Mr. Curb 
by Fran Fredricks
Tickled by blowing, passing leaves, brushed by coarse bristles, heated by the day’s sun, I live for the touch.

I am a gutter for the pouring rain; a nesting spot for car tires. I have been accused of twisting the ankles of the clumsy who misstep or drive their long heels into a skid over my back. Your lost change usually ends up in my possession like a holding bank for that lucky penny finder. A piece of me has been rudely cut and then smoothed over for the convenience of bicycle riders and for the safety of wheel-chair and stroller pushers. I am slowly chipped away by ice in its freeze and thaw cycles. 
I am a plain cement gray color, but I wish to be painted bright yellow, like my neighbor, where more respect is shown. He rarely has a heavy tire resting on him, hiding the view of the sun. He rarely trips anyone as his shine catches the eye of the walker, as in a warning shouted before a misstep can be made.
One day a dog peed on me; a warm pool of yellow fluid; but it did not turn me bright and beautiful like my neighbor. Yellow curb laughed when the dog trotted away. I couldn’t hide my shame until a large truck rested over me, caking muddy grime into my finish. And then to add to the insult, an ashtray full of cigarette butts and ash were spilled onto me. I pleaded for a street cleaner or a sudden rain storm, to wash away my misery. Instead a crumpled piece of newspaper fell onto me blanketing the abuses heaping on my back. I tried to sleep and wished for the truck to move, for the day to end.
Time eased onward, like it always does. The sun went down and came up, and went down and came up. Finally the truck moved, the wind blew the newspaper away. I opened my curb eyes to a new day and a new sight. Yellow curb was gone, replaced by beautiful red bricks that butted up to my curb cut. Cars did not return. Signs were installed reading: “Pedestrian Mall, Motorized Vehicles not allowed.”  I was bathed in cold fluids, given a new coat of cement that sealed my ice cracks. And then I was painted in the most pleasant stripes of black and white. I felt like the Ugly Duckling grown into the beautiful swan, proud and beautiful, ready to enter another phase of life. And as a curb living a curb life, what more, I asked myself, could I ask for?
