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Monday, High Noon 

He. Fiftyish, white, male, native Angeleno. Half awake. Out of it. 

Mostly. 

Finds at his door, on the front porch of his house, a young, very 

attractive black woman. 

Him: Confused. 

Her: Smiling. 

Smiling? Does he know her? 

He knows he would like to know her. 

Left. Right. Her. Him. Them. 

Dry, dusty, deserted neighborhood. 

Picture tumbleweeds. 

Okay, not tumbleweeds exactly. We aren’t talking boonies. 

But a red flag warning. ’Course there’s always a red flag warning. 

It’s fuckin’ LA. 

High noon. 

White man, black woman. 

A Mexican standoff? 

Why is there a bike on his porch? 

Something about that. He quakes. 

Slightly. 

He’s scared. 

Slightly. 

Of what? 
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A bike? 

She reaches out and presses the palm of her hand to his chest. He looks 

down at her hand. 

He thinks. 

Anything could happen. 

That’s the setup. 

Early Me to Monday Me 

Let me give you a little backstory before we cut to the chase. 

First thing is obvious: him is me. Second thing, not so obvious: I do my 

own stunts. 

That might seem strange coming from a man on the wrong side of fifty 

who’s never made it his life’s ambition to turn into some mayfly of 

physical perfection, all six-packs and massive guns and quarter-off-

my-ass gluts, but it isn’t strange in the mind-set of this Me, your 

average, F-150, red-blooded American male, strong as he ever was, 

Correction, 

as he needs to be to get the job done, any job, anytime—still holding 

steady at his high school middle linebacker primo self, thirty-plus years 

on from the state finals. Rock-solid at six one and a solid two hundred 

pounds—if you don’t count the dunlap. Plenty enough gas in the tank 

to do my own stunts. Metaphorically speaking. 

How’s that exactly? 

Well, like most “Me’s” I know, when I say stunts, I don’t mean stunt 

stunts. I don’t mean the professional stuff like jumping off a dam in 
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The Fugitive or strapping myself to the outside of a plane like Mission 

Impossible or even selfish amateur gags that those lost man-boys do to 

get their rocks off on YouTube. No, I don’t do any of that. I’m not 

dumb enough to put my life on the line to pay the bills or jump off a 

roof to get a laugh. 

I am—was—a grip, a key grip. Grips, for those of you who don’t know, 

are just your regular-working everyman, your below-the-line crew stiff 

at the beating heart of every movie. We’re the movers and the builders, 

not the show-offs flexing their muscles in front of the camera. Those 

are the stunt guys. Stunt guys flex. I help. ’Course, nowadays, I am 

flexing a different muscle, the creative one. You see, I’ve turned 

screenwriter, which is above-the-line, not below-the-line-working 

stiff—no more everyman. So, when I say stunts, I mean what the 

typical status quo–loving, white, middle-aged American male has 

always done his whole manly life: slide down the knife’s edge between 

stupid and dangerous. 

And, no, I’m not talking about eating peanut butter off a spoon straight 

out of the jar, although I do that too. My stunts are stuff that has to be 

done for the good of my family, my community—fuck—for the good 

of us all, just maybe not the way I do it. 

Like the time I got up on an overfilled recycling bin to stomp down the 

cardboard boxes and ended up flat on my back in the driveway. Coulda 

cracked my head open and bled out on the asphalt. Or the time I decided 

the best way to get rid of the Christmas tree was to shove it in the 

fireplace and put a match to it. The chimney practically exploded. 

Coulda burned the house down and killed the entire family. Or the time 

… well, you get the idea, just your everyday, life-threatening male 

stupidity that manly men can’t seem to find the horse sense to avoid. 

Not the need—the needs have to be met. No one’s questioning that. 

Just the how. 
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Let me say in my own defense that it’s not like I’m incapable of 

thinking through the likely consequences of me just doing me, but 

sometimes, life doesn’t give you any choice. I mean you gotta do what 

you gotta do, and it’s not like there are a whole bunch of stunt guys or 

riggers hanging around waiting for a chance to double you or clip on a 

safety line. And, no, I haven’t forgotten my age or how my joints ache 

in the morning. Metaphorically, I’m a minimum-wage bellhop carrying 

a lifetime’s worth of baggage. I know that, and some days, I know it 

more than others. 

