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	Read a story and rewrite it from another character's point of view.

There’s this guy in the neighborhood. He comes to me about once a month, for I’m his barber. I trim his head- by the way, hair grows at the rate of about an inch a month. That may seem surprising, but it’s true. And this guy, my old customer, has already had eight feet of hair cut off his head by me in the past sixteen years.

Recently I left my job to go into building maintenance. As I left my barbershop for the last time, I can’t help but feel a bit empty. I probably won’t be seeing Robert anymore. The feeling of emptiness claws at my soul. We had developed a special sort of relationship in the past sixteen years.

We were only a category of people to each other at first: “barber” and “customer.” Over time we got to know each other more. Once a month we reviewed the world and our lives and explored our positions. We argued over politics and lots of elections. We became mirrors, confidants, confessors, therapists, and companions in an odd sort of way. 

I found out that he grew up in a small town and grew up with prejudices about Blacks. He found out that my dad was a country policeman, that I grew up poor in a tiny town and had prejudices about Indians. Our kids were the same age, and we suffered through the same stages of parenthood together. We talked about our families, car troubles and lawn problems. He was a nice guy.

I never met his wife or children, never paid him a visit, never ate a meal with him, never even saw him outside my shop. Yet he became someone important in my life. Perhaps even more important than if we had been next-door neighbors. The peculiar distance between us maintained the special quality of our relationship. 

  We fill important places in each other’s lives, even if we don’t realize it. There are good people, who are always “there,” who can be relied upon in small, important ways. People who teach us, bless us, encourage us, support us, uplift us in the dailiness of life. We never tell him. I don't know why, but we don't.
     And, of course, we fill that role ourselves. There are those who depend on us watch us, learn from us, take from us. And we never know. Don't sell yourself short. You may never have proof of your importance, but you are more important that you think.
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