
„The wayward sprinkler‰ 
 
The commonplace event is what I depend on most for subject material in writing these short 
essays.  It has been a wonderful experience these past two years to see beyond what I see, hear, 
smell, or experience and find a story.  IÊd be unable to write if I depended on the unusual and 
extraordinary for source material.  Part of the title of my first book includes the words, „The 
everyday stories of life‰.  How true this is.  ItÊs the „everyday‰ things of life that fascinate me and 
speak volumes to me. 
 
Once again, an everyday event captured my attention giving me a reason to write this short piece.  
Yesterday morning, on my way to work, I drove by a restaurant with its sprinkler system watering 
the grass.  All of the individual sprinkler heads appeared to be aimed in the proper direction, 
watering the area of grass each was responsible for.  That is except for one lone sprinkler head.  
This renegade was aimed directly at the street, shooting a steady stream of water at passing cars.   
 
When the sprinkler company originally installed this underground watering system and 
positioned the sprinkler heads, it was never intended for this lone sprinkler head to aimlessly 
water the pavement.  For some reason or another, it got off track and lost its sense of direction.  
Perhaps some grass clippings collected in the cavity below the ground containing the sprinkler 
head and eventually re-directed it.  Someone walking by may have tripped over it, kicking it out 
of alignment.  On a more somber note, it may have been clipped by a passing lawnmower, 
damaging the head and throwing it off kilter.   
 
In any event, it was now a „wayward sprinkler‰.  While talking with some dear friends on the 
phone last night, they told me several stories about their old „crawler‰ sprinkler they used in our 
old neighborhood.  You donÊt see many crawler sprinklers anymore.  These were those heavy 
iron sprinklers with two big knobby wheels on the back, a smaller grooved wheel on the front, 
and a single aluminum arm on top that spun around, dispensing water.  You would lay the hose 
in the yard giving the sprinkler a route to follow.  ThatÊs what the front grooved wheel was for.  
The water pressure would drive the big rear wheels as it slowly crawled around the yard. 
 
Evidently, on several occasions, their crawler sprinkler hopped off the hose track and wandered 
aimlessly on itÊs own down the street.  A neighbor would call to report that their crawler had 
gone wayward.  One time, their renegade crawler freed itself from the hose track and tumbled 
into the next-door neighbors window well.  While in that window well, the arm kept spinning 
filling it up with water eventually flooding their neighborÊs basement.  They were none too happy 
about that. 
 
This was an accident to be sure.  My friends set out to simply water their lawn, not sabotage the 
neighborÊs house.  Why did that crawler end up in the window well?  There may have been too 
sharp of a bend in the hose for the crawler to stay on track.  Perhaps there was a hole in the 
ground catching one of the big wheels temporarily diverting its route.  An extra burst of water 
pressure may have sent the crawler off line.  Whatever the cause, it was unintentional. 
 
After seeing that renegade sprinkler spraying passing cars yesterday and listening to those stories 
of the crawler sprinkler gone awry, it reminded me of how it is with us at times.   
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We start off on a project, a school year, a job, a hobby, or a relationship aimed in the right 
direction with good intentions.  Along the way, something or someone happens to throw us off 
track.  It can be something like those grass clippings, which in and of themselves are harmless 
enough, but when collected in one place over time came plug things up.  IÊm thinking of habits 
that over time can do us harm.  It could be a person who crosses our path tripping over us and 
kicking us that diverts us from our plans and goals.   
 
There certainly are times when something more serious happens to us not unlike that lawnmower 
striking the sprinkler head inflicting damage.  An injury or an illness can certainly re-direct a 
personÊs life.  IÊve experienced that firsthand.  Contracting meningitis in 1993 has had lingering 
effects.  My life has changed because of that illness.  The death of a loved one can alter the 
direction of our lives.  Financial instability and the loss of a job do little to keep us on track with 
our original plans and goals. 
 
There is another side to the wayward sprinkler topic.  There are times when we do not want to be 
like the other sprinklers, doing the same thing, at the same time.  We want to break free, head off 
in a different direction, to seek our own fate.  ThatÊs all fine and good if we are not rude, hurting 
others along the way.   
 
That lone sprinkler aimed at the street happens to be located one half block from a very busy  
car wash.  People travel down this road once their cars have been cleaned and polished.  The last 
thing they want is to be sprinkled with a stream of water leaving water spots on their clean 
vehicles.  For those of us with open moon roofs, open sunroofs, or convertibles, we do not 
welcome a stream of water inside our vehicles. 
 
If our waywardness inflicts harm or injury on someone else or is rude, it is not right.  Remember 
that crawler sprinkler finding its way in that neighborÊs window well and flooding their basement?  
We donÊt want to be like that.  Whenever you find yourself misaligned and off track, take the 
time to realize that and do what you can to get back on purpose and on goal.  If it means seeking 
help, ask for it.   
 
That renegade sprinkler head will produce nothing aimed at the road.  Aimed at the grass, it can 
produce a wonderful looking lawn.  IÊd like my life to produce something good.  How about you?  
Are you content with aimlessly watering pavement? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


