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      On a cloudy and gray February morning everyone gathered at the First Baptist Church of Narragansett. Some, were hunched over, rubbing their hands together due to the bitter cold wind and quite possibly from the lack of clothing. David tried to greet every person as they entered the building. Aunt Emily offered to host lunch at a nice restaurant afterwards, but David insisted it be held at the inn in the large dining room. “Many won’t attend out of fear they are not dressed appropriately.” He kissed her on the cheek and thanked her for offering. “I’ll make sure everyone knows they are welcome at the inn. In fact, I have a bus coming to take everyone to the luncheon.”

      As soon as David saw Grace, he openly cried. “I’m so sorry,” he said as they hugged.

      “My heart hurts knowing he was alone. Red, was my friend,” she cried. “I will forever miss him.”

      “I wish I knew he had a heart condition,” David said as he reached out to shake Steve’s hand.

      “I’m sorry for your loss,” Steve said and then offered to take Grace’s coat.

      “Thank you for allowing me to read his eulogy,” Grace said and then waved her hand out in front of them. “I think he would have liked this church. Thank you for taking care of all the arrangements.” She shook her head in disbelief.

      “Of course,” David replied. “Grace, the doctor said Red experienced a massive, unexpected cardiac arrest, and the doctor promised me, Red hadn’t felt much of anything. It was that quick and too overwhelming to be painful.”

      Grace buried her face in Steve’s chest and cried. David nodded to Steve, shook his head and told Steve, “Grace was the only person able to get close to Red.”

      By ten o’clock the entire church was full. First David welcomed everyone for coming then he introduced the Pastor. “Welcome. Today, we gather and celebrate the life of Red. A man who seemed to have touched the hearts of many. I may not have known Red, however based on today’s attendance, and listening to his friend, David Wayne, I am made to believe Red’s kindness, and his unwavering faith in humanity goes far beyond what any of us can see.” He looked out at the crowd, bowed his head in prayer and then read Psalm 34:18 from the Bible. “The Lord is close to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit.” Pastor smiled at a man sitting in the front row. The man was obviously close to Red. He had tears in his eyes and every time he wiped them away, the man sitting next to him patted him on his leg. He smiled at the two men. “In this verse, God understands our feelings and helps us bear the burden of sorrow.” He turned and looked over his shoulder at the photo of Red. (In the photo, Red appeared to be laughing at something Grace must have said to him. When Shelby heard the news of Red’s passing, she framed the twenty-four by thirty-six-inch photo and hand delivered it to David.) Pastor glanced over at David. “As we say goodbye to Red, let us remember the beautiful memories he made within our hearts. May he rest in the loving arms of our Heavenly Father and may Red’s memory be a blessing to all of us.”

      “Yes,” David whispered.

      Pastor held up the pamphlet David’s assistant had printed for the occasion. “Inside your pamphlets you will find the words to “Go Rest High on That Mountain”, you may sing along if you’d like.” From the first lyric, pastor had everyone’s attention. His voice was velvety and when he sang the words, “son your work on earth is done” men openly cried. David bowed his head in prayer.

      Jude was touched by the moment and swore to help David do whatever she could to help those in need. She reached over and cupped Aunt Emily’s hands, giving them a squeeze, then she handed her a tissue. She too had tears in her eyes watching David. Next to the song lyrics was an invitation to the luncheon along with details explaining a bus would be outside waiting to take people to the inn for the celebration of life luncheon. When the song was over the pastor offered a final prayer followed by, “We are truly grateful for the privilege of having shared life with you. Amen.”

      Grace openly cried. Everyone heard Aunt Emily say, “Amen.”

