
HUMBUG HUMBUG 

Volume 2018 
Issue 1 2018W Article 16 

March 2018 

Long Way Home Long Way Home 

David R. Velona 
Dartmouth College, david.r.velona.21@dartmouth.edu 

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/humbug 

 Part of the Fiction Commons, Nonfiction Commons, and the Poetry Commons 

Recommended Citation Recommended Citation 
Velona, David R. (2018) "Long Way Home," HUMBUG: Vol. 2018: Iss. 1, Article 16. 
Available at: https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/humbug/vol2018/iss1/16 

This Short Story is brought to you for free and open access by the Student-led Journals and Magazines at 
Dartmouth Digital Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in HUMBUG by an authorized editor of Dartmouth 
Digital Commons. For more information, please contact dartmouthdigitalcommons@groups.dartmouth.edu. 

https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/humbug
https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/humbug/vol2018
https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/humbug/vol2018/iss1
https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/humbug/vol2018/iss1/16
https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/humbug?utm_source=digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu%2Fhumbug%2Fvol2018%2Fiss1%2F16&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1151?utm_source=digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu%2Fhumbug%2Fvol2018%2Fiss1%2F16&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1152?utm_source=digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu%2Fhumbug%2Fvol2018%2Fiss1%2F16&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1153?utm_source=digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu%2Fhumbug%2Fvol2018%2Fiss1%2F16&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/humbug/vol2018/iss1/16?utm_source=digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu%2Fhumbug%2Fvol2018%2Fiss1%2F16&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:dartmouthdigitalcommons@groups.dartmouth.edu


Long Way Home Long Way Home 

Cover Page Footnote Cover Page Footnote 
This piece was written and workshopped in 17F. 

This short story is available in HUMBUG: https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/humbug/vol2018/iss1/16 

https://digitalcommons.dartmouth.edu/humbug/vol2018/iss1/16


David Velona 

Long Way Home 

 
He got off the highway early to drive through town.  The student didn’t need anything from 

the stores.  He just wanted to drive more on the first nice day of spring for a little longer.  He liked 

seeing the younger kids riding their bikes without their helmets.  That gave him hope.  This week’s 

Wednesday wasn’t cloudy or even grey, but the color of faded ink in a tattered copy of a poetry 

book.  In a sadly fake accent to the dog fogging the window in the lane on his left, he started to 

recite some verse about kisses.  The newly greened stoplight saved his ego from forgetting the third 

line and he accelerated to thirty.  It wasn’t about speeding -- he didn’t need to speed, but to 

accelerate.   

 The highway exit looped so long he wondered if it was a perfect circle he’d never get off.  

He saw the sixth Jeep of the hour with people his age driving fast with blaring music he couldn’t 

know.  He listened mostly to the classics.  He wondered if he had pitched his tent in the past and 

was missing what was around him.  All that oozed from the four-doorless tank in front of him was 

bass.   

Bmmm gmm dmm BMMMM.  His rear-view mirror showed unbearably soft fists pumping the air 

off-beat.  He drowned out his imminent criticisms with the broken volume knob’s twist to the right.  

 He was giving his right of way to any pedestrian who would take it, just so he could take a 

little longer, see a little more.  A tiny car full of an enormous man crawled past the student.  A big 
man in a little car is a great joy of life, he said.  As he said it he once again saw himself publishing a 

book of those great joys in a big list.  So far he had six entries and he knew he never would. 

 The short way home was drab.  No people, no kids, no curving roads.  Only the occasional 

fox that he knew killed his dog when he was fourteen.  The April day was melting far too much 

and his old car sputtered frantically like it only did on dates.  Except now there was no new crush 

in his passenger seat, not that I want one, he said.  More kids pedaled bikes past him, except with a 

mom out in front. 

 His old car crumpled like a fresh love letter when it met the green van.  He felt punished 

for trying to rid the long way home of its strangers, damned for his now empty hope of filling his 

passenger seat.  Just before it all went black, through the grinding metal and spurting gas tanks, he 

heard music from his shattered speaker.  It was his favorite song. 
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