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I Don’t Get Involved 

The clock flashes 9:15pm, illuminating my half empty bedroom. He decided to get an 

early start.  I consider myself a good neighbor. I don’t get involved. I wonder about the boy 

though. He is shy, but pleasant, and always a little withdrawn.  

Music helps to drown out the noise that travels through the thin walls of my small, one 

bedroom apartment. I put on “Don’t Stop Believing” by Journey. The serenade of Steve Perry 

takes me to my toddler years of playing with my parents in our small shaded front yard with the 

music blasting from that old rusty blue Cadillac.  

Finally, it’s quiet again. I turn off the music, put away my puzzle, and fall to sleep with a 

knot in my stomach. My doctor says it’s ulcers, but I know better. 

Bright blues and reds flood my room casting hues of dread and sorrowful shadows over 

me. From the window, I spot a limp body on a stretcher surrounded by spectators. The knot in 

my stomach tightens at the startle of a knock on the door.   

“Hello, sir,” said the officer. 

“Can I help you?” 

“I’m officer Smith. I hate to wake you at such late hours. There was an incident at one of 

the duplexes tonight. Did you hear anything?” 



“Not really, just lots of shouting, but that’s pretty normal.” 

“So, you did hear something?”  

“If that’s something. Like I said, that’s pretty normal around here. You just ride it out 

until it’s over. Did something happen to the little boy?” 

“Little boy? There was an armed robbery and someone got shot. Is there something else 

we need to look into?” 

“No, I’m sorry. I must’ve been mistaken.” The knot in my stomach pushes acid to my 

chest. It’s not my place to get involved. 

Officer Smith’s critical glare from his steal blue eyes is burning right through my truth 

and ripping it down the seams.  

“So, Officer Smith, is that all?” 

“Yes, I’m sorry. I need to take down your name please.”  

“Yes, sir. Marcus Daily.” We go through a series of routine questions. 

“Now, you said before that you’re accustomed to loud shouting here. Do you know the 

source of this noise?” 

“Not really, it’s just noisy out here.” 

“I see. Was tonight any different? Did you notice an increase in activity or strange 

behavior?” 

“No, sir. It was pretty ordinary.” 

“Have you ever felt endangered or feared for the safety of another tenant?” 

Heat went all through my body followed by chills.  



“I would think if anyone was in danger they’d call you themselves, wouldn’t they?” He 

furrows his brow. There goes that piercing stare that is taking me apart again. Such scrutinizing 

eyes.  

“I suppose they would, Mr. Daily. Thank you for your time. Once again, I apologize for 

interrupting your sleep. Goodnight, sir.” 

Just like that he was gone and I made a quick dash to the bathroom. Maybe it is ulcers.  

I lie awake staring at the white textured ceiling in my room. Should I get involved? Is it 

too much to ask for a good night’s sleep? I bet my father would’ve never intervened if he’d 

known it would cost him his life and theirs too. It will only make things worse. It always does.  

On my way to take out the trash, I bump into my neighbor. She is worn and timid. 

 “Here, let me get that for you. That’s a big bag for such a small lady.” 

 “Thank you, but—.” Garbage pours from the bottom of her bag.   

 “Well, at least let me help you with this mess.” I run back inside to get my broom, 

dustpan, and a fresh garbage bag. Her sleeve comes up and reveals dark red and blue marks all 

over her arm. She quickly pulls it down while refusing eye contact. I pretend not to notice.  

 “How long have you lived here?” I ask her. 

 “Almost two years. How about you?” 

 “About a month,” I say as I scoop more trash in to the dustpan. “You have a son, right?” 

 “Yeah, Jason. He’s in second grade.” A simple smile covers her face at the thought of 

him. 

 “He seems like a good kid.” 

 “Yeah, he is,” she nods.  

 “I hope to have kids of my own someday.” 



 “Maybe I’ll send Jason over to meet you today after school. Let you get some practice 

in.” 

 “That’ll be nice. I could make an honest music lover out of him,” I say with a chuckle. 

 “He’d like that. I’m Karen.” She extends her warm small hand to me. 

 “Nice to meet you, Karen. I’m Marcus Daily.” 

 “Nice to meet you, Mr. Daily. Thank you for the help.” 

 “No problem. Have a nice day.” 

Back in my apartment, flashes of Karen flood my mind and the bruises on her arm taunt 

me. She has such kind eyes behind those heavy bags and dark circles. She doesn’t deserve this.  

A tap on the door startles me from my attempted nap. The knot in my stomach greets me 

with a smile that stretches across my entire abdomen.  

“Can I help you?” A redheaded boy with green eyes is standing in front of my door.  

“My mom told me to stop by. I’m Jason.” 

“Hey, Jason. Come on in.” It never occurred to me that she would really send him over. 

What stable mom sends her child over to a complete stranger’s home? 

“Would you like something to drink or eat?” 

“Can I have some milk, please?” 

“Sure.” 

“So, Jason. Do you like puzzles? I am working on my biggest one yet. Do you want to 

see?” 

“Yes, please.” I pull the puzzle from under the couch on a rollout table. He joins me on 

the floor.  

