
 

The Longest Journey Home 

By Victor Carfi 

 As Natalie approached the light at Orangewood, it turned from red to green, and her 

momentary buoyancy dissipated once again. Ever since she left the clinic on Katella, she had 

hit nothing but greens. Those stupid lights are always red, she thought. But the one time I 

actually want them to be red, they’re all green. Natalie dreaded her destination and welcomed 

any excuse to delay the inevitable. But the gods weren’t on her side this time. Maybe they never 

will be again, she thought miserably. 

 The doctor had been humorless and clinical. When he dryly gave her the results, he was 

telling her what she had really known all along. From the very first tentative signs, to the more 

definitive symptoms, and on through her home test, she knew. Still, the words tumbling from her 

doctor’s mouth had hit her hard, and the ugly reality jolted her. She could no longer harbor the 

fantasy that her instincts had been wrong. 

 How on earth will my parents react, she wondered, her sense of panic growing with each 

passing minute. And how will Adam react? How should I even bring up the subject? 

 At Rossmoor Way (yet another green, damn it!), she mechanically turned right and found 

herself approaching Rossmoor Elementary School. For the first time, tears welled up in her 

eyes, as she nostalgically recalled those simpler days when losing her lunch money or 

forgetting her homework were the most worrisome trials in her life. 

 My parents are going to be so mad, especially Dad. They’ll yell and scream at me. No, 

that’s not it. It’ll be even worse. They’ll be disappointed in me. 

 Trying to escape thoughts of her parents, her mind wandered back to the day when her 

guidance counselor had asked, “Natalie, where do you see yourself five years from now?” She 

couldn’t remember her answer. It had undoubtedly been something frivolous and overly hopeful, 

like “I’ll be running my own business” or “I’ll be working on my doctorate”. Whatever she had 

answered, it was obviously not going to come true. Not anymore. 

 She tried vainly to cheer herself with brighter thoughts. Maybe my parents will be cool 

about it. Maybe after the initial shock, they’ll actually welcome the whole thing. But then another 

voice in her head, the uglier, more fatalistic one said, No they won’t. 

 Feeling nauseated, she pulled over near Bostonian and stepped out of the car, which 

she remembered her parents had given her as a gift just because she was the “perfect little 

princess”. As she stood on the sidewalk, an elderly couple passed near her, and the woman 

gave what Natalie took to be an accusatory glare. She can see right through your little charade, 

Natalie thought paranoically. She knows all about your disgraceful little secret. She looked down 

at herself and brightened slightly when she realized she wasn’t showing any visible signs. But 

you will show signs soon enough. Completely obvious signs. You can’t hide it forever. Before 



too long, everyone will know. And just like that, she was once again despondent. She stepped 

back into the car with the doomed expression of a condemned prisoner shuffling towards the 

gallows. 

 At the corner of Montecito and Bradbury, a car pulled up next to her at the stop sign, its 

driver boisterously honking the horn. She turned to see a group of her friends making silly faces 

and wildly waving at her. One rolled down the window and asked her if she were interested in 

grabbing a burger. Natalie managed to conjure a perky smile and declined using gestures. 

When the other car sped off, she again grew teary-eyed. Yesterday I was one of them. Now I’m 

not. My life will veer off in a completely different direction. A worse direction. 

 She tried to convince herself not to wallow in self-pity, and remembered the poor 

Schwartz family, whose son Ronald, her classmate, had died in an automobile accident last 

year. To them, Natalie’s problems would probably seem laughable, something to celebrate 

compared to the horrible grief they endured daily. And with that notion, she hit upon an idea. 

Maybe that’s how I should begin the conversation with my parents. I’ll figure a way to casually 

bring up Ronald Schwartz, and then later disclose my news, which will seem so tame in 

comparison. But then she felt shame at the idea of exploiting another family’s tragedy, and 

abandoned the idea completely.  

 Why am I always thinking about other people’s reactions? Why don’t I focus on my own 

reaction for once? How do I feel about all this? I’m the one, more than anyone else, who will 

have to deal with the consequences. Natalie didn’t need to ponder this for very long before the 

same words describing her parents popped into her head: Angry. Disappointed. 

 On Tigertail, lost in her reverie, she again heard a horn honk, and assumed that her 

friends had returned. But upon checking her rearview mirror, she saw an unknown driver behind 

her with an annoyed look on his face. She didn’t understand his problem until she glanced down 

at her dashboard and realized she had slowed to five miles per hour. You are procrastinating 

again, she scolded herself. Let’s get this over with. Within seconds, she pulled up to the house. 

 Through the kitchen window, she could see her mother preparing dinner, happily singing 

out loud. That’ll come to a crashing halt, Natalie said out loud. But enough! It’s time to grow up 

and be strong, direct, truthful, responsible! Let’s go! 

 And with that, Natalie stepped out of the car, walked to the front door, gripped the 

doorknob, and confronted her fate. She didn’t feel nearly as resolute as she pretended.  


