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“The first thing you’re going to have
to learn, when dealing with me? The
answers don’t always come in the
order of the questions.” 

—Olivia Jane Doe
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one

I t was Dave who had come up with the plan the night
prior. And sure, the plan was cute. In fact, after about

tequila round four or five, it had become flat-out brilliant. 
The way Dave had figured it, with his plan we could

shoplift approximately six to seven hundred dollars worth of
merchandise from this strip mall surf shop, do it in under
three minutes, and walk (not run) away without any suspicion
from anybody whatsoever. 

That had been last night at the bar. Now it was morning,
and we were at the spot. As for the tequila? Well, that had
worn off. 

“Parker, we can debate it all goddamn day,” said Dave,
flicking at his cigarette nervously, yet still trying to act like he
wasn’t second-guessing it all. “But what the issue is, is not the
issue.”

Dave was one of those guys who could be summed up in
a few words. He was a twenty-six-year-old white boy with
long, ratty dreadlocks. He wasn’t Jamaican, nor had he ever
been out of South Florida, or even Fort Lauderdale for that
matter. That was Dave. 

I said, “The issue is those little alarm sensor tags. Because
whether you or I am the grab man, it doesn’t matter. When we
go through the door, there are going to be questions. Plan says
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if things go south, we both go down. It’s just the nature of the
thing.”

Dave said, “Yeah, well, those little sensor tags, trouble-
some as they may be, are the difference between us and some
fourteen-year-old hack.” 

“But like me, you’re still having second thoughts about it,”
I said. “Thinking it’ll never work. Perhaps, I’d argue, finally
thinking like a rational fucking man.”

“All I’m saying, and this is all I’m saying…” He dropped
his cigarette and smothered it under his ratty flip-flop. “Why
do I always gotta be the grab man?”

“No, the question isn’t why you’ve always been, but why
you’re avoiding it now. And if you’re asking why you and why
not me, I’ll give you two words. Galleria Gap.”

“I’ll give you two words. You’re a pussy. Sorry, three words.
Fuck it, four. You are a pussy.”

“You don’t remember? It was only last year.”
“Last year is fuzzy,” he said, doing a joint-smoking motion

with his fingers. “And I’m not second-guessing the plan. It’s
my plan, and it’s a cute one.”

“The Gap. At the Galleria Mall. You remember it, don’t
you? The coat?”

He thought about it a moment. Recalling, he said, “Ah,
you mean the thing with the bet that led to the coat? Yeah, but
that was nothing like this.”

“You know what I’m getting at.” 
Dave had told me that a person, if they had the right dis-

position, could walk into any store, grab almost any item, and
walk right out the door with it if they truly believed it was
theirs to begin with and there was nothing wrong about it.
We’d made a bet for the lunch tab, and Dave strolled right into
The Gap at the Galleria Mall, slung a coat over his arm,
shopped for a few minutes, then strolled right out of there
with nothing but good-byes and come agains from the staff. I
ended up losing the bet and paying for dollar dogs at K-Mart.
Consequently, that was the day I learned that Dave didn’t just
like dollar dogs because they were a dollar. 

I said, “And you’re still the only guy I know who goes to K-
Mart just to eat.”

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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“And you’re still the only guy,” said Dave, lighting up a
fresh cigarette, “that doesn’t understand the difference
between cheap and inexpensive. And you saying I was awe-
some in The Gap, as true as it may be, isn’t gonna automati-
cally make me the grab man. Besides, they didn’t have little
alarm sensors on all the clothing, and that’s what we’re really
talking about here.”

“No, what we’re talking about is the guy who has to go
through the door with those little sensor tags. And your gift is
your absolute and complete complacency paired with what I
believe to be a very real notion that you are not doing any-
thing wrong whatsoever.”

“I already know all these things about myself.”
“And what I know about myself is that I can’t be the grab

man. Not on this one. Face it, you’re the only one who’ll be
able to stand there with the conviction that’s needed. You
know I’m right.”

Dave was thinking about it, nodding slightly now as he
puffed away at his cigarette, hardly inhaling at this point. 

