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			Sometimes a dream is just a dream.
And a wish is just a thought.

			“Love is passion, obsession, someone you can’t live without. I say, fall head over heels. Find someone you can love like crazy and who will love you the same way back. How do you find him? Well, you forget your head and you listen to your heart. And I’m not hearing any heart. Cause the truth is, honey, there’s no sense living your life without this. To make the journey and not fall deeply in love, well, you haven’t lived a life at all. But you have to try, ’cause if you haven’t tried, you haven’t lived.”

			— William Parrish in Meet Joe Black

		


		

			Who will be remembered as time passes?

			Will it be for something small but unique,

			Or will it be for something powerful and splendid?

			Will it be a smile,

			Or a tear,

			Or loving someone very dear?

			 

			Will it be for a friendship that flows like fine wine,

			Or will it be for living with joy and commitment,

			Happiness and good fortune?

			Will it be for the legacy of love

			That will shine forever,

			Or for the memories shared,

			Or that special feeling when you think of them,

			And the ones you will never let go,

			And the fact that you have passed them to others,

			so they, too, will remember?

			That will be your legacy as well as theirs.

			— Marsha Casper Cook 2025
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			Preface

			A Word from Gracie

			What you are about to read is true. Well, maybe not all of it. You decide. You might have a dog or a cat, and you might talk to them. Of course, you don’t expect them to talk back to you—but think about it for just a minute. They look at you and understand your emotions. When you’re sad, so are they. And when you’re happy, they know it.

			I’m a dog. I’m also an angel who, for whatever reason, seems to have good luck finding the good in relationships. Everyone has a guardian angel. Usually, they send me to people who need me, but there are times when I don’t get it right. I’m always hopeful I can do whatever needs to be done, but sometimes I need help.
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			Prologue

			Hello Deli

			Hello Deli was more than a successful restaurant; it was a place where people could go, enjoy a meal, and see the same faces year after year. It was like a family, not just a spot for great corned beef and chicken noodle soup.

			Zach Feldman owned and operated this joyful place. But as the years went by, he grew worried about what would happen when he died. Zach didn’t want to be morbid, but he knew he wasn’t going to live forever. He didn’t love thinking about it, but it was the truth.

			Zach’s grandson, Adam, could have ended those worries, but he lived in New York and wasn’t about to leave his fancy high-paying job to come back to Chicago. Adam wouldn’t be the one to continue his legacy, and Zach loved him too much to ever to be mad, but the reality was he had no one to take over the deli.

			When Adam was very young, he would help Zach every Saturday and Sunday. The customers loved him, and all the servers and kitchen staff considered him family. Instead of taking a job there, he went to college and graduate school. After a quick trip to New York City, he decided that was where he wanted to live the rest of his life. He became successful there, and that was that. No matter how hard Zach tried, there was no way Adam would move back to run the business.

			Zach had accepted that things probably weren’t going to change, but sometimes change comes into a life without the slightest warning.

			Joe, one of Zach’s oldest and favorite customers, came to him with a request. Joe was moving to a glamorous condo downtown that didn’t allow dogs. He knew Zach had often talked about getting a dog but never did, so Joe asked if he’d be willing to take Gracie.

			Zach was not one to look a gift horse in the mouth. He opened his door and his heart to Gracie, the cutest Cavalier King Charles spaniel he’d ever seen, and his life immediately became brighter. He didn’t realize he’d been lonely until she entered his life.

			At first, he had no idea how special Gracie was. But as the weeks passed, he realized she was there for a reason. Because Gracie talked—and she told him she was there to help find Adam a wife. Zach had never been a believer in the mystic world, but always believed things happened for a reason.

			Living with a talking dog was challenging at first, but he eventually understood Gracie’s intentions. He wanted his grandson to be happy, and Gracie had a plan for that. She shared it with him a week or so before Thanksgiving.
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			Chapter One

			Adam Feldman was sitting at his desk, looking out at the city and pretending to listen to the phone conversation he was having. He usually had too much on his mind to pay attention to detail. Now and then, he would chime in, “Yes, I agree.” Then he’d glance at his expensive watch, his latest present to himself. He was already thinking about how to spend the money he was making from this new deal.

			He used to worry about money, but not anymore. It was good to be rich.

			Adam was only in his mid-thirties, but sometimes he felt old after a life lived in the fast lane. He thought about his good fortune a lot but always had a fear that someone was going to take it from him. When he was younger, he got himself in a mess or two but didn’t tell his grandfather or ask Zach to bail him out. Adam was a good guy, but he could be tough when he needed to be.

			He was good-looking, and getting a new woman whenever he wanted was easy. He usually wore tailored navy suits and white shirts. He liked white shirts because even if he changed clothes, they looked great with his classic jeans and expensive loafers. He had dark, curly hair that wasn’t the easiest to maintain, but it looked great on him.

			Adam hoped to have a wife and family someday, but he didn’t always pick the best women. His girlfriends were always glamorous, but his relationships usually ended in a warm goodbye and no hard feelings. He knew that was a little shallow. But when one woman was gone, another was waiting in the wings.

			He needed companionship because he didn’t like to go to restaurants or business functions alone. When he first came to New York from Chicago, he dated two or three women a week. But then that got old, and he amused himself with socialites from the country club where he played golf. And when that stopped interesting him, he picked the best of the bunch, a gorgeous blonde with green eyes.

