
IX 

 The front yard where the two boys played was close to the road. The 

front porch of the home was elevated off the ground, but under the height 

that required banisters and railings. This allowed the boys to jump off and 

onto the platform that protruded from the brick home. As one boy would 

jump, the other would jump off in a synchronized performance of which only 

the boys knew its meaning. This continued for some time before the boys 

began to turn the game into a full-contact race, as do most activities turn 

when young males are the game’s sole participants. And as always when 

children's games become competitive, aggression can form. When one boy 

made the accusation that a hit from Chuck was especially egregious he 

decided his blow would not be limited to the confines of the game. He pulled 

his tiny fist back and aimed for Chuck’s right eye. The motor skills, balance, 

and hand-eye coordination of children this age is not yet fully formed. The 

punch went high and right of the strike zone and landed squarely on Chuck’s 

ear. Tears began to flow from both children. Chuck’s not so much from the 

physical pain but from such an unexpected outburst. The other boy was also 

crying. Upset about the pain now vibrating through his fingers and the 

realization that he had struck someone he considered a friend. 

 Chuck left the home without informing a parent and started for the 

sidewalk. This yard was not far from his own and he had walked the path 

several times, although those times permission had been granted by his 

parents. The other boy did not report Chuck’s peregrination to his parents as 

he would have to explain what brought about the early departure. 

 The lone pedestrian walked down the sidewalk and around the corner. 

He walked the road and counted the mailboxes. He made a game of picking 

up any sticks lying on the ground to see how many he could carry. He 

continued until he got to the intersection of his own street. 



 Far behind the boy, an older vehicle was going the same direction as 

the fledgling traveler. When the driver caught a glimpse of the boy they 

accelerated. The driver turned its signal on and followed through the 

intersection going the same course. The driver pulled alongside the small 

boy and a window was rolled down. The boy slowed his pace then came to a 

stop. The driver of the vehicle began a brief dialogue with Chuck. He 

dropped the sticks on the ground. 

 The door opened and the car, now 41 pounds heavier, drove away. No 

one hears it. No one sees it. No one knows but the driver and its occupant. 

 

You can purchase the entire novel for Amazon Kindle.   

Thank you. –G. Tyler Mills 

 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B006QRGVF4

