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It was ten minutes to noon on a Saturday in May. 

The streets in Rossmoor were filled with children. The warm California sunshine overhead was warming 

and the light on-shore breeze from the Pacific cooled the skin to the touch. The leaves of the parkway 

trees whispered from the light wind. Neighbors were out mowing their lawns, talking to each other, and 

enjoying the first glimpse of summer. 

All in all, it was a day in which everyone was thankful to live in Southern California – and a great day to 

be alive. 

Yet there were two people in the neighborhood who were not thinking about the beautiful weather or 

joining the pickup baseball game at Rossmoor Park.  They had one thing on their mind and one thing 

only. 

Jeremy Cooper walked up Bostonian toward Montecito on the busy sidewalk, crowded with 

skateboarders and bicyclists. His hands were in his pockets and his shoulders slumped against the 

breeze. His fingers held tight to his paycheck from the local movie theatre where he was a projectionist. 

His destination was the bank in the new shopping center on the south side of the neighborhood. He 

would make it with only minutes to spare before the bank closed, thinking to himself banking hours on 

the weekends weren’t convenient enough. He didn’t make much money, but he didn’t have many 

needs, either. And he liked the dark, warm projection rooms of the theatre. They were quiet, and the 

people he interacted with on a daily basis were on the screen and didn’t require anything of him – not 

that he knew anyone who would. He simply needed to cash his check and to get home to ESPN. 

On the next street over, also making her way toward Montecito, walked a young girl, avoiding the cracks 

in the sidewalk so as not to break her mother’s back – if only she’d had one – and following the shade of 

the trees to stay cool.  As she walked along, Anabelle Murphy glanced across the street to her left at a 

newly rebuilt home, the stone monolith peering down on its neighboring gingerbread minions that 

continue hold their ground against the onslaught of the “new and bigger and better.” She watched the 

doves perched on the electrical wires and the lawn flags flap in the breeze. It was a beautiful day to fly a 

kite, but kite flying was not an option for her – not much was. She simply needed something to eat and 

to find a place to sleep for the night. 

She arrived at the corner of Rossmoor Elementary just minutes after Jeremy Cooper, who was just over 

a block ahead of her. He had shoulder-length, light-brown hair with sun-kissed blond highlights. It was 

unkempt and uncombed, reminding her of a surfer. He was lean, casually dressed in Bermuda shorts, a 

light blue t-shirt and flip flops. His steps were unusually fast for a Saturday stroll. He seemed to be 

headed somewhere with purpose, and she decided to follow him. She had nothing else to do and no one 

who cared anyway. He looked friendly enough. 
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A half mile later, Jeremy turned into The Shops at Rossmoor. Anabelle remained twenty paces back from 

him. She watched him enter the bank and wait in line behind a dozen other customers waiting to do 

their banking. She leaned up against the bank’s window and while she waited, she glanced around at the 

busy parking lot and the listened to the laughter. She watched a family of five settle on the outdoor 

patio of the yogurt shop to enjoy their afternoon treat. She watched a couple of teenagers, 

overburdened with shopping bags, park their bikes and head into an upscale, hip, fast food restaurant 

for lunch without even a glance in her direction. She longed to be a part of any one of them. 

Just as she turned to check on Jeremy, he opened the door and slammed it into her, knocking her down 

onto the sidewalk. 

He jumped back, startled to be in physical contact with anyone. 

Anabelle looked up meekly and smiled. “I’m sorry.” 

“You okay, kid?” he asked, avoiding eye contact and looking around to see if the security guard, the 

sweaty man with dark, greasy hair and a beer belly that hung beneath his belt and stretched his rented 

security guard uniform to the point where his white undershirt was visible between the gaps, noticed 

anything. The last thing Jeremy wanted was attention, an audience, or a break from routine. 

“Yeah. I’m good.” Anabelle avoided his eyes and struggled to her feet without any help from Jeremy. 

He glanced at her and then over to the Rite Aid and then back at her. He was itching to walk away, buy 

his double scoop of vanilla Thrifty ice cream, and get home to his small apartment to watch today’s 

sports line up. He didn’t plan to miss any of it.  

Jeremy headed off across the parking lot, looked to his left to check for oncoming cars, and saw the girl 

out of the corner of his eye. She was following him. He did not turn around when Anabelle, ducking and 

hiding behind the displays, entered the Rite Aid behind him.  

What does she want? thought Jeremy.  

Jeremy knew she was alone. He didn’t even need to ask. He knew that life. That was his life as a young 

kid. Homelessness followed its victims like a shroud that, even through to adulthood, was hard to shake.   

Jeremy stepped up to the ice cream counter. He ordered his usual. But this week he ordered and paid 

for two. He carried one in each hand toward to the front of the store. 

“You gonna keep hiding from me or do you want this?” he said to no one as the automatic doors opened 

to the street. 

Anabelle stepped out from behind the bin of $1 DVD’s in aisle two and followed Jeremy outside. 

Without making a sound, she grabbed the cone from his left hand and fell in three steps behind him.  

They walked six blocks like this, in silence, to his apartment. Jeremy held his apartment door open for 

Anabelle. They exchanged knowing, grateful smiles. Two minutes later they were watching the games 

together, and they have been ever since – in a neighborhood that brought them together. A 

neighborhood this small family calls home. 


