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By the time he’d reached the overpass he was barefoot and beginning to wish he’d just brought 

the car. There was still dew on the grass and it flicked tiny pin-drops of water up onto his shins 

and ankles with each shuffling step. He’d passed a broken beer bottle on the side of the road 

where the street widened from two lanes to four and then five, and it had him weary about the 

placement of each foot, effectively causing him to glue his eyes to the ground about eighteen 

inches ahead of his pale-pink toes. He checked the hip pocket of his terrycloth robe again for his 

wallet and found it in place. 

A shining red pickup truck with a crumpled front fender slowed as it started to pass him. 

The woman in the passenger seat bobbed up and down at the shoulder as she cranked the 

window about two-thirds of the way open. Martin looked at her. He smiled; waived. She raised a 

palm beside her face and curled the tips of her fingers over the edge of the window. She was not 

smiling. “Morning,” she called. 

“Morning,” he said, then he turned his eyes back to the task of monitoring his footsteps. 

A chilly breeze tossed the bottom of his robe out like a parachute so he pulled the cloth belt 

tighter around his waist. The truck crept forward but did not leave. Martin wished he’d worn a 

proper pair of pants. 

“Everything Ok?” said the woman. 

He halted his advance and looked at the woman in the truck. She was in her mid-forties 

with a curly blonde poof on her head that must have required about a quart of hairspray a day to 

hold its shape. The truck stopped next to him. Martin heard a thread of clicks as the driver 

engaged the parking break. He squinted to compensate for the glare of the sun on the inside of 

his glasses and laughed. “Yeah,” he said, “just fine, thanks,” and he resumed his march forward. 



 

 

The truck crept forward as well, keeping in line with him for several paces. He could see the 

shadow of a man in a straw cowboy hat in the driver’s seat, one hand on the wheel. Martin was 

beginning to feel like the strangers were overstaying their welcome. 

There was a mutual silence between them all that lasted about four paces before the 

woman spoke again. “Do you need a ride?” Martin stopped once more, examined the truck’s cab 

as it inched ahead of him—driver, passenger, two small girls in the back seat he hadn’t noticed 

before. He waived at them. They stared back.  

“No, ma’am. I’m doing alright. Besides, it looks like you’ve got a full load already.” This 

made the woman smile, but only slightly. She waited a moment, looked at the children in the 

back seat. “Ok,” she said, still seemingly unconvinced. “You sure?” The truck crept on.  

“Sure as the sunrise,” he said. Martin was surprised to find that his breathing was 

beginning to feel labored with the effort of this exchange, brief as it had been. He pushed 

onward. “Just running a quick errand,” he said. Why didn’t I just take the car, he thought. The 

truck moved in line with him though a few paces ahead. 

“Okay,” said the woman. Her shoulder bobbed twice as the window began its upward 

climb, then she reached over to the driver suddenly and hit him on the arm with her left hand. 

The truck lurched to a quick stop once more. “I think you may have lost your shoes back there,” 

she said, but the old man ignored her and kept moving forward—one foot, then the other. He’d 

ditched the shoes—actually, they were bedroom slippers—about a quarter-mile back and it had 

been deliberate. Well, the second one was deliberate, anyway. But they were the soft-soled kind 

of slipper and they’d already been completely waterlogged before he had even gotten off of his 

own property. Martin figured that he could just pick them up on the walk home, if at all—he had 

been meaning to buy new slippers for some time. This time he’d get the ones with the hard 



 

 

rubber soles on them. Maybe he’d look for some while he was out—there was a Payless Shoe 

Store in the complex he was going to, after all. The woman’s voice rang through the noise in 

Martin’s head, bringing him back to earth in an instant—he had almost forgotten that the truck 

was there. “Well, have a nice day,” she said. She put something to her ear and continued talking 

as the window sealed up the final few inches of air between the woman and the old man and the 

truck pulled away with a belch of black smoke. 

