










blood splattering the wheelchair symbol on the license 
plate as she hit the concrete floor of the parking lot. She 
came to rest on her right side, her bloodied face looking 
toward the rear wheel of the sedan.

The Good Samaritan got purposely out of the Malibu. 
She picked up Miriam’s key chain from where it had 
landed a few feet from the car, walked past the dead 
woman, reached into the Cadillac, and grabbed Miriam’s 
handbag from the front seat. Her last task before getting 
back into the sedan and driving off was to stop for a second 
and kick the body of the consummate shopper.
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