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Thanks to everyone’s encouragement. I am continuing to write this book, special thanks to my best friend Jerry Lezama (deceased) for giving me the inspiration making sure I complete the book. 

A special thanks to the gentleman who told me, whatever I put my mind to, I can accomplish anything. I thank the Home for the Aged, and the caregivers for talking to me.

The gentleman I connected with, who gave me his blessings to write about his ordeal between father and daughter.
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The book is based on a true story, an Elderly Gentleman I had the pleasure and privilege of meeting while on my vacation. It is about the Elderly Gentleman and his daughter; she placing him in a Home for the Elderly.

His anger and hatred for his daughter was very intense, mentioning her name got him furious. He was positive that his stay at the home was for the rest of his life, put there and held against his wishes.

With the negativity against his daughter, returned to his home after the renovations and liked what they did to the house. 

Hi! Tom, where are you going this time on your travels? Billy asked.

I am going to my country of origin Grenada, in the Caribbean, also known as the Isle of Spice, where I was born. I still have family there.

What are you going to do when you get there?

Don't really know as yet, one thing that I have to do is visit all my family and people I know.

How long are you going away for, and are you staying with family?

I don't think so; I like the freedom of doing things when I want to without family; Do things their way.

Where would you be staying?

At a friend's place, I know about the countryside. I told him I was coming, and he said, I can stay there. The last time I was there, I helped him set up a Protocol Binder of rules for his business he was opening. A Home for the Elderly.

So; you are staying at an elderly home.

Yes, it's not what you may think. I will have my room, and everything I need, and it's on a bus route with easy access to transportation.

The day came that I was starting my vacation. I packed everything with the things that I was taking with me on my trip. I left for the airport early that day. The sun was still shining brightly on that cold winter day.

The forecast for that evening I was leaving said snow all night, and well into the next day, stopping around noon. I was glad that I had chosen a great day to leave.

A wonderful friend drove me to the airport, and after saying goodbye, I checked in at the airline counter, cleared customs, and had a seat waiting to board the plane. After an hour, they announced passengers should start boarding the plane; it did not take long for all passengers to board.

It delayed us for about fifteen minutes because the plane had to be de-iced on the runway before taking off. After deicing, we took off, and as it got up into the air, I thanked "GOD" softly for our safe arrival and on time. After six hours in the air, the pilot announced we should land soon, giving us the temperature and the weather for the day.
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The landing could not have been any better, it was one of the gentlest touch down I have ever witnessed in all my travels; the plane taxied to the terminal gate, embarking from the plane, everyone proceeded to the immigration and customs area to have their passport stamped and verified.

I checked out of customs in less than twenty minutes, proceeded to the exit door of the terminal, made a call to the home where I was going to stay, to make sure my friend was home. They were no answer, so I ended the call, and he had no answering system.

The airport had with lots of amenities. I had breakfast and took a mini-bus to the capital of the island St. Georges, which took about twenty minutes. I took another mini-bus to another town passing through the mountains, just enjoying the greenery of the vegetation and the colorful houses dotted amongst the trees and along the roadside.

Breathing was much healthier because of the fresh air than what I was used to. I could not be more at peace, and driven by a competent driver who was very careful around every corner, and every turn going up and down through the mountains.

What is so spectacular was the scenery, and the magnificent greenery, with such deep green and luscious vegetation along the roadside, at every turn not forgetting the breath-taking views of the distance hills where houses were wondering to yourself, how did they get up there to build these houses, and planning the colors that enhanced the mountainside.

After arriving in another town, which took about forty-five minutes, I took another mini-bus to my final destination, about fifteen minutes' drive, walked up a little hill where the house was located and where I was going to be staying. I announced my arrival, and greeted by my friend James, the owner of The Home for the Elderly.  

He took me to my sleeping quarters and the facilities area where I would perform my daily activities. James left because he had some errands to complete, but said that he will catch up later and talk about all that was happening when last I saw him.

After setting my suitcase in my quarters, I made my way upstairs of the house to relax, while enjoying the view of the coastal layout, and the cool, calming breeze coming off the ocean. The breeze was constantly blowing, and because of it, I got sleepy. Suddenly I heard the tapping on the floor of the living room, out came an elderly gentleman, who was staying at the home.

Hello he said,

Hello I replied, watching me from head to toe.

Who are you, and where did you come from?

I hesitated to give him an answer, but gave him a short version that he seems ok with, but continued watching me suspiciously as if to say "I don't trust you."

I made him feel at ease by telling him my name, Thomas Greaves, born in the town just down from here. His eyes opened wide with an astonishing look.

He said, I know some of your relatives they lived in the same village where I grew up.

He still did not tell me his name, maybe he was not sure what to think of me, that was understandable because he was seeing me for the first time, as the saying goes first time impression is very good, when you are meeting anyone for the first time.

Although we exchanged a few words, I could see that he was more relaxed than before, just because he was seeing me for the first time. It was hard for him to talk to a stranger he had just met.

He said, as we looked towards the ocean, I would sure like to go down to the beach one day.

You mean, you have not gone to the beach.

No, I have not he replied, James does not have the time to take me, he kept saying one of these days.

I am sure he meant it.

Let's talk about the weather he said, do you think it will rain.?

I don't think so, it’s too sunny for rain I said.

But there is a possibility it could, someday it’s very sunny and without notice we can get a heavy downpour.

Observing the whitecaps on the water in the distance as the waves formed, and the breeze blew, the day was looking as though it will be a hot one, but that constant breeze off the ocean was cool enough for being enjoyed.

The trees were swaying back and forth, and the cooling effects of the breeze had me nodding off. The elderly gentleman whose name I do not know as yet began muttering words I could not understand, as though he was angry about something.

Please excuse me for a while. I need to get some rest but I will be back I said.

Okay; he said I will sit here; it will be soon for my tea bread.

He watched me walk down the steps into the downstairs living room entrance. After two hours' rest I returned upstairs, but he was not sitting on the verandah.

Hi; are you there I said?

I am inside he shouted back; I don’t feel like talking anymore for the day.
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Okay, it's your choice. Whenever you feel up to it, let me know.

I remained upstairs and relaxed, enjoying the sea breeze that blew towards the home. They were no activity inside from the gentleman I met today. It was now 6:30 pm and dark so; I walked down the steps, got something to eat, had a shower and the moment my head rest on the pillow, I fell asleep, and was out like a light.

During the night I heard the shifting of furniture's, coming from above my room, although the gentleman's room whose name I do not know as yet; slept in a corner room. It did not sound as though it was coming
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