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INVISIBLE ENFORCEMENT BOOK 1  
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When Carole first shared her dream with me of running a shelter for abused women, I never thought we’d see the day when her dream became an actual reality, with far more women and kids in need of space than what we had to offer.

“Do you feel as overwhelmed as I do?” Kate asked me as we prepared to head out for what was to be the opening of Carole’s women’s shelter, Safe Cove.

“I’m feeling excited and nauseous at the same time. I’m running over a mental checklist numerous times and when I think I’ve made check marks next to everything, I start to have doubts again. It’s like a vicious cycle of my own making.”

Kate put her arms around me and I settled into her shoulder. Her embrace never failed to bring me inner peace and a sense of strength. I wanted to linger, smelling her body wash and shampoo combined with her own singular scent. Even after 30 years, her unique smell drew me in. I stifled a chuckle as I thought back to the days of having a house sitter for our then dogs. We’d wear a tee shirt for days then place it in the crates with the pups so they’d have our scents to soothe them in our absence. Now when Kate headed North for time with her family, she’d do the same shirt trick and leave it for me to cling to. Well, tried to cling to as “her” dog, the one who claimed her as “his” human, often curled up on it before I could bring it to my chest when we went to bed.

“Are you thinking about the tee shirt I leave for you so you don’t get lonely?” Kate teased.

“Oh my, you are a mind reader!” I teased back.

“Yep and don’t forget it. Come on, we need to get going as we never know how messed up the traffic will be going up to Alligator Point.”

“Ok, let me grab some water and I’ll be right out.”

“Oh, would you grab something salty too?” asked Kate as she stepped through the garage service door.

I grabbed two water bottles and a bag of pretzels and another small bag of cashews, told the dogs we’d be back soon and went to find Kate.

Kate had backed the truck out of the driveway and had the ac blasting away.

“I was going to ask you if you wanted to take the convertible but since we’ll be on the interstate, the truck makes more sense.” I said as I got in behind the wheel.

“It’d be a gorgeous day to feel the sunshine, but the drivers scare me too much to feel safe with cars whizzing past us at 90 mph. At least with the truck we have more space should we have an impact and more air bags.”

“My wife, ever the practical one.” I teased but she knew I was in total agreement which is why we’d been having the discussion about trading our bug convertible for something safer and better suited for the traffic here.  But after our back and forth, we realized we’d need an armored tank to feel totally safe in the traffic flow.

I suggested we get a Buick as people equate them to old people driving them and maybe would steer clear of us. Kate countered with a Cadillac and that was the end of that discussion.

Kate was about to comment on a pick up truck beside us with over sized wheels and an obnoxious bit of music blasting from the open windows when my phone rang. The screen popped up with Emma’s name so I nodded to Kate to pick up the call rather than trying to hear it via blue tooth over the noise beside us. Once the truck zoomed ahead leaving us in a black cloud, I could make out Emma’s voice as Kate had put her on speaker phone.

“Yes, we should get there with a few minutes to spare. How’s your mom doing?” I heard from my end of the conversation.

I watched Kate as she nodded and I changed my focus to back on the traffic around me. I watched a motorcyclist suddenly come up from the rear of traffic riding on the center line. I’d witnessed this move before, but it had always been in still traffic, this guy was riding between cars traveling at a minimum of 50 mph and then added some fast lane exchanges to the mix. I said a silent prayer not to see his wrecked bike and twisted body in traffic up ahead. Even with a helmet, the chance of survival would be minimal.

“So how is Carole doing?” I asked.

“Emma said she was quickly approaching the bitch stage but not to let her know she told us that.”

“Her secret is safe with us, I don’t want to see that side of Carole.” I joked.
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We got to Alligator Point with fifteen minutes to spare. Since this was a low profile grand opening of sorts, there wasn’t any media roaming about. Instead, there were a few law enforcement officers, a stray social worker and some kids huddled together by the play structure in the fenced back yard. Their moms sat on benches where they could easily keep their eyes on the kids and yet not be so close they were right in their faces but well within yelling distance to be heard

I looked around the back yard. The seven foot fence was custom built and had remote locking gates as well as wires that ran through the board slats that held motion sensors that would alert several chosen recipients of any attempt to breach the fence or damage it in any way. Jess and her crew had made the yard look like an oasis with the small palms lining the small pool we’d had to clean years of gunk out of along with green, nasty smelling water.

