehicle, were in his truck. To all intents they had just vanished!
