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Epi graph

“The spirit of man can en dure only so much. And when it is bro- 
ken, only a mir a cle can mend it.”

 

—John Bur roughs, Amer i can es say ist
 



Pro logue

SOME TIME IN THE FU TURE…

 

A lit tle boy taps on a small base ment win dow. 
“It’s open,” an old woman says.
She sits up on the mat tress. An elec tric teapot is plugged in

nearby, and a plate of half-eaten oat meal rests on a tray. 
The lit tle boy pushes his way through the win dow – only

some one as small as he is could fit – and drops to the floor, his
sneak ers mak ing a thwock on the base ment con crete.

“Are you sure this is OK, Lit tle Moses?” the old woman asks.
“I don’t want you to get in trou ble.”

“No one saw me, Miss.”
“I don’t want to get you sick.”
The boy stomps his sneaker to lose some dirt. 
“I can not get sick, Miss.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, Miss. Don’t worry, Miss.”
A sin gle tear falls down her cheek. She lifts her arms and the

boy ap proaches. He pushes off his shoes as she makes room for
him in the bed. Be neath her loose grey hair, which reaches her
shoul ders, he sees a small locket around her neck. He lays his head
against her chest, won der ing what is in side the locket.



“Thank you, Lit tle Moses,” she whis pers. “Thank you for let -
ting me hold you.”

She coughs sev eral times. The boy feels the old woman’s
arms tighten around him, sa vor ing the com fort of a sim ple hu man
touch.

“You are wel come, Miss,” he whis pers.



Week One

MONTHS EAR LIER…

 

Lit tle Moses is run ning as fast as his short legs will take him,
his arms churn ing, his mouth gulp ing oxy gen. Two older boys give
chase.

“We’re gain ing on you!” one yells.
“No!” Moses screams.
“If we touch you, it’s over!”
Moses knows them. Daniel and Buck. The teenage broth ers

who live across the street. They are draw ing closer, crunch ing dead
leaves be neath their boots.

“Don’t let them get you, Moses!”
It is Ava’s voice. Ava, his friend. He looks left and sees her

run ning, too.
“Ava!” he yells.
“You’re both dead!” Buck hollers.
Moses turns and nearly col lides with a tree. He swings his arm

around it, spin ning and slip ping on the rocks, which are wet with
snow.

Down he goes.
“No, Moses!” Ava yells. “Get up!”
His legs sting. His lungs burn. He wipes a leaf from his face.

Too late. The older boys are stand ing over him.



“Don’t! Don’t!” Moses screams, shield ing his face with his
gloves. Their hands are bare and red. They lean in, fin gers stretched
open.

“Gotcha,” Buck says. “Now you are…”
“BOYS! COME IN! WE’RE EAT ING!” 
“It!” he fin ishes, tag ging Moses.
“No, I’m not!” Moses protests.
“Yes, you are.”
“No, I’m not! The game is over if a mother calls.”
“He’s right,” Ava says, wan der ing in. “Those are the rules.”
Buck looks at Daniel, who shrugs.
“What ever,” he says.
 

***
 



 

ON A COR NER of a town in a coun try of our time, four fam -
i lies live across the street from one an other, near a patch of woods
where the chil dren are play ing tag. If you were a bird and flew over
this cor ner, you would see their homes spaced out neatly, the sky -
lights atop a large con tem po rary, the mod est shin gles of an older
colo nial, the dual chim neys of a con verted farm house, and the ir -
reg u larly shaped rooftop of a 1940’s cider mill.

If you flew lower, you would see the in hab i tants phys i cally in -
ter act ing, shak ing hands, giv ing hugs, throw ing snow balls.

Four fam i lies.
One cor ner.
North, south, east, west.
At this mo ment, in the week be fore the world changed for -

ever, three of those fam i lies are con verg ing on the home of the
fourth, which be longs to Dr. Greg My ers and his wife Aimee, who
bought their prop erty seven years ago, tore down a small ranch,
and built what neigh bors call a “Mc Man sion.”

Here comes the Lee fam ily, Sam and Cindy, a suc cess ful
young cou ple who work in the com puter field, fol lowed by their
house keeper, Rose baby, who is Moses’s mother. Moses – whom ev -
ery one calls “Lit tle Moses” be cause of his size – runs up be side her.
She wipes mud from his face.