It was a cool and quiet morning but for the occasional passing car and, after another few 

minutes of marching, Martin was glad he had decided to walk. Not since the old Chevy station 

wagon with the too-tall fins had finally given out after more than twenty-five years of dutiful 

service had he taken the opportunity to go to town on foot, and that was—well—it had to have 

been more than a decade ago now. He tried to recall the exact year—seventy-seven? eighty?—

but couldn’t. “A long time ago,” he concluded out loud to himself. 

The sun cast a hazy, undefined circle of white through the gray of cloud-cover overhead. 

Martin stopped a moment at the apex of the overpass and put his hands on his hips. All six lanes 

of the interstate stretched out beneath him and on as far as he could see, running north and south 

toward both horizons and penned in on either side by an infinite expanse of trees. The cars 

zoomed by beneath him one after the other, the living cargo inside unaware that they were being 

watched though they could have seen the man in the robe above them if they’d bothered to look 

up. Martin took a deep breath in through his nose, held the air in his lungs to a count of three—

felt it swirling inside him—then exhaled through his mouth. He took another few seconds to soak 

in the scene painted for him by the pleasures of moving slowly and started out again heading 

westward toward Saul Silverman’s Jewelry and Repair; Saul was the only goldsmith in the state 

that Martin knew he could trust.  



 

 

Just before the first paved sidewalk appeared underfoot, Martin was forced to sidestep 

quickly into the road to avoid planting his right foot directly on a flattened raccoon. There was 

always so much roadkill nowadays since the state stopped collecting it; mounds of fur in various 

sizes, shades of brown, and states of decay drug with little care to the side of the road and left to 

dissolve into the soil or stain the asphalt. With less than a mile to go on his quest, he felt a 

renewal of his energy and quickened his pace a step. 

The number of gift options available to him at the shopping complex that marked the end 

of his trek was endless. He decided he would look for an affordable diamond bracelet at 

Silverman’s—he hadn’t seen Saul Silverman for a good while and imagined the old bastard 

would be glad for a visit. Saul was a vet, too, and so understood the need to be around people 

who knew what it was like without being forced to talk about it. Then he would meander over to 

Meijer’s Grocery for flowers and a card. Lost in thought as he was, Martin did not hear the 

gravel popping beneath the tires of the next vehicle to pull into his blind spot.  

The call came from over his shoulder and, because he wasn’t expecting to hear his name 

shouted from the void, it made him jump. “Mr. Glassman? Is that you?” a man’s voice said. 

Martin turned quickly around and nearly stumbled over backward when he saw the 

authoritative black-and-white of a police car bearing down on him. The car stopped and a young 

mustachioed black man stepped out of the passenger side door. He adjusted the waist of his 

trousers with both hands. Another officer—similar in size and complexion but with bulging 

shoulders and a head as smooth as an apple—climbed out of the driver’s side of the car. 

“You trying to give me a heart attack?” said Martin over a laugh. “What were you 

thinking, sneaking up on an old man like that?” The bald officer mumbled something into the 



 

 

radio receiver on his left shoulder. A reply crackled through, though Martin was unable to 

discern it. 

The policeman with the mustache, who Martin took to be the second in command of the 

two—a sidekick of sorts—took a step toward the old man, his hands out in front of him as if 

trying to talk him down from a ledge. The bald officer wheeled around the front of the car, one 

hand on the hood. It was the sidekick who seemed to do most of the talking. “Where you headed, 

Mr. Glassman? Can we offer you a ride?” 

“No, no,” Martin waived both hands in front of him. “I’m fine,” he said. “Just running a 

quick errand is all.” He pushed on. 

“It’d go that much quicker if you let us drive you,” said the sidekick. “Where you off to 

barefoot, anyway?” 