      David wiped his eyes with the tissue, looked at the picture of Red, stood up and thanked the pastor for his kind words. “Thank you so much, your voice reached the heavens and left me breathless.” He shook the pastor’s hand before stepping up to the lectern. “I’d like to share a story with you.” He looked at the photo again, pointed to it and then held his hand over his heart before saying, “It’s true none of us knew Red’s backstory or why he chose to be homeless, we were however, blessed to see his selflessness in action many times. From picking up garbage along our beaches to helping anyone in need. I, myself witnessed one of Red’s kind acts. One day, I heard banging on my front door. It was Red. He was holding a woman in his arms. Red asked me to drive them to the hospital because she was having a brain aneurysm.” David held his hand over his mouth, held back tears, swallowed the lump forming in his throat and continued, “Red was not only right about the woman, but thanks to his quick response he saved her life.” David openly cried as he moved his hands from his mouth to his heart. “I’m sorry.” The pastor handed David several tissues. “Thank you,” David said and looked up. “On a different day, I was driving down the road and saw flames shooting out of windows in a two-story building. Red was standing on the sidewalk, he appeared to be in shock. He didn’t respond or say anything, he just stood there, stoic. When I heard a woman call for help, I ran to the side of the building and saw her standing over a man covered in black soot. The woman told me she saw a man carry him out of the building. The man told the police his propane tank exploded, he was trapped behind a fallen bookshelf, he cried out for help and a man rushed in and saved him. That man was Red.” David bowed his head, pointed to the ceiling and nodded before opening his eyes and saying, “Brooks and Dunn said it best—‘Tell me there’s more to life than a slow ride in a Hurst’. Red, you my friend will be forever in my heart and every time I see a set of footprints in the sand, I will think of you.” He looked at Grace and when she nodded, he knew she was ready. “Grace would like to say a few words.”

      Steve stood up, extended his hand to Grace and then walked her up to the lectern. Steve and David both took their seats. Grace’s eyes filled up fast as she glanced over at Red’s picture. She too held her hand over her aching heart. She wiped her eyes, blew her nose and looked out at the crowd. A woman sitting in the back row gave Grace Goosebumps. Grace studied her for a long while before Steve asked her if she was okay. “Grace?” he whispered. “Sweetheart, are you okay?”

      David turned around to see what Grace was looking at. Then Ava and Shelby looked back, followed by Aunt Emily.

      Grace shook the thought off. “I’m sorry,” she said and pointed to her stomach. “I’m pregnant and I think my baby fog got the best of me.”

      People chuckled. One woman nodded to Grace as she called out, “It’s okay, honey. You take all the time you need.”

      Grace smiled at her and said, “Thank you.” Then she continued, “It is true, Red was a selfless man who went through life helping others. He was chivalrous and a true gentleman. A lovely man who asked for nothing but offered so much.” She looked at David and smiled. “I remember the night we met him. David and I were walking to my car when we saw a man next to the dumpster behind George’s of Galilee. David thought Red was eating from the dumpster, but I saw Red pick the garbage up and toss it in the dumpster. David tried to give Red money for food, but Red refused David’s generosity. Even when I begged him to take the money or I would lock David out of the house.” Grace shook her head and offered a warm smile before continuing. “Red apologized to David for making him sleep under the stars.” Grace watched as the woman in the back row wiped her eyes. Grace took a deep breath and said, “Red was a hero, a true-life saver. On a different day, I watched him save a little girl from drowning and in his humble self he simply walked away as if he did nothing at all.” Grace wiped her tears away. “If not for Salty Brine Beach, I may not have ever met the most beautiful human being on this planet. Red was a gentle soul; a great listener and I am honored to call him my friend.” Grace stepped down and when she saw the woman dressed in black turn to leave, Grace ran after her. They were both in the parking lot when Grace shouted, “Wait.” She called out to her again, “Please, stop,” Grace shouted as the woman opened the door to a black Mercedes. “I’m sorry, did you know Red?” Grace said as the woman closed her car door. Standing in front of the car, pregnant, with no coat, chills ran down Grace’s spine when the woman made eye contact with her.

      The woman opened her car door, got out and offered her coat to Grace. “You’re shivering,” she said as she wrapped the coat around Grace’s shoulders and told her, “Yes. He was my father.”

