Closer Than a Brother by David Roby
What. What?!
Oh, someone is knocking at the door. Well, I should get up and see who it is. “Who is it?”


“It is I—your friend.”


“Oh. Well, come in please. Come in. What can I do for you?”


“I wish to ask you a favor.”


“Yes, what is it?”


“It’s something private, I’m afraid.”


“Private?”


“Yes, quite private.”


“Well, I hope there’s nothing wrong. I hope it isn’t anything serious.”


“Oh, no. Well, not really serious. I do have an important issue which needs dealing with, however. It’s very important.”


“Yes. Well, we’ll figure it out together. Come on, have a seat. Make yourself at home, because that’s what this is—your home.”


“Thank you, brother. Your hospitality makes this much easier.”


“Right. Now what is it?”


“Friend…it’s you. You are the problem.”


I think back to when I was younger and more susceptible to a change in opinion. Those were fond days, the fondest, I think. Those days I had nothing weighing on my shoulders but the strap for my school bag, and nothing weighing on my mind but the exam that morning in math class. Things are much deeper than math nowadays. Much deeper.

People were different then, too. They were themselves. Now, people change to be someone else, a compilation of all their idols and role-models. It is interesting to watch, but far too hurtful.

My friend and I would run to the river. We would race every time. It doesn’t matter who won; we both got there. When we reached the river, we would stop to catch our breath as we lay in the grass with only the gnats and the sky to watch over us. We swam with freedom in our hands and in our hearts.

When we had reached our late teens, and we were both in high school, we came across a problem. I didn’t like the way he treated the new friends I was making. He was clinging to me, and would not let go for anyone. “Please,” he would say. “Don’t leave me. We grew up together and look out for each other.” He definitely did not like the new friends I had made. He said they were a bad influence, and they would lead me into trouble I would not want to have to dig myself out of. I ignored him, and in fact rejected him for a long time. For many years. I thought I had it all figured out. I thought I knew. He was simply there to help me. That’s what I was blinded to—he was always there. My new friends did, in fact, desert me, and get me into more trouble than I wanted to have to get out of. In fact, I didn’t get out of it, and ended up spending some hard time in prison. I hated prison. It didn’t fit with my personality at all. I needed to be out, outside, free—like I once was. Prison taught me a lot though. It definitely did that. My friend was there waiting for me at the gate when I had gotten out…smiling.


“Listen. You don’t see what you’re doing here. It’s tearing you apart. You’ve got to kick this silly addiction. It should never have been given the right to control you.”


“You’re lying, my friend. It does not control me. I know when to stop drinking. I know. You don’t need to tell me that, alright? I know.”

“Friend, no you don’t. You can’t even see it.”


“I don’t have to listen to this.”


“Look. Even now you remove yourself from your seat, without noticing, to retrieve for yourself another drink. Shame on you my friend. You used to be strong. You used to be my brother. You used to trust me. You remember those days. Nothing has to change. You are not lost, for I am here to show you the light at the exit of the cave so you can finally break free of your prison.”


“I’m not in prison anymore.”


“Your heart is in chains. You can no longer think for yourself. The alcohol thinks for you. I’m telling you this as a brother. Please, listen and take head, lest I lose you forever.”


“Friend…you’re right. I have been so blind. I knew you’d help me. When I started this, I knew you’d be right there by my side to show me if I had strayed too far from you again. I knew you’d be there. Friend, you’ve always been there.” And he always was. We spent the rest of our lives together, and never left each other’s sides.

