
Two Old Men On The Same Mountain

A short time before Spring broke in the Colorado Rocky mountains, two old friends met

on the trail that led down to the town below their alpine homes.  The first old man was a retired

doctor who had spent his early years in the army, then he joined the peace corps and finally

finished his career as a primary care physician in the mountain town.

The second old man met the first old man when he was laid up with a war injury and

under his medical care in a forward army aid station. One long, dark, quiet night, after a few too

many drinks, they had a discussion that followed them through the rest of their lives.  The

discussion started over a simple enough question, the doctor asked the patient, “what do you

intend to do when you recover and return stateside?”

“Why do you ask me that?”  The patient said.

“Just making small talk, or maybe it's the local hooch talking, that's all.”  The doctor

replied.

“What if I don't know what I intend to do, will that matter one iota to either of us today?”

The patient said angrily.

“Hey look friend, I didn't mean to imply that you need to tell me what you’ll do with the

rest of your life, just making conversation.”



“Easy enough for you,” the patient said. “You're a doctor, you have options available in

your future.  But me,” the patient pulled on the rope that suspended what remained of his left leg,

“me, I'm not sure what I will be able to do when I get back to the world. But I’m pretty sure I

won't become a doctor if that makes any difference to you?”

The doctor hung the clipboard that held the patient's chart on the nail at the foot of the

bed, then took a seat next to his patient's leg. “Let me help, you don't want to pull too hard.

You're still numb and can't feel the pain.” The doctor eased the man's peg-leg back down to the

proper position. The patient looked away as the doctor turned his chair to face him.

The patient looked back at the doctor, “Thanks again for keeping from damaging myself

any more.”

“You're welcome.” The doctor said as he pulled a flask from the inner pocket of his white

coat, “here, this might help keep the pain away for a bit longer.” The patient reached for the flash

and took several sips and gave it back, the doctor held it up in a salute then drained the flask.

“If it means anything to you, I didn't want to be a doctor. My father was, grandfather and my

brother as well, we’re sort of a family franchise. I had the heritage and I somehow managed to

handle the science, now this is what I do.”

“Not a bad reason to do something good like you're doing I'd say. My father didn't care a

lick about what I did, that's why I joined up at 17 to fight. I was pretty good at it until that

bouncing Betty did...” he tugged on the rope, more gently this time, “this.”

They sat silent for a while as bugs crashed into the netting that separated the ward from

the jungle.

“You gonna keep doctoring when you get back?”

“Yea, sure.  I think I'll see the world a bit first then I plan on taking over the family

practice back in Colorado. What about you?”

“I'm gonna do everything I can to live and not let this, this, twist of fate rule my life.”

“Sounds like we both have our own plans.” The doctor said.  “How's the pain, do you

need anything?”

“I'm fine doc, you did a good job on this leg, I want to thank you. I imagine you had a



hand in saving my life.” The patient said.  The doctor nodded. “I tell you what, since I owe you

for my leg and in a way for the rest of my life, I have a proposition for you.”

“I just did what I was trained to do.” The doctor said.

“Even if you didn't want to be a doc, I'm grateful that you’re here.  Now, here's my

proposition. Interested?”

“Let me hear it then I let you know.”  The doctor said.

“Fair enough, either way I'll keep my part of the bargain. Here it is; if we both make it

through this, let's meet in 50 years. And in the meantime, I'll work on what I want to ask you

then.”

The doctor reached out his hand, “fair enough, I look forward to your question.”

50 Years Later

The trail started on the estate of the second old man and ran past the property of the first

old man.  The second old man paused at a spot that overlooked the mountain town below, “still

takes my breath away, even more than the altitude.”

“You're in better shape than me but, I still see the limp.”  The doctor said.

“I only limp when I'm around you. This leg is nearly bionic. Hard to believe it took off in

the marketplace like it did.”

“Yes, hard to believe.” The doctor said.

“I told you about the IPO.”  The second old man said.

“I know you did. We’re grateful you gave us that piece of your land. The wife and I love

living here.” The doctor said.

“A small thing compared to what you gave me,” he said as he tapped his leg with the

shaft of his walking stick. Both men leaned against the rail and took in the vista of the distant

peaks and the snaking valley below.

“You haven't asked it yet.” The doctor said.  “It's been more than 50 years, when am I

going to hear your summary statement on life, or whatever it is you thought of back then in that

humid hospital.”

“You're right, it's about time to ask you what I thought of all those years ago. So here it

is.” The  second old man turned to his friend, “did your life turn out the way you wanted?”



“That's what you thought of back in the hospital, that's what you waited 50 years to ask

me...that's all?” The doctor said.

“That's it. Did it? Did your life turn out the way you wanted?” The second man asked

again.

The doctor stepped away from the railing and turned toward his friend. “I don’t think I've

ever been asked that question. To tell the truth, I liked it that way.” He spread his arms and said,

“did your life turn out the way you wanted?”

“No.” The second man said. “Did yours?”

“Yes it did. What does that have to do with anything?” The doctor said.

“I like to know the truth about things that's all.” The second old man lifted his walking

stick and tapped the rail, “truth is my life took me places I never expected. I never dreamed of

having the wealth and success I’ve had. When you cut off my leg I thought my life was over.” He

rapped his knuckles on his bionic-thigh. “That was then, and that was the last 50 years.” The

second man said.  He took a step toward the doctor and said, “I have another question for you.”

“What?”

“What do we do now? We're old, we have money, health, accomplishments but that was

then, this is now. I'm serious, I can do anything I want but I can't tell you what that is.  I feel

empty, almost lost on my own land.”

The doctor put his hand on his friend's shoulder, “sorry I don't have any of that jungle

hooch to offer you. I don’t know how to answer you but I do know this much.”

“What do you know?” The second man said.

“I know we're not done. I know there’s still something important for us to share with our

world. Do you believe that?”  The doctor said.

“Of course I do, I wouldn't bring it up if I didn't.”

The doctor placed his other hand on his friend's shoulder and looked him in the eye, “do

you need God?” They both broke out laughing.

When the laughter turned to nervous silence both men turned toward the view of the

valley and the mountains. After a long pause the second man said, “I know I need God, what I



want to know is what he needs from me.”

The doctor grasped the rail with both hands and said, “when we figure that out we'll

know what to do with the rest of your lives.” Then he pushed away from the rail and started off

back down the trail toward town.
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