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Class Essay

LCCC Parking Lot Is like a Big City


Most colleges have large and crowded parking lots and community colleges are no exception. Some are so crammed that they give the feel of being in a big city. Luzerne County Community College (LCCC) has that very impression on some people and even though it has a big parking lot, it is still for the most part hard to find parking. It’s almost like a story that repeats itself again and again.  The LCCC parking lot is like a big city from the moment we enter in search of a parking space, to navigating the lot on foot and until the moment we head back in search of our cars.

Driving into the Luzerne County Community College parking lot is very nerve-racking, like driving into New York City.  The first thing visible is the vast amount of cars that are rushing around to find a parking spot.  From the drivers who do not pay attention to the ones that are only intent on getting to class no matter the cost, it is truly like being stuck in traffic in the Lincoln Tunnel. Everybody looks so hurried to find a parking spot that traffic signs are often ignored as if they are invisible, causing screeching of car tires followed by the stench of burning rubber. Accompanied with the near miss are the many hand gestures and expletives. Trying to find a parking spot at LCCC is like trying to find a parking spot on 5th avenue during mid-day, long and stressful.  In finding a spot it’s almost comparable to getting to our destination by taxi in the big city.  As we get to the cherished parking spot our heart rate slows, the sweat dissipates, and we look forward to crossing the parking lot. 

The moment the car door opens, we can sense a feeling of chaos, which is relative to that of a big city. When we take our first steps towards our destinations, scattered traces of oil paint the hot concrete, as we find ourselves weaving through the various assortment of vehicles. Students can be seen dodging wild cars, while others are laying on their horns as if they were crazy cab drivers.  Before we approach the sidewalk, we pass a group of students and the overwhelming scents of perfume, cologne, body odor and cigarettes engulf our nostrils causing us to gag. A sigh of relief escapes our lips as we safely make it through the hectic parking lot, only to be replaced by gasps when we see the mountainous steps before us. 

In addition to driving into and walking through the parking lot, looking at it from afar exudes the impression of a vast metropolis. Stepping back and observing gives a broader perspective on the parking lot. Standing on top of the funky stairs we can truly see the abundance of vehicles from new to old, small to large and plain to modified. As we gaze upon the parking lot, beeps and alarms attack our ears like at a busy intersection. People of all different ethnicities can be heard talking and laughing as they rush up and down the sidewalks, bumping each other occasionally as if rushing down a busy New York City street. The wind can be felt blowing as it carries the scent of exhaust and cigarette smoke. Thinking of a college parking lot we could not imagine it so much as being like a big city but first- hand experience is sure to leave that impression.

In a way our parking lot is akin to a big city, the chaos starts as soon as we enter. It’s a frantic rush in search of a parking space, all the while trying not to turn red in the face. Next, it’s time for avoiding traffic and inhaling the noxious exhaust that stains the air, as we make the anxious trip from our cars to the relative safety of an oil slicked sidewalk and up the funky steps. Finally as classes finish for the day, we stand at the top of the steps looking down, dreading the building commotion below. From the first sips of coffee in the morning to the closing of the cold steel gates at days end, we leave our city behind as nothing but a blur in our rearview mirrors.

