
And now, for a moment of weakness from 
Janette! Janette, can tell us how you’re feel-
ing in this incredible moment?

John, I’m a forty-eight year old  woman 
in my first year of art school. I recently 
avoided eviction with a MoneyPlease 
campaign, but only by the skin of my 
teeth. How do you think I’m feeling?

If you answered great, you’d be abso-
lutely right. I’ve never been happier in 
my life. If I had known I was a talented 
 painter I might have done school earlier, 
but you know what they say : if you have 
to take the scenic route, at least enjoy the 
view. Right now my work is very abstract. 
Lots of watercolor. They say watercolor 
is the most difficult medium to paint in, 
but to me, it’s totally natural. 

I see you looking at my tooth. Bad, 
isn’t it. I fell down the stairs carrying a 
forty-pound bag of cement up to my stu-
dio. I was going to make a sculpture with 
it. I went straight to the oral surgeon, it 
was bleeding so damn much, and when I 
came back to the studio the next day, one 
of the kids had stolen my cement! I can’t 
say I was too upset about it, though. Af-
ter the whole incident I was much less 
excited about working in the round. 

Between the tooth and the apart-
ment I had to make some cash on the 
side, quick, so I cleaned out my car and 
started driving for one of the apps. If you 
drive at the same time every day you’re 
going to have regular customers in no 
time, at least in a small town. Rodney 
was my first ride. It was nine o’clock on 

a weekday morning. I picked him up at 
his house, a few blocks from mine, and 
drove out to his office in Chestercliff. We 
got to talking and it turned out he went 
to high school with my sister, maybe six 
years before me. He asked how she was 
doing and unfortunately I had to tell him 
about the lupus. When we got where he 
was going he stayed in the car and we 
kept chatting. “How could I not know 
we were neighbors?” he asked, and I 
told him that I had just moved into the 
nontraditional student housing. “O-ho!” 
he said. “Back to school, eh?” Then he 
apologized and said he needed to get to 
work, but left me a ten dollar tip. He re-
quested a ride at exactly the same time 
the next morning.

I didn’t like him much at first. When 
I called Andrea, she said “Rodney? Poon-
hound.” He always wanted to talk after 
we had arrived, and even though he al-
ways added a generous gratuity, I really 
needed to pick up other passengers. Ev-
eryone from Chestercliff takes their own 
cars when they go into the city, so I had 
to make the trip back on my own dime. 

But a man can earn himself many 
points with a woman through sheer con-
sistency, and at some point our conver-
sations about the old folk, our friends 
and classmates, many of whom are now 
deceased, turned to the topics of art, cul-
ture, and science. He knew much more 
than I had expected from an insurance 
broker, and it turned out he had studied 
art history in college. One memorable 
morning he went on at length about con-
trapposto in the Hellenistic period—how 
sensual and inviting! —and then, a lit-
tle later, he said, “Janette, how do you 
feel about painting a something for me? 
There’s a blank wall in the study where 

we think a watercolor would be perfect.” 
“We” meaning him and the Mrs., but I 
wasn’t about to turn down my first com-
mission. “How about a beach scene?” he 
asked. “Or a forest?” I didn’t tell him my 
rate; a rookie mistake I know, but the 
truth is I would have done it for basically 
anything. 

I spent two weeks making  sketches 
and bought a large canvas. Another few 
weeks later, I was putting on the finish-
ing touches and not long after that I put 
the finished painting in my trunk. When 
we arrived at his office the next morn-
ing I showed it to him and he said, “My 
God, Janette, it’s beautiful.” It was all li-
lacs and lavenders, sand-tones and fog, a 
marred, wise, unrefined beach, dappled 
with driftwood and April sun. 

Courageously I said, “I think I should 
charge you an extra one hundred dollars 
for supplies.” Squirrelishly he laughed. 
“I’m serious,” I said. “I’m not exactly 
rolling in it.”

“You can’t put a price on something 
like this,” he said. “When our friends ask 
about it, I’ll give them your card. Do you 
have a card? Or maybe a website?”

I looked at him dumbly. I could not 
believe he wouldn’t pay me at all. He 
reached out and took the painting and 
carried it into the office building without 
looking back. I stood there for a moment 
like a statue of an idiot. Then I marched 
into the lobby after him, leaving my car 
running in the parking lot. I took him 
down like a linebacker; the painting 
slipped out of his hands but fell, thank-
fully, face-up. I grabbed it and hauled ass 
out of there. It rode shotgun with me all 
the way home.†
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