But, hey, I’m not the only one who hates getting old. Or the only one 

who hates to admit what we all know is fact: that sooner or later, it’ll 

be someone else’s turn in the sun. Someone younger, stronger, more 

tech savvy, maybe even smarter. Doing all the stunts, on set and off. 

Most days, working stiffs like me hope it will be our son slapping our 

rump and putting us out to pasture, but then, some nights, we wake up 

knowing it will be a stranger’s punk kid who’s not filling them even 

but throwing our shoes in the garbage like they’re worthless, like we’re 

garbage too. 

Which is actually the trouble. How’d you like being landfilled under 

that kind of judgment? 

I mean, just because I fight being an old shoe, that doesn’t mean I’m a 

bad guy. Just because I look and act like a dinosaur, doesn’t mean I 

can’t evolve. Embrace a better me even. Sure, there are guys out there 

who can’t, but they ain’t me. Like I tell my kids, if you give me half a 

chance, if you don’t make me a prisoner of my ways, I can get there. 

Like Jesus said—accept the things you cannot change, have the courage 

to change some things, blah, blah, blah. You know, camel through the 

eye of a needle, gospel. And I’m up for it, long as my changing gets me 

somewhere, long as it doesn’t bring my entire life crashing down 

around my ears. 
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’Course there’s more to me than stunts. Although what comes next 

might be considered by some as just a stunt. And not in a nice way. 

You’ll recall I mentioned that after twenty-plus years gripping and 

getting to the top of that game, I’m taking a crack at screenwriting. 

How’s that? How does a guy who couldn’t see the point of high school, 

let alone college, who always chose working with his hands over 

reading and writing, think he’s got what it takes to make something out 

of words? 

Well, okay, I’d be the first to admit that this is a re-skill, but even that’s 

a bit of a stretch. But that’s what makes this country great, right? 

Opportunity knocks, you grab its ass. That’s all I’m doing. What 

everyone does. Walk through whatever door opens. My open door’s 

name happens to be Shemahn. 

That’s right, the celebrity Shemahn. She saw something she liked in me 

one cold, dark night. So now I’m doing my best to bring something, 

anything into the light. 

’Course all the writer’s workshops in the world can’t make up for what 

don’t come natural. In my own defense, I’ll say I’ve always lived and 

breathed movies, always loved sitting in the dark watching ’em; love a 

movie once, love it over and over’s my motto. Plus, I also get a kick 

hearing what the stars are up to. Not in a People or National Enquirer 

kind of way. I don’t want to know about how some actor’s love child 

is an alien. No, what I like is when actors talk the business, the making 

ofs. I got a natural curiosity for all things cinematic. Started when I was 

a kid, and I never grew out of it. What doesn’t come natural to me is all 

the nitty-gritty writer stuff: realistic characters, masterful dialogue, 

gripping action, happy endings, the made-up, imaginary crap. I’m not 

talking quips and wisecracks. That I can handle. But trust me, a pile of 

wisecracks doesn’t make a movie. You might not know it, but sitting 

in a dark movie theater isn’t the same as dreaming up tentpoles or 
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franchises or miniseries, but what the heck, right? There’s the open 

door. And even if I don’t have what it takes, I’m gonna give it my best 

shot. Even if jumping into screenwriting’s kind of like how I jumped 

up on that garbage can. 

If you’re imagining me bleeding out on an empty page, don’t hold your 

breath. I’m not there yet. Sure, I’ll admit I’m having trouble keeping 

my balance. Maybe I’ll choke on the next spoonful of peanut butter. 

Maybe, maybe not, but no matter what, I’m not giving up. I know I’ll 

find what I’m looking for somehow, somewhere. I can’t let myself get 

discouraged. 

That’s why I started working out of the house. I couldn’t take the office. 

And not because of distractions: commotions, phones ringing, 

assistants, comings and goings. ’Cause I don’t have those. 

Commotions, assistants, comings and goings, the like. And, yes, I do 

have internet. And Wi-Fi. So, it’s not that. It’s the opposite. 

At my office, the phone never rings unless it’s my Ex. The door never 

opens if it ain’t me coming back from the bathroom. When I’m there, 

I’m alone with the tick tick tick, staring at the computer screen or out 

the window, telling myself I’m developing character arcs and devising 

third acts when really all I’m thinking about is why the phone never 

rings and the door never opens. No one can work like that. Waiting 

sucks all the creative juices out of a guy, but I’m not worried. I know 

I’ll get back to the office eventually. That’s a promise I’m making to 

myself. 