“You are all dirty,” she whis pers.
Be hind them is the lo cal pas tor, Win ston Towns, wear ing a

brown bomber jacket, fol lowed by his wife, Lilly, hold ing hands
with their three kids, who all wear parkas with their hoods pulled
up, one of them car ry ing a Su per Soaker wa ter gun.



Lastly, walk ing slowly, comes Old Man Rick etts, owner of the
mill, wear ing a long over coat and hold ing a jar of ap ple cider. Next
to him is his wife Char lene, whose white hair is teased out in a bun.
Daniel and Buck – the two boys who had been chas ing Lit tle Moses
– are the Rick etts’ teenaged grand sons. They fall in be hind.

The door of the Mc Man sion swings open.
“You all got here at the same time!” Greg bel lows.
“Happy Sat ur day!” says Aimee.
The hosts are em braced as the guests walk in. Ev ery one gets a

hug or a kiss.
“We brought some fruit,” says Cindy, nod ding to Rose baby,

who is hold ing a sil ver bowl of ap ples and pears.
“I can carry it!” Lit tle Moses of fers.
Greg smiles. “How old are you now, Lit tle Moses?”
“Eight.”
“Well, that’s old enough, I guess.”
Lit tle Moses takes the bowl from his mother and stead ies his

arms be neath it.
“He likes to help,” Rose baby says.
Rose baby is Haitian, and has worked for the Lees since ar riv -

ing in this coun try three years ago. Moses joined her last year, af ter
his pa per work cleared.

“OK, ev ery one, hang your coats,” Aimee an nounces. “I’ve got
two big bowls of chili – meat and ve gan – corn bread, salad and
brown ies.”

Old Man Rick etts, the last one in, closes the door be hind him.
Ev ery one is safe in side. North, south, east, west.
It is Sat ur day. Early Feb ru ary. Win ter.



“Did any one hear about this virus?” Lilly asks.
 



Week Two

 

A dust ing of snow is cov er ing the cor ner. Sam Lee en ters the
cider mill and wipes flur ries from his coat sleeve. He picks up two
ap ple pies and ex am ines the muffins. The Rick etts Fam ily Mill, the
third largest in Michi gan, sells pies, donuts, cakes, and lots of cider.
Al though ap ple sea son is over now, Old Man Rick etts keeps the
place run ning year-round. He steps to the counter, wear ing a long
apron, which is stained.

“How you doin’, Mr. Rick etts?” Sam says.
“Good. You?”
“I’m good. Can I get a blue berry muf fin?”
Rick etts uses tongs to pick it up.
“What do you know about this China thing?” he says.
“You mean the virus?”
“Uh-huh.”
“Just what I read.”
“They got some in Amer ica now.”
“I read that. Seat tle?”
“Yeah. Some one flew in from China.”
“I guess that’s how it spreads.”
“What’s that place like? ‘Wuhan,’ is it?” 
Sam looks up.
“Mr. Rick etts, I’m not from China.”
“I heard they eat bats and snakes.”



“Like I said, I’m not from there.”
Rick etts raises an eye brow.
“You’re Chi nese, aren’t you?”
“My par ents came to Amer ica in the 50’s. I was born in Flint.”

He forces a smile. “Flint’s a long way from China, right?”
Rick etts makes a grunt ing sound.
“Gonna eat this now or later?” he asks.
“Now,” Sam says.
Rick etts hands him the muf fin with the tongs.
“There you go.”
 

 

***



 

GREG MY ERS pulls his BMW into the drive way and waves
at his daugh ters, Ava, 15, and Mia, 9, who are build ing a snow man
with Lit tle Moses. Greg sees his blue Michi gan cap atop the snow -
man’s head. He sighs. There goes that hat.

“Bet ter come in side, girls, it’s get ting dark,” he says, low er ing
the win dow. “Lit tle Moses, you go on home, OK?”

Mia wipes her nose on her jacket sleeve. Ava rubs some snow
on Moses’s cheek.

“I said now, girls.”
The chil dren scram ble.
 



Later, at the din ner ta ble, Aimee serves green beans to her
daugh ters. Mia picks one up and low ers it into her mouth, as if
swal low ing a worm.

“The in vi ta tions went out to day,” Aimee says.



