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The first day the man in the black hat showed up outside our house, he stayed for twenty-seven minutes.  I timed him on the digital sports timer I got for Christmas.  He stood, leaning against the lamp post and glanced up at a house every now and then.  Sometimes it was the McNeil’s house.  Sometimes it was the Sandersons’ house.   Sometimes it was our house.  He didn’t look behind him at the McDonald’s house.  The lamp post was on their side of the road.  I liked his black hat.  It had a rounded top and curled up brim.  He waved at me, but I didn’t wave back.

The second day that the man in the black hat showed up, he stood against the lamp post for sixty-three minutes.  He had been there for thirty-nine minutes when Mr. Carson from the green house on the corner walked by with Daisy.  Daisy is a Parsons Russell terrier.  Daisy lifted his leg and tried to pee on the man with the black hat.  The man put his fist down for Daisy to sniff, and Daisy wagged his tail.  Daisy liked the man, but Daisy likes most people.  Except maybe Mrs. Carson, who gave him a flowery name.  Mr. Carson said Mrs. Carson said that giving Daisy a girly name would help him be tough.  Mr. Carson says Daisy is more than tough, he’s feisty.  I believe this is true.  He has a very feisty walk.  

Sometimes Mr. Carson shows me Daisy’s tricks.  Daisy is only twelve inches tall, but Mr. Carson can hold his arm straight out, and Daisy can jump and take a wiener out of his hand.  He will also do backwards somersaults for wieners.  For dog cookies, Daisy will only roll over and play dead.  Mr. Carson says Daisy understands work for pay ratios.  Mr. Carson is retired, but he used to be president of the teamsters.  Dad says teamsters are feisty, too.

The man in the black hat watched Mr. Carson and Daisy walk up to their turn at Daleton Street, then he looked back our houses.  He stayed for twenty-four more minutes.

On the third day the man in the black hat came, he had been leaning against the lamp post for sixteen minutes when Mrs. Sanderson came outside.  She was wearing her big yellow gardening hat and red plastic shoes.  She started to go into her flower bed, but then she saw the man in the black hat.  She went back inside.  The man in the black hat left after her door shut.  He had only been standing at the lamp post nineteen minutes.

The fourth day the man in the black hat came, he waved at me.  I waved back.

When Mr. Carson and Daisy came down the street, the man went behind the mail boxes.  Daisy peed on the mail box.  The man pretended he didn’t see Mr. Carson.  Mr. Carson made the ‘grumpy’ face on my Emotion Chart.  At the end of the street, he pulled out a phone.

Seventeen minutes later, a white car came down the street and parked beside the mail box.  A man came out of the white car.  He was wearing a Batman belt with things hanging from it.  He went behind the mail box and talked to the man in the black hat.  The man in the black hat left.  He had been there for forty-six minutes.

The man in the white car went to sit in his car for a while, and then he knocked on the door of Sanderson’s house.  Mrs. Sanderson let him come inside.  That was strange.  Usually the only man Mrs. Sanderson lets inside the house is the bug man who comes on Fridays at lunch.  Today was Thursday.  It was good Mrs. Sanderson was making more friends.

On Friday when Mrs. Sanderson’s friend comes for lunch, I was sick in bed.  I stayed in my room, because Grandma says children who are sick enough to stay home from school are too sick to leave their beds.  I was allowed to watch old videos though.  I saw one with an art thief called Thomas Crowne who wore the same kind of hat as the man who leans on the lamp post

The next day the man in the black hat came just after Mrs. Sanderson and Mrs. McNeil went out for lunch.  They like to do that on Sundays.  Sometimes my mom goes too
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