Nosy Neighbors
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Nosy neighbors are one of my pet peeves.  I am sure you have all known at least one in your life.  The guy who lives next door and watches your every move.  The one who can be more precise about what time your teenager arrived home last night than you can. The one who knows what day of the week your newspaper was not delivered and you had to call to bring one out.  I have one of those neighbors.  On one cold winter day when the temperature had dropped into the single digits, I heard a knock at the door.  When I opened the door and invited the guy next door in out of the cold, I found out that he was full of information.  He wanted to let me know and make sure that I was aware the there was newspaper being burnt in my fireplace.  I assured him that I was aware as I had place the newspaper in the fireplace underneath the wood to try to start a fire and bring some warmth into the family room to take the chill off.  After a disgruntled ohh he said ok and left. End of Story.  Not quite.  Ten minutes later there was another knock at the door.  As I headed for the door prepared to spend a few more minutes chatting about firestarting techniques, I noticed the flashing red lights in front of my house.   I hurried to the door to find a fireman standing there in full battle gear ready to fight the latest neighborhood catastrophe.  “Is everything all right” I asked as I jerked the door open expectation to find something engulfed in flames.  Yes said the fireman, we just had a report of a chimney fire at this address and need to check it out.  Of course I could not be told who called in the report, only that it was one of my neighbors.  I advised the firefighter that everything was fine and there was nothing to worry about, that the neighbor in question was concerned that I was creating a hazard by using newspaper shoved under a log to start a fire.  Three months later, my mother-in-law was visiting from out of state and was driving a box truck.  She parked the box truck on the street for the night as it would not fit in the driveway.  In the middle of the night, we received a phone call that a relative was in the hospital and would not survive.  Time was of the essence.  My wife and mother-in-law jumped in the car and left within the hour to head for Minnesota.  Needless to say, the next morning, as I was trying to make arrangements to join my wife and mother-in-law for the funeral, there was a knock on the door.  When I opened the door, there was a policeman to ask if that was my box truck.  I explained that no it wasn’t, that it belonged to my mother-in-law and she had to leave suddenly for a funeral.  He said I would have to move it immediately because one of the neighbors complained.  I wish I had time to tell more but I have to go call the police about the rust bucket parked in the neighbor’s driveway.   It sure does look bad in the neighborhood!
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