Greg nods while chew ing. “OK.”
“I still don’t get why you guys are get ting mar ried again,” Ava

says, twirling her pasta. “Isn’t once enough?”
“We’re not get ting mar ried again,” Aimee says. “It’s a re newal

of our vows.”
“What does that mean?” Mia asks.
“It means,” Greg says, “af ter 20 years, we want to tell the

world how much we still love each other.”
He takes his wife’s hand and smiles mis chie vously.
“Gross,” Ava says.
“Ewww,” Mia says.
“Do I have to get a new dress?” Ava asks.
“We’ll see,” Aimee says. “You have a lot of nice things you

never wear.”
“Be cause they suck,” Ava says.
“Ava!” Greg says.
“Sorry,” she mum bles.
Aimee takes a piece of gar lic bread. “Any thing new at work to -

day?” she asks Greg.
“We had a brief ing on this virus from China.”
“Do they ex pect cases here? In Michi gan?”
“They just went over pro to col. It’s the same rou tine as the flu,

ba si cally.”
“So this is a flu?”
Greg takes a sip from a blue Gatorade bot tle.
“I don’t know what it is,” he says.
Ava rises. “I’m fin ished.”



“You are not fin ished,” Aimee says, “or there wouldn’t still be
salmon on your plate.”

“I ate as much as I can. It’s fish.”
“It’s good for you.”
“Dad’s drink ing Gatorade!”
Greg swal lows. “It’s good for you.”
Aimee low ers her voice. “It’s so full of sugar.”
“See!” Ava says.
“I think she heard you,” Greg says, grin ning.
 

***
 

PAS TOR WIN STON reads aloud from the pul pit, a pas sage
from the New Tes ta ment:

“The day of the Lord will come like a thief. And then the
heav ens will pass with a roar, and the el e ments will be burned
and dis solved, and the earth and its works will be ex posed.”

He looks out at a sea of faces.
“Didn’t mean to scare you,” he says.
The con gre ga tion laughs po litely. Most of the pews are filled.

Pas tor Win ston smiles. He knows he shouldn’t mea sure faith by at -
ten dance, but he feels im mensely sat is fied.

 “This pas sage,” he says, hold ing up his Bible, “came in re -
sponse to peo ple ask ing Paul, ‘When is Je sus com ing back? Is
he ever com ing back?’ Maybe they’re only plan ning on be ing good
once they know of his re turn.

“So Paul tells them when Je sus does come back, there will be
no warn ing. He’ll ar rive like a thief. And we will all be judged.’’



Win ston sees a hand go up. It’s Rose baby, the Haitian woman
who lives with the Lee fam ily. Her young son, Lit tle Moses, is be -
side her, as usual.

“Yes, Rose baby?”
“Why would the Good Book com pare the Lord to a thief?”
A few peo ple chuckle softly.
“Well,” Win ston says, “it’s just a metaphor. To re mind us we

never know what is com ing.”
Rose baby looks away, then folds her hands in her lap.
“I knew this al ready,” she says.
Pas tor Win ston grins.
“Any other ques tions?” he asks.
 



 



Week Three

 

Greg fin ishes ex am in ing a pa tient, an older Lebanese man in
his 70’s.

“We’ll do an other scan in six months,” Greg says. “But I think
we’re out of the woods.”

“Thank God,” the man says, shak ing Greg’s hand, then sud -
denly em brac ing him.

“Whoa, OK,” Greg says, a bit em bar rassed.
Greg has been a pul mo nolo gist for 21 years. He sees a good

deal of em phy sema, bron chi tis and lung can cer, from which the
Lebanese man has seem ingly re cov ered. Greg takes a mo ment af ter
the man leaves to think about some thing an old men tor told him
dur ing his res i dency.

“Pa tients will ex pect you to be God. You will learn you are
not. The chal lenge is keep ing that to your self.”

Greg walks the file down to the front desk. His col league,
Jerry, pulls him aside.

“Did you hear?”
“What?” Greg says.
“We got our first case. Covid-19. Woman.”
“Where?”
“ICU.”
“Al ready?”



“She came in on her own, to ER. Six hours later, her lungs are
full of fluid, and they’re call ing for a vent.”

“Holy crap.”
“An other flu.” Jerry shakes his head. “Like hell it is.”
 