      Behind them they could hear people coming out of the church. The bus driver pulled up to the front door. David announced for those who walked, to please join him for lunch in Red’s honor.

      Grace placed one hand on the hood of the car. The woman reached out and took hold of her. “Are you okay? Should I get someone for you?” Her voice was soft and she sounded just like Red.

      “You.” Grace swallowed a sob. “Are. His daughter?” she said and stood up straighter.

      “Yes,” the woman replied. “I’m Amelia.”
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      Grace and Amelia watched as people boarded the bus. Grace waved a hand to Steve as he came out of the church. She handed Amelia back her coat and told her that Red was a good friend and she was sorry for her loss. “I’m so sorry,” Grace said. “You.” She smiled warmly at her. “You look just like him.” Grace studied her red hair, her eyes and creamy white skin. Amelia’s clothes were not of a homeless person, in fact, she was high class. From her heels to her Vera Wang coat, she breathed wealth. “Will you join us for lunch in honor of your father?” Grace reached out and touched her hand. “Please.”

      Amelia smiled up at Steve as he offered Grace her own coat, then she reached out to shake his hand and said, “I’m Amelia.”

      “I’m Steve, Grace’s husband. It’s nice to meet you.”

      “Steve, Amelia is Red’s daughter.”

      Steve stuck his chin out. “Oh.”

      Amelia’s eyes opened wide, knowing everyone was just as surprised at her attendance as she was to be there.  She liked Grace and she was grateful for all the kind words spoken about her father. “I have some time before I have to get back. Yes, I will join you.”

      Grace put her coat on and said, “I can ride with you and show you where⁠—”

      Amelia looked at Steve. “If you don’t mind.”

      “Not at all.” Steve kissed Grace on the cheek and said he would see them in a few minutes.

      Grace and Amelia got in the Mercedes. Amelia turned toward Grace. “My father truly was a good man. Both in life and in his death.”

      “He touched the lives of so many. Amelia, I don’t understand,” Grace said. “Why?”

      “He didn’t tell you about me, did he?”

      “I’m sorry⁠—”

      Amelia placed her hand on Grace’s. “It’s okay. My father walked away for a reason. My heart bleeds, but if you knew my father, you would understand.”

      Grace swallowed the lump forming in her throat. “Why was he homeless?” She wiped away a tear with the back of her hand. “He was intelligent and obviously well educated.”

      Amelia offered a gentle smile. “Everything he ever learned was from a textbook. My father had no formal education. He learned his craft by reading books on the subject. I remember the day he brought home an entire set of encyclopedias; my mother asked him where he had gotten the books and what on earth did he intend on doing with them. He told her he rescued them from a dumpster and he planned on reading them.” She looked at Grace and smiled. “My father read the entire set of Britannica Encyclopedia to me and my brother.” Then she looked out and saw the last car leave the parking lot. “He was the best carpenter in Connecticut.”

      “Connecticut?” Grace looked at her. “I’m from Connecticut.” She sucked in a breath. In a low and cautious voice, she asked, “Do you think he had a nervous breakdown?”

      “Perhaps,” Amelia offered. “We can only speculate as to how he felt after the accident.” When it started getting cold, she turned the ignition on along with the seat warmers. “I wasn’t going to come out of fear I would have to go back to that day, now I am thinking⁠—"

      “Amelia—”

      “It’s okay. It might be a good way for me to finally understand where my father was all this time. I had no idea he was living life as a homeless man until a colleague called me and said she found my father.”

      Grace could feel herself heating up with anticipation of Amelia’s story, never mind her derriere was on fire. When she unbuttoned her coat, Amelia turned down the heat. “Thank you,” Grace said. “I thought I was having a hot flash for a minute there and they both laughed.

      Amelia looked out at the empty parking lot and asked if they should get going. “Maybe, we should head over.”

      “I’d like to hear what happened if that’s okay with you.”

      Silence. Then Amelia smiled at Grace and said, “It wasn’t his fault. It truly was an accident.”