			Her name was Gabriella. She had a great sense of style and left a lasting impression when she walked into a room. Adam liked that, even if they didn’t communicate well. Gabriella wasn’t much for conversation, especially when she was watching her soaps. She never asked him questions or checked in about his day; it was all about her. But she looked good, and Adam couldn’t help but admit that was important to him.

			She wasn’t really marriage material, but Adam figured as long as they didn’t actually walk down the aisle, it would be easy enough to cut ties whenever he decided that was necessary. It wasn’t an ideal relationship, but it worked for now.

			***

			So, there Adam was, still looking out the window, reminding himself that money hadn’t made him as happy as he thought it would. But that was how it was.

			He grabbed his coat and headed to meet his ride. Adam hadn’t driven himself to work for a long time, and driving in New York was far worse than even the insane Chicago traffic.

			“Damn,” he called out; it was cold as the wind hit him smack in the face. His driver, Lewis, was smoking a cigar next to the car.

			“Tough day, Adam?”

			“Just like the others.” Adam laughed.

			“Are you going home tonight or to Miss Gabriella’s?”

			“Going home to a martini with lots of olives. Want to join us? I’m sure Martin has plenty. He’s like my grandmother. She cooked for ten people when maybe three were eating.”

			“Reminds me of mine. Damn, she was a good cook.”

			Adam smiled. “My grandfather cooked even more than she did, but bringing home food isn’t a big deal when you own a deli. So, will you join us?”

			“Can’t tonight.”

			“Hot date?”

			“My daughter’s got a concert. She plays the violin. She’s good. Although what father’s going to say his daughter isn’t?”

			They both laughed. Adam never thought much about having kids. He realized there were many single moms and single dads, and nobody minded anymore, but he figured he needed a wife for that. He barely got through the day himself, let alone taking care of a kid or two.

			“Here we are,” Lewis said as they pulled up to Adam’s building. “Stay warm. See you at eight.”

			“Listen, you’ve got a lot going on tonight. Let’s make it ten.”

			“Really?”

			“Have fun tonight. I can start from home and then go in. Might be good for me.”

			As soon as Adam got off the elevator, he heard singing. He smiled, thinking Martin had a date. They’d been friends since they were kids, and Adam knew him well. When Martin was filled with vocal jubilation, he was usually going out for the night.

			“So, you got a date?” Adam asked even before he took off his coat.

			“I do. She’s gorgeous. A redhead. You heard me singing?”

			“As soon as I walked off the elevator. The entire building could probably hear.”

			Martin poured a martini for Adam and smiled. “I’m sure she has a friend. Do you want to join us? It will be fun. You need some fun in your life. Work isn’t everything.”

			“I’m going to lie on the couch and relax. And if I didn’t work as hard, we wouldn’t be here chitchatting. I’d be out there struggling to make a buck.”

			“Looks like it’s extra olives in your martini tonight.”

			“As many as you can fit.”

			“Bad day?”

			“Sort of. But it could have been worse. I had a dinner to go to, but I skipped it. I used to enjoy those dinners, but they’re not fun anymore.”

			“Luckily, it’s paid off for you,” Martin said. “Tomorrow will be better.”

			“Isn’t that what you always say?”

			“It is, but I knew in a minute you would say that tomorrow is a great new day. I just beat you to the punch.”

			“Guess we know each other pretty well.” Adam slid onto the couch. “Too bad neither of us has a woman who cares to know us the way we know each other.”

			“Isn’t that the definition of best friends? Thank goodness we have each other. I would never have had the courage to leave Chicago.”

			“You just needed to start over.”

			“Bad luck can do that to you.”

			“It wasn’t about luck. Rachel died, and you did everything for her. Think about how lucky Rachel was to have you at her side when she needed you the most. Being a good guy’s not such a bad thing.”

			“I guess you’re right.”

			“I know I am. I wish I could be a little more like you.”

			“I never turned the corner to making money. Without you, I’d probably never be able to live in such style.”

			“Sure you would have. You were a great chef and a fabulous bartender. You still are. You make the best martini ever.”

			“I worked in a diner that didn’t make money and didn’t serve liquor, so what good did it do me?”

			“It meant you could pay the bills and still care for Rachel.”

			“Without you and your grandfather, I would have been in debt for the rest of my life.”

			“But you’re not.” Adam paused. “And I’m glad you moved here.”

			“How in the hell did we get from martinis to this conversation?” Martin asked.

			“I guess it’s my fault. I’ve been feeling sorry for myself lately. I need to make some changes. ‘Poor me’ isn’t my style. I have no idea how I let myself get out of whack. I need a recharge, but I don’t even know where to begin.”

			Martin perked up. “I have a great idea.”

			“What is it?”

			“I’ll tell you a little later. I want to approach it just right.”

			“Come on, don’t keep me in suspense.”

			“In time, my good man. I don’t want to spoil our fun little talk. We hardly have these anymore.”

			“Alright. In the meantime, I have a question that’s been bothering me for days.”

			“Fine, let it out.”

			“Well, here goes. I’ve been having a dream.”

			Martin looked at Adam and grinned. “You told me you never dream.”

			“Well, I do now,” Adam confessed. He knew this would be strange, but he had to tell someone, and Martin understood him better than anyone.

			“So, tell me. What kind of dreams are you having?”

			“I just figured I should tell you. And since we’re being open and honest about everything, there’s something more important you should know. And don’t go crazy
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