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PARKING LOT AND TRUCK

The parking lot lay only footsteps ahead, shrouded in darkness. The sun had long since set, clouds blacked out the stars and moon. There was no overhead lighting — never had been in this converted patch of dirt. No vehicles were coming in or out with their lights on.
In front of me ran a ragged line of cars and trucks, beyond that an aisle, then another ragged line of vehicles. My Mustang was parked in the second line, across the aisle.
Still feeling the effects of the too-many Scotches I’d just drunk, I dragged my feet across the rough dirt surface and eased myself around a parked van. I stepped into the aisle, and just as I did, a large truck located at the end turned on its headlights and illuminated a broad swath of light in front of me.
I halted. How nice. Was the truck driver doing me a favor? Or was it just coincidence he’d provided light exactly when I needed it? 
I began to cross the aisle. The big truck roared its engine, lurched forward and headed straight for me!
I froze. But only for a split-second; then I ran fast as I could, finally tucking myself into the space between my car and the one next to it. The big truck roared past, spewing dust, gravel, engine noise and hatred. 
My heart raced, I started to sweat. What was going on? 
There was no way around it. I was under attack. The truck deliberately tried to run me down. It wasn’t an accident, or a failure to see me. The truck clearly aimed at me. 
Meanwhile, the truck was backing up. It passed the front of my car again, this time going the opposite direction, and came to a stop roughly where it had started, about forty feet to my right. The truck then repositioned itself in the aisle so that its headlights pointed squarely at me. It resembled an angry dragon crouched in anticipation, the two headlights its eyes, the clattery engine its growl. I tried to see who the driver of the truck was, but the headlights’ glare blacked out everything else. 
What to do?
I couldn’t think, my brain was white noise. I could barely breathe.
Calm down, I told myself. Start breathing, start thinking.
After about thirty seconds, a coherent thought took form.  There was no point standing outside. I had a car. I unlocked the Mustang’s door and climbed into the driver’s seat.
I slumped over the steering wheel. What a day from hell this had been.  Early on, I learned that a client, whom I also considered a good friend, had been murdered. Just in the last hour, I’d betrayed the love of my life. Now, a truck was trying to kill me. What had I done to deserve all this?
But I couldn’t waste time feeling sorry for myself. I needed to find a way out of the trap I’d fallen into.
I tried to analyze the situation. The truck seemed to be waiting for me to pull out. When I did, would it try to hit me? It seemed completely irrational. While a big truck might be able to hit a pedestrian and get away with little damage to itself, surely hitting a Mustang at high speed would damage almost any truck. Surely whoever was driving the truck would recognize that.
Or would he?
Or would he even care?
Perhaps I could simply outwait the truck. If I did nothing, didn’t even turn on my headlights, perhaps the truck would eventually get bored and go away.
Of course, the downside to this strategy was that it would make me even later, and I was already unpardonably late. Oh Tiffany, dear Tiffany, will you ever forgive me?
I decided it was worth a try. I sat in the driver’s seat, resolved to wait patiently and watch the problem go away.
I couldn’t do it. I was too tense — sweating, trembling, the acrid smell of truck exhaust in my nostrils, the truck’s piercing headlights in my eyes. Five seconds seemed like a minute, five minutes like an hour.
Nor did the truck vanish of its own accord. It remained in the center of the aisle, motor running, headlights glaring, hostility exuding.
Time for Plan B.
The truck was to my right. The way out of the parking lot was to the left. If I pulled out of my space and turned left, the truck, assuming the worst, would come at me from behind. I could try to outrun the truck. But that seemed a risky strategy. The truck could build up speed faster than I could, because it was moving in a straight line, whereas I had to make a left turn. Plus, the truck driver probably knew the parking lot better than I did.
Time for some trickery. I’d noticed earlier, when the truck first barreled forward down the aisle, then backed up, and then moved forward to reposition itself, that it needed considerable time to shift gears between forward and reverse. By contrast, since my Mustang was an automatic, I could shift between the two directions rapidly. Could I take advantage of that pair of facts?
Actually, the question was could I take advantage, given my current condition? I’d felt slightly drunk leaving Becky’s boat; now I felt gripped by fear. At least the fear seemed to have flushed out the alcohol.
I began to creep out of my parking space, left hand on the steering wheel, right hand on the gearshift, ready for instant action. With my left eye I looked to where I was going; with my right, I watched the truck.
Creep, creep, creep — 
The truck’s engine let out a guttural roar, its tires buzz sawed on gravel and dirt, and the malevolent shape catapulted forward. I yanked the Mustang’s gearshift back to reverse and zipped back into my parking space. The truck rushed past me down the aisle, missing the front end of my car by only an arm’s length. The truck came to a halt further down the aisle.
The truck was now to my left, facing away. On the one hand, it was blocking my only way out. On the other hand, I was behind the truck; it could no longer attack me without making another move. And I was no longer staring into its headlights.
I felt better. The ball was now in the truck’s court. I could revive the wait-it-out strategy.
But I didn’t have to wait. The driver gunned the truck’s engine again and began to back up. He passed my parking space, still in reverse gear. 
As soon as the front of the truck cleared my space, I charged out, turned left, and sped down the aisle toward the exit. In my rearview mirror I saw the truck’s headlines recede into the distance, and I knew the driver was, as I’d anticipated, struggling to shift from reverse to forward.
I exited the parking lot and came to Bridgeway. The light was red, but there were no other cars nearby. I shot across. Then, I raced up the access ramp to Highway 101, accelerator pressed to the floor.
Once I felt confident, I’d escaped the parking lot and the evil truck, a question coiled itself around my frazzled brain, my stiff neck, my sore, tense shoulders. It was a really good question.
How had I gotten myself into this mess?
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