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 Alex had brought Tammy home from college for a long weekend to meet his parents. The had 

been dating for over a year now and Tammy had started asking questions about his family. She wanted 

to know what they did and where they lived all the little things in between. Alex really liked the girl but 

had little interest in giving her information about his family. He got along with his family and he got 

along with Tammy but he wanted to keep it that way. There was no reason why the two should have to 

meet but as the labor day weekend arrived Tammy made it clear that if Alex wanted have a girlfriend to 

keep happy he would make the arrangements.  

 So now the young couple stood in line in a bank behind Alex's parents who needed to deposit a 

check before the dinner they were going to. Robert, Alex' father, insisted that the two could stay in the 

car and wait but Tammy wouldn't have it. So now Alex quietly waited in line running his fingers over 

the velvet divider rope that made up the tiny lines. So far the trip had been fine really. They had flown 

in this morning and been picked up by his parents, Robert and Susan, and made it back to the house in 

good time. There Tammy had come out quickly with several questions about Alex's past and the family.  

Unfortunately for her though those questions were only half answered. For Susan, Alex's mother, this 

was the first mentioning of a girlfriend at all and she wasn't pleased at all with the situation. Tammy 

turned a bracelet on her wrist around and around until finally whispering into Alex's ear.  

 “I can't believe you never told your mother about me.” It was a whisper but it felt like it could 

of shattered Alex's eardrum. He looked at her with a face that was a mixture I'm sorry and I have no 

idea what you’re talking about. He turned to her and put his hand on the small of her back. She was 

wearing a black dress, one he had bought for her birthday earlier in the summer. She tried to shake him 

off but he persisted.  

 “I wasn't sure what to tell them. At first I didn't want to jinx anything and after that I just never 



found the time. Your right though, it was a mistake and I'm sorry. There meeting you now though, that 

has to count for something right?” He smiled at her. It was a good apology, no an excellent apology. He 

had made them into an art form with Tammy. The two of them fought often and he always made sure 

he apologized first. He wanted the fight over and done with as quickly as possible. Tammy smiled at 

him and allowed him to hug her. When she opened her eyes during the embarrass she realized that 

Susan was staring at them so Tammy quickly broke off the hug awkwardly as if Alex had been made of 

barbed wire.  

 Susan was a thin woman wearing a pale green blouse and white pants and she had not seen her 

son in almost a year. She just couldn't believe that Alex wouldn't mention a girlfriend to her. She had 

spoken to him once a week every week since he had left for college and he never mentioned a thing. 

The conversations had gotten briefer and briefer since he first left but she assumed she was still in the 

loop.  

 “I can't believe he kept this from us.” Susan whispered into Robert's ear. Robert replied with a 

gently hmm. Robert straightened his tie and moved a step further up in the line. He had to deposit a 

check he had gotten from a client. Robert was a retired journalist who was now working as a realator 

part time. He understood Alex's need for secrecy from Susan. He had been married to her for thirty 

years and still loved her but he knew that his wife could be as tenacious as a pit bull. Alex was at a time 

in his life when he was beginning to have to live his own life and make his own decisions and Susan 

was having trouble dealing with that.  

 A small ping from the bank's front door chimed behind the small group as three men entered. 

They were wearing all black and had ski masks covering their faces. Each carried a large shotgun in 

their hands. The center masked man ran into the center of the room and fired a deafening blast from his 

weapon into the ceiling.  

 “Everyone on the floor! Now! He shouted. For a moment everyone in the bank froze as if they 

had been hit by some stupefying ray from a fifties sci-fi movie. Then quickly they all began to realize 



the seriousness of the situation and quickly began lying down on the floor. The marble floor was gold 

against Tammy's bare legs but she didn't notice because of the lump of fear that crawled into her throat.  

She was having trouble catching her breath around it. She began inhaling like a person who was about 

to scuba dive without an air tank. Alex slide closer to her and wanted to put his arms around the poor 

frightened girl but he was worried that if he moved he would anger the gunman. Instead he just began 

whispering over and over. 

 “It's going to be alright it's going to be alright it's going to be alright”. The gunman who had 

fired into the ceiling signaled to the two other men by making a gesture with his hand. One ran to the 

front door of the bank and locked them in and pulled the blinds so no one could see in. The other man 

ran forward toward the tellers, along the way he past the bank's security guard. He was a chubby man 

of about forty who hadn't hesitated to hit the floor along with everyone else. The teller bound thief 

reached down and pulled the guard's sidearm out of its holster and gave the man a kick in the ribs. Then 

he continued around behind the counter. The remaining gunman slowly walked amongst the crowd of 

scared former bank patrons.  

 “Now as you can tell this is your standard bank robbery. My associates and I are here to take all 

that free money in those machines and then we will be on our way. Now we have no desire to hurt 

anyone here during this process...” the man's voice was calm but suddenly seemed to drop and become 

more menacing; almost animal like. 

 “But that does not mean we will hesitate to kill anyone and everyone who decides to get in our 

way. We don't interfere with you at your jobs, so leave us be at ours. Just keep your eyes focused on the 

pretty marble and we'll be gone before you know it.” He continued to circle through the room. He 

walked past Tammy and got sight of her bare legs in the little black dress. Alex heard the footsteps of 

the gunman get closer and his mind became a torrent of images. Almost every combination of possible 

event ran through his head. He saw the gunman killing him, his family, Tammy, then he saw himself 

attack the gunman, and finally he saw himself wet his pant and begin to cry. The all felt possible to him 



at the moment.  