Martin looked at his feet. He wriggled his toes, then rubbed the back of his head with one 

hand. Finding his cranium startlingly sparse with hair, Martin shoved his hands into the 

terrycloth pockets of his bathrobe. “I…” he knew he needed to organize his thoughts in order to 

properly explain himself: the abandonment of his slippers, the choice to venture out in his 

bathrobe, the broken bottle, the raccoon, and the red truck with the crumpled fender. Saul 

wouldn’t have cared that he was barefoot on a Sunday. “I’m just trying to get to Silverman’s up 

the road there.” He pointed. The officers exchanged a look; a long, inside-joke kind of look that 

thrust Martin out of ease. He took a step backward. “It’s my anniversary tomorrow,” he said, 

half-pleading, “and I haven’t gotten anything for my wife…” 

“Okay,” said the sidekick. He moved toward Martin in sort of a half-moon pattern, his 

hands out in front with the palms facing downward. “I get it,” he said. The method of approach 

had Martin feeling a bit like a startled cat.  



 

 

“Oh, come on,” said Martin, now starting to get flustered. Obviously the police in this 

town were seriously bored and in need of something to do. “I’m not going to run off or 

anything.” He laughed. The bald policeman was leaning against the front fender of his car now, 

his arms crossed in front of him. He still hadn’t said a word aside from whatever he had 

mumbled into the radio. The sidekick, who Martin was starting to think might not be a sidekick 

at all, went on, “Really, I get it. I do.” He put his hands down at his sides, palms still facing 

downward, as he stepped within a few feet of Martin, “But we just got a call from your wife and 

apparently she’s worried sick. Said she found the front door wide open and didn’t know where 

you’d gone off to.” 

“Good, God. What has gotten into everyone today?” the old man’s mouth was hanging 

open, his hands out in front of him with the fingers bent into arthritic cups that he lifted and 

lowered in quick bursts. He did not, however, raise his voice. “I spent eighteen months in 

Okinawa—I think I can manage a walk into town.”  

Both of the policemen had a laugh about this; it was Martin’s first indication that the bald 

one was in fact a human being. “I didn’t know you were a vet,” said the sidekick. 

“Well, why would you?” Martin laughed again; he had an easy-going, good-natured kind 

of laugh that stayed mostly in his belly and throat, rendering it near-silent. The policemen looked 

at each other. The bald one kicked at a rock as he uncrossed his legs and made his way back 

around to the driver’s side of the squad car. Both of them had left their doors wide open for the 

duration of their exchange with the old man. Martin could hear the buzz of the radio from inside 

the car, a disorienting jumble of codes spouted in sharp declarative sentences alongside 

seemingly unconnected numbers.  



 

 

The sidekick was smiling as he spoke now, his upper-lip invisible behind his mustache. 

He too made his way toward the car. “How about you just do me a favor and get in and we can 

talk about it on the way to the store?” Martin sighed and threw his hands into the air but did as 

requested, his head shaking from side to side as he slid into the back seat of the souped-up 

cruiser. 

 The interior of the vehicle was of perforated black leather and it was extremely soft, 

almost suede-like, to the touch. There was a section of black rubber-coated caging between 

himself and the officers in the front seat and the center console between the two of them was full 

of lights and buttons and even a video screen of some kind from which Martin had to forcibly 

avert his gaze to keep from staring. He reclined in his seat, careful not to aggravate the trick disc 

in his lower back and, out of the corner of his eye, saw what appeared to be a small, dingy 

poodle napping on the seat next to him. He pulled his hand in towards his body and raised his left 

leg in defense but the dog remained motionless. When it still did not move after another second 

or two, Martin leaned in for a closer look; the mass was no dog at all, but rather his soggy 

bedroom slippers piled one on top of the other on the leather seat. 

 The bald police officer said something else into his radio, then eased the car forward as 

the reply crackled through. Ten-four, I’ll let her know you’re en route. “Ten-four,” said the 

policeman. 

 “So, special occasion tomorrow, huh?” The sidekick turned his head frequently as he 

spoke so that Martin could just make out his face in profile for about a second at a time. The car 

slid into the outer lane of asphalt just a few hundred feet from the overpass. 

 “That’s right,” said Martin, “and I had hopes of sleeping in my own bed next week.” This 

got another laugh from the officers. 



 

 

 “I hear you, brother,” said the sidekick. 