“Bottom line time,” I said. “Either you grab, or I’m out.”
“Oh, so it’s like that all of a sudden?”
“Nothing sudden about it. If you recall, it’s precisely how

this conversation started. And you know I never loved the plan
to begin with.”

“Then what are we doing here? You don’t like the plan?”
“I said I didn’t love the plan. I like the plan, long as you’re

the grab man.”
“Motherfucker. Now with the ultimatums.”
“Sorry.”
“I know,” said Dave, pointing at me suddenly. “Rock,

paper, scissors.”
“No, no, no, no, no. Asshole, you don’t even know the

rules to rock, paper, scissors. Last time we got in a drunk
debate because you were convinced that rock beat paper.”

“Of course it does. It’s a rock, dude.”
I realized it hadn’t been a drunken debate. It had been a

debate. I said, “Dave, paper covers rock.”
“Paper can cover rock all day. In the end, rock mashes the

shit out of paper.”
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“And according to you, rock also beats scissors.”
“Rock bashes scissors apart. Dude,” with hands illustrat-

ing, “it’s a rock.”
I said, “But we agree that scissors cut paper, right?”
“Yeah. That’s why they’re called scissors, dummy.”
“So if rock beats paper, and scissors beat paper, why on

earth would anybody ever choose paper?” 
“Because they’re fucking retarded, I don’t know,” he said,

dropping his cigarette and smothering it. “Fine, I’m the grab
man. Get in there and shop.”

“You sure this time?”
“Yes. Either that, or I gotta go back to The Taco Hut and

take a shit. Which, incidentally, I’ve needed to do for several
minutes now, and is why I may seem impatient with the
thing.”

“It’s nerves.”
“No, it’s The Taco Hut. That garbage always turns my num-

ber two into like an eight or a nine.”
“You gotta go, then go,” I said, motioning right next door

to the gas station. “Can’t have you fidgeting around in there.”
“I don’t wanna shit there,” he said. “I want to shit at The

Taco Hut.”
“Why? What the hell’s the difference?”
“Because,” he said, looking vaguely in the direction of The

Taco Hut, “I want to give it back to them.”
I had to take a moment to look at the person I was about

to embark on this highly risky endeavor with, as he stood
there sort of bouncing up and down, seeming the clench
somewhere down below, and… Was he sweating? I was begin-
ning to have much more serious reservations. 

“I’m fine,” he said, pulling out yet another cigarette. “Get
in there. Let’s do it.” 

After a moment to assess him, I knew it was now or never.
And we’d never been pinched before, and he always seemed to
pull it together, and I had no reason to think this time would
be any different. 

“Wait at least five minutes,” I said, starting off, still eying
him. “Suck it up. I’m serious.”

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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He waved me away. I headed off as he went to the back of
his Jeep and leaned against the spare tire. Before entering the
store, I saw him hoisting the ratty surfboard out of the back.
We’d taken a hammer to the piece of glamorized fiberglass
about an hour earlier. 

Okay, yes. It was a cute plan. But then again, most things
born into life started out cute, didn’t they?

*     *     * 

Price tags took on an all new meaning when they were
attached to items that were about to be stolen. 

In this instance, they were dangling on the sleeves and col-
lars of Quicksilver, Hurley, and Billabong button-ups. I fin-
gered through the racks of clothing, noting the price tags.
$59.99… $79.99… $84.99…

The Pura Vida surf shop, in an attempt to boost holiday
sales, had boasted a super friendly return policy. They’d even
do cash returns for items without a receipt for three weeks
after Christmas. Good policy to us, as we had yet to find a
place that offered receipts for items they had no idea were
going out the door. 

Dave was in less than two minutes later, the fucker. Five
minutes, I’d said. But he did breeze right past me without even
an eyeshot. The thing was, if there was any indication that we
knew each other, the plan wouldn’t work. And although we
were the same age, we didn’t look like we’d be friends. Dave,
with all his dreads and an ever changing array of facial hair
that seemed to grow in and fall out in random patterns. I, on
the other hand, had a clean look that nothing seemed to
shake. At best, I could look like an accountant who’d had a
bad month or was on a long vacation. 

