The Sniper Incident

By Richard Sparks

My high school buddies Art and Hugh were in my bedroom. My brother, Bob was downstairs in the living room. I was in the bedroom closet, where the other two had locked me. I heard Art, apparently looking out the window, say, “There go Rocky and Ronny (fellow GWites).” I heard the sound of my BB gun being cocked and fired. I didn't give it much thought because we frequently shot each other without any lasting damage. “I hit Ronny! The closet door flew open and the other two ran down the stairs. I followed, passing the front door as the victim and his companion reached the porch. With the trigger man vanishing out the back door, talk was useless. I slammed and locked the front door, then left to catch up to Art and Hugh. 

When I returned home, the place was deserted, and a mess. The living room rug was soaked, obviously from the garden hose, which still protruded through the mail slot. I mopped up the mess, and hung the rug in the backyard, but no matter what I did, my father was going to want a good explanation for this one.

I heard someone at the front door. It turned out to be a policeman looking for my brother. He said he was wanted in connection with a shooting. I volunteered that Art had shot Ronny, and the cop believed me. He collected the BB gun and left to find Art. 

My dread at the imminent arrival of my dad was compounded with guilt from having fingered Art. I couldn't believe how this prank had gotten out of hand. Moving fast to beat the cop's arrival at Art's I dialed his phone number. Unfortunately he had not arrived home yet, and I found myself speaking to his mother. My mind raced, but I could not think of a way to ease into this; I just had to blurt out that the police were looking for Art. Suddenly, I found myself talking to Art's father. Then, the police arrived at their door, and my father walked up our front steps. 

Unbelievably, Dad took it all with good humor, even after I got a summons and he had to take a day of leave to appear in court with me. On that day, the principals and their assorted relatives gathered at the courthouse. It was tense. Art looked horrible and his mother was a wreck. We all milled in the hall, not making eye contact. Then the judge called Art and Ronny into his chambers. Shortly, Art came out and, fighting tears, apologized to Ronny and his family. It was all over.  

The important footnote was pointed out later by Hugh. He observed that during the time Art was being sought as a shooting suspect (presumably a serious offense), he and Art were walking unawares up and down King Street, right where I told the police they could be found. 

