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      When you think of heroes or heroines, do you think of people who are larger than life? Maybe a superhero? I do think of them. More often, I think of the sometimes ordinary people who “just” do their jobs.

      Heroes are never “just” ordinary people. They might not be action figures or superheroes. However, they act at just the right time.

      Sure, some jobs lead to more heroic possibilities, such as undercover investigators. Some people learn to be heroic because they’re tired of not being heroes. Some people discover a situation and need to do something to fix that situation. Regardless of their reality.

      When I read about heroines, I learn a lot about who I might be. Where I might find possibilities.

      Possibilities inspire me. These stories all represent possibilities. I hope they inspire you, too.

      

      Johanna Rothman
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      The hand on her ass pushed Cynthia Silver over the edge.

      In the three months she’d been working here, she’d come to terms with the ever-present odor of fries on her hair, in her clothing. This was a fast food restaurant. And she got enough hours to put food on the table and pay her rent. Just barely, but enough.

      She respected most of her colleagues. They did the best they could. Especially since her shift manager, Paul Donne, seemed to enjoy his place at the top of the heap. He certainly seemed to like bossing people around. Too often, he wanted to pit people against each other, which seemed kind of silly in a fast food restaurant. They needed to work together.

      Cynthia ignored Paul’s schemes, kept her head down, and worked. She knew how to take orders quickly and accurately. And she had mastered all the machines that made the food. She was a whiz at bagging and boxing and folding the paper around the food. She was fast. Which meant she would still have a job here, as long as she didn’t get in anyone’s way and they didn’t get in her way.

      Which was good. She needed to save her money.

      She was even fast when she closed-and-cleaned. Although, she never seemed to be able to get the beige, fake-tile floor as clean as she wanted it to be.

      She didn’t even mind the décor. When she started here a year ago, all the built-in tables and chairs had been beige, with orange and brown accents. Now, the tables and chairs were still beige, but the accents were all green and blue.

      Cynthia didn’t mind the uniforms, either. Light blue polo shirts and darker blue pants, to match the décor. Plus the green cap—which matched the décor, naturally. She only had two full changes of clothing, so she washed her clothes every day.

      The fryer dinged—maybe the last of the French fries for tonight. Almost closing time, and the greater Boston weather was definitely the three-h’s—hazy, hot, and humid. She suspected people might want sodas and ice cream. Maybe not so many fries.

      She even liked the taste of the food, although she knew she didn’t always make the healthiest of choices. However, since she made less than twelve bucks an hour, she needed the one free meal she got per shift.

      The free food filled her stomach and didn’t remove anything from her wallet. And she was making just enough to put a little money away every week. Emphasis on the ‘little.’

      Just last week, she finally had enough money to open a checking account. Last Saturday, under the guidance of Mrs. Potts, her boarding house manager, Cynthia had opened her first checking account. She was thrilled.

      In contrast to the fast food restaurant, the bank was quiet and calm. They had green walls and matching carpet and chairs and a little green kid’s table with chairs that matched the rest of the bank. And it smelled clean, no fried food smell at all.

      She almost envied the tellers behind the high wooden counter. She was sure they made more than she did. Although, she didn’t have to dress up at all which probably cost the tellers quite a bit.

      Up until now, Cynthia felt lucky she had landed the job at the restaurant. She’d left her previous job because of a boss who could not manage to keep his hands to himself.

      No one had believed her.

      And now this.

      She didn’t want to leave this job. However, the one thing she would not tolerate was some boss’s hand on her butt.

      She turned around, glaring.

      That’s when she saw Paul, kneeling on the floor, and motioning her down.

      The last thing Cynthia wanted to do was join him, especially at the end of her shift. She’d managed to keep her clothing relatively clean. She didn’t want to kneel on the floor at all.

      She glanced out at the restaurant. Just a couple of people still eating. No one waiting for food.

      She bent her knees and squatted down. “Why are you on the floor?” she asked.

      “Don’t you see him?” Paul asked, his voice quavering.

      “Who?” she asked. “I saw two customers out there, finishing their meals.”

      “No, the guy in the black jacket. His picture was on the news. He held up the bank the other day. They haven’t caught him yet.”

      Cynthia straightened up and looked around again. Now there was just one customer, and he wasn’t wearing a jacket. Given the weather, she would be surprised if anyone wore a jacket.

      She said in a quiet voice, “There’s only one person now. Whoever you saw? He’s not here.”

      Paul stood up—and she swore she could hear his knees creak.

      “Were you at the bank?” she asked.

      “No, I saw it on the news.”

      One good thing about not having a television. She never knew stuff like this. Probably best for everyone. She rolled her eyes. “Did he succeed?”

      “No, I don’t think so.”

      “Good,” she said. “I don’t think we have much to worry about.”

      She’d no sooner stopped speaking then the door slammed open. A guy in a black jacket and a full ski mask opened the door, and yelled, ‘THIS IS A STICKUP.”

      Oh, for Pete’s sake.

      “You talking to me?” she asked.

      “Yeah.”

      “We got nothing. My boss already went to the bank. If you need money, go next door, to the chicken place.”

      “Thank you kindly,” he said and walked out.

      “Why did you do that?” Paul asked. “Our policy is to give them the money and then call the cops.”

      “If you can get people to just leave, why wouldn’t you do that?” she asked. “He didn’t seem like a very competent thief. Why not avoid trouble if we can?”

      Paul stood up. “It’s policy,” he said and started to walk past her. As he walked, his hand touched her ass again.

