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An Unforgettable Friend 5 9 2022
	I enthusiastically ran up the second-floor steps of a prominent Portland Ave duplex in Minneapolis. I had finished working an eight-hour day shift as an entry-level machinist and arc welder in North Minneapolis. It was a short day for a farm kid, and I looked forward to sharing a meal and conversation again with five other Stearns County, Minnesota, farm kids. I particularly enjoyed this time because I no longer had the weight of unfinished work to be done in the barns or fields after our evening meal. 
It had been a few months since I left the farm in the summer of 1965, and all was going well–or so I thought. After the leisurely dinner, we moved to the living room, and Tony said we needed to talk. Tony was one of the fellow renters who initially signed the lease. He said, “Today, the landlord talked to me, and said ‘we warned you before about the new guy running up the steps…he runs up the stairs…and it’s so loud on the first floor… disturbs my wife and the kids.’ And he told me, ‘It needs to stop, and besides, this person is not on the lease.’” 
	“I’m sorry, I forgot. I always run up steps, even ladders. I should have taken the landlord’s earlier concerns more seriously.”
	Hearing I was not on the lease, I recalled how my friend, Ron, had invited me to the Cities, our term for the Minneapolis & St. Paul Metro area. He had said, “you can stay with the five of us, all farm kids too, on the second floor of this big house…you can get a job, earn money, and go to school.” I also remember him saying he was sure the others in this large apartment wouldn’t mind. But they did care because I could jeopardize their relationship with the landlord.
Ron Leither was a childhood friend. His invitation gave me a path off the farm and access to schooling and a career. When we were nearing eighteen and our need to register for the military, he suggested we join the local U. S. Army Reserve. And together, we had survived a car accident that could have killed everyone in the car. 
Ron was a likable guy. He met everyone with a smile showcasing his blue eyes and a complete set of white teeth set off by his tanned leathery skin that came with his year-round outdoor construction work. His signature tousled brown hair, clean shaven, and prominent oval cheeks made a conversation with him enticing.    
	I was disillusioned. Never had my sense of urgency been a problem. And I surely didn’t want to be a nuisance to the landlord’s wife and kids. But it was clear I needed to leave the apartment. Where do I go now? I can’t afford an apartment on my own, and I am not going back to the farm. 
	Within seconds after the announcement, Ron confidently steps forward and states, “I don’t know how fair this is to have Vern kicked out for running up the stairs, but…Vern, how about you and I get another place?” 
If I had been Italian or French, I would have hugged him. As we were stoic Germans, all I could do was say, “Thanks, Ron.” 
It has been said, “True friends show up during tough times.” That is Ron, an unforgettable true friend. And in a few weeks, we rented a smaller furnished duplex that we shared until Diane O’Neill, and I were married about a year later, on October 29, 1966. 
We never had a landlord complaint on Stevens Avenue.  

	