I was anxious to get inside the building itself and touch surfaces and check sensors and back up devices. I was starting to get lost in another mental checklist when I felt a tug on my elbow.

“Hey partner, ready to go inside, it’s time to give the powers that be a walk through and remind them of all the goodies that this building contains.”

“Hi Carole.” I said as I hugged her. “The best of the goods will be the people who will finally know a safe place that live inside these walls.” I responded as I caught Kate’s eyes and motioned for her to join us.

Emma rounded up the state officials and we headed inside. After showing off security measures, living quarters, back up devices for power loss and more, we were finally down to the four of us.

“Are you ready to bring in the families?” I asked Carole. I watched her face go pale before changing to a deep pink. “Yes. I think so. Yes.”

“I’ll go bring them in.” said Emma.

In the meantime, Kate, Carole and myself went to the shared living room space. Carole had set out small boxes on the table, one for each and every person that was to come through the doors. I stood back with Kate as Carole welcomed every one to the safe house and introduced us. She invited everyone to have a seat as she was about to explain how the house was set up and what would be our expectations of them.
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The women looked back and forth between us and the other moms, their anxiety was discernible. Whereas the kids were anxious to check out the video system and toys that were on shelves at the other end of the room by the big screen television. Carole could sense the tension in the room so she tried to make eye contact with each one of them as she handed out the boxes.

The red boxes were for the women, she had blue boxes for the kids and a few white boxes that held custom anklets for any babies that might be staying. Inside each box was what appeared to be a fit bit only these had a couple of additional features built into them in the form of a GPS monitor, and panic button which would alert Carole, myself and the local law enforcement.

If the wearer went outside of the preset perimeter, then Carole and myself would receive notification and then make the decision whether or not law enforcement would be needed. With the distance we lived from this home, we were hopeful that we’d be able to rely upon the local officers to handle anything that might arise.

The moms put on their own bands, then helped their kids get theirs on and once everyone was ready, we walked around and showed each family how to use the panic button. We tried to stress to the kids how important it was to not hit it just to see what would happen. I think all of us adults more or less expected some if not all of the kids to try it out at some point. But, maybe once they saw the police response and got the reprimand, they’d learn from it.

Emma took one family to their apartment, Carole took one and Kate and I then each took the remaining families. We’d go over the functionality of the alarm system, the appliances, the bedrooms, linens, bedding and also how to obtain any food items or personal items that might be needed such as shampoo, tampons and the like.

Then we gave the lecture about not contacting friends or family members as that might put them as well as all the others in jeopardy. It wasn’t an easy discussion to have, but it was a necessity as was taking the kids tablets, phones and anything else that might have a connection to WiFi.

All electronics were stored in a safe that had RFID protection built into the walls, and in house computers for online schooling had the same built in features as well as roaming IP addresses and only approved internet connections. There’d be no social media connections being made under or near the housing.

Our intent was to provide protection and a safe environment.

This was something much easier to do with the younger kids that were content to have movies, video games and board games to occupy their time with us but the teens would be going through a sense of social stimulation withdrawal. Once we had finished the one on one apartment tours, we all met up in the dining room area to discuss what we were thinking so far.

“Did anyone have any questions for you?” asked Carole.

“I had someone ask me if we paid for their food as they only liked certain brands.” tossed out Emma.

“That’s one for their social worker as we don’t cater to individual menu requests. The social worker has a list of what we provide which is cereal, bread, milk and juice for breakfast and then the fresh produce which varies from day to day depending on what the vendors can provide to the local food pantry and homeless shelter. Most of the families that will come through our doors have been directed to secure funds prior to their departure from home whenever and if that is possible otherwise they will qualify for food assistance. I’ve gone to a few of the big box stores and have stocked the pantry with rice, peanut butter, jelly, spaghetti, tomato sauce, macaroni, block non refrigerated cheese, popcorn, oil, and some apples and oranges.” said Carole.

