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The Way Things Are

“Everything has a beginning and an ending son. We all follow our life in patterns. Cycles if you will.”

Casey Coleburn heard his father, Sheriff Coleburn speaking, but he wasn’t listening. You couldn’t fault the young boy for it. Like most ten-year-olds, he was quite precocious and had a very short attention span. His father the local sheriff of their small town of Stone’s Throw, liked to ramble a lot about the things he had learned in life. Such talk bored little Casey, but it was just his nature as a boy. The Sheriff was also acting naturally, as a father who wanted to teach his son hard-earned life lessons. It was just the way things were, and neither could be blamed for it.

“Uh-huh. I hear you, Dad.”

Coleburn smiled at his son’s rather nonchalant reply. “Do you now? Really?”

“I’m listening, Pop!”

The sheriff knew that his son was not really listening, but he didn’t hold it against him. He knew the nature of things as they were. He was just acting his age. And while he wasn’t up to listening to a lecture, he was still very curious about other things. Like boys his age, he noticed the smallest things that most people would not really care much about. He could see that a spider crawling on the floor was what caught his son’s attention.

“Mighty unusual for that spider to be crawling on the floor, son. Something like that usually spins its web on the walls or ceiling.” he said.

“I think it’s injured, Pop. It’s limping along and moving pretty slowly.”

“You even noticed that son? You really do have an eye for the little things. Maybe you should be like that Darwin fellow from the across the pond. Studying animals and such...”

“Who’s that, Dad?”

The sheriff smiled. It was still a luxury to be literate in those times. He considered himself pretty lucky to be one of the few people who could read. Casey could too, but he was not very into it. He was often daydreaming in Sunday School and this concerned his father.

“You should pay more attention to your lessons in school, son. You might actually learn a thing or two.”

“It’s boring, Dad! I would rather just study these bugs or do what you do. Take down the bad outlaws and protect the town!”

The sheriff had mixed feelings about what his son just said. He was concerned about Casey being bored at school, but it also amused him. He was dealing with a ten-year-old, after all. You couldn’t expect him to always be so attentive. But what really concerned the sheriff was how Casey viewed his job. The way he described it, it sounded as if the sheriff’s job was something simple and pleasant. It was of course, anything but. Killing a man was probably one of the most complex things you could do in your life. It was not as simple as it was often portrayed to be. Once the act was done, it could haunt you and keep you awake at night. The sheriff was a keeper of the peace, but he was not exempt of this rule. He had taken down his fair share of outlaws, but they all still haunted him to this day. And of course, it was also a very dangerous task. If the sheriff would have his way, his son would grow to be like Darwin, a bookish, introverted but brilliant man studying animals. He wouldn’t want him pursuing his dangerous life of upholding the law and taking down outlaws. No decent father would want that kind of a life for his son.

“My life isn’t as cut and dry as you think Son. Upholding the law’s dangerous business. Badmen don’t just lie down and let you shoot them. No, they shoot back.”

“But you’re a better shot than they are, Pop! You always are. Ain’t nobody a better shot than my father.”

“You warm my heart with your faith, Son. Anyways, what happened to that spider over there?”

“I can’t say, Dad. He’s not moving no more. I think he’s dead.”

Sheriff Coleburn shook his head. It was a sobering reminder. Even in the world of insects, the same laws of life and death applied.

“Well, it’s just like I said, Son. Everything moves in a cycle. Life and death. I guess the poor critter just reached the end of his cycle.”

Casey was about to say something, when one of the townsfolk ran towards the sheriff. He looked desperate and terrified.

“Sheriff! Some men are robbing the bank! You got to do something!” he said, catching his breath as he spoke.

Coleburn jumped into action. He heard the man’s desperate plea for help and he had to respond. He jumped out of his seat and began running towards the bank.

“Stay here, Casey! I have work to do!” he said.

The sheriff ran towards the bank so fast that he didn’t hear his son calling to him.
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