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Hannah and Mack and the Highway Overpass 

By Selina Barker 

I burst through Mack’s front door, shouting, “I got in!”  

Her parents were in the kitchen making a pile of sandwiches for lunch. A confused 

“Congratulations!” followed me down the hall. Mack came out of her room, caught me in a 

bear hug and pecked me on the lips. 

“Mack I got into Waterloo!” 

“Congrats! Only one left, then!” Her phone pinged. 

“Who’s that? I thought I was your only love.” I batted my eyelashes. 

“You still are. It’s my brother. He said he was coming home for the summer, but now he has a 

job interview out there so he’s not sure.” 

“Oh. Sorry. He’s in…” 

“Halifax. Nova Scotia.” She looked up at me. “That’s on the East coast-” 

“I know where Halifax is, Mack, you don’t have a monopoly on travel just because I’ve always 

lived here. When’s his interview?” 

“Not sure. But he if he gets a job out there for the summer he’ll have to find an apartment, too, 

since he’s been in student housing.” 
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“That’s a lot to figure out all on his own. I mean, he just finished his first year of a new school in 

a new city, now to move out of residence by himself, try to figure out his first job and 

apartment, and he’ll have to sign a lease, and what if he runs into money issues-” 

“Whoa, okay, you’ve thought about this.” She walked past me. “Do you want to take a walk?” I 

knew what that meant, so I nodded, and grabbed two sandwiches on the way. 

The highway overpass was the only road out of the town that headed towards the city. Nobody 

really went that way because everything we needed was here, or could be found one or two 

towns over, which were all in the opposite direction. Mostly we hung out under it or drove 

around in Mack’s car since my mom wouldn’t even touch my dad’s old car, let alone let me 

drive it. 

We sat down in the green and yellow spring grass along the highway, just under the corner of 

the overpass. We ate our sandwiches and watched the cars on the highway below zip past and 

listened to the drones of their engines echo off the concrete. Mack pulled out her phone, with 

her earbuds wrapped around it, and offered me one. I hooked it over my right ear and the song 

began, All my friends know the low rider… 

She kept looking over at me, her eyes dark as the spring sky. “Anything you want to tell me?” I 

mumbled with my mouth full, which almost made her laugh. 

“I’ll tell you later.” 

“Okay.” I leaned my head on her shoulder. I thought she might have told me she was in love 

with me. I’d never been in love before. I’d loved people, of course; my mom, dad. But that was 
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different from being in love; it wasn’t active. I could love them from afar, without talking about 

it. It was understood, like how I knew my mom still loved my dad even though it had been two 

years since he left. But being in love. That was a commitment you had to choose to work at 

every day with someone who, if you’re lucky, chooses the same thing at the same time. Mack 

had just moved into town at the beginning of the school year, and we hadn’t started officially 

dating until December. Plus, we were both planning to go to university in a few months, and I 

didn’t really think she’d ever come back. Nobody who had left had ever come back, and Mack 

was certainly meant for greater things than this. It was miracle enough her family moved in. 

Nobody really moved in anymore. But moving in wasn’t Mack’s decision – moving out was.  

“I’ve never moved before,” I said, below the heavy spring sky and the engine noises and the 

song. Take a little trip, take a little trip and see…“what if I can’t figure out the bus routes? What 

if I get lost, and there won’t be anyone I can call to come get me.” 

“You can call me.” I had been fishing for the offer, but hearing Mack say it only made me realize 

how unrealistic it was. “I’d try not to worry too much, I’m sure you’ll get the hang of it. 

Everyone does. I can’t wait. I applied to five universities all over the country and they would all 

be great. I could go to the coast. Imagine living by the ocean, Han.” 

“I don’t need an ocean. I like it here. It rains enough; we could make our own ocean.” I chuckled 

to myself and looked at Mack, but she was watching taillights drop over the horizon line. 

“It’s a nice town. But I’ve got to go…” She kept talking about moving out, having her own 

apartment, but my ears had started ringing. Got to go. That was the last thing I heard my dad 

say, and when mom and I had gotten back from work and school he was gone. He had taken all 
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his stuff, except his car. I guess he thought we’d need it more than him. If Mack left like that, I 

would never see her again. I intended on moving for school, but I couldn’t imagine not living 

here after. What would life be like without Sunday night burgers and cokes at the diner where I 

worked with my best friend Claire, driving one town over to see cheap movies on Tuesday 

nights, singing along to any song that came on the radio, even if we didn’t know it? What would 

life be, without the things I was sure made up a life? 

*** 

Mack came into the diner the following Sunday. She usually did, but we hadn’t talked since 

sandwiches under the overpass. She was leaving in a few months anyway, and that would be it. 

She sat at the counter. Claire glanced at me while she printed a receipt. I wiped a table. 

“Have you heard anything from the last school?” Mack asked. I shook my head. “Claire?” 