Why have an office if you’re not going to use it? Why waste the 

money? Simple. It’s not a waste. And not just because it’s my beacon 

of light in the darkness but because if there’s one true thing in 

Hollywood, you gotta look like success to have a shot at it. It’s the same 

way you have to pretend to believe your own hype. Got to have a name 

on a door somewhere, some way to say to the wide world, “I’m in the 
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game!” One of these days, there will be someone knocking on the door, 

and you’ll be there to show them the screenplay waiting on your desk. 

You’d think things would be different. That instead of grinding on the 

why nots, instead of avoiding my office, I’d have my feet up on the 

desk, wheeling and dealing. After all, I’ve got Shemahn, the attachment 

that can finance any picture. But I can’t wheel or deal without a concept 

or an inkling of one. What I wouldn’t give for a pitch I could just fill in 

the blanks on: Top Gun meets Old Yeller. Gone with the Wind meets 

War of the Worlds. A pitch of blatant genius could definitely unblock 

me. Most writers in town are hunting for a star for their project. Me, 

I’m hunting a sure thing for my star. 

’Course, as it turns out, I had it backward. The sure thing was actually 

hunting me. Remember the setup: him, her, her hand on his chest. Him 

is me. She, the sure thing, had tracked me down to my two-bedroom 

bungalow in Mar Vista. 

The bungalow has history too—family history. That’s part of this. 

Hearth and home. The back-backstory. Family. The nuclear one. And I 

mean that in both senses of the word: the together and the blown-up 

version of the wife and two kids. Yes, mine is currently 

postapocalyptic: the Ex is better off happily single, and neither of my 

kids is talking to me—but not for the same reason. Get a load of this. 

My daughter thinks of me as a sadly naive Sanjuro from Yojimbo. My 

son thinks the opposite: I’m a wannabe Bryan Mills from Taken. Past 

my sell-by date for her and entirely lacking in those “certain skills” for 

him. Kinda rock and a hard place, right? ’Course if you ask me, I way 

prefer Toshiro Mifune’s version of Cinema Man to Liam Neeson’s. 

Now you’re probably wondering how what my kids think of me now 

could have nuked my marriage ten years ago. Short answer is not at all. 

Long answer is it’s complicated. 
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The Ex and I married young, early twenties, basically kids, both 

starting out in our movie careers. Although, in my Ex’s case, starting 

out looked a whole lot like having it made. Nothing against her and her 

hairdressing talent, but it didn’t hurt coming from Hollywood makeup 

royalty. Debbie Fisher practically potty-trained my daughter; Gregory 

Peck was an honorary godfather to our son. For Christ’s sake, we had 

celebrities coming out our ears. You get the picture. Sure, my Ex’s 

father wasn’t a Westmore—and her mother wasn’t a Salad Sister—but 

she had a hairstyling pedigree that predated Technicolor. ’Course she 

also had her personal infectious can-do. That was how and why I fell 

in love with her, I guess, watching her bustling around to keep the talent 

happy. Rain or shine, she never stopped smiling—or flirting. Settling 

in on an apple box to watch her do final touches was the highlight of 

my day. And even though I was a third grip making half her hourly, she 

didn’t say no when I asked her out. Maybe like Shemahn she saw 

something in me. Or maybe no just wasn’t in her vocabulary. Till I 

asked the wrong question that is. I’ll get to that. 

We bought the Mar Vista place when we were pregnant with our 

daughter, Hildy. Yup, straight out of His Girl Friday. Rosalind Russell 

was a friend of the family. Maybe we should have waited to start the 

family till after we’d been married a while, but waiting never occurred 

to us. We were both working steady; I’d bested a couple of gigs, so I 

had a career. She was in the contracts of some A-list actors: the kinds 

of stars who let her pick and choose her gigs, stars who loved that she 

brought her kid to work. 

