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Author’s Note

I once read this in a novel that I loved...

“I believe a lot of people can get to be about ninety percent of whatever is possible for them all by themselves. The last ten percent you can’t make on your own. You have to have someone else, not so much to help you along, as to make you understand that it is, finally, worth trying for.”

When I read this, I had only just begun this novella, and I kept this quote in mind while finishing it. I think that you, the reader, will understand why this quote is so relevant upon reading about my two main characters. 

This book is dedicated to my grandfather, Charles. He was a United States Army Veteran whose hobby gave me the inspiration for this story.

Enjoy.

Chapter 1: 1939

While lawn mowers were being pushed along green yards with beads of sweat coming from the foreheads of middle-aged men, a long way away there was a staticky radio on low volume. The streets were clean, and the neighborhood colors were beautifully vibrant. Picket fences surrounded each house like an army keeping all the bad from destroying the good. But in this neighborhood, at this time in America, there was no harm that was going to happen inside or outside of the picket fences that stood tall and white in the 1939 sun on August 1st.

It was a predominantly white community that surrounded the two, but that they could care less about. America was for everyone in their eyes. How true they wished it was. Rather than blend with the times, the young, fifteen-year-old boy who was covered in soil while planting various flowers with his beautiful, yet slightly overweight mother, had a best friend in the world. Who happened to be a black teenager named Harvey. His household was the only colored one on the whole street of Cordward in Jatlin county. Harvey was eight houses down from the boy who was bent over in the garden.

Michael and his mother, Debbie had a colorful assortment of flowers that continued to grow in abundance week after week. There were iris flowers, calla lilies, sunflowers (thick and tall) and an enormous assortment of colored roses.

Debbie left momentarily while Michael was watering the impressive sun flowers, reaching his right arm high in the air, making sure to wet every speckle of dirt surrounding the strong root. She came out with lemonade that she had prepared the night before while Michael’s father, Steven was in the basement building an addition for the wooden frames that surrounded the gorgeous display of horticulture at its finest. Steven was so good with his hands, and it was a shame that he blistered them day after day working in the old and depressing shoe factory three miles away.

“Not too fast. You’ll get a hurt stomach.” Debbie warned her son as he gulped the entire glass of lemonade with intent to refill his glass immediately. She took small sips with tight lips.

“Sorry, mom.” Michael had a large smile on his face. He was a handsome young man who kept himself clean cut and presentable when he was not covered in dirt from the yard. He was skinny but had toned muscles. Average height, just like his father.

The two sat Indian style on the grass, just looking at their creation of life that was a hobby loved by both.

Glasses were poured until the pitcher was almost empty, but there was just enough left for one more glass. Perfect timing too. Steven was just getting home from the factory. The timing was perfect because Debbie made it perfect. She was so aware and courteous all the time.

Ronald was dropping Steven off in front of the house in his truck. Ronald was Harvey’s father who was a gentle and soft-spoken man. It was an atrocity that the rest of the community looked down upon him and his son. Ronald was a complicated man though. He had a good amount of money for a black man it 1939 and that was odd. Did people dislike him for his skin color? The ways he made money? Or both? Steven and Debbie knew what he did but turned the other cheek and enjoyed the friendship that had blossomed thanks to their sons being best buds.

Ronald gave a large wave and an even larger smile as Steven hopped out of the truck and approached his family.

The sun was still beaming bright and loud barking from a German shepherd came from a far distance. The water that Michael poured on the garden was glistening on the pedals of the flowers as Steven took a noticeable whiff of the air and greeted his wife with a peck on the cheek followed by him rustling his son’s thick head of brown hair. He enjoyed the glass of cheek pinching lemonade.

1939 was perfect for the family. Sure, Steven hated his occupation, but his family was happy and healthy. What more can a person ask for? During this time, no one was able to appreciate how humbly simple everything was. It was before many luxuries that were to come in the following decades, but everything was better than it could ever or would ever be. Steven was unaware that all he was thankful for was going to lessen in significant fashion in the near years to come.

When the school year was to start, much would be different for all around the world. A man named Adolf Hitler would invade Poland and create the beginning of a devastation for Europe. And later the country of Japan would attack and bring tears to all who bled red, white and blue. 

Michael’s eyes would be witnessing World War II, but a month or so after that day in the garden, his eyes would also be witnessing a young blonde who would become the love of his life.

Until then, Michael was going to have the best times with his best friend, Harvey.

Chapter 2: Michael and Harvey 

It was a Tuesday. It also happened to be an enormously bright day. The sky was the purest light-colored blue it could be with clouds only here or there. When Michael and Harvey were much younger, the two would point out the shapes they believed they witnessed the clouds to form into. Harvey would even tell Michael which clouds were out on these days years ago. Cirrocumulus clouds which looked like a pond, fresh after throwing in a pebble. Cirrostratus clouds which Harvey called the sun’s halo for its effect around the sun high up in the sky. Cirrus clouds were Harvey’s favorite. Wispiness that reminded him of a time he had seen a large wheat field blowing in the mild wind.

Believe it or not, in the 1930’s Harvey was a walking contradiction in the eyes of most. Because of the times, black boys like him were not looked upon as educated but he was as smart as a whip. Sometimes even smarter than Michael, but they both had their moments.

Right here on this Tuesday, though, Michael had taken string from his father’s workshop and attached it to two girthy twigs and both of them went fishing with some nightcrawlers that they had dug up early that morning. There were hardly any bites that day, but the two just sat, side by side.

This was a calm day. As calm as the teenagers seemed at the lake, they were more rambunctious than most.

One year prior, they had nearly been caught peeping through the crack of a warehouse where burlesque shows were known to be held. Harvey was having a blast, with a grin on his chubby face, but Michael was quite nervous. If Harvey was caught peeking at white women... Michael did not want to think any further. After a wink and a nudge from his best friend though, Michael joined in on the pleasure of the buffet of women’s skin dancing on stage. This was the age, fourteen, that is when Michael really started thinking about girls. He always liked them and found them cute, but now, he noticed them more than what was used to be regular for him personally.

Other times there would be alley crap games (for fun as they gave each other their pennies back when they were finished) and a lot more activities that were looked down upon back then. In their eyes they did not care. What teenagers ever do? Although they were respectful, they had to have some fun.

After the unsuccessful fishing, the two challenged each other to a push-up contest and when Harvey finally admitted defeat, they parted ways and returned to their homes for supper.

On both of the families’ tables, there were great options of side dishes and a great main meat or fish. Steven’s job was okay, so they didn’t struggle too
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