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A Day in the Life of a Trash Can 
 
The soft chirping of the crickets was slowly waning as the light 

from the bright early morning sun pierced the eastern sky. The 

clouds, absorbing the early glow radiance, melodically danced 

through the array of various pastel colors. All in all, it had been a 

very peaceful night.  

Today was indeed the big day of the week. The collection 

truck was always precisely on time, and anticipation of the noon 

hour and the relief that it would bring, was even now escalating 
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by the minute. Benji was extremely happy. He and Eddy and 

Sam were the best of friends and enjoyed their back-alley corner 

of the building. After all, being a trash can was a prestigious line 

of work; keeping the environment clean by corralling all of the 

unwanted and useless articles of the house, and holding all of the 

fallen leaves and debris that the wind continually whisks into the 

yard, until they can all be safely removed to their final 

destination.  

This past week had proven to have been very busy. Dad had 

taken the time to clean the gutters and the yard, mother had the 

girls come over to bake some cookies, and the young boy had 

just turned seven, and his birthday party was a huge success. 

Benji was indeed stuffed. He was bulging at the seams, and even 

now, mother was trying to fit another bag of refuse into the non-

existent spaces on the surface of his crown.  

The sun was deliciously warm. A cool breeze was blowing, 

and it was rapidly developing into a picture perfect day. Minutes 

past quickly as Benji and Eddy and Sam reminisced about all of 

the memorable days gone by. They had been together for several 

years now, and the varied duties of responsibility were beginning 

to take their toll. But after all, a few dents and maybe a seam 

leak, actually present themselves as badges of courage, do they 

not?  

In the distance, a grinding of gears and the discernible 

operating of hydraulics can be heard above the normal noise of 

the traffic. The truck is finally on its way. Soon the strain of 

containment will enjoy a blessed release. Eddy and Sam were not 

holding anywhere near the amount of discard that Benji was, and  
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he was looking forward to passing on of the responsibility of 

disposal to somebody else.  

Noontime soon came, and just as quickly, noontime went. 

The fellows laughed together and enjoyed the sounds that the 

wind made when it swirled through the cracks of their emptiness. 

All of the lids were not on tightly, so the different echoes varied 

in their tones and volumes, and some of the sounds seemed 

comical. It was a good and happy day.  

In due time, the repeated ringing of the bell caught the friends 

off-guard on such a lovely afternoon. School was being 

dismissed, and soon the alley would be filled with young 

hooligans just looking for some way to misbehave. Before they 

knew it, the gang-of-four came running down the back-alley and 

zoomed-in on Eddy and Sam for some rock-pelting target 

practice. Benji closed his eyes hoping that the juvenile miscreants 

simply would race on by after assaulting his friends. But today, 

that was not to be the case. The four young truants began to 

laugh and kick the metal companions unmercifully. They tore off 

their lids and tossed them like Frisbees down the back-alley 

corridor. They kicked them, and knocked them on their sides, 

and rolled them into each other, trying to see who might prevail 

amidst the crash.  

The excess noise suddenly brought mother to the back door. 

As she flung open the door to discern what all the commotion 

was about, the gang-of-four bolted off, laughing as they ran, at 

what they were able to accomplish.  

Gently, mother picked Benji up and set him upright once 

again. Eddy and Sam were still at a distance and needed retrieval, 

so mother gathered them all together, and set the trio back into 
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their established locations. Their lids once again affixed, the 

companions were able to breath a welcomed sigh of relief as 

mother closed the back door behind her. Many swaying 

moments were required to settle the nerves and quell the trauma 

that they had just been through. The assault had been an 

unexpected turn of events.  

The sun was continuing to travel on its daily circuit, however, 

the warmth of the sweet rays was still able to be fully enjoyed. 

The chirping of the birds was truly medicinal, and the trio was 

thankful that their assignments were not relegated to the 

neighborhood of the projects.  

As the sun finally began to set, it was a welcomed sight. 

Children gone, traffic settled, and tranquil darkness, brought 

once again the soft rhythmic chirping sounds of the crickets. As 

the moments of time slowly passed, a dreaminess settled into 

place, with the assurance that tomorrow would bring another 

brand new day, and the expectation of the joy that would bubble 

forth, scheduled on the calendar. Let us purpose to believe for 

the best, and watch as the newness unfolds. 
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George Washington’s Silver-Dollar’s  
Flight Across the Potomac 

 
Yes, it was freezing cold! And though it is in the midst of the 

winter, and the snow was continuing to fall unabated, the troops 

had been mustering and the numbers of men increasing for 
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months now. This is sure to be the one that we are going to win. 

We will no longer be deterred, and will purpose to press on until 

the victory is ours.  

Inside the pants pocket, it was toasty warm. The heat from 

George’s body was radiating through the uniform material. The 

well-worn quarters were nestled up next to the dime and the two 

pennies. Liberty, the big silver dollar, was on the opposite side of 

the pocket. He had the privilege of being with George for quite a 

while now. It was as if he was considered lucky, and whenever the 

time came for the purchase of supplies, other coins were 

exchanged for the items needed, even if he would have satisfied 

the bill.  

Though the voices were somewhat muffled through the 

uniform clothing, all the coins could still hear the challenge that 

had been put forth, “You can’t do that, it’s too far.”  

“Yes, I can,” was the response.  

“No you can’t, its impossible,” echoed back.  

“I’ll prove it to you,” was the definitive decree.  

In short order, George’s hand reached into his pocket and 

began fumbling around with the various coins that were gathered 

in there. Soon, his fingers fixed themselves upon big lucky 

Liberty, and before you knew it, he was gone.  

George gripped him tightly in the crisp cold of the morning 

air and rolled his right index finger around his edge. As quick as 

a flash his arm snapped back, and with a forward thrust he flung 

big ‘Liberty’ into the air at a tremendous speed.  

The exhilaration as he spun wildly was breathtaking. Below 

him, the waters displayed small whitecaps as the wind tenaciously 

blew across the surface. A lone bird seemed to whisk right past 
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him, as Liberty maintained his speed of travel. On and on he 

went. Suddenly, the shore on the opposite side of the river 

loomed into view.  

As his momentum began to decrease rapidly, Liberty began to 

whisper to himself, “Oh, please, not in the water. If I fall short, 

no one will ever find me.” His altitude measurably diminished. 

But, as it did, the shoreline passed right by under him, and a soft, 

small, cold bank of snow gently cushioned his return to the 

earth.  

He did it! His flight was successful! George had met the 

challenge, even though it had cost him his lucky Liberty. And, as 

for the silver dollar himself, he was very proud. Though George 

would be a thing of the past in his life now, Liberty was gratified 

that he could live up to all of the expectations.  

It’s dark and silent now. The voices of the troops on the other 

side of the river cannot be heard, and there are not many birds 

around. Spring is a ways off, and the snow has completely 

shrouded Liberty in its cold embrace. But amidst the dark and 

the freezing temperature, are the warm memories of the days of 

fellowship, and the belief that when the spring thaw finally 

arrives, that a reflective sun glint will catch the eye of he who 

would be the new possessor of Liberty. Perchance he will be just 

a young boy, with the fullness of life’s adventures ahead of him. 

Well, we will simply have to wait until spring and see, won’t we? 

 