Between us, we had the dough for a nanny, but the Ex liked having 

Hildy around, which meant taking her to work most days, which also 

meant we saw a lot of each other. But then those salad days ended when 

it was time to have another one and the Ex decided she’d rather stay 

home and raise the kids. Problem was the Mar Vista place was too 

small without adding a room. It would have been nice to stay on the 
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Westside, close to the beach, but we couldn’t afford it and didn’t want 

to wait on a remodel. So we took out a jumbo mortgage, found 

ourselves a four-bedroom place with a pool in Simi, and held onto the 

bungalow for the rental income. We could get by as long as I worked 

steady, which I did. Started keying, got bigger and bigger shows. Piling 

up the swag. The American dream, right? But only if that dream is to 

turn into a workaholic husband, absentee father, to suck at counseling 

and end up divorced. Not my dream. 

Anyhow, after a few years of us headed in different directions, we split. 

The Ex kept the big house in Simi, and I moved back to Mar Vista. 

That was good for both of us: it wasn’t me getting the short end of the 

stick. We didn’t have one of those ugly divorces. I accepted my fate. 

And I didn’t hold it against her that when I wanted to add another 

bedroom so that both kids could stay over, things went sideways. I 

found out after I’d started the remodel that the house had a crappy 

foundation, which made it pretty much a teardown. I should have 

stopped, bulldozed, and rebuilt it right, but I didn’t have the cash. 

Instead, I just kept going, which was dumb, but I didn’t know the 

cheapo contractor I’d hired had screwed me by using crappy Chinese 

drywall that made everyone sick, including my son, Atticus—yup, I 

know, it’s a helluva name to saddle a kid with, but my Ex was 

convinced he couldn’t go wrong with it, what with the man himself as 

honorary godfather. Of course, Atticus hasn’t exactly lived up to his 

name, but I guess that’s not really the name’s fault. 

Anyway, like I was saying, the drywall gave my son such bad 

headaches and nausea when he slept over that he’d spend the whole 

night throwing up. I figured out what it was and went after the 

contractor to fix it, but of course, he’d skipped town. Then the 

contractor’s insurance wanted medical proof that my son didn’t have a 

preexisting condition. I didn’t have time for that shit. My family was 
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falling apart. One weekend, I ripped out all of the remodel myself, 

taking every room I’d updated back to the studs to get the house livable 

again. It was for me and Hildy—but still not for Atticus. ’Cause 

whatever poison had been in the new drywall had infected the old part 

of the house; floors, ceilings, water, air. The whole place smelled like 

sulfur. You didn’t need medical proof for that stink. Still, the insurance 

company wouldn’t pay. So, I sued them for the cost of totaling the 

house. And they fought it, first bullshitting that I had known the drywall 

I was getting was crap since the price was in the contractor’s bid, then 

claiming that as I had already removed it, my house had been returned 

to me in better shape than before since I now had the framing for 

another room. Christ! The bullshit was endless. Meanwhile, my son 

refused to come near the place—or me. He told my Ex we both made 

him sick. 

Post-family apocalypse is living by yourself in a construction site. It’s 

not as bad as it sounds. And it’s not as stinky either. You can hardly 

smell the sulfur anymore. ’Course now that I’ve shifted over to writing 

and I spend a lot more time here, staring at bare studs and exposed 

conduits, it’s almost as bad as going to my office and waiting for the 

phone to ring. I’ve been known to waste a whole day imagining what 

would happen if I just demoed the goddamn place myself, carrying the 

studs and beams and joists out the front door and dumping them in the 

middle of my street until the pile got so big it stopped traffic. I’d be in 

the news for sure. 

Insurance crazed homeowner tears down his own home, realizes 

American nightmare. 

Get one of those consumer advocate reporters to take my case. 

Grab my fifteen minutes when I can, right? 
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That was a pretty depressing thought for someone with opportunity 

about to knock. Which gets me back to Monday, 10 a.m. 

I’m home, on a workday, because I’m always home, just like I’m 

always suffering from my nonwriter’s version of writer’s block. Page 

1 of my practically greenlit, 100-percent-financeable screenplay is 

blank. 

None down, 120 to go. 