***
 

NORTH, EAST, SOUTH AND WEST are gath ered once
more on an other Sat ur day af ter noon, this time in side the re mod -
eled farm house owned by Cindy and Sam Lee. It’s a mod ern open
floor plan de sign, with high ceil ings and two mas sive sky lights, and
the Lees have used a long, oak ta ble to spread out a dessert buf fet:
ice cream con tain ers with sil ver scoop ers, two choco late mousse
cakes, oat meal cook ies and ten ba nana muffins.

“All right,” Cindy an nounces, putting down a tray of grapes.
“We’re open for busi ness.”

The kids rush in, bump ing their bod ies and play fully swat ting
each other’s fin gers from the sweets. Rose baby has ar ranged the
oat meal cook ies in a cir cle, one over lap ping the next.

“Please don’t grab ev ery cookie,” Lilly scolds, as her kids pick
through them. “I’m se ri ous. Just take one.”

Aimee watches ner vously. She sees how many times the kids
touch each other or some thing an other child has touched – cook ies,
toys, crayons – and how fast they put their fin gers in their mouths
or their eyes. She thinks about this new flu and how fast it will
shoot through the school. She rec on ciles her self: My kids are
gonna get it.

The four fam i lies have been gath er ing ev ery Sat ur day for
years, partly be cause their kids all play to gether, and partly be cause



it eases the bur den of find ing other week end ac tiv i ties. They ro tate
houses to share the ex penses.

The con ver sa tion to day is fo cused on the virus. As the kids
squirt Her shey’s choco late sauce, the adults are clip ping each
other’s sen tences.

“My sis ter had to can cel her cruise–”
“Do they get their money back?–”
“Wait, how about this? We had tick ets to the game Thurs day

– I just read they’re can celling it.”
“How dan ger ous can a bas ket ball game be–’
“It’s not the game-“
“It’s the crowds. What if some one has the bug—”
“Ex actly—”
“And they spread it to some one in their row, who spreads it—”
“Oh, come on.”
“Did you hear they might close some schools?”
“Oh, my God. If I’m stuck at home with the kids, I’ll lock my -

self in the base ment!”
Laugh ter.
“I don’t get it. Isn’t this just for old peo ple?”
“No, no. It’s old peo ple who die from it—”
“Shhh. Lilly, the kids—”
“I’m sorry. But that’s what they say—”
“Speak ing of the kids, did yours get flu shots this year?’
“Ours did.”
“I read an ar ti cle about how many peo ple die from flu ev ery

year. It’s some thing like 60,000—”
“I saw that, too—”



“All those peo ple die and no body says squat.”
“And mean while, this new thing, they have, what, two cases in

the whole state?”
“And they’re can celling the bas ket ball?
“It’s an over re ac tion.”
Aimee has been lis ten ing qui etly. “It’s not an over re ac tion,”

she blurts out. “Greg, tell them what hap pened in China.”
Ev ery one turns to Greg.
“That’s China, honey. Doesn’t mean it’s gonna hap pen here.”
“What hap pened, Greg?”
“A lot of peo ple are dy ing. Ap par ently, they closed off an en -

tire city try ing to con tain it.”
“Sam? What are you hear ing?”
Sam blinks in dis be lief. “Are you se ri ous? Je sus. I went

through this with Rick etts.”
Now ev ery one looks at Rick etts.
“I just asked Sam what he knew,” Rick etts says, “be cause, you

know…”
“Be cause he thinks I’m Chi nese,” Sam says. “So I’ll tell you

what I told him. I was born in Flint. I know as much about China as
you do. Je sus.”

“Sam,” Cindy says softly, touch ing his arm, “that’s not to tally
true. I mean, we still do have some fam ily—”

“You have fam ily.”
Cindy shoots him a look. “Any how, it’s not like China in vented

this so that Amer i cans could get it.”
Rick etts snaps a piece of oat meal cookie.
“That’s one the ory,” he says.



“Pete, don’t be an ass hole,” his wife Char lene snaps.
Eyes shoot back and forth.
“Well, let’s hope the two peo ple in our state get bet ter,” Lilly

says, “and then we’re done with this.”
“Amen to that,” Pas tor Win ston adds.
“Rose baby,” Lilly says. “What about Lit tle Moses? Has he had

flu shots?”
“Lit tle Moses can not catch any thing,” she says.
The oth ers share a con cerned look.
“Rose baby,” Greg says, softly, “ev ery body can catch some -

thing.”
“Not him,” she says, smil ing.
Greg hooks his hands and taps his thumbs to gether. He thinks

about say ing more. In stead he rises.
“I’m go ing in for that choco late mousse,” he an nounces.
 