“Did you pay for that all out of your pocket mom, you know we’ve discussed this.” said Emma.

“I was able to talk the managers into giving me what was within a few weeks of expiration so all total, I spent 20 dollars.” responded Carole as she made eye contact with each of us individually.

“Wow, that’s amazing!” said Kate. I nodded in agreement as did Emma.

“Come on, let me show you.” said Carole as she stood.

Like ducks we followed our leader in a row to the pantry where the shelves were about half filled with boxes and sacks. I recognized the block cheese from working in a group home, it was the favorite brand of the subsidized food industry

and would make for some good mac and cheese which should appeal to the young ones.

“How about we add some things like condiments, taco seasoning and shells, I can get a deal on some frozen pizzas, tube popscicles, maybe some kool aid water drops, and some creamer for coffee.

I guess I’ll add in some instant coffee too.” I said as I looked to Kate for approval to my idea. Kate just smiled at me and nodded.

Emma’s phone notified her of an incoming message. “It’s Julie with LCSS, she has a family of 3 who needs immediate placement if we can swing it.”

“We’ve got the space for 2 more families so tell her to bring them over. I’ll stay and wait for them if you need to head out.” said Carole.

“I’ll stay with you mom.” said Emma.

“We can stay for a bit too as I want to check the placement again for the cameras and also the panic key pads we have around the building.” Those we placed up high enough for an adult to reach but a child would most likely need to find a chair to step on to engage them. We also only told the staff and the women of their location.

“I’d like to check out the plantings that Jess and her team planted and also go with my wife so she can show me where the cameras are among the greenery. I have a feeling I walked right by several and didn’t even notice them.”

I smiled at Kate and said, “It’ll be like a scavenger hunt.”

“Oh I want to play too.” said Emma as I think it will be at least an hour until the next family arrives.

I led everyone, including Carole, out to the front yard. “Ok, we’ll start out here and then work our way around the house. When you think you’ve found one, stop and call out.” It took several walk bys before Emma found the first camera which I’d placed into a tree trunk. I’d added some brown paint to the plastic housing of the pinhole camera that made it blend in with the trunk even better than I’d anticipated.

“Great job Emma, there are four more to find.” I said to be answered with sighs.

“If you give up, I’m happy to show you and then we can move to the side of the house.” I told them as I sat down on the front stoop planter. About five minutes passed before they came to me to give up.

I pointed to the front porch light bulb which to me was an obvious camera. Then I pointed to what had been the signage for the building we were occupying.

––––––––
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There was a camera attached to the frame painted to blend in with the wood. The last two in the front were set in screw holes which were the hardest to make out unless you were directly in front and looking.

“How do you recharge these?” asked Kate.

“Well, the ones in the screws are hard wired to inside wiring. The sign is set up to a small solar panel, the light bulb camera uses the voltage to the light and the tree camera has a 10 year battery.

How something that small can last that amount of time is beyond me. Ok, let’s do the North side of the house next, there are three to find.”

Kate spotted the first one and a second one soon after, both were drilled into the brick facade below the windows. Nobody could find the 3rd one so I had everyone look up to see a small raised area attached to the gutter over head.

“I was looking at the fence thinking that’s where you’d be likely to put them.” said Carole.

The back yard would be a challenge as they were the hardest ones for me to place and the largest open area to secure. “Ok, these are the hardest to find, and there are eight of them back here.” I told them as I sat down on the swing double checking a camera location before sitting completely. Nobody had tuned in my glance to the top support pole of the swing set.

Carole found the first one attached to a high set solar motion light. Emma found one that was in place of a screw on the wooden climbing tower. Then Kate came to sit down beside me and happened to look up to see the one in the swing set pole.  

“Three down, five to go and so far, you’ve found the easy ones.”

Emma looked up into a palm tree and pointed to a large solar motion light that looked like a camera. “There’s one.”

“Nope, that’s a dummy camera but is a motion light. It won’t be that easy to see believe me.” I said wondering if I could find the other five easily myself.