I’m in Hildy’s room. My laptop is open on her desk, screensaver rolling 

through my kids’ pictures. I’m stretched out on her bed in a heat coma, 

drifting in and out of consciousness, contemplating her left-behind high 

school decorations and turning drowsy philosopher over why I still 

think of it as Hildy’s room, her desk, and her bed. Because even though 

her shit is everywhere, it’s shit she’ll have to talk to me to reclaim. I 

mean, how, if it isn’t her shit anymore, is it still her room? And whose 

shit is it then if it isn’t hers? I’m going full egghead as I’m dragged 

completely under. Which is where I stay, in my swag T-shirt from 

Manifest Destiny II, knee-length Oakland Raiders board shorts, in my 

stocking feet, no underwear, table fan propped up on the footboard 

blowing right up my crotch, completely unconscious, until a scrabbling 

noise outside, on the other side of the wall from my head, by the side 

gate that leads to my backyard, jolts me out of my stupor. 

Fuck, I think immediately, there’s that fuckin’ raccoon again. 

Oh, one thing I forgot to mention is that I’m at war with an evil raccoon. 

At least I think it’s a raccoon. I haven’t ever managed to see it. Neither 

have any of the exterminators I’ve hired, but those guys are fuckin’ 

hopeless. They won’t crawl under the house; they won’t climb up on 

the roof. Like setting a Havahart is all it takes to catch an animal as 

smart as a fuckin’ raccoon. 
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Christ, Havahart’s a toy to this motherfucker. 

Sorry. I don’t mean to curse so much, but this is a sensitive subject for 

me. I got a scary fuckin’ animal rabidding its way toward me, chewing 

through wires, ripping off siding, destroying what’s left of my 

teardown—and I can’t do a fuckin’ goddamned thing about it. 

Sorry! Sorry! 

I drum the wall with my open palms to scare it away, accidentally 

ripping down Hildy’s poster of Britney Spears’s “Oops! … I Did It 

Again” in my clumsy freak-out. The poster was probably a collector’s 

item, but I can’t help it. I need to make a lot of noise. I prefer scaring 

the raccoon away to going mano a mano with a gigantic, vicious, rabid 

wild animal with fangs and razor sharp claws. I may do my own stunts, 

but I don’t work with animals, particularly wild ones. And the 

drumming did silence it. Of course, silence on the other side of the wall 

isn’t always a good thing. It means I have to go out and check the 

damage. 

I stagger out of the Hildy’s room toward the back door, arming myself 

with my putter on the way, but before I make it to the kitchen, the 

doorbell dongs. From where I stand, I see a shadow of a head in the 

frosted glass of the window light. It’s not a UPS ring-and-run; there’s 

someone there. I have to choose, and naturally, given that like most 

Americans I’m scared to death of the known unknown, I choose the 

less frightening option and answer the door. 

High Noon, 10:02 a.m. 

Him a.k.a. me: white man, heat stunned. Out of it. 

Her: black woman, young—younger than me anyway—and like I said, 

very attractive. 
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She had her back to me, looking out at the street, running her fingers 

up and down her neck like a pianist practicing her scales. It felt like I 

was the one who rang her doorbell, who’d dragged her out of her coma, 

like she would open the door for me when she was good and ready. I’d 

been around enough women in my life to know their tricks for getting 

your attention. Making a man wait for you to notice him was one of the 

best. 

Then she turned around, ducked her head, pretending to be embarrassed 

to find me watching her—another good trick for raising a man’s 

temperature—and kept her eyes down as she struggled to undo the 

clasp on her helmet. 

This damn thing is so tight 

She said 

Sorry, it’s brand-new. 

Take your time, I thought. 

She wasn’t beautiful in a cliché way—nothing as ordinary or fleeting 

as that. Nothing so common as burning hot and flaming out. Because 

she wasn’t a kid; she was a grown woman. How grown, I couldn’t tell 

you, but make no mistake, she was something—something I couldn’t 

quite get a handle on. Maybe it was the way she let me catch glimpses 

of her crooked little smile, flashed me glints from her big brown eyes, 

or that she made a deal of not talking to me with her bike helmet on. A 

real-life cross between Foxy Brown and Lara Croft: fit, smart, earnest 

but very sexy and with secrets and loyalties all her own. She’s just 

using her natural talents to get my attention, I thought, and then I got 

excited to find out why. 

When she finally did unsnap the clasp and look up, her smile flatlined: 

all suggestion, all happy opportunity instantly vanished. She went 
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blank, like she’d only just figured out that I wasn’t worth anything, let 

alone her something. I was about as embarrassed for myself as I’d ever 

been in my life, wishing I’d chosen door number one: monster raccoon. 

