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CINDY ALMOST MADE IT to the edge of the campus parking lot before tripping over an object lying in the middle of the sidewalk. Even though she was about as graceful as a newborn giraffe, she somehow managed to stay upright and not go crashing face first onto the hard concrete. 

“How odd.” In spite of being in a hurry to get home and relieve the babysitter, she knelt and picked up the reason for her near catastrophe. Normally, she would have hurried onto her car without giving the lost shoe a second glance, but it looked expensive. An old tennis shoe wouldn’t have been an oddity. Those were seen all the time where someone had lost them out of their half-zipped backpacks.

It was tempting to drop the shoe right back onto the sidewalk and forget the entire incident had ever occurred, as it was the babysitter was going to kill her for being late. Becky was probably at that very moment pacing the floor and wondering what was taking her so long.

Just as Cindy decided the shoe wasn’t any of her business she heard a loud moan and a multitude sounds of a scuffle taking place. Those creepy sound coming out of the darkness was enough to cause her to drop the shoe and dig around in the side pocket of her backpack for the Taser she kept for there just such an emergency. The moment her fingers wrapped around its handle, she slid the safety off and crept inch by inch toward the parking lot. Normally, the lot was better lit, but the week before some vandals had broken three of the eight lights and no one hadn’t replaced the bulbs yet. Once she made it to the outer edge of the lot she hid behind a nearby car and looked around to see where the sounds had originated. 

Nothing caught her eye, so she tip-toed to the rear of the car and scanned the area again. A few cars away she noticed a flurry of activity so she quietly took a few steps toward the three men.  Two of them were bending over the third. The person on the ground moaned as a man raffled through his pockets while the other pinned the victim to the ground by pressing a knee into the middle of his chest. 

Cindy refused to stand by and do nothing while someone was being hurt, so she threw her backpack off to one side, and ran as fast as she could with the Taser pointed directly in front of her, screaming at the top of her lungs, “Get away from him!”  

Both muggers noticed her approach at the same time. The guy fishing around in the man’s pockets ran off, disappearing into the darkness. Unfortunately, the other one stood and held both fists out, as if preparing for a fight.

At one time Cindy might have rethought the wisdom of charging in and helping someone she didn’t know, but over the last four years, she had grown some much needed backbone. 

As soon as she was in range she activated the Taser, hit the button and then stood back and watched the mugger hit the ground with a hard thump. While he was busy flopping around, she pulled out her cell phone.

“This is the 911 operator. How may I help you?”

That calm voice amidst the craziness of the last few seconds was all it took for Cindy to lose all of her earlier courage. Her voice quivered, “I ran into two muggers attaching a man at the parking lot Z5 on the eastern side of Prince Town University.”

“Are the two men still in the vicinity?”

Cindy glanced down at the mugger. By this time, the man had curled into a tight ball like his victim and both of them were moaning. “One stayed. The other ran off when he saw me.”

“Are you in any immediate danger?”

Cindy checked to make certain the other mugger hadn’t decided to return to help his friend. When she didn’t see him, she said, “I don’t think so. I used my Taser on the guy who stayed.”

“I’m sending two patrol cars right out to you. If you feel like it’s safe enough, stay there until the officers arrive.”

She tried to swallow but her mouth was too dry to do so. “Could you send an ambulance too? The man they attacked is covered in blood.”  She skirted away from the mugger so she could get closer to the victim before kneeling. “Oh my.”

“What is it?”

“This poor man’s bleeding profusely.” With that said she realized he was no longer moaning or moving. 

“Is he breathing?”

Cindy touched his neck to feel for a pulse. It took a few seconds to finally find one. She breathed a long sigh of relief. “Yes, he is. I can hear sirens so I’m going to hang up now.”

“I can stay on the line with you for as long as you need.”

Cindy looked again at the mugger. He had stopped moaning and was making an attempt to get onto his knees so she stood and kicked him in the face knocking him back onto the ground. Fortunately, a patrol car came into sight then, so she told the 911 operator, “No thank you. The police are here. I appreciate all of your help.”

“The ambulance is on its way too.”

“Thank you.”  Cindy ended the call and slipped the cell phone into her pocket as an officer came running over to her.

He looked around at the scene before asking, “Did you do all of this?”

“Not all of it.”  She pointed at the mugger. “I’m only responsible for him. He and another man had this guy down.” She knelt back down by the injured man.  “He’s really hurt.”

The office knelt on the other side. “He looks in rough shape. The ambulance is on its way.”  He then focused his hard stare on Cindy. “You said there were two of them?”

Cindy pointed behind him to the other side of the parking lot. “The other guy took off in that direction when he saw me.”

The officer looked her over from head to toe. “You should have called us first. What if he had decided to stay?”  He scowled at the Taser. “That little thing only has enough juice to take down one person. Together they could have easily overpowered you before you were able to hit either one of them.”

She shrugged and tried not to think about the what ifs. “But they didn’t.”

Fortunately, the ambulance pulled up before the officer could get into a long drawn out lecture on what she should or shouldn’t have done. Instead he handcuffed the mugger and placed him into the back of the patrol car while the victim was checked and loaded into the back of the ambulance. 

Cindy stood back and waited to see if the police officer was going to need anything else. It was only then, with nothing to keep her mind occupied, she observed as the injured man was being loaded into the back of the ambulance she saw he was missing a shoe. The one he had on appeared to be the perfect match to the one she had stumbled over earlier. He must have been attacked there on the sidewalk and then drug out to the dark parking lot where people were less likely to come across them as they went about robbing him.

A few minutes after the first officer’s arrival another patrol car pulled up, and Cindy found herself going over the entire story all over again. Once that officer had everything he needed, Cindy glanced at her watch and groaned. Even though the whole incident had only lasted a little over twenty minutes, now she was really late. It wasn’t until after climbing into her car and getting ready to leave that she remembered the lost shoe. Knowing she couldn’t live with herself if she didn’t go back and retrieve it, she scanned the empty parking lot to make certain the other mugger wasn’t lurking nearby. She then made a mad dash back to where she had dropped the stranger’s shoe. With it tucked under her arm she ran all the way back to her car and breathed a sigh of relief when the doors were locked and she was headed in the direction of home.
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WITH CASSIE’S HAND firmly in one hand and Callie’s in the other, Cindy headed toward the front entrance of the hospital. It had taken all morning to find out which room the man she had helped the night before was in. If she couldn’t catch him before he was released, she might never be able to return his shoe. Hopefully, he wouldn’t mind her barging in unannounced.

When the three of them were on the elevator Cindy knelt to be eye level with her half-sisters. “Do you remember what we talked about in the car?”

Both girls nodded but it was Cassie who said, “This is a place for sick people so we have to be very, very quiet.” Her big, brown eyes showed how serious she was taking Cindy’s earlier instructions.

“That’s very good.” She stood and squeezed their hands. “We won’t stay long. I’m going give this man his shoe back and we’ll go get some lunch. If you’re really good, I’ll buy you some ice cream for dessert.” 

That statement was received with huge grins and giggles. When the doors slid open, Cindy lightly squeezed their fingers again to make certain they understood they had to be on their best behavior now. She knew she didn’t have to worry about the twins misbehaving. They were always good as gold. How her step-mother had been able to produce such sweet offspring was beyond her. Her father’s second wife was an evil, cold-blooded tyrant who was hell-bent on destroying Cindy’s and her own twin daughters’ happiness. When the woman had disappeared four years earlier, leaving the twins in Cindy’s care, no one had been happier to see the backside of the evil bitch, but unfortunately she had reentered their lives three days prior and started right back where she left off.
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