      Grace took a deep breath and nodded. “I’m just trying to understand why such a wonderful man chose the life he did.”

      “I’m sure,” she replied and lowered the seat warmer even more. “I was moving to New York that day. We all ate breakfast at the kitchen counter. My father lit a fire in the kitchen fireplace for me. My mother always tried to get me to eat at the table, but I loved the warmth on my back while eating.” Tears streamed down her face remembering. “If my father saw me doing my homework at the counter, he would kiss me on the back of my head and proceed to light a fire for me. Even if it was eighty degrees outside, he knew how much I loved sitting by the fire. My parents were so happy that morning. My little brother was about to enter the twelve grade and he too wanted to work in the medical profession.” She took a deep breath. “After breakfast, they drove me to Columbia University. I knew my father was having a hard time leaving me, when he insisted, we all go out for dinner in Manhattan.” She paused for a moment. “It was past midnight when they returned home. I’m sure they were exhausted. Especially my parents, who were usually in bed by nine.” Silence.

      Grace studied Amelia’s face; she felt bad, horrible in fact. “I can’t imagine what you’re going through right now.”

      Amelia blew out a long breath. “We were all running around, packing the car with my personal belongings, making sure I didn’t leave anything behind, when my mother told my father we had better get going because traffic into the city on a Sunday was not going to be pleasant. I watched my father set the bucket of ashes from the fireplace out on the back porch. I didn’t think anything of it. Sometime during the night, the wind must have kicked up the ambers and the furniture caught on fire. Everyone was sleeping on the third floor. By the time the smoke alarm had gone off, it was too late. The entire kitchen below was gone. The staircase was engulfed. The fireman said my father must have jumped out a window, because when they arrived, he was standing below yelling for my mother and brother to jump.” Tears streamed down both of their faces.

      “I’m so sorry,” Grace said and then reached in her pocket for a handful of tissues.

      Amelia blew out another long breath. “I’m sorry. That was ten years ago and yet it feels like it was yesterday.”

      “Amelia, you don’t have to say anymore. I’m so sorry I upset you. I never meant to bring you more pain. I’m sure you have endured your share and now to lose your father.”

      Amelia looked at Grace. “How long did you know my father?”

      “Four years, but I only saw him from time to time. If I was lucky, I would see him walking along the beach.” She shook her head. “He was forever picking up other people’s trash.” She wiped her nose. “I had lunch with him one time. That’s when I knew there was something deeper to be discovered, but I treasured our friendship more than my curiosity to know why he chose to be homeless.”

      “No one knew where he disappeared to, but we all understood. He loved my mother so much. He fell in love with her in the first grade, vowed to take care of her till the day he died. I remember watching her as she stood in the kitchen every night waiting for him to come home from work. She would hand him a snack knowing he worked all day, forgetting to stop and eat because he was such a perfectionist. We used to tell him he had OCD because he was such a neat freak.” She glanced at the church steeple, looked up at the sky and thought, I love you Dad and I miss you so much. “I was in my biology class when they told me about the fire. My father wasn’t answering my calls. I assumed his phone burned in the fire. I called a friend to come and get me. When we got to the house, everything was gone, even my father. A week later, I returned to college. I was in my dorm room when I received a call from my parent’s attorney. He told me my father was devastated and that he had left everything to me, even the insurance money.” She blew out a breath. “My father was a self-made millionaire. He could have chosen to live like one, but instead he became a homeless man to punish himself.” She reached over and took Grace’s hand in her own. “Thank you for being such a good friend to my father. I am sure he valued your friendship. I was glad to hear he still wore his donor bracelet. Did they tell you he donated his organs?”

      Grace was sobbing when she shook her head and whispered, “No.”

      “The hospital administrator told me Mr. Wayne paid for everything.”