Moving through the store, Dave was carrying the surfboard
under his arm, now zipped up in a ratty board bag. He was
heading towards the back, where there was a counter that was
not only the point of sale, but also a workshop for building
skateboards and doing surfboard ding repairs. The store was
moderately busy, as was our plan. We would have liked it to be
busier, but this was what we’d work with. I continued to browse,
moving myself to the rack nearest to the front of the store. 
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Dave approached the teen girl who was working the
counter. She was folding clothes with about as much enthu-
siasm as seven dollars an hour could buy. Dave plopped the
surfboard on the counter and pulled the bag off it. He went
into his tale of woe. A bad ding from an encounter with a
dock, rock, or somebody’s head. At least, that’s what he’d tell
her. After a brief exchange, she hoisted the board off the
counter and went behind a curtain to place and tag the
board in the repair shop, just like we knew she would. As she
disappeared, Dave hung the board bag to his side and started
out. He strolled at a natural pace towards the exit. He was
good. 

You’d never know by looking at him that he was dropping
mass amounts of folded clothing into the frumpy board bag
the whole way. 

As Dave got to the front door, he shot me the slightest of
winks. A private victory nod, pronouncing the score. Then, as
he passed through the alarm sensor, BAM.

BEEP BEEP! BEEP BEEP! BEEP BEEP! BEEP BEEP!
It was a relentless racket. And LOUD. Some stores had a

friendly voice as the alarm. A voice that would say sorry, but
apparently they forgot to remove the inventory control tag
from your purchase. This wasn’t a voice, but if it was, it would
probably have said something along the lines of how they did
not forget to remove the inventory control tag from your pur-
chase, and your balls were about to be stomped on very soon.

When the curtain opened, I knew she’d be coming. It had
always been boggling to us, how even the worst and most
underpaid employee would one eighty when they suspected
somebody might be stealing. One minute they’re griping and
bitching about the company, and in the next instant, they’re
farting corporate loyalty, jumping over the counter like T.J.
Hooker. But lucky for us, this girl was different. Perhaps the
thing went off accidentally all the time, because her reaction
was more tired than anything. But she did make the effort to
approach the door, and that meant Dave would have to stop
simply because…that was what a person who hadn’t just
stolen an entire surfboard bag full of shit would do. 

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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Dave waited patiently about five paces through the door
as she reached him. She got instantly annoyed and glared at
me. I continued to finger through the sales rack. 

“Hey, idiot,” she said.
I looked up. 
“You hear that noise?” she said, pointing up and around at

the noise. 
“Yeah,” I said. “The hell is that?”
She breathed hard and grabbed the shirt that I’d slung

lazily over the alarm sensor podium that protected the front
door, and the beeping stopped. She put it back on the
podium, triggering the noise again, then quickly pulled it off
to silence again. 

“Two plus two equals?” she said, holding the shirt up for
me to see. 

I gave her a meek smile that was quickly hit with the shirt. 
She thumbed at Dave to the effect of what an idiot I was.
“Am I good?” said Dave, board bag slung sloppily over his

arm. And there it was. That absolute conviction of innocence. 
“No offense,” she said, “but if you really wanted to steal

that ratty old thing, I’d probably let you.”

*     *     * 

Fort Lauderdale was the perfect place for a couple of guys
like us. South Florida had a specific energy to it. An electricity
born from the transient nature of the place. People were
always coming and going. Dave would always comment that
“shit rolled downhill.” And he was partly right. Having lived
his entire life here, he’d seen countless people appear and van-
ish. But that was what gave it an air of temporary. A place
where even ten years of residence sometimes failed to earn the
title of “home.” A place where a drink could be had at any
time of day without question or judgment from anybody. A
place where saving accounts were spending accounts, any job
held was respectable, and A.M. nights could happen seven
days a week. 

