
 

 

Mr. Roberts 
By Charlie Herman 

 

 

I walked into the vestibule and divested myself of the heavy and wet outerwear. I entered 

the front doors and walked over to the front desk. Carrying the big box into the building with me, 

I had used all of the money I had to buy it. 

“Mr. Roberts, please?” I asked. 

The receptionist was rather short with a hawkish face. 

“Yes?” she asked. 

“Mr. Roberts.” I repeated, “He just moved in.” 

“He’s very sick you know.” 

“I know.” Her hands and eyes moved slowly to the computer, but her long pointed nose 

never wavered from me.  

She typed on the computer for a few seconds and looked back at me. 

“Room 183.” 

“Thank you, ma'am.” 

I ran down the hall as fast as I could with the box under my arm. When I got to his door, I 

knocked. 

“Not now, Harris! I told you--I’m busy!” 

“It’s me,” I said. 

“Oh, Johnny! Come in!” 

I opened the door and walked in. Mr. Roberts was in the living room area, and his head 

turned towards me from the couch. As he looked at me, the T.V. clicked off, and he gave me a 

fatigued smile. 

Mr. Roberts was a small, kind looking guy, with a wrinkled face that was alive and 

energetic. He looked like he would do anything just to have a good game of tennis. But his knees 

stopped supporting him years ago, thereby confining him to a wheelchair for the rest of his life. 

His tennis days were over long ago.  

My school took a trip to a nursing home, and I met Mr. Roberts. We started talking, and I 

got to know him. After that, we just kept getting together, and we had become very good friends. 



 

I walked over to the living room, setting the box down on the end table beside him. 

“What do we have here?” he asked. He spoke in a soft Russian accent that instantly 

cheered me up. I picked the box up again and sat down beside him. I gently opened the box and 

took the package out. It was sort of a spring-loaded leg brace. The brace was made of strong 

black elastic that slides snugly onto the leg. 

“I’ve tried leg braces before; they don’t work.” said Mr. Roberts 

“This one’s different,” I said already slipping the brace onto his right leg. 

His leg stopped sagging and straightened out slightly. 

“I’m sorry, Johnny, but I don’t think it’ll work.” he said. 

“Just try to stand up,” I said rushing to fetch his cane. He hadn’t used it in years, but he 

kept it anyway. I don’t know why. The cane was a light shade of brown with some reddish 

mahogany mixed in. The tip had a black rubber handle, and the bottom was divided into three 

segments with rubber feet on the bottom. 

I rushed back to him and gave him his cane. He took it in one hand and my arm in the 

other. With my help, he managed to stand hunched, supported by his cane and my arm. With a 

little more effort, he was standing upright, gripping his cane tightly, and utterly exhausted. 

He looked at me tiredly and said, “Well I must admit, it does work better than the other 

ones.” 

He walked slowly towards me, relying very much on the cane, but walking nevertheless. 

I walked him over to the kitchen table and sat him down. 

“I’d rather be back in the wheelchair. The brace works magnificently, yes, but I just don’t 

have the strength that I used to.” 

“Okay,” I sighed and bent down to take off the brace. “Should I take it back, then?” 

“I guess. Won’t do much use to me like this.” 

I sighed again and placed it gently back in the box. Silently, I walked over to his 

wheelchair and helped him get into it. I looked outside and saw a mostly clear sky now, with a 

beautiful rainbow. Aren’t rainbows supposed to represent hope? I felt depleted of energy. I had 

hoped that I could make an old man stand again. 

“Let's go outside,” I said. 

 

*** 



 

I wheeled Mr. Roberts up a small hill, my boots softly squishing on the damp ground. I 

looked at Mr. Roberts in his long tan trench coat. It really was a beautiful day. The rainbow was 

still bright behind the low set of trees. The wind was chilly, but the sun shining on my face was 

warm. A small stream burbled along softly. The birds chirped and sang a high pitched, happy 

song. 

Mr. Roberts sighed. “I have something to tell you, Johnny.” he looked up at me, studying 

my face. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier. The doctors say I only have a few months left.” 

I looked at him quizzically, trying to decide whether to laugh, thinking that this might be 

one of his jokes. But his face was grim. Sad. 

“No,” I said, “I don’t believe you.” 

He looked away from me and down at his feet. “I didn’t tell you,” he continued, “because 

I wanted you to spend every moment with me happy. I know now that it was a mistake.” 

I stood there, shocked. The rainbow no longer looked hopeful, the birds’ high pitched 

song no longer sounded happy. The rushing stream sounded loud, and harsh. The small group of  

trees looked dark. The whole world looked gray. I felt as if there was no hope in the world. 

I was stunned, disbelieving and unable to move a muscle. 

“No,” I said again. “No! you can’t!” 

“I’m sorry, Johnny.” 

I wheeled him back into the nursing home silently. 

 

*** 

 

Mr. Roberts died on the Saturday after next. It was a surprise to me; I knew it shouldn’t 

have been. Mr. Roberts and I were talking about stories in our life. I said something funny and he 

laughed. But then he stopped laughing. I thought that I had triggered a bad memory or 

something. He was unresponsive. I called his name, and he didn’t respond. I called the nurse. 

When the nurse came, she put Mr. Roberts on a stretcher and rolled him out. I was not 

allowed to go back in. 

Three days later, I got a call from the nurse who took him out of his room. She told me he 

had died of a stroke. He was in a coma for two days, but then his heart stopped. 

“He clung to life longer than we expected, though,” she said. 



 

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. I was stunned. Shocked. 

“I'm sorry.” she said. 

 

*** 

 

The funeral was two days later. I walked in sadly. My eyes were red, and my head was 

heavy. It was odd not having Mr. Roberts here. My mother squeezed my shoulder gently, and  I 

buried my face in her arm. When I pulled away, her sleeve was damp.  

After the funeral ended, I went up to his grave. I sat down and cried. Life was useless. 

Everything was colorless. The soft grass was prickly and hard between my fingers. The air was 

cold, and I saw my breath freeze in front of me. I sat there, muttering my last goodbyes, because 

elderly, funny, kindhearted and energetic Mr. Roberts was gone. 


