
One Friday night  shortly after  school  had started,  Mike and I 
were  working  the  late  shift  as  the  only clerks  in  the  store  after  ten 
o’clock. I was working from six to eleven and Mike would be closing the 
store at twelve with the manager, Marvin. Marvin had transferred several  
months before and had the proverbial burr up his ass for me ever since he 
had arrived. He was short at about five feet and two inches and he wasn’t  
muscular but he wasn’t fat, either; he just fancied himself the equivalent 
of a grocery store drill sergeant, but for what reason I have no clue. I 
don’t think he was in the military. At his height, what branch would want 
him?... It wasn’t just me who found him irritating since most everybody 
in the store complained about him; he had a very bad habit, as a manager,  
to berate you in public and praise you, if ever, in private. Ever had one of 
those managers? Take my advice and work with your fellow employees 
to get that kind of manager fired, laid-off or transferred, or you need to  
find another job. The worthy managers praise in public and criticize in 
private; the managers that do the reverse will sink a company faster than 
the Titanic.

The night  was  pretty normal.  It  wasn’t  especially busy and it 
wasn’t dead, either. Mike and I kept everything under control along with 
the others, although I was senior man when I walked in at six...It was just 
a  normal  night,  no  big  deal.  When  eleven  o’clock  rolled  around,  I 
punched out along with one of the other checkers. I walked toward the 
exit doors at the front but looked down the dairy aisle and decided to 
wait for Mike to come out of the cooler with his load of dairy; when he 
pushed the dolly carrying the crates of products and reached the aisle, I 
shouted to him that I would see him the next time, and I walked to the 
exit door...Ten minutes after I left the store, all those employees who may 
have had any problem with Marvin no longer had such, because Marvin 
got shot.

It was a robbery that didn’t quite go as planned for the robbers... 
the phone in the office rang and Marvin answered it. While the voice on 
the other end told him that a man wearing a ski mask would approach the 
office, in walked the man in the ski mask, and he proceeded right to the 
office window. The voice on the phone advised Marvin that he should 
take the money out of the safe, put it in a bag, come out of the office and 
give the ski mask man the bag and no one will get hurt. The voice also 
advised Marvin that the ski mask man was carrying a gun and was pre-
pared to use it if he didn’t follow the voice’s advice. With the ski mask 
man watching, Marvin took the money out of the safe, put it in a bag and 
told the ski mask man that he was coming out of the office. He opened 
the office door and the ski mask man stepped away from the window, the 
gun now visible in his hand, so he could watch Marvin come out of the 
office...Marvin stretched his right arm forward, handing the bag to the ski 
mask man, but in a moment of insane bravado, Marvin lunged forward 
and grabbed the gun, trying to wrest it from the ski mask man’s grip. For 
a few seconds they wrestled for control of the gun until the ski mask man 
simply pointed it at Marvin’s left leg and pulled the trigger. Marvin fell 
in a bleeding heap, the ski mask man ran out of the store waving the gun 
at anyone he spotted, carrying the bag of money like a football in his left  
arm, and the three or four other people still in the store just freaked. Mike 
had to get the office keys from Marvin so he could get to the phone and 
call the police while one of the checkers wrapped his leg with a towel to 
try to control the bleeding.
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