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Let me tell you something about blind dates: they're wonderful! This is, of course, my 

opinion, based on my own experience. But I am very willing to state it openly and with confidence. I 

am also willing to relay to you the happenings of one event, which assisted very much in establishing 

this opinion. I am not only willing, I am insistent. Please don't try to stop me; dire actions are sure to 

follow should you interfere. I am a kind and gentle man, but also prone to violent fits if I'm crossed 

or disagreed with in any way. But I digress; on with the anecdote! 

 

A friend of mine offered to set me up on a date with a mystery lady of his acquaintance. I 

accepted immediately. 

This particular friend of mine, we'll call him Spartacus (that isn't his real name, but it might 

as well be), once lived in a bona fide haunted mansion for three years. He even throttled a ghost 

unto a second death with his bare hands! So naturally, I respect his opinions to the utmost degree. 

The date was set for the very hour in which it was suggested. With his seal of approval on the 

rendezvous, there was no time to lose in bringing it to fruition. 

So, there I was in the gorgeous, glittering dining room of the Chez Fantaisie, awaiting my 

mystery lady with bated, minty breath. It turned out to be rather fortunate that I'm a patient man, as 

she was rather late. 

Indeed, I ate four baskets of bread waiting for her, and the garçon was most irritated by this. 

But after all, garçon just means ‘boy,’ which is fittingly demeaning for a servant. I reminded him of 

this when he gave me a sour look upon my third request for more bread. Nuts to him. 

Anyway, just as I was finishing the last bit of baguette and butter, and warming up my 

fingers for a good garçon-snapping, she walked into the room. She being my mother. 

No, no, my mother was not my date. How awkward that would have been! No, the date 

turned out to be my sister. My mother had just come along to offer her approval of the young man 

my sister was to meet, as was the common custom among older Romanian women at the time. (My 

mother is not at all Romanian, but was absolutely enamored by Romanian culture, as was everyone 

in those days.) 

Apparently, Spartacus rather fancied my sister, yet refused to pursue her, considering her a 

bit low for his station. He therefore kindly threw a bone to me, completely unaware of our relation. 
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Well, needless to say, mother did not approve, and dragged my sister out of the restaurant in 

tears, kicking over tables and upsetting glasses. Quite shameful behavior, but she, meaning my sister, 

was only five at the time. Did I mention Spartacus was four years old? 

In any case, it was manifestly clear that my dance card was now clear for the evening, so I 

immediately went on the prowl. For of course, when a blind date goes wrong, you can simply find 

another woman you don't know, invite her to dinner, and the blind date continues. I stood from my 

seat, crumbs raining off my jacket and trousers, and headed for the nearest table with an 

unaccompanied lady and a basket of bread. 

Four wide, manly strides later, I was face to face with a vision of loveliness in a flaming red 

dress, and a great bouffant of red hair — stiff with several litres of hairspray — reaching toward the 

heavens. I asked if I might be so favored as to dine with her, to which she smiled coyly and tugged 

at her stole in a most come-hither fashion. As she had clearly not yet ordered her meal, I beckoned 

the garçon with a finger snap that would have rebuilt the walls of Jericho only to tumble them again. 

The lady blushed and fanned herself excitedly at this display of vitality and command. Things were 

going splendidly. 

The garçon arrived at our table, as sour as ever. I gave him our order and sent him away with 

a wave of my hand. My lady opened her sweet, ruby mouth to say something, but I placed a buttery 

finger briskly to her lips. No conversation before the lobster, of course. She blushed at her faux pas, 

but I gave her a playful and affectionate tap on the nose as I withdrew my hand, and she relaxed. We 

gazed into each other’s eyes as we waited for the food, tension mounting in the silence. 

At last the food arrived and, with mouths greasy and stuffed with lobster, we exchanged 

names and pleasantries. It was developing into a glorious evening: seafood, talk about weather, 

playful glances over piles and piles of butter pats and soiled napkins. It was all so wonderful. 

Then, she asked me a question that stunned me. I'm afraid I stopped, mouth agape with a 

fork, heaped with couscous and raisins, trembling just before it, in an appalling display of poor 

manners as her words penetrated the air. 

"What would you do with a million dollars?" 

I was completely unnerved. Yes, it was slightly insulting that she assumed that would be a 

hypothetical situation for me and not a common reality. Which it was not. I was, and still am, 

dreadfully poor. The evening's plan was absolutely to distract that horrid garçon and escape without 

paying for the decadent meal we were enjoying. But she didn't know that. 
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More than that, I was confounded over what sort of mad caper she must have been cooking 

up. A million dollars? Why, that's no small sum of money. If she wants to know how to spend it, 

surely, we must acquire it first. And therein lies the bigger question. 