“We give up.” they said in unison.

––––––––
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“Ok.” I lead them to the native Florida Banana shrub and point out the camera mounted with a dual sided sticky piece of tape to the bottom of a broad leaf. Next, I walk over to the Fire bush plants that line the front of the fence line. I spot the center plant, and then count up from the bottom to the fifth row of leaves and again lift the leaf to show a camera stuck to the underside. Next, I walk to the far right corner of the yard where a group of Pygmy date palms are planted and point out the camera planted into the tree trunk. Going to the cluster of Pygmy date palms in the far left corner, I point out a camera drilled into the middle trunk.

“The last two were pretty easy. The next one gave me some challenge as the camera had to be beyond water proof. Does that hint help anyone?” I asked.

Kate went over to the pool and looked at the ladder and shook her head. Emma walked towards the outdoor shower and looked up at the shower head. “Is it in the head?” she asked.

“No, so far we haven’t had the chance to connect that to the water lines and we’re not sure it would even be used.” said Carole.

“Look at the pool again.” I threw out to them. “You may have to be standing at the right angle to see it.”

Carole went up to the water feature that was a dolphin spitting water back into the pool. “It’s the dolphin’s eye!” she said seemingly very happy with herself.

“That’s it, you win the prize.” I told her.

“Wow, you’ve gone above and beyond in creativity here!” said Emma as we all received notification by the driveway alarm that a vehicle was approaching the house.

Kate and I said goodbye to the other two and headed towards our car to head back home.

“I’d really like some more of those Pygmy date palms, and since they are so slow to grow, we could put them in pots by our pool.” said Kate.

“Well we do have the truck today so we could pick a couple up. We’ll need a couple more large pots and maybe those wheeled pot platforms so we can easily move them under cover when a major storm is coming. I like the idea of having some palms out there, it’ll give it more of a tropical oasis feel.” I said as I started to picture how it could look.

We decided to see what Jess had available as far as the palms and if she had any good ideas for pots. We were happy to give her our personal business or referrals whenever possible. She’d become a member of our close tribe and although she still held onto many secrets, she was starting to open up a little bit more each time we saw her. Carole was open in her wishes that she was gay as she thought she’d make a great partner for her daughter Emma. Emma didn’t seem too opposed to the idea either.

Jess came out to greet us as we parked near the front of her greenhouse. A quick hug and we were off to look at the different slow grow palms that she had on hand.

Kate was now vacillating as to which type she wanted once she was reminded of the thorns that were part of the date palms.  

Two hours later, we had two large pots, 4 bags of soil, a 4’ Bottle palm, and a 4’ Dwarf Majesty palm being loaded into the back of our truck. I was envisioning white lights on each of them or maybe lights that were color changing with a remote control.

“Are you zoning? I bet you’re thinking about adding lights to these aren’t you?” asked Kate.

I looked at she and Jess before nodding.

“Well, now’s the time to string them before they get too tall and you can add additional light strings as they grow. I suggest LED lights as they tend to last 10 years or more.” said Jess.

“Don’t encourage her.” laughed Kate.

“I have just the lights, do you want to see them?” asked Jess as I began to follow her.

We headed inside to her office area where a 6’ palm was lit by clear lights. Jess reached for a remote and ran us through the color choices. I was ready to hand over cash then and there.

“They’re kind of bright.” said Kate. Jess showed us how they were able to be dimmed.

––––––––
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“Well, I guess we’ll take some for each tree.” said Kate giving in and making me grin. “I’m not going to help you get them in the trees though.” said Kate somewhat seriously.

“Oh yeah, I remember that little anole that was hiding and scared the crap out of us when we were decorating the trees for Christmas.” I said smiling.

“It was traumatizing!” said Kate as she laughed and lightly swatted my arm.

“Mmm I know. But, I liked how you practically jumped into my arms.” I said.

“Well if you need any help either I or one of my staff can come out and help you get these set up.” offered Jess.

We stood around talking for a bit longer and then headed home with our new greenery. Kate would be the one to combine the soils as that was more her expertise than mine. I would enjoy winding the lights up and into the trees, hoping any critters were long gone by the time we got home.