But an unfortunate reality of Florida living was that it
wasn’t cheap. And the legitimate job that Dave and I both
held would never, and could never, fund the lifestyle that we’d
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grown accustomed to. Seemed so evident, driving beachside
down A1A, past the hordes of tourists lugging beach chairs
and umbrellas and coolers across the sand on a devoted and
absolute mission to have some sort of fun. All while I was fin-
gering through our last score with the top down on Dave’s
Jeep. Sixteen shirts, all priced above sixty bucks a pop. The
next step would be to divide and conquer. In a few weeks’
time we’d split up, and with three or four items at a time, we’d
return them to the other three Pura Vida Surf Shop locations
for cash refunds during the retail mess that was the week after
Christmas, which was now only two weeks away. 

Our so-called legit jobs were at a boat rental marina
located on the Intercoastal Waterway. It was off the beaten
path, and not very busy. Most our days were spent crashed out
in cheap lawn chairs on the dock, sunning and recovering
from the alcohol consumed at a vastly irresponsible rate the
night prior. We’d be interrupted only in brief spurts by the
occasional boat rental or store browser, usually annoying and,
for some untold reason, never even remotely bikini eye candy.
But it was a cake job that paid joke money. Something like
seven fifty an hour. Our paychecks seemed more like bonuses
at the end of the week. 

The manager, our boss Denver, also only showed up in
spurts, and that was usually to pick up his fishing gear and com-
plain about the owner to a couple of blank expressions. He was
always running between three or four different businesses that
Steve W. Goodman owned, and this was the main subject of his
bitching. And he had earned it. Steve was a total prick. All tall
and lanky, wearing Polo shirts and khaki shorts with pleats and
still managing to be completely intimidating. He’d blow in and
out of the place with his little briefcases, which were either the
same briefcase or he bought them wholesale because they
always looked exactly the same. He’d bitch as he came through
the door, he’d fill his briefcase in the back where nobody could
see him, then bitch all the way out the door. 

And that was, in a sense, why we worked at this particular
marina. Because a guy who blows in and out with a briefcase
and no paperwork is a tax evader. And thus, easy to scam.

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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And even when we weren’t scamming him with missing
rental slips, false voids, or altered gas receipts, we were work-
ing the customers. What did they expect? Coming to a crap-
hole marina tucked into nowhere. 

Example…
“We didn’t catch shit,” said the overweight, NASCAR T-

shirt-wearing boat renter as he dropped an arsenal of fishing
gear on the floor of the marina store. His bratty ten-year-old
stood off to the side, some brown substance around his lips
from something he’d been eating or, as it appeared, had
attempted to eat but had missed. “We get a discount on
account of our having not caught shit?”

From behind the counter, I gave the guy a look that might
as well have been an audible sigh. I said, “Do you really need
me to answer that?”

Suddenly his son, who two seconds earlier had been
standing quietly with the brown shit on his face, had now
found a display of wind chimes and had proceeded to whip
his hand through them in a very noisy bit of obnoxiousness.
Dad was quick to apply some liberal progressive parenting.

“Boy, get your ass away from those damn tinkers before I
drop-kick it!”

The boy stopped and looked at his father like he hated
him.

“And turn your damn shorts around. You done gone put
dems on backards!”

He shook his head to me like I could relate. “Kids,” I said,
as it seemed to be the thing to say.

“Oh, he don’t give me a spot of trouble,” said the guy. “He
messes with me, I just take off my belt. He sees the belt, he
knows—”

Suddenly, the wind chimes again, only louder. Dad
whipped around and started taking off his belt. The kid
flicked him off with both fingers and ran out of the store
before he could get his belt off, but that didn’t stop his dad’s
pants from dropping slightly at the lack of belt support, giving
me an unfortunate back view. 

“Sorry ’bout that,” he said, hooking his belt back. “Gonna
whip his ass directly, I assure you.”
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I nodded, because of course, that was my main concern. 
“This gonna take long?” he said, with a grunt that I think

came from lack of airflow through hairy nostrils. 
I said, as I wrote up the guy’s ticket, “My partner is looking

over the boat now. Things look good, you’ll be out in no
time.” 

