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The Good Neighbor
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The man sat in the room.  The room was colorful.  The colors came from orange curtains, a flowery couch, and a blue sweater that the man wore.  The man sat on the couch next to the fish tank.  He liked fish.  So did his kids.  He would often times feed the fish so the kids could enjoy the fish eating as much as he did just watching.  He also liked the kids.  They would sit and watch him for hours, amazed at his wisdom and gentleness.  And the man was very gentle.  He was a good neighbor.


The man had moved to the neighborhood a few years ago.  He moved all his things across town using one of the local trolleys.  He didn’t own a car – he would always use the trolley.  The trolley came by his stop three times a day: one at eight, one at twelve, and one at six.  He usually rode the six o’clock trolley to go visit his friend down at the post office.  Then the man and his friend would sit down on a couple of chairs in the foyer in the big post office building and talk about things.  The man would talk about his kids and what the weather was supposed to be like tomorrow.  The man’s friend would talk about post office dealings, the latest gossip moving about the town, and the war.  Every day the war was mentioned.  And every day the man would lean forward in his chair so he wouldn’t miss any detail.  The man’s friend’s son’s son was in the war.  Every day, when the man’s friend talked about the war, the man would look up, as if he was startled.  Then he would look down again at the floor or the wall or the help desk at the post office.  The man seemed excited to talk about the war.  Sometimes his friend would say something about how the war was affecting his son’s son and then the man would look up.  Every once in a while the man would grunt in agreement or grumble uneasily and move in his chair as if paranoid about something his friend had said.  Then, after a while, the two would sit in silence, looking out the third story window at the town and the sunset that was setting over its buildings.

At this, the man always seemed to drift away to another place.  When he stared at the sun’s rays, sometimes forgetting not to stare directly at the sun, his eyes would become watery and his face lost all expression.  Every day it would happen.  Every day the man and his friend would sit in the lobby in silent remembrance.  Every day the man would remember.

“Rogers, get down!” shouted the young man’s friend from behind him.  The young man had turned around to alert his company about the gunners on the top of the hill, yelling out their positions and numbers.  But now, the young man got down.

A mortar shell exploded.  Then another.  The young man got up as his commander was still shouting out orders to move.


They continued to race up the hill.  Blood and dirt now ran together oozing down the hill.  All the grass had been trampled except for the patches safely covered by the remains and fragments of the soldiers.  He continued to charge up the hill.

When they reached the middle of the hill, the company of twelve dove unharmed behind the dirt mound that had been made by blood and sweat and bravery and courage.

“Rogers, get on that gun!” shouted the young man’s friend.  The young man swiftly swung his sniper rifle out from behind him.  He loaded it with ease and gathered himself for the assault.  Two on the left at ten o’clock.  Three on the right at three.  Two clicks on the scope and four pushes down.  The young man raised under the covering fire of his comrades and shot.  One down, one to go.  With a quick pull of the bolt he reloaded.  Two down.  He moved on to the right.  One down.  Another reloading session.  The young man did all of this with ease and a sense of pride.  Suddenly, to his right and to his left, two men were cut in two with a stream of hot lead from the right gun.  The young man dipped behind the dirt, bullets impacting all around him.  He reached up for his helmet and pulled it tighter around his skull.

He looked to his right and to his left.  The two men lay in ruins, their mouths echoing screams across the battlefield.  “Rogers!  Get on that gun!” shouted the young man’s friend.  The young man swallowed hard, trying to keep himself together.  Fear began to swell inside of him.  He recited Psalm 23.

When the stream of firing finally ceased, the young man rose steadily and fired his weapon again.  Bull’s eye.  One left.  But his gun was jammed.  He knelt behind the dirt once more.

As the young man cleaned his rifle quickly and methodically, he felt the cool, summer breeze across his wet face.  He heard the waves through the distant firing and explosions, softly crashing upon the sand.  And he saw the sunset, gentle yet blazing across the sea’s horizon.  It bled colors of orange and red and pink.  All the while, the young man worked effortlessly in readying his rifle.

An unexpected hand clasped the man’s shoulder.  He was startled and cried out, “I’ve almost got him, sir!  I’ve almost got him!”  Then the hand upon the man’s shoulder clutched tighter.  Then the man looked up.  He saw his friend.  Then the man looked out the window.  The sky was black.  The man’s face was hard, and then he remembered he needed to feed his fish.  He slowly unclenched his tight fists.

“I’ll take you home, Rogers,” said the man’s friend.  And with that, the two walked out the brick building.

