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Dedication
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To the ones sleeping under bridges, in doorways, and in cars tonight, you are not forgotten.

And to the God who saw me there and brought me out, this is for Your glory.
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“This is not a book about poverty; it’s a book about the power of compassion in a world that has forgotten how to see.”

David T. Harris
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Letter to the Reader

There was a season in my life when I had no address, no plan, and no peace.

During my first divorce, I spent two weeks sleeping in my car. It was winter. I used my clothes for a blanket and prayed the night would pass quietly. Rain fell hard on the windshield, and I watched the city lights blur through the water, wondering how my life had come to this.

The truth is, I wasn’t unemployed or careless. I was working every day, living between paychecks, just like so many others. I had just paid all my bills for the month when I was forced from my home through circumstances I never saw coming. One moment, I was managing life; the next, I was homeless. Not because I didn’t care, but because sometimes life collapses faster than you can catch it.

I saw others, men and women huddled in doorways, trying to find shelter the same way I was. That’s when I realized: we weren’t invisible to God, but we had become invisible to the world. Years later, I came across a man named Josh on TikTok, feeding the homeless every day. Something inside me broke open again. I felt that same ache, the memory of those cold nights,  and a quiet voice said, “Go back, but this time, go to help.”

This book is my answer to that call. It’s not a book about poverty; it’s a book about the power of compassion in a world that has forgotten how to see. Through my story and the stories of those I’ve met, I want to invite you to look again, to really see the faces we pass by, the hearts we overlook, and the hope that still lives on the streets of Georgia.

If you’ve ever been broken, if you’ve ever wondered whether God still remembers you, this book is for you. He never left me in that car. And He won’t leave you wherever you are now. Welcome to Invisible in Georgia. Pull up a chair to The Compassion Table. There’s room for you here.

David T. Harris
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Why I Couldn’t Stay Silent

“Speak up for those who cannot speak for themselves.” Proverbs 31:8

There are moments in life when silence feels safe, when it’s easier to move on, rebuild, and forget. But there are also moments when silence becomes betrayal. This book was born in that tension. For years after my experience with homelessness, I told myself it was over. I had survived. I had found stability. I had started over. But every time I drove past someone sleeping under a bridge or saw a woman standing at a stoplight holding a cardboard sign, something inside me stirred. The ache never left. It wasn’t guilt, it was gratitude trying to find its voice.

I knew what it was like to be there: the cold nights, the exhaustion, the prayers that sound more like whispers than words. I knew the shame of working hard and still falling short, of being seen as lazy when all you needed was mercy. And I realized, if I stayed silent, I was allowing the same blindness that once passed over me to keep passing over others.

So, I started to write. Not because I wanted recognition, but because I wanted revelation. I wanted the world to see what God had shown me, that compassion isn’t charity; it’s courage. It’s looking pain in the face and choosing not to look away.

This book is not a protest. It’s a portrait, of what grace looks like when it walks into the streets of Georgia and sits down beside the unseen. It’s a story of failure, faith, and the kind of redemption that can only come from God. If you’ve ever driven past someone and thought, “There’s nothing I can do,” I want this book to prove otherwise. If you’ve ever been the one standing there, feeling forgotten, I want this book to remind you that you are not. And if you’ve ever wondered whether compassion still matters in a world obsessed with self, it does. It always will. I couldn’t stay silent because silence keeps people invisible. And I’ve seen too much light to pretend it’s still dark.

So, here it is, my story, my scars, my song. A testimony that pain can be purpose, that mercy can move mountains, and that one voice, one act of love, can still change everything. Welcome to Invisible in Georgia. Let’s see again, together.

David T. Harris
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The Night I Slept in My Car

“Even in darkness, light dawns for the upright.” — Psalm 112:4

The cold came first. Not the kind that makes you shiver for a moment, but the kind that settles in, that slow, heavy chill that crawls into your bones and decides to stay. I remember watching my breath fog the windshield as if the glass were trying to talk back. The dashboard clock glowed 1:07 a.m. The world outside was asleep, and I was wide awake, trying to make sense of how a man with a full-time job, a clean shirt folded in the back seat, and faith still tucked somewhere deep inside could end up calling a parking lot his address.

It wasn’t after my divorce, it was during it. The court papers were still warm with fresh ink, emotions sharp enough to draw blood. I’d just paid all my bills for the month, proud of myself for staying disciplined in a season that wanted to break me. But then came the letter, the phone call, the circumstances I never saw coming. In a matter of days, the roof over my head was gone. I had a paycheck coming, but nowhere to rest in between. That first night, I parked behind a grocery store under a flickering light that buzzed like a tired insect. I folded my coat across my lap, pulled another over my shoulders, and tried to convince myself it was just one night. Just one night. I’d figure something out tomorrow.
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