 



Week Four

 

Mon day. Lilly pushes a cart up the su per mar ket aisle. She
sees sev eral peo ple scour ing some nearly empty shelves.

She looks up and sees she is in the “Pa per goods/Nap -
kins/Toi let Pa per” sec tion.

“Je sus,” a man mum bles. He is on his knees, reach ing all the
way to the back of a shelf. He pulls out a half-opened pack of toi let
pa per. There are two rolls left. He puts them in his cart, which is al -
ready loaded with packs of bot tled wa ter, and cans of tuna fish and
beans. He also has ten flash lights.

“Ex cuse me, do you work here?” she asks.
“No,” he snaps. He yanks on his green cam ou flage jacket. “Do

I look like I work here?”
“You have a name tag,” Lilly points. The tag reads “An thony.”
“Yeah, well, it ain’t for bag ging gro ceries.” He stud ies her

nearly empty cart. “If I were you, lady, I’d load up on what I can.
No body’s com ing to save you.”

“What do you mean?”
He shakes his head and snorts. He pushes away. “Good luck

sur viv ing,” he mum bles.
Lilly watches him go. When she turns back, she sees a young

In dian woman crouch ing deep into the same shelf the man had just
searched. She slides back and ex hales.

“He got the last one,” she says. “Damn it.”
 



***
 

TUES DAY. Greg holds his daugh ter’s hands un der the
faucet.

“Soap on the bot tom, soap on the top, rub to gether. Now hook
your fin gers into your palms like this.”

“Daddy, I know how to wash my hands.”
“Twenty sec onds, OK? Al ways count to 20.”
Ava, stand ing next to Mia, stares at her re flec tion in the mir -

ror. She sees a pim ple start ing be low her hair line.
“Ugh, God,” she says, touch ing it.
“Pay at ten tion, Ava. This is re ally im por tant. Hot wa ter.

Twenty sec onds.”
“Why do we have to do this?”
“ ‘Cause there’s a sick ness go ing around. Wash ing your hands

helps to keep you safe.”
“I thought locks kept us safe,” Mia says.
“I thought Su per man kept us safe,” Ava coun ters.
“I thought Won der Woman kept us safe!” Mia says.
“I thought Black Pan ther kept us safe!’” Ava says.
Greg turns off the faucet.
“Just re mem ber what I showed you.”
“I thought Daddy kept us safe!” Mia adds.
Greg lifts her as she squeals.
“Daddy does,” he says.
 

***
 



WEDNES DAY. Sam and Cindy sit on their sec tional leather
couch in front of a flat screen TV. Sam has his com puter in his lap.
He doesn’t look up. The ca ble news is on, mostly about the virus
and how Eu ro pean coun tries are see ing hor ri ble out breaks.

The liv ing room opens to the kitchen, where Rose baby is
scoop ing the re mains of din ner into the garbage dis posal. She, too,
glances at the screen.

“What do you think about this?” Cindy asks Sam.
“What?” he mum bles, not look ing up.
“The virus.”
Sam types. “I dunno. I’m busy right now.”
“You’re al ways busy.”
“That’s right, Cindy. It’s called work.”
“Yeah, I know. I work, too.”
Cindy pulls a pil low and shoves it un der her el bow. She makes

the vol ume louder.
“I am fin ished here,” Rose baby says. “Is there any thing else?”
“No, thank you,” Cindy says. “Good night. Rose baby.”
“’Night,” Sam mum bles.
Rose baby looks at the screen once more. She sees doc tors in

haz mat suits. She sees peo ple in for eign hos pi tals, many of them
alone and unat tended.

“Do they say what is the in fec tion rate?” she asks.
“What does that mean?” Cindy says.
Sam looks up, cu ri ous.
Rose baby hes i tates.
“Never mind,” she says. “Good night.”
 

***



 

THURS DAY. Lit tle Moses stretches on the class room floor,
fin ger-paint ing along side his class mates. Al though he is old enough
to be in third grade, the teach ers have him in first, as his Eng lish
and math skills were far be hind when he came to Amer ica.