      Grace wiped away her tears, blew her nose and said, “I’m not surprised; he’s a very generous person. He respected your father. The first night we met your father, David gave him his business card and told him if he ever needed anything at all to call him.” Grace inhaled. Wiped another tear from her eye. “We were attending a friend’s wedding when David received the call from the hospital. Thank God, your father kept David’s card all this time.”

      “I can’t believe he died on Valentine’s Day,” Amelia said. “David sounds like a good person.”

      “He’s the salt of the earth. He’s building an entire community for the homeless. He begged me to get your father to move there. But Red wouldn’t have it. He said he chose to be homeless for a reason. Now I know the burden he carried. It’s just sad. I wish David and I knew what Red was going through. Amelia, you should meet David.” She tapped her on her arm. “I won’t say a word to anyone about the fire if you don’t want me to.”

      “Maybe, my father’s story will inspire someone to reach out to their own family. I’m afraid there may be a lot of good people taking the same road my father took and believe me they don’t have to. It breaks my heart to think he felt so guilty that he stopped living life. He was such a good carpenter; he could build anything. Our home may have been over two-hundred years old, but it was filled with all the modern amenities. If I had found him, I would have told him it was not his fault. It was an accident. I would have liked to have him there for me, especially when I graduated.”

      Grace thought for a second. “Knowing the love in your father’s heart, I’m sure he was right there. Maybe, he sat in the back row and you didn’t see him.”

      Amelia leaned over and hugged Grace. “Thank you for saying that.” Then she put the car in drive. “Shall we go?”

      Grace nodded. “Go left out of the parking lot,” she said and then told her the address. “It’s not far. David rebuilt the inn to help save the fishing industry.”

      “Seriously?” Amelia blew out a breath. “Wow, he’s a great man.” She snapped her neck as she looked at Grace. “Thank goodness, my roommate from Columbia works at the hospital morgue. She told me David’s business card was the only thing in my father’s pocket. She said as soon as she saw my father, she knew it was him.” Amelia rubbed her forehead with her fingertips. “I’m so glad I kept a photo of my parents on my nightstand, otherwise who knows how this all would have ended.”

      A loud breath escaped Grace, her stomach dived and chills ran down her spine at the thought. “That would have been awful.” Then she pointed to the inn. “We’re here.”

      Amelia parked the car at the end of the parking lot, got out and laced her arm through Grace’s as they entered the inn. “Maybe God brought us together for a reason.”
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      The room was overflowing with people, staffers and yes, the homeless. Steve informed everyone where Grace was and whom she was with. David was shocked by the news of Red having a child and never mentioning her to anyone. Aunt Emily reminded him that it was not his place to judge. Jude said that if David knew, perhaps he could have helped Red find his daughter. “Maybe if David knew, he could have done something to help Red,” she said as Grace walked in with Amelia. Jude saw David’s eyes open wide. She asked him if he was okay. “You look like you just saw a ghost. Are you okay?”

      “She’s older than I expected.” David said and then looked into Amelia’s eyes. “She’s Red’s daughter all right.”

      Jude didn’t know what to expect. Perhaps David was expecting Grace to walk in with a child and not a knock-down gorgeous red head.

      Grace introduced Amelia to David, Jude and to Aunt Emily. Of course, Amelia knew exactly whom Emily was. “I have all of your cookbooks,” Amelia said to her as she accepted a glass of sparkling water from a server. “Thank you.”

      Aunt Emily gave Amelia a warm hug. “I’m so sorry for your loss.”

      “Thank you.” Then she turned toward David and said, “I can’t thank you enough for being an exceptional friend to my father.” When she reached up to give him a hug, David bent down and held her in his arms for a moment.

      They both had tears in their eyes when they heard Aunt Emily say, “God’s plans are not always clear. Perhaps Red’s mission was to bring everyone together for something much bigger.”

      David leaned back and told Amelia he was delighted to meet her.

      She tapped his hand and said, “I’m so glad I came.” Her green eyes sparkled as she wiped away a tear.