But, then, even after that, she wasn’t done with me. Her lips pursed; 

she looked like a cat trying to hide a bird in its mouth. 

Yes? 

I snapped. 

She stared and dug her top teeth deep into her lip. Like she was 

remembering and enjoying some private joke. 

Shame shot from my belly to my eyeballs. My vision fogged. I tried to 

focus. She seemed familiar. Had we worked together? Was she an 

actor? Stuntperson? Was she part of Shemahn’s entourage? The answer 

didn’t come to me. I bought a little time by throwing a WTF gesture at 

her bike, but when I raised my eyebrows to demand an explanation, she 

raised her eyebrows back at me. 

I let my chest swell and hiked up my dunlap. 

Can I help you? 

I’m sorry 

She choked on a laugh 

I’m sorry … it’s just that … 

She was smiling her crooked, sheepish smile and pointing at my head. 

Right then, I felt the pinch of what was so funny. I had come to the door 

with my laser hair-restorer helmet on my head. I’d been wearing it 

when I fell asleep. 
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No offense … I didn’t mean … 

She seemed apologetic, but it didn’t matter. 

On any other day, with any other person, I would have laughed at the 

situation, because I mean, fuck, it’s not like I don’t know I’ve lost my 

hair, but she had definitely taken all the piss out of me. I pretended I 

didn’t know what she was talking about as I stood, a Colossus astride 

my threshold. Even if it was self-inflicted, I didn’t like being humiliated 

in front of a beautiful woman, even one who barely had any hair herself, 

since her own copper brown curls were shorn close to her scalp. 

I’m on a deadline. Maybe you could call my office and speak to my 

assistant. 

Without any warning, she reached out and put the palm of her hand in 

the middle of my chest, fingers spread over the “Manifest” in Manifest 

Destiny. 

Samson Agonistes 

She said. 

Samson’s not my given name but I didn’t correct her. I looked down at 

her hand, felt her skin through my T-shirt. 

We need to talk. 

As if on cue, two car doors slammed— 

Bam! 

Bam! 

She looked up and down my street and then over her shoulder at the 

houses behind us. Her hand did not move. She leaned into me. 
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Could we go inside? 

All her Lara Croft confidence and Foxy Brown wiles were calling forth 

panic and fear in me. 

I have no idea who you are 

I said 

or why you’re touching me. 

She snatched her hand back like she’d been burned. 

Of course. Of course. Please let’s start over. My name is Petunia 

Biggars, and I would like to apologize … about you know … the hair-

restorer thing … 

What was I missing? Were we back to her wanting something from me 

that I would be excited by? No. No way. Why would a beautiful African 

American woman want to have anything to do with me? It couldn’t be 

that. Something wasn’t right. She looked up and down the street again. 

She seemed scared. 

I followed her look, feeling the grab of the hair helmet’s edge on the 

short hairs of my neck. Tears stung my eyes. I blinked away the 

weakness. The street was empty and quiet. We could have been the last 

two humans on earth, but I had no intention of being rolled. Total 

stranger pushing herself into my house? No way. I put my hand on the 

doorjamb. It wasn’t hard to convince myself the whole thing was a 

setup, that Petunia Biggars—or whatever her real name was—was just 

the bait for the honey trap, that there was a gang loose in my 

neighborhood looking for suckers who’d fall face-first into her sticky 

sweetness while they were being stung in the ass. 

I’m sorry. I’d really like to help, but … 
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She gripped her helmet in front of her chest like a shield 

You would feel differently if you knew what was really going on. Of 

the evil forces at work. 

I would, I thought. Everybody would. That was exactly the problem 

with this situation: I still didn’t know what was really going on with 

her. Maybe what she was really scared of was getting the crap beaten 

out of her for not conning her way inside my house. 

Look, I don’t know how you know me, or if I know you, but if you’re 

really in danger, you’d be better off going to the police. 

Not just me—you’re up to your neck in this too. 

Really? I scanned the street and still did not seeing anything scary. 

Look, I appreciate you warning me, if that’s why you’re here, but if 

you don’t mind, I’m really busy. But I would tell you that 

For some reason, even though I’d just told her how busy I was, I started 

blathering on like a complete jackass 

I’ve found in life, and I recommend, by example, since we’re kind of 

exchanging boons, kindness of strangers et al., you warning me, me 

giving my honest reaction to you, that it works better for most people, 

including yours truly, when I’m allowed to decide for myself what I’m 

up to my neck in and whether I want to put the aforementioned neck on 

the line to save the neck of someone I’ve never met before. 