 The gunman squatted down closer to Tammy. He combed his eyes over her as if she were 

blueprint; something that if he stared at hard enough he'd be able to figure out how to contruct it. He 

reached his hand out stroked Tammy's hair. She began to shake and her breathing was coming in long 

desperate inhales and exhales.  

 “Look at me. It's alright I'm no going to hurt you I just want to see your face.” Tammy slowly 

lifted her eyes from the marble and made eye contact with the gunman. She was crying and the tears 

had made her mascara run. The gunman smoothed away a streak of it with his thumb. 

 “There you go. You're very pretty. I'm sorry this had to happen to you.” He stood back up and 

resumed his walking. Susan was clinging to Robert's hand saying the Lord’s Prayer quietly to herself. 

She had faith that she and family would get out of this alright but a little extra praying wouldn't hurt. 

This wasn't the first time Robert had been surrounded by armed gunman. He had done two tours in 

Vietnam as a young man and had learned how to deal with high tension situations like this. In the 

jungles he had learned to simply shut his mind off and look at the situation with as little emotion 

involved. Here though he was beginning to realize in a jungle with fellow soldiers is one thing but 

when you are surrounded by your wife of thirty years and only child, it's another matter altogether.  

 The gunman from behind the counter returned with a large bag slung over his shoulder. He 

headed over to the thief how had done all the talking so far and chuckled as he showed him the contents 

of the bag. The talkative gunman slapped him on the shoulder and turned to the crowd.  

 “Ok now that we have our money. We will do what we promised and leave but unfortunately we 

have to ask one more thing of you fine people.” He paused and let the statement hang in the air like the 

heavy air before a thunderstorm. A woman in the corner began to sob uncontrollably from the dreaded 

expectation. 

 “Were going to leave but to ensure that the police let us get to where we need to go, were going 

to need one of you fine people to come with us. Just a short road trip and then we'll send you on your 



way and if you’re lucky maybe we'll make it worth your while.”  The gunman slapped the heavy bag in 

his partner's hand. If it were possible the room got even quieter. 

 “Now somebody is coming with us here today but I am nothing if not fair. So I'm giving you all 

an opportunity to volunteer.”  The room seemed to collectively have the same thought. Whoever got in 

that car was never coming back. They would just disappear only to become known as a body if found 

ever at all.  

 “Now don’t' all volunteer at once now. Ha! No one ever does raise their hand. Ok...” the 

gunman began making his way toward Tammy. He leaned down and gently took her hand in his own. 

She began to cry even harder moaning long exasperated no's as she got to her feet. Alex looked up from 

the floor and felt as if the room had slipped into slow motion.  

 “Please-- no. Don't” but that was all he could muster. It was as if all his knowledge of speech 

had left his mind. The gunman turned and gently pushed Alex back onto the floor. His touch was the 

opposite of violent. He handled him as if he were made of glass, ready to shatter. 

 “I'm sorry friend, but this is happening. This is your life now. Accept it.” He put an arm around 

Tammy's waist and began moving with her toward the front door. Alex watched through tear blurred 

eyes when he heard a muffled voice begin to clear next to him. 

 “Wait... please wait. Don’t' take her.” Susan was beginning to get to her feet. She wasn't 

completely aware that she was in motion but it she made it to her feet and looked across the room at the 

trio of gunman. The two surrounding Tammy and the talkative gunman pointed their shotguns at her. 

Susan winced ever so slightly but managed to keep on her feet.  Robert had taken hold of her ankle in 

some silent vain attempt to stop her.  

 “I volunteer. I will go with you, just please let that girl go.” The gunman looked as dumfounded 

as men wearing ski masks could. They kept looking between each other hoping one of them would 

have an idea of how to deal with this turn of events. When the gunman had said no one had ever 

volunteered before, he meant it.  



 “Why? This your daughter?”  

 “No.” 

 “Then why?” 

 “Because she matters to my son, and my son matters to me.” She said it without a moment’s 

hesitation. She had found a level of strength in herself she had never known existed. She loved her son 

more than anything and had always said she would protect him from anything. Now it was time to 

prove it. She took a step forward and then another. She stepped over the velvet line divider and stood 

like a statue.  

 “I'm ready to go when you are.” 

 The gunman stood there for a moment. The middle man moved forward slowly uncurling his 

arm from around Tammy. He pushed her ever so gently back toward the crowd.  

 “Fine. Let's go.” He said without an ounce of the humor or showmanship he had had earlier. 

The two women began walking toward each other. Robert and Alex remained on the floor with their 

eyes locked onto the women in their lives. Tammy was still crying as she reached Susan. They locked 

eyes.  

 “I liked your dress.” Susan said. Tammy couldn't think of anything else to say other than 

 “I'm really glad I got to meet you Mrs. Ryder.”     

 “Call me Susan.” she parted from Tammy and looked back only once. She looked at her 

husband and mouth “I love you” and “I'll be ok” to Alex. Then she was swept out the door with the 

gunmen. The bank's glass door slammed shut leaving everyone motionless. Tammy remained standing 

holding onto the velvet liner to keep herself up as red and blue lights began to bath the room.  


