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Country Mouse Gets Street Smart 

In Aesop's fable, “The Town Mouse and the Country Mouse,” two curious mice travel and 

explore each other’s opposite worlds.  The moral of the story is neither home was better, just 

different.  However, after they are chased in town by a couple of dogs, country mouse returned 

home and said, "better beans and bacon in peace than cakes and ale in fear."   

After being mugged in the city, I felt the same way country mouse did.  For me, the big 

city lost its appeal altogether.  Soon after, I quit my job in the Central West End neighborhood in 

St. Louis, Mo., where I was assaulted.    

I never thought it would happen to me.  Getting mugged was something that only 

happened on television.  I often went into the city without any concerns, like I was immune to 

crime.   

It was only about 5 p.m., so it wasn't completely dark yet.  The night was calm.  The 

temperature felt just right, so much so my coat was draped over my arm.  I walked down the 

sidewalk toward my boyfriend's apartment building. I carried a soda in one hand and talked on my 

cell with the other.   

I passed a young man on the sidewalk.  We made eye contact and he smiled back.  A few 

moments later, just as I was about to enter the apartment building, I felt a tug on my bag.  I turned 

around to find the same guy right in my face.  He mumbled something.  At first, I thought he was 

asking for money.  The Central West End is notorious for panhandling, so I ignored him and 

turned back around.  He wasn't giving up easily.  He said, “Gimme your purse.”  It took me a 

second to figure out what was happening.  I could run, I thought.  I looked to my left, but 
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bushes were in the way.  I looked quickly to my right, but there was a chain strung along the walk.  

There was no escape.  I screamed and then he shoved a pointed object into my pelvic area.  “I 

have a gun,” he said.  “I’m not going to hurt you, give me your purse.” He grabbed my left hand 

and eventually got my cell phone away from me.   

I made the mistake of trying to get away.  He started to yank my purse from me, but pulled 

me off balance in the process.  I was entwined with the purse straps and tripped because of my 

high heels.  I fell to the concrete.  He dragged me down the walk by my purse until the strap 

broke from underneath me.   

He ran swiftly down the street and was gone.  I continued to scream to no avail.  I picked 

myself up and quickly got to safely.  I noticed blood was gushing from my hand like a fountain.  I 

had suffered a deep laceration on my left hand and serious bruising on my knees.  

I called the police. The officer arrived within minutes and took all my information.  She 

took his description and put out an APB (all points bulletin).  Officer Kelley Tippett praised me 

for making a police report.  She said that most of the time, crimes like this go unreported.   

“We try our best to patrol the area as much as we can,” Tippett said. I rambled off more 

contents of my purse.  The officer said I was very lucky that was all he wanted because it could 

have been much worse.  The incident was very traumatic for me, nevertheless.  Unfortunately, 

my anguish didn’t end there. 

I had to deal with the aftermath months later.  The assailant decided to go on a shopping 

spree at my expense.  Apparently, the $240 in my wallet and numerous gift cards weren’t enough.   
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I was able to get all credit card charges taken off, but more problems emerged.   

The assailant cashed several checks with amounts ranging from $25 to $280.  Although I 

closed my checking account, these checks ended up at collection agencies.  About every week, I 

received a returned check in the mail along with a nasty collections letter.      

There were several steps I had to take to ensure that my credit wasn't ruined. Because there 

were several bad checks written in several places, different companies bought the checks.  I had to 

contact each company to see what their fraudulent checks policy was.  Some were very strict.  

They required a copy of the police report and a notarized affidavit.  This is a form that I had to fill 

out, explain the situation and have stamped by a notary public.   

The original mugging report wasn’t enough.  I had to file police reports where the 

fraudulent checks were written.  The assailant wrote checks in Cahokia, Ill. and Florissant, Mo. 

Also, the police department charges for each copy and some reports were not easy to acquire.   

I also had to take steps to ensure my identity wasn't stolen.  I had to contact all three major 

credit bureaus (Experian, Equifax and TransUnion) and have my account flagged.  This made it 

pretty difficult for me or anyone else to open up a new line of credit.  I postponed going back to 

school because of the incident, but also because I was unable to take out a loan for the tuition.  

I managed to get through all of the aggravation and was able to put the ordeal behind me.  

I refused to let fear run my life.  I am just more astute when I travel to the city these days.  
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In essence, I have downsized my life.  I leave all credit cards, checks and anything of sentimental 

value at home.  I only carry minimal amounts of cash on me.  I no longer carry over sized purses 

or anything else that will draw attention.  I never walk alone, especially at night.  The cell phone 

stays in my pocket.  I keep my hands free.  Most importantly, I am always aware of my 

surroundings.  To help prevent crime, it is essential that you don’t make yourself an easy target.       

I often mention Aesop's fable when I talk about what happened.  For a little country 

mouse, I sure have learned how to survive like a big city mouse. 
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