“It is so big! How will you ever finish it?” Jason beams with excitement. 



“Yeah, I work on it at night when I can’t sleep.” 

“I don’t sleep good at night either.” 

“When I can’t sleep at night I listen to music and work on my puzzle until I get sleepy. I 

could grab you one to work on too.” 

“Ok. What music do you listen to? Mommy tells me to listen to the music to fall asleep.” 

“I listen to Journey and The Beatles most of the time. You want to hear?” I cross the 

room past the window to place a record on. In a few seconds “Hey Jude” is filling my apartment. 

I glance out the window and “Mr.” has arrived home early. That’s what I call him without a 

name to put to his dark features and telling eyes. I turn back to Jason who is staring at me with a 

puzzled expression.  

“What’s wrong, Jason? You don’t like this song?” 

“Your music is what mommy tells me to listen to at night. I like this song. It makes me 

feel better when I’m sad or scared.” 

“We really have a lot in common, Jason. I think we will make good friends.” 

“Me too.” His smile is genuine, but there’s pain behind his eyes.  

“You wanna start on the puzzle?” 

“Sure.” 

Hours go by working on the puzzle, talking about superheroes, and everything happening 

at school with his friends.  A loud knock on the door startles both of us. At the door stands “Mr.” 

with Karen cowering behind him. She won’t look at me. There is a bruise on her face that wasn’t 

there this morning.  

“Where’s my boy?” “Mr.” looks past me into my apartment. 

“Jason?” I unclench my fists that have tightened by instinct. 



“Yeah, it’s time for him to come home for dinner.” I use my body to stop him from 

entering. Jason’s face fades white when he sees it’s his father.  

“Come on here, boy. It’s time for dinner.” 

“Yes, sir. Bye, Mr. Daily. Thank you.” Jason waves as he follows his parents down the 

hall.  

“No problem, Jason. Stop by anytime.” 

They were gone and on cue was my dash for the bathroom. No noise tonight. With the 

fresh bruise on Karen’s face, it appears he got another early start. Thankfully, Jason was here and 

distracted by my wonderful DJ skills. I should be able to sleep tonight but I can’t. Did I just get 

involved? 

Jason is sitting in front of my door when I get home from work. I can’t stop the corners of 

my face from rising when I see him and it appears to be contagious.  

“Hey, Mr. Daily. I was waiting for you.” 

“I don’t get off until four, Jason. How long have you been here?” 

“Since I got off the bus.” 

“You haven’t been home yet?” 

“Mom told me to come here after school.”  

 “Why?” I unlock the door to let us in.  

 “I don’t think I can talk about it. I’ll get in trouble.” 

 “You are safe here, Jason. I won’t tell anyone what we talk about.” 

 “Ok. Well, daddy gets home early again today. He’s always mad when he comes home 

and he’s not very nice.” 



 “I’ve noticed.” Don’t ask. Don’t get more involved. “Jason, does he ever hurt you?” His 

eyes are on the floor and his countenance follows. “It’s okay, Jason. I told you, you are safe 

here.” 

 “Sometimes, but mostly just mommy. I don’t think he likes us anymore. He is always 

mad at us. Mommy says we just need to be good and he won’t get so mad.” 

 “Jason, it’s not you or your mom’s fault. I think your dad just needs help.” Guilt grabs me 

in my stomach again.  

 “Can we play puzzles now?” 

 “Sure. Go pull it out while I change. Okay?” 

 “Okay. Yes!” I get my trusty sweatpants from college and a large t-shirt on and join 

Jason in the living room. Minutes go by and loud screaming and bumping comes from next door. 

Jason is breathing rapidly and turning pale. I crank up “Free as A Bird” by The Beatles and join 

Jason on the couch and to calm him down. I got to do something.  

 “Stay put, Jason. Do not move.” My heart is pounding. I can’t believe I’m getting 

involved. This isn’t going to end well. It never does. I pound on the door with my fist. Mr. makes 

his way to the door with sweat on his forehead.  

 “What do you want? We’re busy!” 

 “Are you hitting her?” 

 “What?” 

 “Are you beating your wife? I can hear you through the walls.” 

 “Mind your business, man.” The door bounces off my foot as he attempts to slam it in my 

face. “Do we have a problem, man? Get away from my door!” 



 “Yeah, we do. Keep your hands off of her and your son! They don’t deserve that. A real 

man wouldn’t beat his family like that.” 

 “You trying to be sweet on my wife or something? Is that what she is doing while I’m at 

work? Loving it up with the neighbor? I’ll make sure to put some more licks in for that too. Just 

a word of advice, get your own family and stay out of married folk’s business.” At the door, I 

listen to Karen’s screams. I just made it worse.  

 In my apartment again, I phone the police. I watch from my bedroom window as they 

carry him off and offer medical assistance to Karen. After everything dies down, Karen comes to 

get Jason.  

 “Jesus, Karen. Look at you!” I reach for her face. She backs away and combs her bottled 

blonde hair over her face.  

 “What were you thinking? You shouldn’t have gotten involved. You’ve been here for 

nearly a month and never said anything. Why now?” She is surprisingly mad at me.  