      Amelia spent the rest of the afternoon listening to people tell their own personal stories about her father. A woman wearing tattered clothing said Red stood up for her when another man tried taking a coat from her. A man spoke up and said, “Red was always kind to me. When my sugar was low, he would sit next to me until I felt strong enough to get up again. One day, I saw Red at the beach. He was resting along the water’s edge with no shoes on his feet. The tides drifted in and out, but he didn’t care. I asked him where his shoes were. He said he gave them to the shoemaker’s son and we both laughed. The following week, I saw a young boy wearing Red’s shoes.”

      Tears filled Amelia’s eyes hearing all the wonderful stories and memories of her father. As much as she wanted to stand up and share what a loving father he was, she was drained. When Grace offered to get her a slice of cake, Amelia told her she needed to get back to the hospital. “I’m on call tonight.”

      “Are you a doctor?” Grace asked.

      “No, I’m an anesthesiologist at Northwell Health in Bay Shore,” she replied. “I’m so glad our paths crossed. Promise me you will stay in touch.” She handed Grace several business cards. “Please give David my card and thank you both for today.” She looked around the room. “If you didn’t chase me like a mad woman, I would have missed this.” Then she hugged Grace.

      Grace handed Amelia her own business card. “If you need anything at all… please call me. I’m a good listener. Amelia, you made today more bearable, understandable. I am so glad you shared your story with me.” She looked into her eyes. “You have your father’s heart. Your love for him shines and the fact that you saw his homelessness as a way for him to heal… is so heartwarming.”

      Amelia winked at Grace. “You take care of yourself and keep me posted on David’s progress with the shelter.”

      Grace chuckled. “Shhhh, it’s not a shelter. It’s a living community.” Grace and Amelia held each other for a long poignant moment. Then Grace drew away and cradled Amelia’s face in her hands. “Thank you for coming.” Offering a coy smile as she wiped a single tear from Amelia’s cheek.

      Amelia’s smile was delicate almost sweet when she nodded. “You’re welcome.” She put her coat on and waved goodbye as she walked out of the dining room. Grace was so grateful to have met her. When she turned back around and saw Steve standing near the dessert table. She walked up to him and asked if she could have a hug. “Saying goodbye to Amelia was like saying farewell to Red. Forever.”

      Steve held her in his arms. “It’s funny how things turned out.” Then he looked into her eyes. “How did you know she was his daughter?”

      Grace shook her head. “I didn’t. She stood out from everyone else and when she cried, I knew I had to find out who she was.”

      “So, you ran after her.” He tilted his head and tapped her on her nose. “No more running in high heels.”

      As people started to head toward the door, David reminded them about the new living facility. He was so proud of his chef and new innkeeper for taking the time to put together goody bags with an invitation to visit the facility.

      “Thank you,” one woman said to Charlie as she held up her bag. “When I eat the cookie tonight, I will think of Red. He loved cookies.”

      Another woman told Charlie she liked the smell of the shampoo. When Charlie saw a man take two bags, he quietly handed him three more. The man simply nodded as he accepted them. “A few people couldn’t make it. Their legs never would have made the trek.”

      David stepped in closer, held out his hand and thanked him for thinking about his friends. “I’m sorry I didn’t provide a ride to the church.” David didn’t care the man’s coat was dirty. The only thing he saw was a kind and thoughtful heart. He tapped him on his shoulder twice telling him, “I’ll work on transportation. Thank you for thinking of the others.”

      The inn’s chef put her hand on Charlie’s back, winked at him and whispered, “We should all have his heart and his mindset.”

      David said goodbye to Grace and Steve and thanked them for coming. He asked Shelby and Ava if they could stay a minute longer. “Shelby, thank you for the picture. I’d like to keep it and hang it somewhere at the new place.”

      “If you want, I have photos from today,” she said as she held her camera up.

      “Let me think about it,” he replied and put his hand on Ava’s shoulder. “I have a proposition for you.”

      Ava smiled as she offered David a quick response, “You do?”