Kate and I used the wheel barrow to bring the items back around to our lanai then we spent the next 20 minutes discussing the placement of the new palms and the other existing plants. Once that was decided, I moved some of the plants while Kate mixed the soil. We worked together in lifting the palms into the waiting pots.

“I’m glad you suggested the wheeled platforms or we’d really be struggling getting these moved.” said Kate.

“I know, we need to get 3 more for our other large planters so we don’t have to try and move them with the dolly. Maybe we’d get fewer scratches and pokes that way from the leaves.”

“And be further away from any creepy crawlers.” said Kate who had encountered an orb spider in the bottle palm.

Once in the desired location, I started to wind the lights around the base of the tree and up into the palm fronds. We’d decided to go with the solar version of the lights since outlets were scarce on the pool deck.

“I’m looking forward to seeing how they look later. Maybe we can have our cocktails out here tonight.” suggested Kate.
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“We have some of those Angus beef patties in the freezer, how would you like those done on the Blackstone tonight?” I asked Kate.

“I’m all in anytime you offer to cook.” was her reply as she kissed my cheek.

“Great, I’ll go in and get them out of the freezer and then see if we have any tomatoes in the garden that are ready.” I headed into the house to take the burgers and buns out to thaw. I also grabbed a half pound of bacon and moved that to the frig so we could have some bacon cheese burgers later.

We sat sipping the mojitos Kate made as I tended to the burgers, bacon and onion slices as they browned on the grill. “Oh my God, there’s something about bacon that smells even better when it’s cooked outside.” said Kate as she offered to refill my glass.

“And the fresh home grown tomato will be the perfect topper to our burgers.” I responded reaching for the newly full glass.”

“I’d still like another lime tree so we’d have fresh limes for our drinks, you could make key lime pie, we could use it on fish...” I said aloud.

“Maybe we could get another one of those what are they called, a citrus delight cocktail tree that grows lemons and limes.” said Kate.

“I remember how good the one we had used to smell when we were in the pool. I’ll talk to Jess and see what she recommends.” I said as I mentality pictured where I’d like for it to be. I know Kate was thinking somewhere on the lanai but I saw it in the front corner of our house where it would be sheltered for some time during the day from the intense sun.

We both overate but it was hard not to when things just seemed to really hit the spot. We opted to take an after dinner swim to wear off some of the calories and it gave us a perfect place to watch as the lights in the new palms came on.

“Wow, they look beautiful and I love how the light reflects into the pool. We can be out here in the water and have plenty of light without needing to turn the pool light on to make sure there’s nothing in the water besides us.” said Kate.

“I agree, it adds to our little slice of paradise.” I said as I cupped Kate’s bare butt cheeks.

––––––––
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INVISIBLE ENFORCEMENT BOOK 2

I spoke to Carole briefly the next morning to see how it went with the family that arrived as we were leaving. She told me she got another referral after 2am for a woman and her dog that needed to vacate from where they’d been immediately and that she had come after a visit to the local ER for stitches. We agreed to meet  later in the afternoon once Carole had the opportunity to try and catch some sleep. Kate had some plans so she wasn’t able to go to meet up with Carole at a diner that was half way in between our place and the safe house.

I arrived first and ordered a Coke, not knowing if Carole had eaten lunch, I told the waitress for a menu and told her I was expecting someone to join me. Carole walked in, glanced around and headed for my table. She looked exhausted and like she’d just crawled out of bed, still in the same clothes she’d been wearing yesterday.

“Did you get any sleep?” I asked her.

“Not much, I just drifted off and I got a call from a social worker that I had to turn down. You know the next nearest shelter is over 350 miles away? A lot of the women who need a safe place either don’t have a vehicle or the money for gas to get there.”

“You knew you couldn’t save the entire world, but you’re making the world better for a few and once we get the other rooms set up, you’ll have the space to help even more. Speaking of which, how is that coming, have you gotten a hold of the contractor that we used before?” I asked as the waitress came to take our order.

As we ate our sandwiches and drank our Cokes, Carole filled me in on the shortage of a work force as they were all busy doing post hurricane rebuilding.