“Yup, I got into all of them, but I’m going to U of T. I could die happy in one of those ancient 

buildings…just let the ivy have me. You?” 

“Still deciding between UBC or Carleton. Han, can I grab a coke?” I gestured loosely at the taps, 

not looking at her. She reached over the counter, placed a cup under the tap and poured 

herself a coke. 

“Carleton, that’s in Ottawa, right?” 

“Yes ma’am.” She said, lifting her cup over the counter. 

“I applied to UOttawa.” 
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“I know. Maybe we’ll be in the same city.” I smiled at the table. She lay her phone on the 

counter and scrolled through something. “Carleton would be perfect for journalism. But UBC’s 

campus is so beautiful, and my brother can’t stop talking about how great it is living by a beach. 

He might just stay in Nova Scotia forever.” 

“He’s not visiting?”  

“I don’t know. Maybe, maybe not.” 

*** 

After my shift I saw Mack’s car in the parking lot. I opened the door and got in. “Hey you.” Her 

eyes lingered on my face. 

“Hey.” I pulled my phone from my apron. 

“Are we okay?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Good. Because I love you.” I dropped my phone. She turned the key and backed out of the lot. 

“Don’t you think it’s a little early for that?” Did she expect me to say it back?  

“I don’t think time has anything to do with it, honestly.” Did I love her? I didn’t know. How did 

she know? I retrieved my phone.  

“I’m just scared of how much you want to leave.” 

“Leave the town, not you.” 

“Yeah but I’m in the town. I live here. I’ll probably come back after I graduate.” 
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“I know you want that now, because you don’t know what’s out there,” She waved her hand at 

the road where it turned into the overpass, then stopped outside my house. “If you stay here 

forever, you’ll either become your mom, or-” she hesitated, but I knew the end. Or my dad. I’d 

leave one day without warning and never come back. Leave my family, my house, move 

anywhere just to move somewhere. I got out and unlocked my door, listening to her pull away. 

At the kitchen table sat an envelope from the University of Ottawa, and my mom. She was 

looking at me with big eyes. If I got in, I was going to go. She knew this was my top choice. I 

opened it. 

“I’m in!” She jumped up and hugged me. My eyes wetted from excitement and horror. I’d have 

to move away. “I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be sorry. Be proud. I am.” 

“No, I’m sorry I’m leaving.” She held me out at arm’s length. 

“That’s okay. You’ve got to go.” 

“I wish I didn’t. I won’t know what to do there.” 

“You’ll figure it out. It won’t be much different.” 

“I’d rather live here, even if it’s the same.” 

“I know. But people can’t stay in one spot forever. Even your father, driving all over the 

country, getting to see the whole province…he couldn’t keep coming back to this. The world is 

wide, but don’t take it from me.” 
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“So, you’ll be okay?” 

“Oh, baby, I’m okay now. At first, at the absolute beginning of being apart my mind hadn't 

accepted it. Being physically away from him was a familiar feeling, but permanence was not. 

Every thought of finality in my mind was followed up by hope. But hope dissipated and life 

settled into a regularity that no longer actively included him. Then, though the sadness 

remained it didn’t last all day. Now, I know why he left, and we’re not less without him. I still 

have everything, because I have you. And listen, I’ll sell that old car and you can have the 

money, to buy one once you get there. If you want.” I buried my face in her shoulder, left tears 

on her shirt. 

*** 

I was on my way to Mack’s house to open her letters for her, because she was too nervous. We 

hadn’t talked as much lately, or sat under the overpass to watch the cars. The possibility of 

moving was too real, too soon. 

When I opened her door she was standing just inside, holding two envelopes up to me. I chose 

the Carleton one and ripped it open, standing in the doorway with my shoes on. 

“Wait, Han. First. Remember the night before I said I loved you? When you asked me if there 

was anything I had to tell you? And I said I would tell you later.” 

“Yes.” 

“You knew I loved you that night?”  

“Yes.” 
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“And you know I love you now?” 

“Yes.” 

“So whatever happens, just remember that for me. Okay.” 

“Okay.” I repeated, and started reading, “Dear Mackenzie Bowski, we are happy to inform you-” 

“I got in?” I handed her the letter to read while I took the other from her hand. 

“I’m going to Carleton.” I hadn’t even opened the second envelope. 

“You’re sure?” 

“Yes!” We hugged, dropping the letters on the mat. They scattered out the open door, the wind 

sweeping the pages from Carleton into the street, down the road and across the overpass, 

where a car was coming towards us. It stopped hastily in her driveway and her brother got out, 

with a big grin. 

“You’re back!” 

“Of course! You didn’t think I could stay away from this place all summer, did you?” Honestly, I 

had. I think Mack did too.  

Then I decided we could do this. We could both move out, and come back for the summer to 

work at the diner with Claire, and sit under the overpass, watching everyone else hurrying to 

get somewhere, or leave somewhere, while we just listened. I kissed her, and she kissed me 

back, again and again. 