The girl next to him, Alexis, draws a squig gly line and a dot on
his pa per.

“Do you know what that is?” she says.
Moses tilts his head.
“No,” he says.
“It’s a ques tion mark.”
“What does it mean?”
“It means, if you have a ques tion, you put it at the end. That’s

what makes it a ques tion. Like if I say, ‘Where are you go ing,
Moses?’, I would put a ques tion mark at the end.”

Moses smiles. He likes learn ing things. He rubs his fin gers in
blue paint and makes the same sym bol on the girl’s page.

“Like that?”
“Yeah, but you have to ask a ques tion.”
“OK. Ummm…Do you like ba nanas?”
“Yes.”
“Good. You can eat my ba nanas. I do not like them.”
They laugh and mash their hands to gether, smear ing paint on

each other’s sleeves.
“Chil dren! Ev ery one wash up right now! Let’s go!”
The teach ers are sud denly shuf fling the kids to the sinks.

Moses goes to grab his pa per but the teacher lifts him away.
“We have to wash now, Lit tle Moses!”



Min utes later, they are dressed in their coats and lined up in
the hall way.

“Boys and girls,” the school prin ci pal an nounces, “we’re go ing
to be clos ing school early. Your par ents have been called and they
are on their way to pick you up.”

Moses is stand ing in the back of the group. He reaches into
his pock ets for his gloves. He feels one, but the other pocket is
empty. His mother will be an gry if he loses a glove. He al ready lost
one this year.

He slips from the group and heads back to his class room. He
passes the school of fices, where he glimpses the cook, Miss Ju -
lianna, sit ting by her self. He hears her cough ing and cough ing.

He taps the glass and waves at her through it.
She looks up, scared. Moses goes to open the door – he wants

to ask if she can find his glove – but she waves a fin ger wildly and
shakes her head no. She looks so se ri ous. Moses lets go of the door -
knob. He is con fused. Nor mally, Miss Ju lianna is happy to see him.
Some times, she gives him snacks.

She lifts her hands as if to say, “Sorry” then starts cough ing
wildly. Moses leans down and un does his knap sack. He takes out a
piece of pa per and finds a crayon. He draws some thing. Then he
holds the pa per up to the glass so Miss Ju lianna can see it.

It’s a ques tion mark.
 



 

***
 

THURS DAY NIGHT. Greg comes into his bed room, where
Aimee is watch ing the TV news.

“How long be fore they con tain this?” she says.
Greg sits down on the bed. He rubs his fore head.
“They’re not gonna con tain it,” he says.
“What do you mean?”
“To day at work, they told us to brace for a lot of cases. They’re

ramp ing up sup plies. They’re call ing pa tients and giv ing them the
op tion of can celling ap point ments, or do ing them over the phone.
They don’t want any more peo ple around than nec es sary.”



He pauses. “I’ve been read ing up on it, Aimee. This is no or di -
nary flu. The con ta gion rate is too high. And the data on peo ple dy -
ing from it – I don’t know. It looks like it at tacks the lungs.”

Aimee is star ing at him.
“That’s your field,” she says.
“Which means I’m on call ev ery day.”
Aimee shifts in the bed. “This doesn’t make sense. I heard the

Pres i dent yes ter day. He said it was noth ing. He said it’s go ing to go
away.”

“That’s just dumb.” Greg rises. “This kind of virus doesn’t ‘go
away’.”

He heads to the bath room. A minute later he re turns. Aimee is
punch ing her phone.

“What are you do ing?”
“Call ing my mother. I don’t trust that as sisted liv ing place. I

want her here.”
 

***
 

FRI DAY. Pas tor Win ston and Lilly are sit ting in the church
pews.

“We have to tell peo ple by to day,” Lilly says.
“Only if we’re can celling ser vices.”
“Well? Are we can celling ser vices?”
“The news said you can’t have groups of 250.”
“And?”
“Lilly, if we had 250 peo ple, I’d be thrilled.”
“But what if we have 100? We get that a lot. What if it’s dan -

ger ous?”



“We’re here to spread the word of God.”
“What if we spread some thing else?”
Pas tor Win ston rubs his chin. He looks around the empty

sanc tu ary, which is quiet and clean, the walls re cently re painted.
Win ston likes sit ting here dur ing the week. There is a seren ity to it,
and a wel com ing feel ing, as if the Lord is pleas antly sur prised to see
some one when it’s not Sun day.

