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“Out of the car! Hands up!”
	Dusky evening, and our parking lot is vivid with blue and red flaring lights. Two police cars have hemmed in a blue four-door sedan three doors down. My roommate and I peek out the second story window of our end-of-the-row townhouse home and wonder when bullets will start flying. Our neighbor at the other extremity of our building borrowed his girlfriend’s car to commit robbery. He is now regretting his return to the address on the car’s registration.
	James Island is supposed to be a bucolic bedroom community for Charleston, South Carolina, but we live on the main road. Even in the quiet 1980s, things happen.
	On another evening, there’s a knock at the door. Our next-door neighbor, barely out of her teens, had seen a face at the window. We call the police and wait with her. Could it have been her boyfriend? We couldn’t help hearing the arguments.
	“Maybe. He’s mad at me. I did break his arm.”
	I’m twenty-eight but I feel too young for this, far younger than she with her loud boyfriend and the baby daughter her mother is raising.
	The police come and check out her apartment, where they find stolen goods. From our apartment. Not our belongings, but the previous tenants’, who irritated our neighbor and her currently estranged, broken-armed boyfriend.
	“I’d never steal from you,” she assures us. “I like you.” Out on bail and over for tea, she explains how they came in through the attic, but made it look like a break-in. The police, however, deduced an inside job. She’s puzzled at this; after all, they broke the back window to divert suspicion. They even remembered to break it from the outside, having scattered record covers on the kitchen floor for verisimilitude. Steffie, the educator, ever on the lookout for a teachable moment, attempts to enlighten her. In a genuine break-in, the glass breaks first and anything dropped is on top of the glass. In this case, the glass was an afterthought and ended up on top of the albums. I hope our neighbor doesn’t grasp the difference. I don’t want my helpful roommate arrested for contributing to the successful larceny of our new friend.
	Yet another evening, and we’re peeking out the back window as a flashlight beam weaves through the wilderness behind us. The land is soon to be developed, but at present there’s only a road, handy for dumping trash and possibly bodies. Could this be the boyfriend returned?
	Hearts thumping, breath caught in our throats, we listen and hear, faint but clear: “Meiko! Meeeeeiko! Here, kitty kitty kitty!” It’s our neighbor on the other side, the policewoman who lives in the first apartment of the next building.
	Life on James Island is a succession of crook-cop-normal person; crook-cop-normal person. I keep my eye on library openings elsewhere. I like both our neighbors, law-abiding and not, but there’s no sense in pushing our luck.
	
	
	
