“We're going!” I shouted. “We're going.” I threw the
car into first and he stepped back, seened to be heading
for the back door handle. Fuck. Fuck. I floored it, and his
body reeled away, The woman got the door slammed and
1 felt my heap surge forward, more timidly than I would
have liked. In escape, do I stop at the stop sign? Fuck it. My
eves on the rearview, but it was all wet shadows back there,
I couldn'’t see if he was running after us. We peeled out

“Oh my god,” I said to her, speeding, “Who was that
guy?” [ was waiting for the gun to come out, waiting for
it, but it never appeared. This beautiful woman with her
swollen, bloodied lip couldn’t stop apologizing, She was
reluctant 1o say he was her boyfriend. “Is my own fault,”
she said. “I should have known better, I'm so stupid.”

She couldn’t stop apologizing, and all I could say was
“No, don’t be sorry,” and “Relationships are complicated,
it’s not your fault.” Though I was unsure if I believed it
all the way

“What should I do?” she asked me. We were an hour
into the new year. I drove to the police station and we
initiated a report, and I took pictures of her distorted lip
with her phone and told her, clumsily, earnestly, that she
was gorgeous

Years before when I was living in Oakland, T found
myselfalone outside the Fruitvale BaRT Station in the thin
hours one cold morning. I'd caught the last train from the
city, running to make it from the bar where I'd been party-
ing with friends. But when I came out onto the damp street
onthe otherside of the bay every cab had pulled away and
Istood spotlighted, my bare legs and my blurred vision, my
whilening fingers wrapped around the straps of my bag
Istood, constructing a prayer.

There, at the red light, an older-model BMW with a
handsome middle-aged guy inside. T crossed as the light
began to flash and put my knuckles to the passenger glass,
and in the moment of his evaluation I heard the door locks
clump neatly up. He barely spoke, the wiper blades making
most of the noise. Drove me to within a block of my house
but no closer, though 1 was pointing it out, where it stood
against the hill. He kept his eyes fixed on the windshield
the whole time.

I'd gotten a good stranger that night, and now this
woman had too. I dropped her at her driveway, wailing
until she was inside her car with the doors locked, waiting

until she was pulling out, heading for her daughter's, her
headlights on the road behind me. And then Iturned left
and she turned right and it was over.

Even my mirrors were empty of her, and I was
alone again
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