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Travis Du Priest
Next Door Neighbors

by Travis Du Priest

RONNIE

Ronnie moves fast. Ronnie hops, skips, and jumps from his truck to his porch. 
Ronnie squeals off. Ronnie squeals in, bumping over the bumps of his drive, revving 
up and off his engine. Ronnie drinks beer. Ronnie buys a lot of beer. Ronnie drinks 
all the beer he buys. Ronnie pitches his beer bottles one by one into a large oil drum. 
Ronnie dumps Pampers on top of the oil drum full of beer bottles. Ronnie pitches the 
new beer bottles on the ground next to the oil drum full of beer bottles and Pampers. 
Ronnie has a go-cart. Ronnie bought the go-cart after the little boy down the street 
got his go-cart. Ronnie doesn’t drive his go-cart. Ronnie works on his go-cart. Ron-
nie works on his go-cart when he doesn’t work on his riding lawn mower. Ronnie 
bought his riding lawn mower when the little boy down the street who cuts grass for 
the neighbors got his riding lawn mower. Ronnie doesn’t cut the neighbors’ grass. 
Ronnie doesn’t cut his own grass. Ronnie has very little grass to cut. Ronnie’s back 
yard is small and mainly has lawn chairs, oil drums, beer bottles, plastic baby bumper 
cars, and dog poop. Ronnie had a dog. Ronnie’s dog was cute. Ronnie’s dog was a 
cute little beagle. Ronnie’s cute little beagle hurt his leg one day. Ronnie’s beagle 
wasn’t able to go up and down the backdoor steps for three weeks. Ronnie’s beagle 
had a cast on his leg for a while. Ronnie’s beagle took his cast off and looked better 
for two weeks. Ronnie’s beagle died one day. Ronnie and his wife buried their beagle 
in what was once a flower border by the backyard fence one night about 12:30. Ron-
nie’s wife cried. Ronnie and his wife stayed up all night. Ronnie and his wife left the 
lights on in the house all night. Ronnie got home from work about 11:15 every night. 
Ronnie smoked Winstons when he drank beer. Ronnie often went out to get beer and 
cigarettes after he got home from work. Ronnie’s wife made a fire in the fireplace every 
day all year long. Ronnie and his wife yelled at each other a lot of nights. Ronnie’s 
and his wife’s baby girl stayed up with them. Ronnie’s baby girl with a pacifier in her 
mouth prowled around the house and on the porch a lot of the night. Ronnie chopped 
all his own firewood. Ronnie chopped firewood on his concrete driveway. Ronnie’s 
concrete driveway became very cracked. Ronnie decided one day he would dig up 
his driveway. Ronnie tried to dig up his driveway with his snowplow attached to the 
front of his pickup. It didn’t work. Ronnie’s cracked, half demolished driveway was 
a mess. Especially when it rained. Ronnie chopped firewood day and night. Ronnie’s 
adopted son watched him chop firewood. Ronnie’s adopted son sometimes tried to 
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chop firewood when Ronnie wasn’t chopping. Ronnie’s adopted son stayed up most 
of the night and took care of his baby sister while Ronnie and his wife drank beer 
and smoked cigarettes. Ronnie’s adopted son and baby girl sat on the floor to watch 
television. Ronnie’s adopted son and baby daughter watched TV most of the night. 
Ronnie’s wife watched TV most of the day. Ronnie’s TV was never turned off. Ronnie 
didn’t watch TV much. Ronnie relaxed by working on his pickup truck. Ronnie’s pride 
and joy was a ’78 Chevy pickup. One afternoon, Ronnie’s pride and joy got trashed 
in a wreck. Ronnie’s pride and joy couldn’t be fixed because Ronnie didn’t have any 
insurance. Ronnie’s pride and joy was towed to his cracked driveway. Ronnie told 
all the neighbors he was going to restore his ’78 Chevy. Ronnie never did restore his 
’78 Chevy. Ronnie’s ’78 Chevy with four flat tires was in his driveway for a year and 
six months. Ronnie’s ’78 Chevy never was driven again. Ronnie’s ’78 Chevy pickup 
became a dump for tires, tarps, beer cans, and bits of the concrete driveway that Ronnie 
had tried to dig up with his snow plow. Ronnie got a new pickup. Ronnie’s new pickup 
wasn’t new. Ronnie’s new pickup was an ’85 Chevy. Ronnie’s ’85 Chevy didn’t idle 
well. Ronnie’s ’85 Chevy choked a lot. Ronnie worked on his ’85 Chevy in every spare 
minute. Ronnie listened to Country and Western music, smoked Winstons, and drank 
beer while he worked on his truck. Ronnie didn’t actually work on his truck. Ronnie 
worked in his truck. Ronnie got inside the motor of his ’85 Chevy pickup every day 
of the year, summer or winter. Ronnie wore Jeans and a t-shirt every day of the year.  
Ronnie stayed inside the ’85 Chevy motor a lot, drinking beer and smoking Winstons. 
Ronnie’s adopted son and daughter hung around the truck a lot. Ronnie’s wife was 
inside watching TV. Ronnie worked on neighbors’ cars when he wasn’t working on 
his own pickup. Ronnie parked the neighbors’ cars across the sidewalk between his 
driveway where the trashed ’78 pickup sat and the street where his ’85 Chevy was 
idling poorly, but just enough, when floored, to provide a jump start. Ronnie jump 
started a lot. At Halloween Ronnie drove his ’85 Chevy pick-up across the sidewalk 
and into his front yard right up to the front porch. Ronne jacked up the rear end of the 
’85 Chevy pick-up to look like it had crashed into the porch with the stuffed driver’s 
bloody head smashed against the windshield. Ronnie’s crashed ’85 Chevy pick-up 
with its stuffed driver’s bloody head smashed against the windshield stayed like this 
for two weeks. Ronnie and his wife had friends over in the summer. Ronnie and his 
wife and friends liked to sit in folding chairs on the front sidewalk and burn firewood 
in the barbecue and throw beer bottles into the oil drum. Ronnie and his wife had one 
friend, a woman who knew only two words: Fuck and Shit. Ronnie’s and his wife’s 
friend was very creative; she could use Fuck and Shit as nouns, verbs, adjectives and 
adverbs all in one sentence. One day Ronnie didn’t go to work. Ronnie and his wife 
and adopted son and baby girl stayed home a lot and ate McDonald’s burgers and fries. 
One day Ronnie packed up everything he owned and put it in a storage unit. Another 
day Ronnie and his wife and baby daughter moved away. Ronnie was 26 years old. 
Ronnie took bankruptcy. Ronnie’s adopted son stayed with his grandparents to finish 
school. Ronnie and his wife and adopted son and baby and wrecked ’78 Chevy and 
poorly idling ’85 pickup and dead dog were our next door neighbors for two years. 
Ronnie lives out west now and works in a lumber camp. The bank came and towed 
away the ’78 Chevy pick up with four flat tires filled with trash on a flat bed. The 
dead dog rests in peace. The little boy down the street who cuts our grass told me he 
thinks Ronnie’s riding lawn mower and go-cart are still in the garage.
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TRAVIS

