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Blonde Burglar








	It was a fine sun shiny Sunday, like any other.  And the family of three rose in the morning looking forward to the morning’s sermon.  On this day however, the family had risen late, and the morning was filled with rush.  


Little baby Mary felt the bed shaking and groggily arose to her big father grumbling something about being late.  Mary rubbed her eyes of the night’s crust and slowly sat up in bed.  At her father’s urging she quickly washed off and dressed herself in her finest Sunday summer dress, complete with pink flowers and a bow.  After putting on her shoes she went to the dining room table.  


On most Sundays she would casually eat her pancakes and watch cartoons as her father sat in his favorite rocking chair reading the morning paper.  Today, however, there was no time for her mother’s world-famous pancakes, so instead she ate a bowl of oatmeal.  Before they were able to finish their breakfast their neighbors, with whom they carpooled, honked the horn outside.  Reluctantly, little Mary hopped out of her chair and grabbed her coat while heading toward the door.  


Once at church, the family enjoyed the morning’s activities, from prayer to coffee and cookies.  Mary always enjoyed her friends the most.  Laughing and playing with them made the time pass quickly.  


Mary’s father called her over with a big sweep of his arm and a tilt of his head.  With a frown little Mary waved goodbye to all her friends and ran to her father’s side and hugged him.  He asked her how everything had gone and she smiled looking up into his eyes saying she had the most fun she’s ever had.


They walked home this time so Mary’s mother could get her exercise. While walking Mary detailed all the great things she had learned and rambled on about her friends and the games they would play next week.  In the middle of little Mary’s ramblings her mother remarked that in the rush they had forgotten to lock the door.  Her husband, always the optimist, calmed her nerves saying that it was okay.  Mary, without taking notice to the grownup talk, continued with her stories.


Little Mary’s father was the first at the door and immediately sensed something was wrong.  He looked back at Mary’s mother and told her to wait at the door with little Mary.  


Mary’s father checked the kitchen and the dining room noting that Mary’s bowl was empty - not half full as she had left it.  With unease in his face he reported the changed to Mary and her mother.  Now becoming aware of what was happening Mary looked up at her mother at her side and asked what was happening.  Her mother glanced down at her and comforted her saying nothing was wrong, that “Daddy just needs to check something out.”  Only half convinced Mary looked again at her father. 


Her father now was in the living room and noticed that little Mary’s favorite chair was broken.  He called to his wife and, again, reported what he had seen.


Little Mary trembled while gripping her mother’s hand and tears formed in her eyes as she looked up to her mother again hoping for some words of safety.  Her mother had none.


Mary’s father went to the door and told them to stay there and not worry, he was going upstairs to investigate further.  


Mary and her mother waited for some sign that the house was empty, that everything was okay, but they heard nor saw a thing.  They waited for what seemed to be an eternity.  Finally just as the wait was becoming unbearable they heard an ungodly scream and a loud thump followed by more, smaller, thumps coming down the stairs.  And before they could run they saw a little blonde-haired girl rushing down the stairs.  As she rounded the corner and headed toward the door Mary saw she had a bloody nose and what appeared to be the beginnings of a black eye.  Moving only enough to let the girl through the door, the two looked at each other with wide eyes and gaping mouths.


Soon thereafter, Mary’s father came down the
