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It was a lark, this trip they were taking. It was early October when their car 
chased the thunderstorm out of Nashville. She had wanted to see the capitol—
like the District of Columbia, home to Obama capitol. He just wanted to see her. 
It had been Friday afternoon, both of them sick of class and longing to be out in 
the sunshine but their civics professor droned on and on. He had worked hard to 
get here, twelve years of nose-to-grindstone education had landed him at the 
prestigious Vanderbilt, home to the brilliant and gifted. Four weeks at this 
prestigious university, four weeks that he had worked most of his life for, and he 
was ready to leave. The sunshine was calling to him from the windows high 
above the lecturer. He was longing for the cool breeze and the smell of rain that 
hung in the air. He wanted to collect the last sunburn of the summer before it 
was too late. But instead he was stuck listening to this old bag for four more 
hours.

As he doodled in the margins of his notes, Darvey looked around the hall. 
Most people were rapt with attention as if the professor below them had the 
answers to life itself. Darvey didn’t think much of the man, too young to be 
teaching upper level courses and too dull to ever perceivably get there. His eyes 
wandered through the hall, trying to find something even a little amusing until 
BAM. The she was. Fire red hair, lip piercing, and eyes fixed on him. He was 
caught in her gaze. Unable to move. Unable to so much as breathe. When she 
tilted her head he stood as if by command. The two of them slipped out of the 
lecture hall and went straight to his car.

They were sailing down the 81 now, wind whipping through the open 
windows. They were laughing at the storm ahead of them. They had found it an 
hour ago but somehow had always managed to stay one step behind it. Every 
town they passed, every inch of road was drenched with water. Houses to either 
side of them were flooded but she never slowed. Instead, whenever she saw a 
stretch of road underwater she swerved for it, the car sliding in circles, her red 
hair flashing, and a manic laugh emitting from her throat. And he loved it. He 
felt like he was in already in the heart of the storm, her fire pushing the him to 
the utmost limits of his life. She was the Storm and he was the teapot. She was 
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Fire and he was an ember. She was…Life. His own manic laugh joined hers, 
egging the storm onwards. 

But as it always does, the storm played itself out. Two hours later there was 
nothing ahead of them and the girl was once again just a girl. Darvey was 
exhausted. They were not going to make D.C. Tonight. As they rounded a bend 
in the road a sign read Jonesborough—15 miles.

“Pull off up here,” he croaked.
She smiled. 
As she maneuvered the car into the exit lane he noticed an oddity about the 

world around them. It was purple. For miles on either side of the highway the 
world had turned purple. They were flowers. Each one no bigger that a fist, had 
turned the entire hemisphere purple. The car slowed as the town of 
Jonesborough arrived. The flowers were everywhere: on buildings, in houses, 
even crisscrossing the road. The people walking the streets were bedecked in the 
purple flowers from head to toe.


