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The Bank Robbery 

It’s a quiet afternoon in Geofferson, New York.

Just a twenty miles up from the Helen River’s fork.

The day’s a little bit cloudy but mostly sunny, 

- - -

Summer was approaching, but no vacations planned,

the city seemed trapped in economic quicksands. 

Outside a bank, a homeless begged for some money.

His name was Sonny.

Opening the bank door is how he begged.

The very mechanism that kept him clothed and fed.  

For now is a time of great economic hardships.

Not many schools could afford him to teach the kids. 

A great teacher he used to be,

through his teachings he made students see, 

the underlying concepts of psychology.

Harvard graduate of nineteen seventy five,

people say teaching in elementary school, he wasted his life.

Sonny opened the doors to the bank, called North Bend Bank.

Inside, the line was so long that the teller’s heart sank.

However, even though the line looked like a mob,

She was nine months pregnant and happy to have landed the job.
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A widow, supporting her two children, who were both at a young age,

She was forced put in double shifts, minimum wage.

But everything she did, she did for her kids and not herself,

and wouldn’t understand anyone who did anything else.

Next in the line was Oscar, a blue collared guy.

He needed a withdrawal with all the stuff he had to buy.

His boss simply didn’t provide the tools, 

for his lowly job of cleaning the toilets of lodged stool. 

When asked, “Why don’t you look for other jobs?”

The plumber would reply, “Good times or not, people’s pipes still get clogs.”

Then after thinking about it, Jonathan would turn candid,

“It’s the only job that I’ve landed.”

It seemed that the recession was hitting the city hard,

all but rich old Winston, who had a stomach’s ring of lard.

Real estate was his calling,

even while salaries were falling.

Apparently this is the time when land’s was the way to go, 

if one wanted to their investments to hold. 

There was none as rich as he, 

except Herbert, the bank manager, but how corrupt was he?  Totally.

Pocketing, here and there…

His assets included the vehicle right outside, a brand new ‘99 Chrysler Corsair. 
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And so the line kept moving, the people withdrawing, 

One could say, the scene is quite boring.

Suddenly, a tall lanky man came in the bank, 

rudely giving the “doorman” no thanks. 

With his face obscured by a blue and white hank,

the gun he wielded obviously fired no blanks.

Cliff, the security guard missed his mark, 

“Cooperate, and no one else gets hurt!” the robber barked,

The teller promptly stuffed the cash in his sack, 

while the robber contemplated about escaping out the door at the back.

The robber had his sacks of cash,

and a dying guard needed immediate “*M*A*S*H*”.

The robbery was a near success,

if only the second robber hadn’t come in to further complicate this mess.

This one, more rugged than the first bandit, 

He had an addictive habit.

He was an addict and needed another quick fix.

The two robbers met, their minds set. 

They wanted to rob each other, 

but each thought the better.

While this was all occurring, Tina, the teller, pressed the silent alarm.

Pretty soon, the cops would be here in a swarm.  
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The two bank robbers, Marv the lanky one and Harry the rugged,

decided what they needed was for their presence to be negated.

But before they could do that,

outside they heard the cold hard facts.

The police department had pulled up in the front like a storm.

It’s burly sheriff immediately on the bullhorn.  

Now the sheriff is one odd figure,

burly as he looked, he was actually very fluent in religious literature.

That didn’t help this situation one bit, 

but in church, he was quite a hit.

Sadly, as his life flashed before Cliff in a series of montages.

The people of North Bend Bank had just become hostages.

With the police outside and the robbers inside, 

the tension in North Bend was getting a little high.

Marv and Harry need an escape plan, 

with not a person in the bank giving a helping hand.

Neither side would budge, the hostages were floored, 

and Cliff?, towards heaven long ago he soared.

Time passed slowly, with the stalemate at a standstill.

Which side would move in for the kill?

To the nervous people in North Bend, the passing of time gave little ease.

Harry demanded the police deliver them all some pizza, extra cheese.
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“And don’t try to pull that pizza boy cop switch on us!”

The pizzas were delivered in record time and no fuss.

The robber duo then just kept waiting,

obviously, the police were prepared for debating. 

The sheriff, named James tried to contact the bank through the phone.

The manager could only look out the window wishing of home.

With the mood precarious, 

taxi driver Bert expressed his view of the situation by saying, “Ha, this is hilarious!”

Harry turned around and questioned: “What’s with you being so gregarious?”

Bert, being the taxi driver had his share of odd couples, 

asked Harry and Marv, “Hey, why you guys teamed up as doubles?”

Marv replied, “Mind ya own business, this ain’t a talkshow.”

Conversation reached an all time low.

The next person in the bank door everyone was familiar with, sorta.

It was Sonny, who heard there was free pizza.

Marv and Harry were surprised.

But; “Hey, another hostage I surmise...”

But homeless Sonny wasn’t in the bank just for the food,

He was there because he was wanted to change the mood.

“Why are u robbing this bank?” asked Sonny.

“Are you that much in love with the money?”

Marv confessed, “I’ve got a kid going to college.”
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“I tell you, it's all in the pursuit of knowledge!”

“Arggg!” Winston let out an exasperated shout.

“Is this what the whole thing is about?!” 

In his corner of the lobby, Harry told a different story…

“I need my prozac or this place could get a little gory!”

Fearing the worse, the hostages banded together,

they needed a breakthrough that would make it all better.

The hostages in North Bend decided they needed a solution,

But getting rid of the two wouldn’t just be the use of simple elocution.

Winston, Herbert and Sonny finally concluded,  “OK, I’ve got a deal, provided you guys 

will let us live.”

Marv and Harry looked as if they didn’t give.

“The bank and I will create a fund for people going to colleges, your kid will be the first 

recipient.”

Marv, who knew the sheriff, took off his hank and felt a great urge to repent.

Harry, witnessing the birth of Tina’s third child, found it strangely soothing.

He no longer needed his medication to control his mood swing.

Now that the situation’s all resolved and stabilized,

How exactly are Marv and Harry going to get out of North Bend Bank without the 

cops having them pulverized? Disguises?