“We can get an other hand san i tizer sta tion,” Win ston says.
“There was no san i tizer at the su per mar ket. And all the toi let

pa per was gone.”
“Gone? Why?”
Lilly leans back. “Peo ple don’t need a rea son when they’re

scared, Win ston.”
Sud denly, the rear door creaks open. Rose baby steps in side,

wear ing a long brown coat and a ban dana around her hair.
“Hello, Rose baby,” Pas tor Win ston says, sur prised to see her.

“Is ev ery thing OK?”
She ap proaches the pew.
“What is it, Dear?” Lilly says.
Rose baby low ers her eyes.
“I need to con fess some thing, Pas tor,” she says.
Win ston rises. “All right. We can go to my of fice—‘’
“It is about Lit tle Moses.”
“Is your son all right?” Lilly asks.
Rose baby drops to her knees.
“He is not my son,” she says, her voice crack ing. “I found him

when he was a baby. He is dif fer ent. And with this sick ness go ing
around, there is some thing you must know about him…”

 



 

END OF CHAP TER ONE

 

 



Pay It For ward

If you’re en joy ing “Hu man Touch” so far, would you con sider, if
you’re able, adding a hu man touch of your own by do nat ing any
amount to help my home town city of De troit bat tle the wave of
coro n avirus that is over whelm ing it? Our cit i zens are strug gling -
and dy ing - in high num bers. “DE TROIT BEATS COVID-19!” fo -
cuses on first re spon ders, se niors, poor chil dren and the home less.
 

Thanks, as al ways,
Mitch Al bom
 

***
 

DE TROIT BEATS COVID-19!

 

You can do nate to help Mitch Al bom’s home town of De troit
through SAY De troit, a 501(c)(3) char ity he founded in 2006, right
now at www.hu man touch story.com.

 

The DE TROIT BEATS COVID-19! project will de vote 100% of
the pro ceeds to fight ing Covid-19 in the fol low ing ways:

By cre at ing a mo bile test ing cen ter in De troit
Feed ing 2,000 home bound se niors weekly
Con tin u ing ed u ca tion for more than 100 im pov er ished
chil dren

http://www.humantouchstory.com/


Help ing to op er ate a quar an tine cen ter for home less cit i -
zens
Fund ing the cre ation of re us able, wash able masks and
mask pro tec tors for first re spon ders
Feed ing med i cal and hos pi tal per son nel on the front lines
through the pur chase of food from lo cal De troit restau -
rants at risk of clos ing

 

 



Also by Mitch Al bom
 

Tues days with Mor rie
The Five Peo ple You Meet in Heaven

For One More Day
Have a Lit tle Faith
The Time Keeper

The First Phone Call from Heaven
The Magic Strings of Frankie Presto
The Next Per son You Meet in Heaven

Find ing Chika
 

 



About the Au thor

Mitch Al bom is the au thor of nu mer ous books of fic tion and
non fic tion, which have col lec tively sold more than forty mil lion
copies in forty-seven lan guages world wide. He has writ ten seven
num ber-one New York Times best sellers – in clud ing Tues days
with Mor rie, the best selling mem oir of all time, which topped the
list for four straight years – award-win ning TV films, stage plays,
screen plays, a na tion ally syn di cated news pa per col umn, and a mu -
si cal. His most re cent work is a re turn to non fic tion with the New
York Times best seller Find ing Chika, a mem oir about a young
Haitian or phan whose short life would for ever change Al bom’s
heart. He founded and over sees SAY De troit, a con sor tium of nine
dif fer ent char i ta ble op er a tions in his home town, in clud ing a non -
profit dessert shop and food prod uct line to fund pro grams for De -
troit’s most un der served cit i zens. He also op er ates an or phan age in
Port-Au-Prince, Haiti, which he vis its monthly. He lives with his
wife, Ja nine, in Michi gan. Learn more at www.mitchal bom.com,
www.say de troit.org, and www.have faithaiti.org.

 

Fol low Mitch on Face book, Twit ter and In sta gram at
@mitchal bom.

 

http://www.mitchalbom.com/
https://www.saydetroit.org/
https://www.havefaithaiti.org/
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