Maybe it was the nonsense, maybe it was the hair helmet, but she really 

let me have it. All the smiles were gone. She turned on a dime from 

frightened to fucking mad. 

What? You out of the white savior business now that you’ve lost your 

hair? Shame. Too bad there’s no miracle treatment that can restore a 
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man’s basic humanity. Or are you just too fragile to give what’s really 

needed instead of what you imagined? Either way seems the world’s 

out one savior. All that’s left is an old bald man can’t be bothered to 

save a poor little black girl who’s actually trying to save him. 

She cut me deep, hari-karied me from my manhood to my gut. Not that 

I could process whether she was right about me. She took a breath. 

Looked at me harder than I’ve been looked at in a long time. Me being 

me, I start talking before my mind catches up with my mouth. 

Like Heat of the Night or To Sir, with Love, Poitier is classic fish out 

of water, but he still changes all those racist minds. 

Do I look like a fish out of water to you? 

She asked. 

No, I thought. I didn’t have any words other than that, but I did have 

action. I swung my putter out in front of me like Excalibur. Like that 

would mean she couldn’t deny who I was: Samson. I was still Samson. 

Like whoever was out there threatening us would see that they would 

have their hands full, but even I could imagine how lame I looked in 

my movie swag and hair helmet, more cosplay than superhero. 

You’re welcome to sit out here. 

I swung my putter toward the swing the Ex and I had put on the east 

end of the porch for our prechild utopian cocktails. 

While you wait for the cops. 

I tried to keep things light. 

Be careful though. My daughter insists it’s not safe … some kind of 

jinx— 
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Fuck you and your kindness-of-strangers-white-fragility-Blanche-

Dubois bullshit! 

She crammed the helmet back on her head and then bolted, sprinting 

flat out across my yard, hurdling my neighbor’s fence, turning hard 

right down their driveway, and vanishing. I stood there for a while, 

almost expecting her to appear again on the other side of their house—

heading in the opposite direction, perhaps with someone chasing her. I 

told myself I would help if someone was on her tail. Samson would 

putt them to smithereens. 

She did not reappear. I unflexed. 

Then, without my being aware of it, my neighborhood returned to its 

normal red flag calm, almost like there had never been a Mexican 

standoff. 

A moment later, I heard the sound of another car door slamming. My 

head jerked reflexively as if someone had bounced a basketball off it, 

and I felt the pinch of my balding reality on my neck. I ripped the 

helmet off, slunk back inside, quietly closed the door, and then, even 

more quietly, locked all the locks. 

So, you’re thinking, back to the setup: 

White man, black woman, all alone in the middle of a stifling, red flag 

heat wave. 

So how did anything happen the way it did or end the way it did, me 

being able to help her, almost helping her, then not? 

Was she right? Was I the problem? Was it really my white savior’s way 

or the highway when you knocked on my door? 

I didn’t want to believe that’s what it was. 



 

                                                                                                               20 

I mean, how could it be that the stranger asking for help was more in 

the right than the person who didn’t have a clue what was going on? 

She wasn’t bleeding. She wasn’t lying unconscious by the side of the 

road. She had a top-of-the-line bike. Why should I be so trusting? We 

didn’t live in a Saturday morning cartoon. We lived in a world where 

bad people, some of whom are beautiful women, tried to sucker others 

into trusting them. I remembered how not so long ago criminals used 

to get gullible old people tied up in a long conversation at the front door 

while they sent their accomplices ’round the back. Had they targeted 

me because they thought I was old? I had been getting mailers from the 

AARP. 

Just like that, I convinced myself I had dodged a bullet. She’d been 

playing on my liberal guilt, but I’d kept my head. I wasn’t fooled by 

my attraction to her either. I went around the house, locked the doors 

and windows, closed all the blinds, and set my burglar alarm. Even in 

an unbearable red flag heat, even in a teardown, I’d rather not make 

myself a sitting duck. Clearly, someone had wanted something from 

me. I doubted it was to sell me a Bible. 

