
Extract from page 44 of Unsafe 
 

On our road trip from Wyoming to Colorado via South Dakota I notice the animals, the cattle 

are all more tightly penned, squashed together like marshmallows in a packet, though deer 

still run at the edge of the fence. We’ve been in Nebraska two minutes when the police pull 

us over. The younger officer is the Sheriff. He’s nervous. Terribly polite. Introduces himself. 

As Rhett. Not Rhett Butler he says. But it is like Rhett Butler. It is  a gleaming, multi-

columned southern mansion. Especially when he laughs, nervously, did I say that he was 

nervous? Did I say the older officer never takes his hand off his gun? Won’t look me in the 

eye? Keeps his distance. That I’m careful to move slowly as I reach into the glove 

compartment for Zoe’s papers? Did I say that Zoë is dark skinned? Can you imagine a 

whiter name? Rhett asks.  
 

 

 