I shoveled the hovering pile of couscous into my mouth, chewed it slowly, and stared. The 

lady began to flutter and fidget. She tried to giggle away the question from under my heavy gaze, but 

I held her firmly in it. 

"And how, madam," I asked. "Are we to come into such a sum of money?" 

“Oh, well, I only meant-,” she began. I immediately interjected. 

“Yes, I’m sure I know what you mean in a general sense. But let’s talk details.” 

She seemed taken aback at how eagerly I joined in her scheming. Perhaps I was a bit bold; at 

that point my mind was positively racing with ideas. I began loudly and emphatically describing how 

we might successfully kidnap a young duke, blackmail a prominent politician, bamboozle a group of 

venture capitalists, all manner of devious methods for achieving instant wealth. 

I worked up quite an impressive fervor. So much so that the garçon forgot himself and 

insinuated that I quiet down and stop banging on the table so much. Of course, I told him to go piss 

up a drain pipe, and gave his shoe a rather crushing flat tire as he minced away, the cur. I felt as one 

reborn; one that has found the light of his calling after years in the dark.  

It was after dismissing the garçon that my lady bade me to please calm down and “remember 

where we are.” In those few, subtle words, her brilliance flashed upon me like the summer sun 

breaking the horizon in a single radiant dawn. Of course, it was so obvious. We had no need to 

search out dukes or congressmen to exploit. We were already surrounded by their ilk. The very field 

in which we were sitting was ripe for the harvest; dozens of fat fish in a golden barrel, as it were, 

with we two ravenous sharks swimming secretly among them.  

“Yes, darling,” I cooed to her. “You’re absolutely right. Just follow my lead and the answer 

to your question shall come to you in the flesh this very evening.” 

I took her by the arm and we jostled quickly over to the nearest table, at which sat an older 

couple, both with distinguished white hair and very rich clothing. The woman was wearing enough 

precious stones to choke a hippopotamus. I informed them that this was a robbery and that any 

form of cessation or abeyance of said activity would be quite impossible. The man began to argue, 

but I rapped smartly on the table, causing glass vessels and bits of silverware to clatter and jostle, 

and insisted that further discussion was not only unnecessary, but completely unwelcome.  
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Well, as you can imagine, they were at a loss for what to do in the face of such primitive 

dominance in so refined a setting, and began resignedly handing over their valuables. I admit, in the 

back of my mind, I was rather convicted that what I was doing was crass and unbecoming. But a 

man in the pursuit of passion and woo, with the object of his affection looking on, will crash 

through any barrier, however painful or taboo. A quick glance at my lady confirmed that she, too, 

was out of her element; looking very embarrassed and confused. But the caper had begun, and I was 

sure that once the shock wore off, the realization of her dreams would wipe away the fright of the 

moment. 

I snapped my fingers and the garçon appeared. I asked him for a doggie bag, which he 

dutifully retrieved for me, the intensity of the situation having wiped the sour look off his face at 

long last. The doggie bag instantly became a loot bag, as I dumped the freshly pilfered treasure into 

it and moved on to the next table. 

A similar series of events unfolded, resulting in more loot being dumped hastily into the bag. 

By the fourth table, I had gotten the process down and was doing, what I considered to be, some 

fine burglary work. 

My spirits were dampened when I gave the money in the sack a quick count to check on our 

progress toward the million-dollar goal. We had managed to pillage roughly $30,000, if my flash 

appraisals of the jewelry proved accurate; not bad for 15 minutes work. However, despite our best 

efforts to remain discreet, the sense of alarm in the room was growing, and we were still very far 

from achieving our goal. 

I suppose expecting to accumulate one million dollars by pickpocketing a single room, even 

if that room is the finest in the Chez Fantaisie, was a rather unrealistic expectation. So I paused and 

reconsidered my plans. 

As I mulled over my options, my lady — my sweet, lilting flower of a girl — leaned over to 

me and whispered, “Should we be doing this, taking all these wallets and things?” And once again, 

invariably and without fail, she provided me with counsel fair and wise. Nicking wallets and 

necklaces is fine for urchins and scoundrels, but for those of us with higher designs, larger efforts 

are required, and I knew exactly what was called for. 

“Now, who here owns a home worth at least $970,000?” I shouted out over the increasing 

clamor of the dining room. “Raise your hands, would you please?” 
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It would be perfectly natural to assume that, given the circumstances, no one would dare to 

reveal such information. But I know the type that patronizes these sorts of establishments, and they 

never miss an opportunity to flaunt their wealth. Indeed, most hands in the room shot up 

immediately, and everyone was looking about to see who did and didn’t raise theirs. 

I popped over to the table of a rather timid looking, bald fellow and pressed him in this wise: 

“So, you’ve a home that meets the requirements just stated?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Very good. I’m afraid I’m going to have to steal it from you. Have you got the keys?” 

