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The Journey

It was about 1:00 A.M. when I snuck into Tigers room. I woke him up as quietly as I could and told him I was leaving.. “Well then, im leaving with ya Tommy, I cant let my little brother run around all alone.” He knew I had been planning to leave for awhile so he was ready to leave with me when I told him.
My parents try their best but we just don’t have enough money, I was tired of this little town, and tired of this lifestyle, I wanted a change. I had everything planned out too, I would walk to this town I had heard of that was on the beach. It was probably 50 or 60 miles, a good 3 or 4 days walk, then I would find me a job, and go from there. It sounded like a flawless plan in my head at the time, but then again I was only 16, thinking I could handle myself in the big world. I soon regretted my decision after a few days.

I told my brother to pack some clothes and anything else he would want. I only packed some of my clothes, got all the money I saved up, grabbed some food, my knife, and that was it. Well, 30 minutes later, I snuck back into Tigers room and there he is packing what seemed like his whole room. “ Tiger you can’t carry all that, we just need some clothes and money,” I said. So he just threw everything in a pile, grabbed some clothes, a few bucks and off we went. We snuck out the window and started walking, watching out for any sign of people.
It seemed like we were walking for days, me and Tiger were already sore and tired and really it had only been a few hours. So we sat down for a while and ate a little snack. “ What are we gonna do when we get there Tommy?” I replied “I suppose we will both find a job, find a place to live and fend for ourselves, and hopefully mom and dad won’t have to work so hard now that they don’t have to pay for us.” After we got some food in us, we just started walking again. I wasn’t really sure where I was going except relying on some very bad directions, but I decided I had no other choice. After 2 days, it seemed like we had walked to end of the earth, both me and Tiger were exhausted, we had no place to sleep except in a make shift tent out in the woods. By now, I had no clue where we were, and I was just following a single road. After the 3rd day, I started realizing the change in vegetation, more and more palm trees were popping up, and the area had a weird smell that surrounded us.

Around Dawn of that day we were walking, and around a corner I could hear waves crashing. Then there it was, the vast sea it was a beautiful sight. Tiger ran out onto the beach nearly falling every step because he wasn’t used to running on sand. It was a great relief when we found out we weren’t far away from shelter. We just started to follow the beach after that . It took another night until we found where we wanted to start our new lives. We arrived at this fairly sized town the next morning. We decided to split up and meet at this same spot in 3 hours. “Hey Tom, what should I be doing when we split up.”I told him, “Find us a place to sleep for a while and ill go look for a job.”

So we split up and I began to search immediately but it was really hard. I was really dirty from the journey over here, and no one thought I was civilized so no one gave me work. I met up with my brother later, and he couldn’t find a place to sleep either. Regrets immediately filled my head, and I wanted to go home.

That night we walked a few miles outside of town and made another tent to sleep under. It was getting really exhausting without a decent place to sleep. We woke up the next day and began searching again. We still came up with nothing at all. We soon began running out of money and all our clothes were worn out and dirty. I soon hated myself for dragging Tiger out here. It would be a long trip back. “Hey Tiger, we have to go back home next morning, we won’t be able to last long out here.” We looked terrible and felt even worse. I hated to have to leave, this is what I always dreamed of, living by myself, fending for myself, and getting to witness other places around the world. We didn’t have much money left but we went into the market and bought all the food we could for the trip back. We packed up our stuff again and began walking that tedious route again.

After another four days, we were in terrible condition when we walked back to our house. We walked into the house and fell to our feet and fell asleep. Mom and dad came home a little later and were half furious, and half grateful we were back. Mom started crying, and dad started yelling at us to never do that again. “Well Tommy, it was a fun journey but never ask me to do it again.” We both started laughing and sank into our beds thinking how good it felt to be back in the comfort of our own house.

