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As Regina pushed the cart from the Safeway grocery store out to her Impala, she stopped to dig a cooling ring from the diaper bag. Davie, her two-year-old son, was teething. Tears washed his reddened cheeks as he screamed flailing his arms and kicking his chubby legs against the cart.

Regina’s husband, Larry, had been born to parents in their fifties. Being of advanced age, they had already passed away when she and Larry met in college.

Regina had been raised in an orphanage and had no family. It saddened her that she never got to meet his parents.

Just a year after marriage, Larry joined the Marines. Regina had been three months pregnant when her husband shipped out to Afghanistan. He never came home. Never got to meet his son. It was hard for Regina to be the sole caretaker. She worried about raising Davie alone without a father figure in his life.

Financially, her husband had left the family well provided for, with Regina named as the beneficiary of a death gratuity and life insurance policy. Plus she received monthly payments from a Survivor Benefit Plan and Social Security. But she would have given it all up in a heartbeat just to have her sweetheart home safe.

After sixteen months of grief therapy, Regina had put her life back on track. And now when she looked into her son’s green eyes, stroked his sandy hair, or tweaked his twin dimples, it reminded her that she still had a part of Larry. Davie’s baby pictures could have passed for one of her husband’s.

“Oh, you poor baby,” Regina cooed. “It’s terrible not being able to tell Mommy what’s wrong.” She wrapped Davie’s fat little hand around the cooling ring and raised it to his mouth. He sucked on it and quieted.

An elderly man smiled and waved as he walked by on the way to his Dodge Ram truck. Regina’s Impala was parked a row over, but she waited a moment to make sure that Davie’s gum pain had been alleviated.

A loud roar, startled Regina. The old man driving the Dodge truck had put the vehicle into drive instead of reverse and had hit the accelerator. The truck slammed into a Ford Taurus that was parked bumper to bumper with the Dodge and knocked it out of gear. The Taurus flew backwards across the parking lane and hit the vehicle and rammed into the front of the vehicle parked next to Regina’s Impala.

It happened so fast that Regina froze, unable to move as the horrific events unfolded like a scene from an action-packed movie as the two vehicles collided with explosive force.

Clutching Davie, Regina jumped backwards as metal crunched and the truck’s engine roared. Startled, her son dropped the teething ring in the cart and squalled, his arms flaying and legs kicking.

Regina unclipped the safety strap and lifted her Davie into her arms.

“Shush, now,” as she hugged him to her chest, thinking how close they had come to being injured or killed. “Oh, thank you, Lord! Thank you for protecting us from harm.

If she had not stopped to find the teething ring, she and Davie would have been right in the path of the unmanned car.

Davie squirmed against her snug hold. Regina leaned her nose against his neck and inhaled his fresh baby scent. Just six more feet and I could have lost my baby, she thought.

Regina breathed in deeply, calming herself as she remembered the grief counselor’s words.

“We’re not guaranteed tomorrow. Live one day at a time. Look for the rainbow. Help others and stop focusing on yourself.”

As a result of the grief counseling, Regina had started volunteering at the local VA hospital. It had helped her to heal. She thought about today’s near-tragedy and wondered where to look for the rainbow.

The grocery store manager and a couple of male workers hurried past her to the Dodge truck. Smoke billowed from under the hood. They pulled the old man out from under the airbag and out of the truck before carrying him away from the wreckage.

Then they pushed the burning truck further away from other parked vehicles. Flames flared up amid the black smoke and the smell of burning rubber permeated the air. A full-blown fire broke out, quickly spreading as it engulfed the vehicle’s engine.

Disoriented, the old man was pale, his pupils were dilated. As his legs gave way and he collapsed, the store manager caught him around the waist and eased him to the ground.

“I don’t know what happened,” the man mumbled. “I thought I had put the truck in reverse.”

Sirens could be heard in the distance. Within minutes of the accident, both a fire truck and an ambulance whipped into the grocery store parking lot.

Two paramedics—a man and a woman—hurried with their medical bags to where the old man was sitting and started an assessment.

The firemen had hooked hoses up to a fire hydrant and within minutes extinguished the burning Dodge Ram. The truck was a total loss, pavement beneath it charred black and heat radiated from the destroyed engine.

Regina patted her son’s back as she walked over to speak with the paramedics.

“Is he okay?” she whispered.

“Are you family?” the female paramedic asked briskly.

The old man looked up and squinted as he stared sadly at Regina. “This is my daughter-in-law,” he said.

The paramedic nodded at the old man, then turned to Regina to give her more information.

“His blood pressure is a little high, but that’s to be expected. Take him home and keep an eye on him for the next twenty-four hours.”

“All right,” Regina said. She didn’t know what else to say.

The paramedics packed up their gear and loaded it into the ambulance.

