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“Oh my god! Oh my god. Oh my god!” Becky started singing as she danced around near 
the luggage carousel. The girls had just spent over nine hours on a plane, but the excitement of 
starting their European vacation was enough to revive them.  

 “Hey Tori, I think that’s your pack coming up,” Rachel said as she toyed with the 
shoulder straps of her own backpack. Sure enough, a very unimportant looking hunk of navy 
blue made its way down the luggage belt. Tori picked it up reminding herself that it was more 
important that her backpack be utilitarian and unattractive so as to ward off any undesirables 
from stealing anything. 

 It was a hand-me-down from her father’s old collection of camping essentials. The 
backpack boasted an external plastic frame with adequate lumbar support, multiple pockets 
and compartments to segment her possessions, and a giant navy flap that came over the top 
and buckled at the bottom concealing all vulnerable zippers. The flap essentially made the 
whole setup looking like a blue turtle shell. But after thorough research online, Tori took the 
advice of the many self-proclaimed “backpacking experts” and brought with her a backpack 
that blend in instead of being just another American tourist. 

 “Let’s get going ladies! There’s tons of European mayhem to be had!” It was amazing 
that Becky didn’t fall over with all her jumping around while strapped to her bright highlighter 
pink backpack. She looked as if she had a bottle of Pepto-Bismol attached as she bounced with 
building giddiness. 

 After months of planning, the girls were finally in Amsterdam, the first destination of 
their backpacking trip. Summer had officially begun for them after months of planning. They 
were finally free from all of the responsibilities and ties back home in Texas. 

It was on New Years that Becky, Rachel, and Tori had decided that their lives all needed 
a major jumpstart. Following a great deal of drinks after midnight had already struck, the girls 
drunkenly reflected on the lackluster year they all had. Tori had just ended a long term 
relationship, Becky couldn’t think of anything else to do with her life so she applied to law 
school, and Rachel really didn’t have much to complain about except that she was progressing 
closer to 30. Sitting drunkenly on the floor of their hotel room that night they started plotting 
on various strategies to improve upon the upcoming year. They made a toast to their pact that 
the year ahead of them would have more adventures. And that’s the last thing they remember 
of that night. 

 The morning of New Year’s Day, Tori stumbled into the bathroom. Head throbbing and 
still in her black sequin dress, she felt up the bathroom wall in an attempt to find the light 
switch. Finally her finger snagged the plastic nub and the fluorescent lighting stung her retinas. 
She made her way to the sink and gripped its sides to sturdy herself until she was sure she 
wouldn’t vomit. Slowly she glanced up at the mirror, expecting to see her red hair in a tangled 
rat’s nest and raccoon eyes from sleeping in her eye makeup. When she looked up she saw red 



on her face and panicked. Then shaking her head, Tori took a step back from the mirror. 
Written in red MAC lipstick was one word, “EUROPE”. 

 


