

                                                          Surviving an Armed Robbery
It was the summer after my high school graduation. I was working at a local deli to save some money for college. I had been working there for a few hours after school but had just extended my hours to around nine when the restaurant closed. One Friday after closing, I took out the trash as usual while the assistant manager, a part-time student at a local community college, closed and reconciled the day’s earnings. I had just taken out the rest of the trash when I heard a vehicle slow down at the front which I found strange since no customers came to the deli that late into the night. Although I quickly thought that it must have belonged to some new people who did not know our closing hours, the hair at the back of my head stood up, and I felt a chill run through me. I quickly got in through the service entrance at the back and was about to turn around and lock the entrance door when someone pushed me roughly, and I heard the door lock behind me. 
I was about to turn when I felt something cold on my neck. The trash can which I was still holding slipped from my arms. The sound of the metal hitting the floor made me jerk a little only to be stopped by the stinging pain of a knife nipping the sensitive skin of my neck. The noise alerted the assistant manager who called out to me from the backroom store where the safe was asking if everything was okay. Seconds later, I heard her scream, and something fell with a thud. All this time, the knife never left my throat. People say that at such times, your life flashes before your eyes. I felt nothing of the sort. Instead, my heart hammered in my chest, and I could feel the blood rushing through my head. My knees nearly gave way, but the thought of the knife on my neck stopped me from falling to the ground. 
I was shoved roughly into the storage room where I found the assistant manager lying on the floor with blood flowing from her right temple where she must have gotten hurt when she hit the floor. The usual scent of dairy and meat products in the store was replaced by the pungent smell of blood which heightened the aura of fear and impending doom in the room. A man who wore pantyhose which had holes made around the eyes in his head held a gun pointed at her face. My assailant, whose face was also covered in a similar mask shoved me on the floor and instructed the assistant manager to open the safe, which was in the storage room. She was pulled to her feet and led to the safe which she opened. My assailant instructed her to take out money out of the safe and pack it into a brown envelope while his colleague instructed me to get on my knees and held his gun to the back of my head. A few minutes later, I was shoved face-first onto the floor together with the assistant as the men left through the front door with the envelope. 
The screeching of tires and the sound of a vehicle quickly driving away marked the end of our ordeal. I lay on the ground for thirty minutes, which felt like an eternity, until the assistant manager peeped through a crack in the door and told me they had left. Every time I remember the ordeal, I can still smell the blood and feel the cold barrel of a gun pointed to the back of my head. 