“Boat’s fine. We just floated out in the middle of the canal.
And incidentally, didn’t catch a goddamn thing, but I think
we’ve been through that.”

“I’m sure the boat’s fine. It’s just routine.”
This statement was half true. Yes, it was routine. No, I wasn’t

sure the boat was fine. In fact, quite the opposite. I was sure the
boat wasn’t fine. How could I be so sure? Because while I’d been
treated with an orchestra of wind chimes and an ass crack with
such an unimaginable amount of hair crammed into it that it
was almost like it was valuable twine that was being smuggled,
Dave had gone out the back door of the marina store. Tucked
close to his body, he’d carry with him a badly damaged boat pro-
peller that he would promptly put on the newly returned boat,
replacing the brand-new undamaged one. It took only moments
to pull up the outboard, slap it on, splash water on it. His cue had
been the wad of cash the guy held out proudly upon entering the
store. Cash that the guy would need to use to pay for the pro-
peller that was damaged and paid for two years ago, and count-
less times since.

After much bitching and ranting and raving, and a threat
by me to call the police, the guy finally coughed up the dough,
counting out the two fifties on the counter while I stood won-
dering how that kid didn’t feel that shit on his face. Oh, and
how it was dollar draft night at Bamboo Beach Bar at the
Ocean Manor Resort tonight, and goddamn, the prospects of
the intoxication that this score could buy would be, at risk of
sounding redundant…intoxicating. 

But first, it was paycheck day. Our scams had grown so
lucrative that I’d neglected to cash my paychecks going on
three weeks now. And that was just plain sloppy. Paychecks
not being cashed were a big red flag for business owners. It got
me out of the marina early, and off to the bank. 

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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And just when everything was going so smooth and things
couldn’t get better, I had to go and involuntarily meet the girl
who would change everything.

*     *     * 

I’d seen her before. It was always a gamble, standing in
line at the bank, whether I’d get her window or not. So far, I’d
been unlucky and gotten either the effeminate little guy with
long hair, or the less effeminate big lady with reluctantly
growing short hair, which, for some reason, was even grosser
for being red. Today, apparently, was my lucky day.

“Hello,” I said, to which I received the most insincere
smile in recent history. She had tightly wrapped black hair and
white skin. I imagined out of work, she exchanged her formal
bank wear for a pair of Dickies or a punky plaid skirt. I knew
she had tattoos hidden under that business garb, and I won-
dered where and what they were. She was little in stature, but
enormous in attitude. I imagined an earned smile from her
was most likely a highly valuable, almost priceless commod-
ity for which I would like nothing more than to devote end-
less amounts of time and energy pursuing. Her name tag said
Ellen. I followed my hello with a smile and an “Ellen.”

“My name’s not Ellen,” she said, looking over the checks.
She turned towards her keyboard. Before typing away, she
motioned behind herself briefly. “That’s Ellen.”

It was the lady I usually got when I came here and had,
consequently, never given even a remote shit to look at her
name tag, sorry to say.

Typing now, she said, “I forgot my name tag, so she let me
borrow hers.”

“Oh,” I said, offering a smile she didn’t see. “Well, then I
guess I’ll never know.”

“Samantha,” she said, but still with no eye contact. Incred-
ible, this girl. And why the hell was I turned on by this
unearned superiority complex?

“Of course,” I said. “Fits.” 
“Have you ever met,” she said, flopping six hundred-dollar

bills and some change in front of me one at a time, “somebody
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whose name didn’t fit? That was, until you found out it wasn’t
their name after all?” 

Somebody quicker than me, somebody without a built-up
agenda, somebody who was better at talking to girls they
hadn’t raised to undeserving levels would have seen this com-
ment for what it was. It was an invitation. An invitation for
conversation. But it caught me off guard. And I ended up mak-
ing a noise that sounded a lot like “neeh” to me, but probably
sounded much more like “ehe.”

In the next instant, her eyes were on the next customer,
and I was off. I told myself as I walked out of the bank that
these things took time. Next time, I could expand on my
“ehe.” This time, I’d play it cool. And go straight out the door. 