 “You married?” asked Martin. 

 “Sixteen years,” he held up his left hand to the cage so that Martin could see the gold 

band on his finger. 

 “My condolences,” said Martin. Another laugh. 

 “Thanks,” said the sidekick. His laugh crescendoed in a sound not unlike a mule choking 

on water. This was invariably followed by a high-pitched recharge of sorts that made it seem as 

if he were struggling to breathe. The sound was familiar to Martin, like the voice of an old friend 

over the phone, one which he should have been able to identify but couldn’t place. It’ll come to 

me, he thought. The sidekick turned to face him in profile, “We have a bit of a problem though.” 

Martin raised his eyebrows. “I don’t think Silverman’s is going to be an option today. Do you 

think you could make do at the Meijer over there?” 

 Martin grumbled some non-words under his breath before responding to the news—a 

habit he had adopted in lieu of swearing. “Did he finally start closing shop on Sundays? I told 

him not to do that.” The sidekick looked a long time at the driver, then back at Martin. Neither of 

the policemen spoke a syllable. “It’s the only day I can ever find time to make it over there,” said 

Martin. There was a long pause between the three men, the air filled only by the semi-silent buzz 

of asphalt beneath cruiser’s the tires and the occasional intermittent clicking of a turn signal. 

 “So what do you think—can you make do at the grocery store?” asked the sidekick 

finally. 

 Martin took a deep breath in and let it out through his nose. It whistled as he exhaled so 

he did it twice more in quick bursts, then once more, slowly. “I suppose,” he said after nearly a 

minute. 



 

 

 “Good,” said the sidekick and he turned around to face forward in his seat. “I’m glad we 

could do this for you, Mr. Glassman.” 

 “I really didn’t mind the walk,” said Martin. “Nice day for it.” He turned his gaze out the 

window and watched the trees speeding by him, broken only by the quick flash of the occasional 

street sign; in the other window, cars zoomed past in the opposite direction too quickly for 

Martin to see the faces of their passengers. They rode the next several minutes in silence aside 

from some sporadic input from the two-way radio. 

 Martin took about twenty minutes picking out flowers, finally settling on a bouquet of 

yellow roses in a thin crystal vase. The three men turned a lot of heads, and Martin would have 

agreed that they looked an unlikely bunch. Hell, plenty of people there probably thought him a 

convict, though he was having trouble thinking why a felon might need an escort from jail to buy 

flowers on a Sunday morning. A funeral perhaps? And anyway, if he were a criminal, the 

officers in charge of him probably wouldn’t have let him pick out a gift that could double as a 

bludgeon in a pinch. Then again, it wouldn’t have been the craziest escape story he’d ever 

heard—“Prisoner Bludgeons Police with Flower Vase, Makes Escape into Woods”. Along with 

the flowers, Martin also picked up a chrome-plated picture frame with the word ‘Forever’ etched 

and antiqued in black on one corner above two tiny inter-locking hearts, as well as a box of 

chocolate-covered cherries from the candy aisle—Meryl’s favorite. The two officers and Martin 

then piled back into the squad car and slipped onto the main road toward his home.  

Hoping to catch a glimpse of Silverman’s new hours posted on the front door, Martin 

surveyed the red-brick building he knew belonged to his buddy’s jewelry shop on the way out of 

the parking lot. His heartbeat quickened, though, and he felt beads of sweat protruding through 

the pores of his brow when he found the edifice almost completely unrecognizable. The general 



 

 

bones of the building were unchanged, but people were sitting outside at tables under olive-green 

umbrellas, most of them nursing wide-brimmed white porcelain mugs and eating pastries off of 

small white saucers. Flower baskets hung along the entire east-facing side of the building 

everywhere except for the space directly in front of the glass double doors. The marquee out 

front read “New Leaf Coffee and Tea” in script, and underneath, in interchangeable black 

lettering, “COOL BEANS, HOT DRINKS”. He started to say something about it but the sidekick 

interrupted, so Martin made a mental note to give Saul Silverman a call when he got home. 