“I was so grateful that you found us the building that you did, it has so much potential.” said Carole.

“Yeah I remember those nights of looking at all the different empty buildings anywhere within a 30 mile radius. We checked out old warehouses, motels, offices and even the old dorm from that college that lost funding. There were a couple that offered some things like more space but securing them would have been a technical nightmare. And the dorms were nice but the rooms were too small and the idea of knocking out walls went off the table when we learned of not just the cost to do so, but also the odd placement of supporting walls they’d put in. Who knew that a warehouse would be the ideal spot.”
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”Well I remember thinking you had finally had enough looking and finally just wanted to be done with it when you told me about that place. I saw a cold, smelly oily nasty place in my mind but it wasn’t like that at all.” said Carole.

“I know, I had the same preconceived ideas too but when we did the walk through and saw the light that came from the overhead windows, the sizes of the rooms and that the offices inside could easily be made into suites, it all kinda came together but even more so when I saw the back area. The owner had really tried

to make it a good place for his employees to unwind after a day or more of being on the road. And the garage space they’d used for working on repairing the company trucks makes one heck of a great communal space for the kid space and  the separate adult space. I think I was totally sold once I saw that there was already a security system in place that I could tweak into something better. Window height, door access, the outside brick, it all made for something we could secure for not a huge cash outlay.”

“I agree. I’d like to take the third floor and make it into another four or five spaces. If we were to consider like a single bedroom or even like an efficiency, I could get even more apartments up there and there’s already a bathroom with three stalls and showers on that floor so if we added small frigs, sleeper sofas, and dorm frigs with microwaves and two burner hot plates I think we’d be able to pull off maybe seven spaces of efficiencies with maybe another two bedroom or a one bedroom with a sleeper sofa for kids.”

“I’d love to walk through the plans with you and maybe we could mark stuff off. Building walls is the easy park with the 4x4’s but the electrical and water is a different story. Have you connected with Habitat to see if they have any women who are currently in the process of needing a home or putting in the sweat hours to qualify for housing?”

“I haven’t but I bet one of the social workers I’ve been in contact with would have some ideas as to how to reach out to them or if there’s any female construction crews that might be willing to help us out.” said Carole.

“Oh that’s a great idea, I never thought of that. I think I saw an ad on Facebook for a crew that called themselves something along the lines of “Dykes With Hammers” or maybe it was tools.” I replied as I picked up my phone to do a Google search.

“What about staffing, have you had any more ideas on that?” I asked Carole as I searched for that female crew.

––––––––
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“No not yet, one of the social workers was going to send me a list of possibles but I haven’t gotten anything from her yet. I can’t just advertise in the paper for what we’re looking for.” said Carole and I shook my head in agreement.

“What criteria do you think we need to use?” I asked.

“Well, one of the social workers that works quite often with the police departments suggested we reach out to previous abuse victims as they are aware of the games some men play in trying to access what they assume to be their property and they’d be very protective to the women and the kids under their care.  I’d have to use them to contact the women as their information of being in a shelter wouldn’t be public knowledge.” Carole told me.

“That makes a lot of sense when I think about it.” I told her.

“And Emma told me she might have some women who might be interested in the positions as she’d worked with a few women that have had to scramble to find a safe place for themselves and their kids.”

“What’s the current staff set up again?” I asked Carole.

“We have a one bedroom apartment with a private bath and just a microwave, hot plate and frig on the first floor and we also have a two bedroom apartment that we furnished with bunks in the second bedroom and a futon type couch in the living room. That has a bathroom and a small kitchen with a stove, frig and microwave. That’s where Emma and I stayed last night and where I’ll stay until we have staffing in place to relieve me.”

“I’m happy to help you look through or sit in on the interviews with any potential staff members you come up with.” I told her.

“Oh that would be great, Emma has offered to provide her two cents worth too but you seem to read people better that either of us tend to.” Carole told me.

We finished our lunches with pie for Carole and a hot fudge sundae for me. I didn’t need the calories or the sugar but why deny myself of ice cream on a hot afternoon. I’d be sure to inform Kate that she missed out on some of the best ice cream I’d had recently.