But my adventure with Samantha was only beginning,
and it came in the form of a lady cop who pulled me aside
right outside the bank. 

“Excuse me, sir,” she said, eyes behind big thick glasses
and tucked under a cop hat, “mind if I ask if you just made a
withdrawal or cashed a check?”

I still had the bills clearly in my hand. Still rattled from my
prior failure, I was a dick and said, “You’ll make detective yet.”

She gave me an earned pursing of the lips before asking to
see the bills. She examined them with a careful eye, then
opened her metal folder, which was packed with carbon-style
police forms. She began scribing something on one of them,
under which she placed three of my hundreds into a pile of
other such bills. She ripped off a slip and handed it to me
along with three of the hundreds and the change.

“Sir, you’ve been a victim of fraud. These bills are coun-
terfeit.”

I took the slip, a similar carbon-style ticket with typical
messy cop handwriting in key spots. 

“That’s a receipt. Take it directly to the bank manager, and
he’ll refund your money. I repeat, go directly to the bank man-
ager. Do not go to your original teller.” She slapped her metal
folder closed. “We’re close to a felony here.”

I looked at the ticket, and my confusion must have been
apparent, because the cop said, “The teller gave you three fake

D Y L A N E D W A R D A S H E R
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bills and will pocket the real ones, probably right before shift
change. Old scam. Clever, but very amateur.”

My face must have gone flush, because when she saw it
she softened up briefly. She said, “It’s old because it works.” 

This only lasted a second or two before she was motioning
me towards the bank. And she was looking at me like if I had
another question, I better ask it quick because I was boring her
terribly. So I thanked her, wiping away the embarrassment and
now thinking not only was Samantha cute, joyously
pompous, wonderfully muted, and most importantly? Oh
yeah. Although I was no pro, it was clear that she was, in fact,
an amateur.

And how wonderful it would be. A girl I didn’t have to lie
to. A girl who not only wouldn’t judge me with silly morality,
but might actually be impressed with the innovation and tact
with which we performed our ingenious scams. A girl who I
could, dare I say it, team up with! 

As I walked through the bank, with absolutely no inten-
tion of going to the bank manager, I knew there was a reason
I’d been attracted to the rude little wench. I guessed that I’d
seen something in her. An inner morality based purely on
being the one who’s wise. Being the one with the upper hand
in a contest that most people didn’t even know they were hav-
ing until it was too late. The thing that said it was okay,
because it was their fault for being duped. And now this thing
would play with such ease that I laughed at my earlier con-
cerns from my prior encounter. Not only did I have something
to say to her now, I was going to save her!

I waited, and let two other patrons pass me to get to her
window.

“What a move,” I said. “Don’t worry, I ain’t taking it per-
sonal.”

“Excuse me?” she said, sort of half smiling. 
“Listen. Bank manager knows about the bills. He’s in

cahoots with a cop that met me outside. I’d show you the slip
she gave me, but if your boss sees I came back to spill it to you,
might blow your chance.”

“My chance?”
“To get the hell out of here, fast.”
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“Out of where? Here?”
“Yes. Make up an excuse. Anything. Just leave. Cop outside

is talking felony.”
“Maybe,” she said, her hand creeping towards something

under her desk, “I should call over the manager.”
“No, no. He’s in on it. He’s the one…”
Then I stopped. Maybe it was something in her face, or

perhaps it was something I’d worked out in my subconscious.
Whatever it was, I suddenly realized that I had made a huge
mistake. My face went flush fast, literally filling to the brim
with embarrassment. 

“You know what, I’m sorry,” I said, pulling away from the
window. “It’s a mistake.”

I could feel her look as I turned and walked carefully out
of the bank. When I got outside and the cop was nowhere to
be found, I realized what an ass I’d just made of myself. And
the same instinct that had put it together was now drawing my
eyes to a nearby public garbage can. 

And the first thing I thought when I saw the “cop’s” little
metal folder sitting on top of a bunch of garbage was that I’d
certainly never see that clever girl again.

Boy, was I wrong. 

*     *     * 
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