Looking back on things, hindsight and all, of course it was a mistake 

not to have helped Petunia. Because in hindsight she wasn’t lying about 

the danger to all of us. So, it disappoints me that I let my bruised 

manhood keep me from trusting that. And when I said before that 

anything could happen, I meant that almost rhetorically, if you know 

what I mean, like a rhetorical question. I mean, considering who I am, 

could anything really have happened, all in all things considered? 

Not that I had time for that debate. I went back to Hildy’s room. 

Hunkered down in my own sweat, I tapped the space bar on my laptop 

with a dripping finger as I sat down in her desk chair and put my socked 

feet up on her bed. As I waited for the computer to wake up, I 

remembered that I hadn’t done anything about the raccoon. I grabbed 
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the putter and ripped open the back door, forgetting that I had just set 

the alarm, which meant a mad scramble through the house, slipping and 

sliding on the wood floors, punching my code into the keypad seconds 

before the alarm went off. On my way, I’d put my left foot through a 

cabinet door in the dining room and caught the big toe of my right foot 

on the heating grate. So, there were consequences. I didn’t think my toe 

was broken, but it was throbbing as I limped out the back door in my 

socks, swinging my putter and preparing myself for a fight to the death. 

Fight with my imagination was more like it. There was no raccoon and 

no sign of one, not even in the bushes near my daughter’s window. I 

circled the house, on the lookout for damage and danger, and banged 

on the siding with one hand while wielding the putter in the other as I 

advanced against the known unknown. It wasn’t until I got around to 

my front yard that I saw anything out of the ordinary. Even then, it 

wasn’t so much a surprise as a revelation: Petunia Biggars’s bicycle 

was still sitting on my porch. She’d run off without it. 

And that was how I knew I’d fucked up. You see, that bike was the sign 

I had not seen before. 

How could a bike convince me of something that a scared young 

woman could not? How could a bike bring me to my senses? 

This is how: by being the one thing in this entire anything-could-

happen moment that didn’t make sense. A honey trap wouldn’t ride a 

bike to the crime scene, would she? Wouldn’t bring it up on my porch 

as if it could not be out of her sight? A honey trap wouldn’t then run 

off and leave her bike behind, would she? 

No. It was clear. This bike mattered. It would have to be saved. 

It was a real beauty in any case, one of those electric ones that you see 

whizzing all over the bike path in Santa Monica, one that makes you 
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jealous of the young tech hotshots and their fantastic girlfriends, brand-

new without much wear on the tires or any nicks in the frame. It smelled 

like it had just come off the floor. Almost like the first time Petunia had 

ridden it was over to my house. That’s the reason she was so protective, 

you’re thinking, but you’d be wrong. There was one more thing: the 

basket on the front of it, ordinary, appropriate to the bike in every way 

save one. It was wrapped around and around and around in a heavy, 

rubber-coated black chain and fastened with a ridiculously huge 

padlock. It looked like one of those fantasy treasure chests buried under 

an X marks the spot. 

The bike said it all: Petunia had been and was in real danger. And so 

was I, but I was too busy stepping on my own dick to hear the warning. 

I’d as good as shot the messenger. What happened to all my openness 

to change? I hated the idea that she might have been right about me 

being the problem more than I hated not living up to my nickname, but 

then I thought, it might be too late to save us both. Maybe saving her 

bike and whatever was in the basket from the evil forces would be 

enough. Till she came back. Because I had to believe she would be 

back. 

I wheeled her bike around the house and up the kitchen steps, through 

the patio doors, and into the dining room. I put it on the side of the table 

next to the window where it would be out of the way but safe. It would 

be waiting for her when she found her way back to my door. I had faith. 

I had to. I couldn’t contemplate any other alternative. Foxy meets 

Lara—Petunia Biggars was formidable. She was something. Much 

more something than a balding Samson that’s for sure. 

And until she came back for her treasure, I would hope for the best and 

try not to dwell on the mistake I had made. I checked all the locks, set 

the alarm again, and went back to what I’d been doing before the 

doorbell rang: lying on my daughter’s bed, not writing my screenplay. 
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You might think that was morally the wrong thing to do. That I should 

have been calling the cops or driving around looking for her, but life 

doesn’t work like that. You can’t always fix your mistakes by 

pretending to do something useful. People who show up at your door 

aren’t like lost dogs running around in circles at your feet. 

With people, you have to wait for them to find their way back to you. 


