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              The Heist
A quick trip to the grocery st
The Heist
A quick trip to the grocery store with my mother turned into the unexpected backdrop of one of my biggest life lessons. 
When we rst entered the store’s sliding double doors on that warm August afternoon, I dutifully kept pace with the 
rolling red cart, peering over the edge as my mother dropped bags of plums, peppers, and apples into the basket. Rounding a 
corner, I spied the store’s toy section, my mother quickening her pace as she tried to move us past the Pandora’s box of plastic 
temptations. She was too late; I was already bee-lining for my target.
Once every few months, my mother’s good mood would align with the rarity of a few extra dollars in her wallet and 
she would agree to buy me a toy. Today was not one of those days.
“Can I have...” I began to ask.
“No,” she cut me off. “Not today.”
Drooping my hangdog eyes, I asked if I could stay and at least play with the plastic cars while she nished the 
shopping; she agreed, begrudgingly, before guiding the cart around the next corner.
I rst noticed the shoebox-sized cars in a trafc pileup on the bottom shelf. Only babies would enjoy those blocks of 
pressed plastic, with their wheels that didn’t move and a sticker of a smiling face in place of an actual driver. On a higher rack, 
I spotted a thin wooden paddle with an attached ball the color of bubble gum, a platoon of green Army men on the verge of 
escaping from their shrink-wrapped cell, and a handful of glass marbles held together by a small sherman’s net of red mesh. 
Suddenly, just above eye-level, I spotted something I hadn’t seen there before – a Matchbox police car, all shiny black-and-
white with siren lights, both red and blue. It even had a man, a police captain, in the driver’s seat. 
Having memorized the lines on my mother’s face, I already knew the answer to the question I wouldn’t dare ask her. 
The only way to possess this car would be to steal it. 
The car t snugly between my pointer nger and thumb, as if it had been designed just for my hand. I looked up and 
down the aisle and saw only slick oor tiles that shone like a mirror. No one else was around. There wouldn’t be any witnesses, 
so I palmed the car, dropping it into the deep pocket of my khaki shorts, a cavern of secrets.
I hurried down the aisle, eeing the scene of the crime.
 
You’re going to get caught, 
I scolded myself.
 No, just shut up and keep moving. No one will know. 
My mother was already in the checkout line, starting to unload the contents of her cart onto the black treadmill that 
always made me nervous as I imagined one of my ngers getting caught and mangled in the belt. I was too small to help 
unload the cart, so I stood on the opposite side, separated from 
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              my mom by cans of tuna sh and a fre
my mom by cans of tuna sh and a fresh snapper wrapped in 
waxy white paper from the butcher’s counter.
On the drive home, buckled into the backseat, I silently slid my treasure from its hiding spot. The little doors actually 
opened and the siren lights ashed when a tiny button was pressed by a tiny ngernail.
“That’s a nice car,” Mom said, startling me as she caught my eyes in the rearview mirror. “Where did you get it?”
“I...I got it from my friend David.”
“That was very nice of him. It looks expensive,” she replied, arching her right eyebrow.
Although she didn’t say anything else about the car, I knew that she knew I’d stolen it from the store. The crime 
gnawed at my conscience and, the next day, I smashed the police car with a hammer, sweeping the pieces into the gutter at 
the end of our driveway. That night, the pieces reappeared on my desk, wrapped in a paper towel.
My mother never talked to me about that day, but the arched eyebrow and those car parts made her point clear. 
Crime, I learned, comes with the expensive price tag of guilt and disappointment. My life as an outlaw ended that day.
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KEY
M
S
For #8, the ironic element is the police car. The item that the boy stole is an icon of law and order/justice. Also, some 
observant students will notice that there are numerous red elements in this story. Symbolically, these red elements are 
used to serve as a warning for the young man that he will regret his actions.
Note: This key was designed as a suggestion of correct answers, but there are other correct examples in this essay that students will choose.
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