Carole sent me a list of three names two days later and I started to run my usual background checks on them. It wasn’t too surprising to find that social media accounts were limited to mainly Instagram posts that were pretty detail sparse.

One of the women did have a Facebook account which contained a lot of flora and fauna shots instead of her or her kids. Running criminal court records provided me with the names of the victims abusers and their current whereabouts, or as current as any online address really was. It looked like all the men had new women in their lives to terrorize.

“So what did you think of the list my mom sent you?” Emma asked me when she called. “I told her that I’d had contact with all of them but my knowledge of them was fairly limited and maybe she wanted to have them run by one of the social workers before taking the time to actually meet with any of them.”

“I did a cursory background check on them and didn’t find anything that was a red flag. I can’t believe that they wouldn’t be better suited for this type of work than say a college Psych major or something.” I said to her.

“Ok, would you be available tomorrow to meet with them and us as we do some interviews?” asked Emma.

“Let me bring up our calendar.” I told her as I scrolled through my phone. “Tomorrow after one is wide open for me or for us if you want to include Kate in this.”

“Great, I’ll let my mom know and she can reach out to them and see if they have any interest in the position and if they’d be available tomorrow afternoon. I’ll let you know what we find out. Tell Kate hello from me.” said Emma prior to hanging up.

I told Kate what was happening and she said she’d be happy to make the drive over with me but she didn’t have a lot of desire to be a part of the interview process. When I asked her why, she told me that it just made her uncomfortable to  make a decision that could affect the lives of others.

I got a text that we were on for two interviews the following afternoon, the third possible candidate had appointments scheduled for her kids and wouldn’t be able to see us until the following week. I asked Kate if she felt ok in helping me compose a list of questions to ask each of the potential employees.

Kate dropped me off at the shelter then headed over to do some shopping for our dinner that night and peruse a couple of shops we’d driven past the other day. Emma and Carole sat waiting for me as I’d ride over with them to the coffee shop we’d decided to use for the interviews. I nodded to the social worker that was covering for us until we got back.

We set ourselves and our list of questions to a table tucked into the back corner of the coffee shop, sitting with iced coffees and lattes in front of us. We scheduled 45 minutes between the candidates, 30 minutes for the interview and then 15 minutes for the three of us to talk among ourselves to decide if we wanted to pursue things any further with them. We each had a list of five questions and would each ask at least two of them, three if time allowed. I found it interesting that we didn’t have any duplication in what we were asking.

I heard the overhead bell ring on the entry door and looked up to see a woman who appeared to be in her late 20’s looking around and walking towards us once she saw Emma.

Emma smiled at her and motioned for her to have a seat in the empty chair. A waitress came over immediately to see what she’d like to drink.

“This is Chrys.”, and then as Emma pointed to each of us, she told her our names. Carole and I told her we were happy to meet her and as her iced tea was set in front of her, we got started.

Carole began, “Thank you for taking the time to meet with us Chrys, is that short for Crystal or?”

“Chrystalline actually but I only use that for legal matters.” she replied.

“Ok. Well Chrys, we each have some questions for you and then you’ll be able to ask us questions too. I guess I’ll start. Why do you think you’d be a good fit for our position?” Carole asked.

“Well, I have first hand experience in being abused.” was Chrys’s response.

Emma went next, “What knowledge do you have to bring to this shelter?”

“I know how the system works, you get beat up, the cops come and they take you someplace safe if you don’t have family or friends who can step up.” was the answer.

So far I had to admit, I wasn’t overly impressed by her answers so I looked at my list of questions and asked, “Suppose the shelter is full, there are seven women and 12 kids there and there’s a guy with two buddies outside trying to get in. You called the police but they’re tied up on another incident and it will take them at least 20 minutes to reach you. The men are armed, what do you do?”

––––––––
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I noticed from my peripheral vision that not only was Chrys staring at me, so were Carole and Emma.

