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Lots of nastiness going on about now. You don’t have to go far to find it. And I sure don’t want to share a 

dose of it here. The whole point of opening up and publishing this web site now rather than waiting until 

I was better prepared was to start sharing frequent reminders of non-scary, positive life experiences.  

Today, I was casting about for a fresh topic when I happened to look out the window at the house across 

the street. Two of the kids were rolling the trash and recycling containers out to the street for 

tomorrow’s pickup. The older son was upstairs practicing his drums – which you might think I’d find 

annoying, but no – it’s difficult to be annoyed at the noise when you can tell how diligently the kid is 

practicing. His Mom reports he starts high school next year and wants to be ready to audition for jazz 

band. I hope he makes it. 

This couple has four kids ranging from a (16 yr. old?) daughter down to maybe a fifth grader. They’re 

frequently outside riding bikes or scooters or playing tag. And in the eighteen months we’ve lived across 

from them, I’ve yet to hear a cross word between them. When there’s work to be done, they pitch in to 

follow their parents’ directions and never a sign of shirking or resentment. Yesterday, they were moving 

mounds of dirt and gravel from street to backyard using a wheelbarrow and kids’ wagons. And perhaps 

the coolest thing about them is that the older kids watch after the younger and include them in their 

games together. And when one of them gets hurt, it’s a sib who’s first on the scene.  

Mary and I finally met our daughter’s next door neighbor the other day when we made a grocery run for 

her (Angela’s on lockdown due to a potential exposure but so far, so good). Anyway, we noticed both 

front lawns were freshly mowed. Yup, he was doing his own and just kept going. Before he’d even met 

‘the lady next door.’  

Whooping sirens this morning signaled another parade of teachers from the local school coming through 

the neighborhood to say high to their students and reassure them that they weren’t forgotten. Every car 

was festooned with balloons and some with much more – you can always tell the art and kindergarten 

teachers in the crowd.  

Just about every person who walks by takes a moment to wave or shout hi.  

The woodworker around the corner sent me pics of his shop projects and asked if I needed any help. He 

knows about my back and always offers to help with any lifting chores.  

I went out the other day looking for my wife and found her talking over the fence with the new renter 

next door. Establishing connection, reassuring that neighbors are neighbors.  

Nothing particularly special for you today. As I said, just neighbors being neighbors but during these 

times, that’s a big thing.  

 