The old man was obviously still disoriented. Regina wondered if maybe he did not have any relatives around. She turned to the store manager. “Can you help me get him into my car?”

The manager nodded and helped the old man to his feet. Wrapping an arm around his waist, he eased him into the passenger seat of the Impala.

When a squad car pulled up, Regina leaned over to talk to the old man.

“That officer is going to need to see your driver’s license. Is there anyone I can call for you?”

The man pulled out his billfold and his cell phone and handed them both to Regina. He stretched his arms up, offering to hold Davie. Regina was hesitant, but Davie reached out toward the old man. The two instantly bonded. Davie laid his head on the elderly man’s chest. His newfound friend patted his back reassuringly. Regina was surprised. Her son usually did not take to strangers.

Regina flipped open the wallet and sifted through the contents pulling out the driver’s license and insurance card. The old man’s name was Henry Wallace and to her surprise, he only lived four blocks from her house on Flint Street. 

While the police officers spoke with the store manager and got statements from witnesses, Regina checked Henry’s phone for an ICE (in case of emergency) contact. Fortunately, there was one in the phone. Instead of calling, she sent a short text message: Henry has been in an acc. He’s okay. Safeway Grocery Store. 2500 SW Eagle.

While talking with the police officers, the store manager gestured toward the impala. Regina felt a moment of unease. What in the world could she tell them? She did not want them hauling Henry off to heaven knows where.

Five minutes later, a black BMW whipped into the parking lot and a tall man stepped out of the vehicle. He had coal-black hair and was wearing sunglasses so dark that they hid his eyes completely. His head turned as the stranger scanned the area, starting with the burned-out truck, glancing over the bystanders, and police officers, finally stopping at the Impala. Walking briskly, he headed in their direction and made it to her car before the police.

“Is Dad, okay?”

Regina sighed in relief.

“Yes, the paramedics released him, but they said he should be watched for the next twenty-four hours.”

She handed Henry’s phone, wallet, and proof of insurance she had pulled from the wallet to his son.

“Thank you,” Henry’s son said.

“You’re welcome. I was glad to help.” She lifted a sleeping Davie from Henry’s arms. When Henry’s son helped him from the Impala, the old man patted the sleeping boy on the back.

“He’s a keeper,” Henry whispered to her.

The old man’s words were like a warm embrace. Regina smiled. She was so glad that Henry was alright and that he had family to take him home.

The police interviewed Regina briefly as she buckled Davie into his car seat. Before she left, Regina realized she had totally forgotten her groceries.

Loading them into the car, she settled behind the wheel and pulled out of the store parking lot. Her last view was of Henry’s son helping his father into the BMW.
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Two weeks later, Regina had just finished feeding Davie lunch when the doorbell rang. She had been mulling over the accident at the grocery store, still looking for the rainbow. Regina left Davie in his highchair and hurried to look through the peephole of the front door. Gasping with surprise, she opened the door.

“Henry! Come in.”

Regina motioned the old man and his son into the living room.

“Have a seat and I’ll go get Davie.”

Regina carried Davie into the living room and set him down. The boy let loose a peal of laughter and ran into the old man’s arms. Henry gathered Davie into a hug. Her son snuggled but when the old man tickled Davie’s tummy, her son’s childish giggles soon exploded into chortles of happy laughter.

“I’m so glad you’re okay, Henry.”

The old man’s eyes filled with tears. “I’m just glad no one was hurt,” he said as he looked down at Davie.

“We came over to say thank you,” Henry’s son said. “I never had a chance to introduce myself. I’m Jake Wallace.”

“No thanks needed! I am Regina Casselberry and of course, my son Davie. But wait, you must have already known that. How else would you have found where I lived?”

“Well, although I do work for the CIA,” Jake said with a grin.

Regina gasped.

“No strings pulled,” Jake said. “When I picked up the accident report to take to my insurance company, your name and address were listed as a witness. I hope you do not mind that we dropped by without calling first. Dad and I wanted to see you and thank you in person for all you did. Plus Dad could talk of nothing but your son.”

Pointing to Henry and Davie, Regina chuckled.

Regina smiled. “It appears to be a mutual fascination.”

“I noticed,” Jake said. “And I wanted to thank you for your husband’s service.” He shrugged. “I googled your name and found the newspaper article about your husband.”

Regina’s hands were folded in her lap. She smiled serenely. In the days and weeks after Larry died, she would not have responded so graciously, but she did not want to live her life in constant turmoil.

“Thank you,” she said. “It has not been easy. I hate it that Davie will never have a chance to know his daddy.”

But you’ll be there to keep those memories alive and make sure Davie does not forget his father,” Jake commiserated.

“Yes, I will,” Regina said.

“My job demands long work hours. Dad and I have decided that he should not drive anymore
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