
R IC E , KAYD AN C E

Kaydance Rice
Age: 14, Grade: 9

School Name: Interlochen Arts Academy, Interlochen, MI
Educator: Mika Perrine 

Category: Flash Fiction

A Whole  Lotta  J azz

The four of them walked back to the car in silence. The snow fell gently onto them as they all clambered into the car.
The daughter didn’t put on her seatbelt; instead inserted her headphones into her phone. The only sounds to be
heard as the father started the car were the low roar of the engine and the wind pushing against the car. The mother,
being the last to get into the car, sat down and blew into her hands. “It’s freezing out there.”
“I hadn’t noticed,” the daughter responded, not looking up from whatever it was she was doing on her phone. The
father laughed and held his hand out to give her a high-five. The daughter returned the high five, her eyes drilling
through her mother’s skull waiting for her mother to speak, but nothing was said. 
“Well maybe if you’d turn on the heat in the house you wouldn’t be so cold all the time,” the father complained as the
car started out of the parking lot. 
“You can turn it on whenever you’re ready to pay the bills for it,” the mother responded quickly. 
“Well I would be able to if you didn’t take all of my money.” 
“You can take the money back whenever you’re ready and pay all of the bills. But if you remember last time you
were in charge of the bills, we got evicted,” the mother paused. “No, you wouldn’t remember because you were too
drunk to remember.” The mother rolled her eyes. The daughter turned up the volume of her music. 
“Oh yeah, right,” the father responded sarcastically.  
The four went back to silence for a few more seconds before the mother turned her attention back to her son, whose
seatbelt had been unclipped. The mother sighed. “Why did you undo your seatbelt?” she asked. 
“I don’t like it,” the son responded bluntly, crossing his arms. 
“You need it to stay safe, please put on your seatbelt,” the mother insisted. She sounded tired. 
“I don’t want to stay safe.” 
“Well, what are you going to do if we get into a car crash and you get hurt. Then we wouldn’t have a little boy
anymore. You’d be a pancake!” the mother tried to convince him, her tone sounding over-dramatic. 
“We only get into car crashes when you drive.” The son took out the tablet from the mother’s purse. 
“Hey! Who said you could be on the tablet?” the mother asked, grabbing the tablet from his hands. 
“Dad said I could have it!” the son shouted, grabbing it back. The mother turned her attention back to the father. 
“Really? Did Dad forget that you aren’t allowed to have the tablet this weekend because you hit your friend at
school?” 
“Oh my god, let the kid have it for twenty minutes, who cares?” the father objected. 
 “If he’s not allowed to have it, he’s not allowed to have it. If he wants it, maybe he should learn to not hit his
friends.” 
“Well we both know where he got it from, don’t we?” The father turned, receiving a middle-finger from a passing
car. In response, the father pressed on the horn as hard as he could. The daughter flinched and turned her music up
louder. 
“Oh, of course, the time that I hit you after you repeatedly grabbed and slapped me,” the mother responded
sarcastically, turning her head towards the window watching as the father turned onto the highway. 
“Oh, you mean when you hit me in the head with a pot?” The son turned on the tablet, the light illuminating his face
as he opened a game to play.
“Or maybe, he got it from the time you kicked him in the face for wanting you to shut up for five fucking seconds.” 
“You know you made me do that.”
“Or maybe, it was when you shoved his sister over for getting in your way every time you tried to hit me. Or maybe,
you were still too drunk to remember that too.” The daughter turned up her music louder.
The father’s eyes remained on the road as he muttered, “shut the fuck up.” 
“Or maybe it was all the times you beat him for misbehaving and hitting you.” 



“I said shut up.” The daughter’s music was now at the highest level it could be, Freddie Mercury singing “Don’t
Stop Me Now” beginning to leave her earbuds and transfer to the rest of the backseat.
“Or maybe, it was when you wrecked all of his toys because the basement wasn’t clean enough for you.” 
“I swear to fucking God I’ll kill you.” 
“What? What are you going to do?” 
The father’s hand left the wheel as he smacked the mother in the face. The car began to swerve on the ice as it
crashed through the guardrail. The car stumbled down the hill and into a tree. The glass of the windshield shattered,
breaking into a collision of color, reflecting off the sunlight peeking through the clouds. The only thing that seemed to
be unharmed by the collision was the daughter’s phone as the earplugs unplugged and the Queen song “More of that
Jazz” began to play throughout the car. 
 


