Narrative
The trip was the most fun ever, whether it was the anticipation of receiving the award, or the different places we were going to stay. We didn't even know where we were going to stay. See what I mean?
I was on my way from Florida to North Carolina, or, more specifically, Daytona Beach to Duke University. My sister, mom, dad, his parents, and I were all riding in the motor home. I love the motor home. The trip was long, but I guess that's because old people drive slow. Anyway, we didn't even make it past South Carolina, but I'm glad we didn't. About halfway through the state, it was time to stop. And the closest campsite...well, it was more than I expected. A mini-golf course? Ice cream shop? Water park!?!?!? It was great. I'd never stayed at a place so cool. And a whole night and morning has never gone by so fast.
So we make it to North Carolina, and we can't find the darn university. A big, famous university with no signs pointing to it? That's weird. When we finally found it, things got boring...ceremony, fancy dinner, museum, blah, blah, blah. It was okay.
But then, the ride back to Florida! And it was great. We had to beg a little, but we got to stay at the one place we'd always wanted to: South of the Border! It was very mosquito-filled, but who cares? This was the biggest adventure we'd ever had in such a short time.
As an added bonus, we saw an abandoned truck on fire on the side of the road going back to Florida the final day of the trip. As we rode past and looked back, it blew up. Yes, big explosion and all. A great way to sum up the past four days: explosive.
