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The battered cardboard scraps looked like a small mangy animal hiding in the wet grass.

Ron Gaither stood over it as though he were the lone guest at its private vigil. He could

feel the veins in his temple beginning to throb. It happened again. It was the second

time that month. He peered into the early morning fog that had settled over across his

lawn.

No lights could be seen behind the windows of the neighboring prairie styled ranches

around him. A gush of anger overtook him. He wanted to yell at the top of his lungs, but
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instead he slammed a fist into his palm. Who the hell did this? He knelt down as quickly

as his aged body would allow and pinched the cardboard between his fingers.

Damp, but not soaked. Those responsible must have made their visit only a few hours

ago when the rain ended. He examined it more closely in his hands. Creases enveloped

the scrawled the words he wrote in permanent marker.

PLEASE STOP LITTERING ANDKEEP SUMMERHILL BEAUTIFUL

The putrid chemical smell from the marker tickled his nostrils and made his stomach

tighten. He could feel his neck emitting heat. He turned abruptly and began walking to-

wards his home. Part of the eighty-four year old brick veneer porch glowed from the

light streaming from sidelights beside the door. The squeaking of his rubber soled boots

on the dewy grass mixed with the faint sounds of chirping birds that were beginning to

wake.

And then, he stopped.

A blotch of something white behind the hedges that lined the porches perimeter caught

his eyes. He crept closer towards it.

It looked bulky.

His heart began to pound. Was it truly and animal this time? He glanced at the door.

There was no way he could get to his Ruger hunting rifle without passing it. He had to

find out what it was. Before moving in closer, he did a quick survey of everything around

him. He found a rock the size of a silver dollar and hurled it in the direction of the foli-

age. The rock landed a few centimeters beside it. Close enough to scare anything lurking



between their branches.

Nothing. Not a stir.

He proceeded again, making longer strides.

He was a foot away and then -

“For Christ’s sake!”

He parted enough of the greenery to see a large white garbage bag with two filled in cir-

cles and an arc drawn onto it. A smiley face. In a rage he tore into the bag covering his

hands in an invisible slimy substance. The aroma of feces and old food struck his face

like a fist. Someone had deliberately placed the bag there to taunt him. It was one thing

to destroy his sign. In fact for six months straight they’ve obliterated every one he put

out. He started when he noticed an increase in the amount of debris collecting near his

home in the beloved small town he made his home since his birth. Their purpose was to

capture the attention of all those who drove by. The littering continued. Ron realized his

idyllic town was not home to the humane and good-natured people he always believed

were neighbors.

No. Whoever had the audacity - the very gumption to step onto his property could cause

him - a seventy year old helpless man harm.

They deserved to die and he knew just the men to call to get it done.

Squreeeeeeech!

Several months later on a quiet evening, the lone driver of a dingy gray sudan swerved

into the next block. His knuckles were turning into an unattractive shade of yellow as



they wrapped around the steering wheel. He whips his head around to the right, stretch-

ing his neck as far as it would go to get a better view out of the back window. The beam

of his pursuer’s headlights were faint across the dark street - not far away. He pounded

his fists into the wheel’s peeling skin, as if the inanimate piece of metal would respond

to the physical attack.

“Go-go-go! Go you stupid piece of-” A flash of light to his left. Another car had ap-

proached the intersection. The driver made a split decision and kept going. His eyes

bulged as the light washed over him. He caught the sight of the car in his periphery and

heard the sound of tires skidding.

The other driver slammed on his brakes. He heard a muffled female voice cry out to him

but he couldn’t make out any words. He kept all windows raised, his lights off, and his

foot on the gas.

The old houses whirled past him, their exteriors blended together in a maddening blur.

The street came to an end. He could either turn left or right.

He jerked the car to the left. He passed a number of streets and made a sharp turn once

again to the left onto Sycamore Grove Lane.

He peered over his shoulders once more. Only darkness. It was another neighborhood of

old homes. Quiet and still. He drove a little further then begin to slow down. He parked

the car on the side of the street near a crude sign made of cardboard with the words,

PLEASE STOP LITTERING AND KEEP SUMMERHILL BEAUTIFUL written across it.

He turned the car off and waited. He listened. Silence. No other cars, no headlights. He

investigated his surroundings. He scrambled into the backseat, took off his jacket and



curled his legs into his chest. He lay down and draped the jacket across his body. Mi-

nutes passed.

He wasn’t aware of the stealthy shuffle of feet and bodies creeping across the lawn as

they approached his vehicle.

A clenched wrist pounded the back window. The man’s body in the back seat jerked, but

he kept himself him the same position.

“There somebody in there?” he heard a man’s voice say.

“Yeh- somebody’s in here,” said the voice closest to him. “I think its him! Get up!” Some-

one fumbled with the handle. The man in the back seat remained still.

A different voice - groggy, chimed in. “Well, if he won’t get out - shoot him!”

Something struck the window repeatedly. The man laying in the back seat bolted up. He

saw three men who took a short step back. The elderly man was flanked by the others.

One held a small handgun which he raised and pointed at the window-shield.

“Get out!” he sneered, “Now!” Even in the darkness of the night how rage twisted their

features was visible- especially the older man. The driver unlocked the door. The man

with the gun grabbed the handle and snatched it open. “Get out!” As the driver rose to

his feet slowly, the older man approached him.

“So, you’re the one that’s been messing with my signs!” The driver shook his head franti-

cally.

“No - I -” The old man spoke quickly - spittle flying from his slightly parted lips.



“Who are you then? And are you doing sitting here in front of my home?” The driver

swallowed. His eyes darted from the gun and back to the old man.

“I’m- there’s-” he pointed up the street. “I can leave, now, and won’t come back-”

“So you did do it!” The man with the gun inched forward. He handed it to the other man

who remained silent and grabbed the driver’s arms. “Turn around!” He patted him from

the shoulders and down towards his knees. He did the same in the opposite direction -

but then froze near the pockets of his coat. The driver sidestepped, shifting his body

away. He reached behind him and pulled out the gun that was tucked at his backside. A

small object lunged from his coat and glistened met the asphalt.

Before he was able to lift it, the other gun went off. The bullet pierced the driver between

the eyes. His body had jerked back into the open car door. He slumped over and went

down, down, like a scarecrow falling from its post. The man lowered his gun and mo-

tioned to the old man.

“What should we do with him now PeePaw?” The old man grimaced.

“I’m calling the police. This man was parked outside my house armed.” He turned his

head, spat, and saw the tiny object laying next to the driver’s body. Frowning again, he

knelt down, picked it up and muttered, “All self defense.” He looked at the other men

and pocketed the object. “Neighborhood watch.” Then headed back towards his home.