Travis is weird. I don’t know who the hell he thinks he is, but he is one pretentious 
jerk. Travis comes over to introduce himself when we moved into the neighborhood 
and says, How do you do. How do you do? Who the hell says, How do you do? So 
I says to Travis, Okay, I guess. Travis dresses funny. Travis wears the clothes the 
nerds used to wear when I was in High School. Travis wears khaki pants and crew 
neck sweaters. I don’t think the guy owns a pair of jeans. For God’s sake, what kind 
of man doesn’t even own a pair of jeans. And he doesn’t wear a hat either. Once I saw 
him with one of those, I don’t know what you call ’em, golf hats. 

A fruity-looking little wool thing with a little bill on the front. He looked like Elmer 
Fudd. Pretentious as all shit. I mean, the guy looked even sillier than he normally 
looks. I bet he doesn’t even own a baseball cap. I’ve never seen the guy wearing a 
baseball cap, right side front or front side back. Never. What kind of guy doesn’t even 
own a baseball cap? That’s enough right there for you to see what kind of weirdo 
I’m talking about. And no beer. I’ve never seen the guy bring beer into his house. 
Well, once I did see him with a six pack of some kind of dark shit. Lowenbrau or 
whatever. Trying to impress somebody, I guess. See what I mean? Hell, that one six 
pack probably lasted the guy six weeks. Speaking of brows, what the hell gives with 
wearing overcoats with suede collars? Is that like totally queer, or what? The guy 
actually leaves his house with this black coat and funny brown collar, waves with 
half his back to me and says, Hi, how’re you doing? It’s that same kind of How-do-
you-do crap. As if he cared. Travis is nice to our kids. Sometimes I think he actually 
likes the kids. He gave our son a book one Christmas. And he and his wife both came 
over the night we had to call the ambulance for our little girl. They offered to stay in 
the house if we wanted to take her to the hospital. Travis never set foot in our house 
again. The weirdest thing about Travis, though, is that he never once jacked up his 
car, or changed his oil, or set the timing or did any fuckin’ thing on his own car. Oh, 
yeah, he has this old Volvo. Get out of town—an old Volvo. Who the hell, except 
some pretentious know-it-all drives an old Volvo? The thing can barely make the 180 
degree turn around the median to park in his driveway. Hell, I’d rather be caught dead 
than drive that piece of shit. In fact, I wonder if the guy ever even takes a shit? He’s 
so full of it. At first his wife says, Sure go ahead and dig up your drive way and put 
a fence from your house to ours. And the very next day she’s out there saying, No 
we don’t think it’s a good idea to block off our side yard so we can’t even walk the 
property line. They’re weird. They’re both weird. He’s weirder than she is, though. 
Outside taking pictures of my ’78 Chevy. Thing hasn’t been driven in over a year. 
Why the hell does that jerk want a picture of my ’78 Chevy? Or the pile of junk in it? 
What the hell difference is it to him? The jerk had indoor shutters put in his kitchen, I 
suppose, ’cause he didn’t want to watch me chop wood. Hell, they don’t have to watch 
any fuckin’ thing we do. I crawl inside my engine and hope my butt crack smiles at 
the guy. We buried our dog in the backyard the other night and I took a piss off my 
back porch. I bet they didn’t see that, but what the hell do I care if they did? Hell, I 
wish they had. I’ll piss where and when I want to. I bet Travis has never taken a leak 
outside in his whole life. Pecker-head, probably pees in a china pot. I’ve never seen 
people like them. Not growing up in Nebraska or working out here in Oregon. I’m 
glad we moved. I miss my go-cart and my riding lawnmower, and I miss some of the 
neighbors. And it was a good driveway to work on my trucks. But I sure as hell don’t 
miss that pretentious ass next door.


