
 
Jeffrey E. Hansen, Ph.D. 

 

 

The Craftsman 

We moved to Prescott Valley, Arizona, in 2023, and not long after, I met the man who would 

become my closest friend in this area and one of the finest neighbors I have ever known. 

 

His name is Leonard. Every neighborhood needs a Leonard. 

 

Most mornings, if I glance over toward Leonard's house before the Arizona heat settles in, the 

garage door is already open. Leonard is usually at work on something. Sometimes it's a cabinet. 

Sometimes it's a repair. Sometimes it's a project that I can't even identify because it involves tools I 

don't recognize and skills I certainly don't possess. 

 

Leonard is retired now and has done very well for himself. He and his marvelous wife, Linda, have 

built a beautiful life together in a beautiful home. But Leonard is not the kind of man who simply 

lives in a beautiful house. He improves it. He shapes it. He refines it. Through years of craftsmanship 

and attention to detail, he has transformed it into something truly special. 

 

His garage is every fix-it man's dream. Tools meticulously arranged. Cabinets he built himself. 

Workbenches designed with purpose. Every item has a place. Every project has a rhythm. It is not 
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merely a garage. It is a sanctuary of order, usefulness, and beauty. 

 

Then there is the gas pump. 

 

Every great garage needs a centerpiece, and Leonard's is an old 1950s gas pump that looks like it 

belongs in a Norman Rockwell painting. I have admired it repeatedly and threatened to steal it on 

numerous occasions. Thus far, Leonard has remained surprisingly unwilling to surrender it. 

Frankly, I think he's being selfish. 

 

He also owns a beautiful black 1957 Chevy and an immaculate black GMC truck that looks as though 

it rolled off the showroom floor yesterday. Leonard cares for his vehicles the same way he cares for 

everything else. They are maintained, polished, and respected. His attention to detail shows up 

everywhere. 

 

What impresses me most is that none of this is about showing off. Leonard possesses that 

increasingly rare combination of competence and humility. He knows an extraordinary amount, yet 

never feels the need to announce it. You simply discover it over time. 

The Friend 

As much as I admire Leonard's craftsmanship, what I appreciate most has very little to do with 

garages, tools, vehicles, or projects. It has to do with friendship. One of the things I admire about 

Leonard is that he can build almost anything. One of the things Leonard has undoubtedly learned 

about me is that I can break almost anything. 

 

On more than one occasion I have embarked upon a project with a confidence wildly out of 

proportion to my actual abilities. Eventually the situation deteriorates to the point where I find 

myself wandering next door seeking professional intervention. To his credit, Leonard has never 

once laughed at my mechanical incompetence. At least not while I was standing there. 

 

What I particularly appreciate is that Leonard can move effortlessly between humor and depth. One 

minute we are laughing about something completely ridiculous, and the next we are discussing life, 

family, loss, aging, or the strange twists and turns that life throws at all of us. He has a savage sense 

of humor. Every now and then he catches me completely off guard with a perfectly timed comment 

that leaves me laughing for the rest of the day. Yet he can just as naturally segue into a deeper 

conversation when life calls for it. 

 

Whether the conversation has been serious or completely ridiculous, I almost always walk back 

home feeling better than when I came over. Sometimes Leonard helps me think through something 

that's been weighing on me. Other times we've laughed so hard that my stomach hurts. Most often 

it's some combination of both. He has an unusual ability to move naturally between humor and 

depth, and I suspect that's one reason people enjoy being around him. 
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The Depth That Comes From Loss 

I suspect part of what makes Leonard such a thoughtful and compassionate man is that life has not 

spared him from suffering. Leonard tragically lost his son many years ago, and that loss remains 

close to his heart. When he speaks about his son, it is clear that the years have not diminished the 

love. His son remains present in memory and in the quiet ways that love continues long after 

someone is gone. 

 

There is something profoundly honorable about the way Leonard carries that loss. He does not 

wallow in it. He does not make it the center of every conversation. Yet neither does he pretend it 

never happened. 

 

The love remains. And I think it has made him a deeper man. 

 

Because I have known my own losses, Leonard has encouraged me in ways few people could. He 

understands grief. He understands the ache of absence. He understands what it means to carry love 

for someone who is no longer physically here. The deepest people often arrive there through 

suffering, and I think that is part of what gives Leonard such depth of character. 

Every Neighborhood Needs a Leonard 

As I have reflected on our friendship, I have come to realize that neighborhoods are often judged by 

the wrong things. People talk about square footage, landscaping, amenities, and property values. 

Those things matter, of course, but the real value of a neighborhood is found in the people who live 

there. I often joke that because of Leonard, the property values have gone up. But in a deeper sense, 

there is truth in that. The real value of a neighborhood is not found in the houses. It is found in the 

people. A good man living next door is worth more than any amenity a realtor could list. 

 

Leonard is a breath of fresh air. 

 

In a world that often feels hurried, angry, superficial, and disconnected, he reminds me that good 

people still exist. People with character. People with integrity. People who know how to laugh. 

People who know how to listen. People who know how to show up for others. 

 

Every time I walk back home from Leonard's garage, I seem to carry something worthwhile with 

me. Sometimes it's a new perspective. Sometimes it's encouragement. Sometimes it's wisdom. 

Sometimes it's simply a sore stomach from laughing too hard. 

 

Whatever it is, I almost always leave feeling better than when I arrived. 

 

That's why every neighborhood deserves a Leonard.  
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And somehow, by grace, mine lives right next door. 