“Um, you said 20 minutes right and there are 12 kids in the house so my first thing after calling 911 would be to get the kids all into a safe and locked area. Then I’d find out what woman he was looking for and send her with the kids. Once they were secured, the other women and myself would find a place that didn’t have any windows or doors nearby. If the house had an alarm system, I’d make sure it was armed and if it was equipped with a siren, I’d set it off so anyone passing by would also alert the police and maybe fire department to respond.”

“Good answer.” I told her. “Since I had the last question now I have the first, you’ve been hired and some of your friends find out that you’re working in a shelter for abused women and kids. One of those friends is friends with one of the guys who is known to knock his wife, kids, and dog around and he’s really pissed off that he can’t find them and has offered a reward for anyone who can tell him where they are. Your friend harasses you for information, even offers to split the reward with you- which is sizeable due to this guys social standing and reputation. You refuse and notice that they are following you as you drive into work. What do you do?”

“Wow, you ask tough questions. I’d make sure not to go anywhere near where the shelter is located, call the staff on duty as to why I’m going to be late and if they try to escalate things, I’d call 911.”

All three of us nodded in answer to her response.

Emma cleared her throat, “I’m not sure my question is worthy after that, but here goes. You’re at work and your relief isn’t going to be able to come in as one of her kids started to get sick suddenly. You have plans to meet up with friends for a fun night out later. What do you do?”

“Well, I would tell my friends that I was suddenly ill and make plans for a different night.”

“My turn.” said Carole. “At some point you may have to deal with a teenager that is being rude and disrespectful to you and the other kids. Mom has been involved but seems unable to deal with anymore chaos in her life at the moment.”

“I’d try to talk one on one with the teen and find out what is making them such assholes and then explain that it’s no picnic for anyone right now and that things can get better in time.”

“And if they basically tell you that you have no idea of what they’re going through and that it’s not fair that they can’t see their friends or have their phone so they can be part of what’s going on?”

“I don’t know, maybe I’d show them the my scars that I got because I couldn’t be patient either. I don’t know if that would have made much difference to me at their age but maybe they would be more mature than what I was.”

“Ok, we’re done, do you have any questions for us?” Carole asked.

“Well, is this a full time job and what benefits does it offer?”

“We prefer someone who wants a full time, live in position that would entail 40 to 50 hours a week. There could be split shift rotation if that works best for the employees or would be a first or third shift designation. Either myself or Emma would be available as emergency fill in. Do you have kids or a pet that would be living with you should you want the live in position?”

“It’s just my cat and I.” Chrys responded.

“We have a 1 bedroom apartment available, there isn’t a full kitchen in the apartment but for what it lacks, there’s a communal kitchen on the same floor that has whatever one would want for meal prep including two ovens, four microwaves, a pizza oven, an air fryer and two flat top stoves.”

“What is the visitor policy?”

“Due to security and privacy issues, we don’t allow any visitors on the grounds. The shelter location is fiercely guarded as you can imagine.”

“If I choose not to be a live in employee, what is the wage and benefits? Do I have to mow or do maintenance?”

“At this time we don’t offer any health, dental or retirement benefits but can offer 5 days in the first year as PTO. The hourly wage presently is $15 per hour which we know isn’t much now days, but we hope to be able to raise that as we get more funding under our shelter.”

“No, all outdoor maintenance is taken care of and things like cooking and cleaning is a shared responsibility of those under the shelter roof. Everyone is responsible for the upkeep of their apartment while we provide shelter and all are expected to pick up after themselves in common spaces.

“So I’d kinda of just be there to make sure everyone was safe and things were going smoothly. What happens if someone starts to freak out or gets sick?”

“We have a list of who to contact in the staff quarters, and in other locations around the house.”

“One thing I’ve been thinking about, is to have our staff proficient in CPR and also basic first aid skills. Do you have any objection to that?” I asked Chrys. She shook her head no. We stood and thanked her for coming and told her we’d be in touch with her in the next couple of days.

Before we really had a chance to discuss how we thought it had gone, we saw a single woman walk through the door who looked to be in her later 40’s. I looked at Emma and she shook her head no so I took the opportunity to visit the bathroom and ask for bottles of water for our table.
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