 “I tried hard not to get involved, but once I got to know you guys I couldn’t just sit here 

and do nothing. Your son was in my apartment hyperventilating! What was I supposed to do? 

It’s not safe for you guys to be there with him. He’s a maniac! And you let him hit your son 

too?” 

 “Come on, Jason, Now! You should’ve kept looking the other way. Don’t worry we will 

stay away from you for now own. You don’t owe us anything.” 

“Come on, Karen that’s not—.” She slams the door on her way out.  

 

I haven’t heard from them in two days. No noise for three nights and I still can’t sleep. 

All I’ve wanted for the past month is some decent sleep and for this knot in my stomach to leave. 



 The first thing on my mind this morning is to check on Karen and Jason. With an alibi in 

hand, I knock on the door. 

 “What do you want, Mr. Daily?” Karen asks.  

 “I just came by to give Jason this puzzle and to check on you guys.” 

 “I told you we’re not your responsibility. We don’t need your pitty.” 

 “I didn’t say that. I just wanted to make sure you guys were okay. Is he here?” 

 “Derick is not here. I didn’t press charges put he had an outstanding parking ticket. He’ll 

be home in a few days.” 

 “You’re letting him come back? Karen, you can’t let him come back. Think about your 

son! He doesn’t—.” 

 “Mr. Daily, I appreciate your concern, but you need to leave.” 

 “Ok. Look, I’m sorry. Can I please say hey to Jason first?” 

 “Make it quick. Jason! Come here, please!” Jason sounds like he is bringing the stairs 

with him as he makes his way down. 

 “Hey, Mr. Daily!” Jason gives me a big high five.  

 “Hey, kiddo. I got you something.” He’s eyes light up when I give him the box.  

 “My very own superhero puzzle. I love it! But does this mean I can’t help you with yours 

anymore?” 

 “Of course you can. I just wanted you to have your own to work on when you can’t 

sleep.” 

 “Mom, Mr. Daily can’t sleep at night sometimes too and he’s the one who plays the 

music you tell me to listen to. Can you come in and help me start it, Mr. Daily?” 

 “That is completely up to your mom.” Karen’s eyes are watery and red.  



 “Only if you hurry.” She gives me a nod and steps aside to let me in. Me and Jason climb 

the carpeted stairs to his room to see his cool toys. Half an hour later all the end pieces are 

together and it’s time to say goodbye. There is a crashing sound from the kitchen and muffled 

voices. I move Jason behind me and walk in to find Derick choking Karen against the wall. 

“Get upstairs and lock your door now,” I say to Jason. Derrick’s eyes are full of hate and 

rage as he turns towards me.  

“What the hell are you doing in my house?” He comes at me and without thinking I hit 

him. I hit him again, again, and again. Karen’s scream brings me back to. Derick isn’t moving 

anymore and I am covered in blood.  

“What did you do? What’s wrong with you?” Karen pushes me out of the way and runs 

to Derick.  

“Dad?” Jason peeks from around the corner. 

“Jason, go back to your room. Okay?” 

“No. What’d you do? Why’d you hurt my dad?” His pleading eyes bring the realization 

of what I’ve just done. 

“We need an ambulance. Call the 911!” Karen holds onto the same hands that have 

bruised her so many times and prays for him to be ok. 

Derick is taken to the hospital with a police escort. Karen finally agrees to press charges 

and gets a restraining order against him. She won’t look at me and neither will Jason.  

I go to bed with another knot in my stomach but this time it’s not so bad. My heart 

breaking into pieces hurts more. All I wanted to do was help, but I just made things worse. At 

least They are safe now, even if they don’t appreciate it. They’ll come around.  



No more loud music to drown out Karen’s screams. I’ve been sleeping good for a week 

now and the knot is completely gone. My daily routine consists of coming home to Jason waiting 

on me and doing puzzles until dinner time. Something tells me he is sleeping at night now too.  

I wake up to screams. It’s Karen. Gunshots ring from her apartment. Heart racing, I run to 

their apartment as fast as my legs can carry me. I peak into the slightly ajar door. 

Her apartment is too quiet. I can’t catch my breath and I dread what I know I am going to 

find. Still my legs keep carrying me further up the stairs with haste.  

Soft moans come from Karen’s bedroom. Crimson covers her gown and her bed around 

her. The room smells of metal and sweet perfume. I reach for her hand, put she pushes me away 

and points to the door.  

“Jason. Find Jason,” She says with a gasp.   

I run down the hall to his room. He is on the floor on top of his superhero puzzle by the 

bed. He too, is sitting in a pool of blood. His want-to-be hero sentenced him to death. I kneel 

beside his lifeless body and call the police.  

When I get back to Karen she is already gone. Derick and his brains are on Karen’s 

bathroom floor. His dark eyes speak even in death. They tell me it’s all my fault. Officer Smith 

gives me the same knowing look as I give my statement.   

I go to bed with a knot in my stomach again and I don’t think it will ever go away this 

time. It’s funny how I never wanted to end up like my father, but he didn’t have to live to 

remember it. All I wanted was sleep, now my eyelids betray me with their dead, bloody bodies 

every time I close my eyes. I should’ve never gotten involved.  

 

 



 

 


