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The television echoes off the stained-tooth walls, sounding tinny and scratched 

and accusing. He hears Spike Lee talk about him. He hears Geraldo Rivera and Anderson 

Cooper and Barack Obama talk about him and he wonders how they could know.  

He sits on the ancient couch his father loaned and tugs at the chewholes where the 

moths had gotten to it. Hot squares of afternoon light crawl through the windows while 

his stomach growls and the air conditioner rattles and snaps. In the distance clouds the 

shade of bruised indigo barrel over the empty fields toward him. Maybe an hour before 

the whole acreage would be glistening, inflamed.  

When CNN runs his mug shot he thinks he looks normal, honest. The television 

says that that the majority of blacks think he’s guilty, that someone is making shooting 

range targets of the kid in a hoodie. Why would you do that? What possessed you? 

There’s a sleeping bag on the bed, an empty refrigerator, the nauseating spike of hunger 

driving through him and he would have to go out for food.  

“I can’t just sit here dad. I’m not a criminal.”  

“I know but the lawyers told you to stay put. Don’t listen.”  

“Why are they doing this?”  

“People do things without knowing why. It’s just…it’s just emotion. We’ll get the 

truth out there, I promise. I’ll bring you some groceries.”  

There are times he can’t breathe and he hangs up and sits there panting like a dog. 

Just emotion, he thinks, and holds out a shaking arm. The coroner had called it 

intermediate range. Then he’s up and searching the pitiful apartment. He’d brought a gym 



bag, a rolling suitcase, but the keys aren’t in any of the pockets and they aren’t in the 

bathroom. The faucet leaks and limescale has built up where the drops hit the porcelain. 

He watches the water bead and fall like some steady calculus, certain and sure of its 

purpose.  

The television tells him that the kid had been holding his phone, talking to his 

girlfriend on the way home with a bag of Skittles. Someone calls him a gun nut and a 

woman in the audience stands up to say we have a right to stand our ground. They all said 

something but what if no one knew? The homeowner’s association had asked for 

neighborhood watch volunteers and he’d been the only one. He’d published the 

newsletter and he’d turned himself in to the police and now everyone wanted to explain 

things for him.  

From the window the tension in the sky, grinding energy waiting to explode. His 

phone flashes where he left it on the couch.  

“You answered the phone,” his wife says and then catches herself. “I’m sorry, I 

shouldn’t have…”  

“It’s ok. It’s my fault for not programming the last one.”  

“How are you?”  

He circles the pressboard end table but the keys aren’t there.  

“I’m hungry. I’m going shopping.”  

“Baby it’s not safe. Can’t you order in?”  

“Someone will find out where I am.”  

“Please honey.”  

“I can’t stay cooped up here. It might be…” he trails off, standing in the center of 



the room with palms sweating and the anklet glittering its machined little heartbeat. She 

knows, he doesn’t need to tell her. The last time he can leave.  

“Why do you…” her voice rises. Why do you do these things? He could finish the 

sentence for her but he couldn’t answer the question and stays silent.  

“When will I see you?” she asks.  

“Soon I hope. Soon.”  

“Be safe baby. Please.”  

“I will.”  

He finds the hat and sunglasses he’d brought sitting on the kitchen counter but 

where the hell are the keys? A caller asks why he’d left his truck, followed the kid, and 

it’s that night again.  

Little splashes of rain gather and swell on his windshield and it’s hard to see but 

there again the blur down the development’s sidewalk. The 911 operator’s voice tinny in 

his ear, guiding him, but the operator hadn’t been there. The cop hadn’t been there. Sweat 

rolling off him and he’d rolled the window down to keep the cab from fogging. Why did 

he leave the truck, the caller asks, if he didn’t need to? That’s intent. That’s intent right 

there.  

The keys glitter from the nightstand but he can’t remember putting them there. 

His fingers curl around the cold metal ring and thunder snaps like a boxer’s bruised 

knuckles. The kid had straddled him, drove his nose into his skull. He’d screamed for 

help but no one had come and the gun had been hard and slippery in his hand when 

they’d struggled for it.  

What did you think you would do when you got out of the car? What did you 



want?  

The door handle in front of him and the storm swallowing the sky, turning 

everything black. An umbrella from the same night in his hand that he didn’t even realize 

he’d been carrying. Just the thought and the consequence and his door looming suddenly 

massive in front of him, a weight too heavy to push against. He can’t breathe and sweat 

rolls down his sides even though he’s set the air conditioner as low as it would go.  

Panic and fists hurl at him while he squirms on the grass. The television glows at 

his back, asking questions and giving answers to an empty room. He needs air, he’s 

choking. The windows blur in the downpour and he can’t see. Lurching his shoulder into 

the door he moves it an inch, two. He’s shaking, hammering the door metal again and 

again until finally he bulls through and stumbles down the dim stairwell.  

Outside on the median he leans to catch his breath. A reddish sandy soil dribbles 

through the dead grass where careless drivers have gashed the parched sod. Someone 

needs to fix that, someone should do something, tell them…tell them….  

Lightning knifes through the sky and a split second later the growling thunder. 

Tell them what? He was here and he didn’t know why. It didn’t do any good.  

The rain spreads in sheets across the dead earth and the ground swells as it always 

did, little rivers curling through it like question marks. For a moment he thinks he won’t 

go. That it will be safer to wait and see who would come. The wind is fresh, violent, and 

he lets it beat against his face like tears and knows he couldn’t, he couldn’t. Somewhere 

the umbrella fallen and his clothes soaked as if he’s new-born, emerged sopping into this 

strange world he does not understand and cannot explain. Then he sloshes into the black 

runoff, the keys glistening in his fist.  



 

 

Disclaimer  

This is a work of fiction. While based on true events, in no way, shape, or form is 

this piece a statement of truth or fact about any of the details of the incident or behavior 

and motives of any of the involved individuals. Rather, it is intended to imagine what a 

person at the center of a tragic incident that remains unresolved would be experiencing in 

an effort to promote a greater understanding. 
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