“Yeah, but I’m not givin’ ‘em to you.” 

“But this is a robbery. You haven’t any choice. I’m afraid I must insist.” 

“Screw you, pal.” 

Well, now I was at a bit of a loss myself. Here was a fellow that, to look at him, had no cause 

to have any sort of personal confidence whatsoever, and yet there he was, refusing a burglary. It was 

most extraordinary. 

I pursed my lips and furrowed my brow in what, I assume, was a frightful fashion, and even 

balled my hands into fists, the most confrontational of all hand postures, stepping towards him. 

Well, his face fell and blanched, and all his previous defiance evaporated into a mist of cowardice. 

I later learned that this was mostly due to the fact that my lady — my divine and inspiring 

enchantress — had subtly, yet in full view of the man, pulled from her purse a rather mean-looking 

pistol, brandishing it in a most threatening way. Apparently, she had begun to come around to the 

evening’s activity, and was shockingly prepared for it after all. 

The man handed over the keys without further hesitation.  

“We’ve done it! We have the million dollars! Now, to answer your question and decide what 

to do with it,” I said jubilantly to my lady in triumphal excitement. 

“Well, we don’t really have a million dollars. We kinda have a million dollars’ worth of stuff, 

but it’s not like we can go out and spend it,” she very correctly pointed out. 

“You’re right. We’ll have to liquidate the assets immediately,” I agreed and turned to the bald 

man. “You there, seeing as how I’ve just stolen your house, I therefore know that you are now in 

need of one. I’ll sell it back to you for its market value of $970,000. Very fair, very reasonable.” 
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“You haven’t stolen my house, ya dumb fruit. Yer just standin’ there with keys. You don’t 

even know where it is. If you think—” The man’s tirade was cut short by what I assume to have 

been the reappearance of my angelic lady’s pistol. 

“This is so stupid!” the man spluttered. “Even if I did buy it off ya, how the hell am I 

supposed to pay ya now? You think I keep a million in cash in my front pocket?” 

“You can pull your chequebook out of your puckered asshole and write us a check. Or I 

could put a bullet in you, and then ask your wife to do it,” my darling rejoined coolly. Things were 

going splendidly. 

The man sweated and muttered. He grabbed his wife’s purse, fished out a chequebook, and 

began furiously scribbling out the prescribed payment. “There! Ya happy now, ya lunatics! Good 

luck cashin’ that!” he shouted impotently as he smacked the cheque down on the table in front of 

me. 

I snatched it up and spun round to flash a victorious smile at my lady. She grinned, but 

hesitantly pointed out that it must be cashed before we could truly celebrate. Of course, she was 

right once again. Though, I was becoming eager to mark our little quest a success and move on. 

“Right. The bank then, shall we?” I proposed, and we walked, arm and arm, out to my car, 

leaving the now-quite-boisterous dining room behind.  

We drove several minutes to the nearest bank, but upon arriving, found it closed, as it was 

well past standard banking hours. I suggested we wait until the morrow and head back to my place 

for a nightcap in the meantime. However, my darling dove pointed out that, as we had not gotten 

the cheque entirely on the straight and narrow, so to speak, we had best to cash it sooner rather than 

late, lest news of the incident spread and prevent us from receiving the funds.  

I recalled hearing once that grocery stores could cash cheques for you, and knew of one such 

establishment just minutes away, so off we went. Once we’d arrived, we approached the customer 

service counter and waited calmly in queue. 

There was a stout little fellow of seemingly Hispanic descent waiting in front of us. As I was 

in rather high spirits, I decided I’d make friendly and give him a bit of a chat while we were all 

standing by. I asked him who had won the most recent sporting match. He asked me which match I 

was referring to, to which I replied “Oh, I don’t know, whichever one most recently featured one of 

the local sporting clubs.” At this point, he seemed to lose interest and turned around without 

another word. Not everyone is a sports fan, I suppose. 
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Eventually, we made our way to the counter and asked the young man behind it to please 

cash this cheque for us. He informed me that there was some paltry fee involved with doing so, and 

I assured him, with a wink and a knowing smile, that would not be a problem. He looked at the 

cheque and made a rather queer face, then looked at us, then back at the cheque.  

“Is this a real check?” he asked. 

“I assure you, it is most valid. I just acquired it personally from Mister, er-,” I quickly peeked 

at the name printed on the cheque still in the young man’s hand. “-Mr. Grainger earlier this evening 

in exchange for some real estate. Everything is in order, thank you.” 

“I can’t cash this.” 

I laughed, a bit sheepishly. “Why, of course you can. As I said, everything is in order. And 

we’re in a bit of a hurry as well, so if you would be so kind as to issue the funds, we have some 

business to attend to.” 