      “And what kind of policy allows you to touch my ass whenever you want?” she yelled at him. “That’s it! You owe me money for the time I worked here. I’m not taking this anymore. You can deal with the cops yourself.”

      She walked out.

      She wasn’t very worried about the cops. She was quite worried about her money.
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      Worried about her abrupt resignation, Cynthia stopped off at Mrs. Potts’ office to talk. Cynthia always thought the boarding house office looked like a cross between a school room and a living room.

      Just inside the door was the living room part of the office. A lumpy couch that had seen better days and two comfy chairs—all slipcovered in a deep blue fabric.

      For the school room part, Mrs. Potts’ desk and all the manila file folders on top of it were the centerpiece of the room. Cynthia worried the desk wasn’t large enough and the tilting folders would fall off.

      Cynthia itched to clean up that desk. She’d offered to file all those folders once, but Mrs. Potts said that since Cynthia was a resident, she couldn’t file. It made sense, but Cynthia wished she could organize things for Mrs. Potts.

      Right now, Mrs. Potts was on the phone—which was all the way on the right side of the desk. The phone cord stretched almost straight, because Mrs. Potts was busy typing on her laptop—which was all the way on the left side of the desk.

      Every so often, Mrs. Potts reminded Cynthia of an octopus—managing all these interconnecting issues with patience and grace.

      Cynthia admired and—maybe—loved Mrs. Potts. Certainly more than anyone else she’d ever met. Just as the foster care system was ready to spring Cynthia onto the street, Mrs. Potts had plucked Cynthia out of possible disaster. Mrs. Potts found her this place to live and her first jobs.

      Mrs. Potts wasn’t tall, but somehow, she was an imposing figure. Cynthia wondered how she pulled that off. Short white curly hair, wire-rim glasses, and no-nonsense pants suits in every color of the rainbow. Today’s pants suit was a bright red, a cranberry color with a crisp white shirt. Cynthia loved it. Quite the contrast to Cynthia’s uniform that always smelled like French fries.

      Mrs. Potts always smelled like coconut, sort of like suntan lotion. It made her smile. She couldn’t wait until she had a real job and could buy real clothing. She sighed just a little—that dream was farther off now.

      

      With a sigh, Cynthia knocked on the door.

      Mrs. Potts looked up, and smiled. She motioned to Cynthia to come in.

      Cynthia walked in and sat down on the chair to the right side of the couch. Fewer lumps there.

      At that moment, two cops, one tall and one medium, appeared in the doorway.

      Mrs. Potts hung up and shuffled a couple of folders. “Gentlemen, what can I do for you?”

      Cynthia knew enough to keep silent.

      They introduced themselves. Tall Cop was Detective Simmons. Medium Cop was Sergeant Thomas.

      “We need to talk to Cynthia Silver, please,” Detective Simmons said.

      “Probably not for long,” Sergeant Thomas said.

      That was not Cynthia’s experience. The more the cops talked about time, the more time they took.

      She pasted a small smile on her face. “I’m Cynthia Silver.”

      Sergeant Thomas pulled out a notebook and a pencil.

      “You’re not using a tablet or anything electronic to take notes?” Cynthia asked.

      He smiled. “No. I prefer to take notes the old-fashioned way.”

      Oh boy. Every time a cop told her he was old-fashioned, she got in trouble. She could feel the pressure build behind her eyes. She closed her mouth, tightening her lips into a flat line.

      “We just want some information about what you saw and when,” Sergeant Thomas said. “You started work at what time?”

      Cynthia explained about her eight hour shift. They spoke more until they got to the last hour. Then she said, “First, I felt my manager pat my ass. I turned around to see what was going on, and I saw him kneeling down on the floor.”

      Sergeant Thomas asked, “Did you put him on the floor?”

      “No! He got down on the floor by himself.”

      “Are you having a relationship with Mr. Donne?”

      She shook her head hard. “No way. First, I don’t like him. And second, I would never have a relationship with my manager.”

      Detective Simmons took out his notebook and pen and wrote something down.

      Sergeant Thomas said, “Please continue.”

      “Paul gave me this song and dance about how a thief he’d seen on TV was in the restaurant, wearing a black jacket. I looked and didn’t see anyone wearing any jacket. I told Paul. When I turned back, that’s when Paul stood up. Then, this guy in a black jacket and a ski mask throws open the door, says ‘it’s a stickup’ and to give him all the money.”

      Sergeant Thomas wrote furiously.

      “Got all that?” she asked.

      He nodded.

      “So I told him we didn’t have any money and to go to the chicken place next door. I figured we’d call the cops as soon as he left. He left and we called.”

      Sergeant Thomas said, “But you weren’t there when we arrived.”

      “Right. Paul groped me again, so I quit on the spot.” Even as she said the words, Cynthia could feel herself getting angry all over again.

      Detective Simmons asked, “It is the store policy to just give money to a burglar, right?”

      She nodded. “It is. But he wasn’t a very smart guy. No weapon. No ‘or else.’ Just a loud voice and a ski mask. Why would I give him money when we could get him to leave and call you?”

      Both cops nodded.

      “Good thinking,” Sergeant Thomas said. “But next time, please just give the guy the money. You can’t tell what kind of a weapon he might have.”

      Cynthia nodded. She’d see about that. She had bigger problems than the fast food restaurant. She needed a new job.

      “Do you want to press charges against Paul for groping you?” Sergeant Thomas asked.

      “Nah,” she said. “Life is short. I just
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