      He handed her an envelope. Inside was a blank check. “Will you design a line of clothing for the men and women that anyone can wear? By that I mean, anyone from a small frame individual to an extra-large person.”

      Ava looked at him. “I know exactly what you need.” She looked at Shelby. “Wrap coats with drawstrings for the ladies and jackets with inserts for the men.”

      “Inserts?” David asked.

      “Yes,” Ava said and showed him what she was talking about. She drew an example on a napkin. “If the man is a small, he can remove anywhere from one to three side panels.”

      Shelby used her hand to show him what Ava was talking about. “Imagine a zipper here, here and here.” Ava giggled as Shelby tickled her side.

      “Ahh, yes. Perfect. And how about pants, hats, gloves?” he said.

      “David, I’m on it,” Ava replied. “Let me call my manufacture and I’ll get back to you by next week. What’s my budget?”

      David pointed to the envelope. “Whatever it takes.”

      Over the next few weeks, David was busy trying to complete the construction. Thankfully, March rolled in with temperatures in the high fifties. Jude was in New York for the launch of her new book and Aunt Emily was spending the weekend in Florida in The Villages at her friend Geraldine’s new sunny house. David took the time to meet with his own team. He was amazed at the progress. The grocery store, drug store and most of the commercial buildings were in place. When he arrived at the living facility, his assistant was busy in the model home showing two people the layout. “Hi,” she said as David entered the makeshift office set up in the living room.

      “Everything looks great,” he said and held his hand out to the two men.

      “Tom, Andy, this is⁠—”

      “Mr. Wayne,” the men said in perfect unison.

      “It’s nice to meet you. Thank you for doing this,” the man wearing a Vietnam Era 1960 to 1975 Veteran hat said.

      Both men were wearing fatigue field jackets. David shook their hands. “Thank you both for your service and dedication to our country. Honestly, you are my inspiration and you’re both heroes in my eyes.”

      What his assistant didn’t tell him was… she allowed them to use the shower and she gave them both new underwear and socks prior to meeting David. Faith winked at the men as she told David she was trying to tell them they did not have to pay anything to live there. “They both served our country and both Andy and Tom are on disability. I assured them they qualified for the program and I would love to see them each take a home near the community center because the swimming pool would be wonderful for their physical therapy.” Then she handed Andy his cane. When he stepped closer to her, David noticed he had to hold onto the wall.

      “I’d listen to her if I were you.” Then David pointed to the map on the wall. “These two units are available and they are right next to each other. What do you say?”

      Tom put his hand out, palm up. “I only make six-hundred dollars a month.”

      David took hold of his hand, tapped it twice. “And every cent of that money is yours to spend on whatever you need. All the amenities are included, including your utilities. I won’t ask you for one penny. In fact, I just purchased a wheelchair van for transportation to and from doctor appointments or wherever you all need to go.”

      “It’s all free?” Faith said and then put her arm around Andy. “Come on, I’ll show you your new home.”

      Andy wiped his eye before saying, “I hated the shelter.” Then he laced is arm through Faith’s. “I feel like I am in a dream.”

      “Wait until you climb into bed.” She winked at David. “The bedding arrived yesterday.” Then she looked at the men and said, “Yes, your homes will be move in ready. From cotton to flannel sheets for a warm and cozy cold night’s sleep to towels, dishes, pans and utensils. We’ve got you.”

      David reminded them about the medical center and the food pantry on site. “I’ll also be giving every person a prepaid store card to use at the grocery store so you can buy whatever you want.”

      “Steak? I can buy a steak. I haven’t eaten a good steak in years,” Andy said.

      “Whatever you want,” Faith said as she glanced back at David knowing the prepaid card was something new.

      When David raised his eyebrows at her and then his shoulders, she winked at him as if to say I’m on it, “Great idea, Boss.” and gave him a thumbs up.

      As they approached the first home, David told them, “Our country owes you so much. This is just the beginning.” David held the door open for them. “Welcome to your new home.”

    