“No, I can’t cash this. There isn’t this much money in the whole store. I don’t even know if 

there’s a bank around here that could hand out this much cash without notice.” 

“My dear, brave boy,” I remonstrated. “I’m sure that if you could get hold of the 

management, there wouldn’t be any difficulty at all in-” 

It was at this moment that my lady — my rare and exquisite gem — pulled out that rather 

naughty gun of hers again, and began getting positively aggressive with the young fellow. Her voice 

was raised, her arms were waving, and then, in her excitement, a shot rang out, shattering an 

overhead light, causing a fair amount of fluorescent bulb shards, powder, and other debris to rain 

down upon us. 

This is when the screaming began. The whole front of the store was suddenly in an uproar; 

people running and shouting, the customer service lad cowering on the floor behind his counter, and 

a store security guard running at us shouting this, that, and the other thing. 

I grabbed my darling by the arm and we ran out of the store in the direction of my parked 

car. I could hear sirens in the near distance. I didn’t even bother mentioning that we had left the 

cheque at the service counter. My lady was in such an excited state that I felt it might do more harm 

than good to increase the stress of the situation. So, we leapt into my car and sped off without 

further hesitation. 
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Well, I’m sure that you’ve already inferred that a chase ensued, and correctly so. We were 

indeed chased ‘round and ‘round the city in a dizzying whirlwind of flashing lights, squealing tires, 

and screaming sirens. It was most exhilarating. And we were doing quite well, if I may say so myself. 

That is, until my lady’s wretched gun made its final appearance of the evening. I did wish 

that she would stop reaching for that bloody thing; it only ever made matters worse. But in the 

hottest moment of the pursuit, she rolled down her window and climbed halfway out of it, firing 

round after round back at the pursuing police cars, and shouting the most unladylike things. 

It’s almost embarrassing to say so now, but in the moment, I found it most invigorating, and 

I did love her the more for it, in spite of myself. 

Unfortunately, while attempting to reload, still hanging out of the window, she lost her 

balance, slipped entirely out, and was left hanging from the door, her legs hooked over it and her 

lovely, red bouffant skimming along the road. 

I screeched in terror at the sight of her going out the window. In that terrible moment, from 

some far corner of my mind, reverberated the echo of some advice Spartacus once gave me 

regarding high speed car chases: never slam on your brakes at high speeds, you’ll only lose control of 

the vehicle and look like a ridiculous amateur. While under any other circumstances, I would have 

invariably paid heed to his tiny, commanding voice, in this moment of panic I ignored it entirely, and 

slammed on the brakes, causing the car to swerve across the road, narrowly miss a collision with a 

city bus, and sliding sideways through the glass storefront of a salon. 

Heavens be praised that my lady — my raging and all-consuming fire — was miraculously 

spared from severe injury, as was I. The police arrived in force just moments later as I was carefully 

extricating myself from the ruined vehicle, and as my darling cohort was frantically waving her pistol 

at a small and very frightened Vietnamese woman and shrieking for a brush and can of hairspray.  

Within the hour, the sound of heavy, iron doors clanging behind us brought home the reality 

of the end of our glorious adventure. We sat there, in separate but adjacent cells, holding hands 

through the bars and reflecting upon the evening’s goings-on in thoughtful silence. 

After several minutes of reflection, I spoke. “I suppose if I had a million dollars I would pay 

off my student loans, buy a house, and invest the rest. Allowing for a bit of fun, of course, but I 

wouldn’t go wild with it.” 

“Hm,” my lady responded in a mild and satisfied tone, with a gentle nod of her head. “I’d 

probably do that, too. And maybe get a kayak. I’ve always thought those seemed fun.” 
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“Yes,” I agreed. “A kayak would be just the thing.” 

 



 

 

It’s All Been Done Presents is a multi-platform entertainment 

network of podcasts, written work, video series, and more, based in 

Columbus, Ohio. Check out all our great programming at 

http://iabdpresents.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

More Great Stuff From IABDPresents! 

 

 

It’s All Been Done Radio Hour is a modern, geeky comedy program in the 

style of old-timey radio serials. It’s also the flagship of the network. Explore 

the galaxy with Universe Journey, solve cases with the Pornstar 

Detectives, cheer for The Topnotch Tangler, and more! Live shows 

happen monthly at MadLab theatre and the podcast is released weekly. 

 

 

 

 

 

A Little Star was the 2017 winner of It’s All Been Written. The folks who 

bring you Radio Hour have produced an audio dramatization of the tale. 

Billy wakes up, where and when he does not know. But he knows he must 

find his star… the woman who he always finds in any time, no matter where 

he is on the planet. 

http://iabdpresents.com/

