Road Verge Rage
Norma Beasley

It was boiling hot outside.

I had just returned home from a CVS pharmacy after purchasing some Claritin D, a decongestant that relieves allergy symptoms. I locked the car door and checked my surroundings before entering the house. As I glanced toward the street, I could not believe my eyes. My road verge, a strip of grass or plants between the roadway and the sidewalk was a complete mess. I, as the homeowner am responsible for the property in front of my house. Yet, someone had made a mess out of what I am responsible for. Being a very meticulous person, I didn’t appreciate what was done. Clenching my teeth, I marched next door to my new neighbor’s house and rang the bell. There was no immediate answer, but I could hear voices inside. Now, pounding on the door, it opened. Olivia, a young petite brunette, answered the door. 

“Did you have someone cut your grass today,” I asked. I knew she had because the lawn cut was nice and even and weeds had been pulled.

“Yes, why?

Gesturing with a wave of my hand, “Come, I need to show you something.” She followed, perhaps sensing something was very wrong. “Look what the landscaper did. He cut around the edges of the strip and left the middle undone. Who cuts grass like this? It looks crappy and reflects badly on the owner. Besides, he didn’t even blow the grass clippings away. The strip looks like a bowl shape haircut!”

“Oh my, I just got home and hadn’t noticed. I’m so sorry. I’ll tell him not to do this again.”

“I prefer he not cut at all than to leave it like this. Well, I’ll sweep up the clippings and see what I can do to even out the cut. My yardman will not be doing any mowing for me until next week.”

“I’ll make it up to you,” she said, meekly. Olivia turned away and walked towards her home.

I went home too. The mess was rectified the next morning.