 “I think your wife is going to be real happy with the stuff you picked out, Mr. Glassman.” 

Martin hugged his bounty in closer. The police officer turned around in his seat again, but this 

time all the way so that the man in the back seat could get a good look at his face through the 

rubberized cage. “You really don’t recognize me?”  Martin looked over each feature of the 

sidekick’s face—his smiling eyes, his perfect if not slightly large teeth, a small birthmark under 

the left side of his jaw. The face was vaguely familiar but untraceable. Martin shook his head, his 

mouth open as if he was preparing to speak. “Maybe it’s the moustache—Martin Decker?” He 

grinned and framed his face in his hands, as if this gesture might somehow help to jog the old 

man’s memory. But the effort, whatever its intended result, was a failure. Officer Decker could 

see the struggle behind the man’s eyes, the neurons firing. “Class of ninety-six? You used to tell 

me all the time, ‘Martin, if you can’t take yourself seriously, how do you expect anyone else 

to?’” he paused. “You said it all the time.” 

 Nothing. 

 “No?” the sidekick faced forward in his seat, “That’s okay.” There was a brief quiet. 

Officer Decker rubbed his palms on his thighs. “I wanted you to know, though, that it really 

stuck with me,” he said, “still to this day.” Then he shook his head slightly and sucked air in 



 

 

through his teeth. “Wanted to tell you thanks.” Martin heard a miniature, exhausted version of 

that wheezing laugh, then the sidekick shook his head one final time slowly, as if admitting 

defeat. 

 A minute or so passed in silence as Martin surveyed his inventory in the back seat of the 

squad car. Chocolates, picture frame, flowers… chocolates, picture frame, flowers… 

chocolates… “Darn it!” he said aloud, and he pounded a fist into the sopping wet slippers next to 

him. The old man grumbled incoherently as he wiped his hand dry on the lapel of his robe. 

 “What’s wrong?” said the sidekick, nearly jumping out of his seat. 

 “Nothing,” said Martin. “Forgot to get a card, is all.” He made a mental note to write one 

on a blank piece of stationary once he got home; Meryl always went for the card first. At times, 

the pre-printed words (the sappier the better) seemed more important to his wife than whatever 

gift he got for her. She even saved them all in a drawer in the kitchen which had started to spill 

over into the drawer of her bedside table as well.  

 “I’m sure the Mrs. will just be happy to have you home,” said the sidekick. 

 “You make sure and tell her that for me,” said Martin. This won him another laugh from 

the gallery. He shifted in his seat and tried to pull the bottom of his robe down to where the skin 

of his legs was sticking to the leather.  

Martin sat in the back seat of the squad car quietly for the rest of the ride to his house, all 

the while picking at the corner of the box of chocolate-covered cherries in his lap with a 

thumbnail and watching the trees as they passed by him in a never-ending series of vertical blurs. 

The cars coming in the opposite direction were moving too fast for him to make out the faces in 

their windows, and though Martin knew that the errand that sent him out of the house was an 

important one, he was anxious to be home again and to settle into something familiar. When they 



 

 

pulled into the gravel driveway that led to the Glassman’s house, they found Meryl waiting for 

them outside in a white plastic folding chair wearing a white track suit and matching visor. She 

waived to them as the car came into view. It slid to a gradual stop, the gravel tinktinking against 

the chasse underneath. The sound always reminded Martin of coming home: of steering the 

Chevy with the too-tall fins down the short driveway, a cloud of dust in the rearview, pumping 

the gas pedal so that the boys would squeal in the back seat with that tantalizing mix of fear and 

delight. And then he would stop. The boys would unload, the engine still clicking hot and Meryl 

waiving from the red-brick front stoop. Whenever he thought of home that was what he saw; 

always her, and always waiving. Usually, though not today, she was smiling wide and laughing 

at nothing in particular as Martin unfolded himself from the car and took her in his arms. But 

smiling or not, she was always there, and always waiving. 
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