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Sam and Karen Haycraft have lived in Rossmoor since the late seventies.  Sam, an electrical 
engineer who has been retired for the past fifteen years, keeps himself busy by riding his bike 
with his cycling-club buddies and doing Community work, volunteering at a local middle school 
as a remedial reading tutor.  

 
His wife, Karen, is retired from her Avon business and spends most of her days puttering 

around her park-like backyard of which she takes a great amount of pride.  
 
They had only one child, a boy who grew up with only one ambition, to be a United States 

Marine, and at the age of eighteen enlisted, only to be accidentally killed during Infantry 
Training at Camp Pendleton not long after graduating Boot Camp at San Diego. 

 
On a day like most others for the Haycrafts, Sam was getting ready to go on a twenty-mile 

bike ride with a couple of his club buddies when his doorbell rang.  Sam answers it to find a 
trim, well-dressed man of about forty-five years of age facing him. 

 
“Mr. Haycraft ….. Sam Haycraft?” The man asks. 
 
“Yes, I’m Sam Haycraft.” 
 
The young man doesn’t speak for a few seconds; Sam waits.  Finally the young man clears 

his throat and continues, “Ah, you know, it’s funny. I’ve rehearsed this at least a hundred times 
….. but now ….. I’m…” 

  
Sam looks puzzled. “What’s can I do for you, son?” he asks. 
 
The young man laughs, “Ha ….. It’s funny you should put it that way”. 
 
“What way?” asks Sam.  
 
“Calling me Son. You see, Mr. Haycraft ….. I am your son”. 
 
Now it’s Sam who’s at a loss for words. “Wait. What? What did you say?” 
 
“I’m your son, Sir”. 
 
Sam is speechless for several seconds; the young man waits. 
 
"What did you say your name is?" Sam asks. 
 
"I didn’t. But it’s Walker. James Walker." 
 
Sam is trying to put the name in context, but there’s no recognition until suddenly Sam’s 

face drains of color. “Walker, you say”. 
 



James nods, “Yes. My mother was Judy Walker”.  
 
“Was?” Asks Sam. 
 
“Yes, Sir, she’s passed away,” he said sadly. 
 
Just then Karen joins Sam at the door. “Who is it Sam?” 
 
Sam switches gears quickly. “Oh, ah …… this young man was just telling me about 

renewable energy."  
 
“Oh? … Do we need that?” She asks. 
 
“No, no, we don’t ….. at least not at this time”. He turns back to James, “But if we do 

decide to get something like that in the future, could you give me your card so I know how to 
get hold of you?” James digs into his pocket and comes up with a business card as Karen walks 
away, going back toward the kitchen.  

 
James smiles and says, “My Mom told me that you were quick ..... I’ve wanted to meet you 

for years, but my mother thought it would be better if I didn’t.”  
 
Sam looks behind himself to see that they are alone, “I’ve got a million questions ….. I can 

reach you at this number, right?”  
 
“Any time” says James. 
 
Sam did indeed call James and, in time, invited him to join his cycling club. They spent 

many hours together on the road and during breaks getting to know one another and became 
fast friends. It wasn’t the relationship they might have had under normal circumstances, but it 
developed into a great friendship nonetheless.  

 
In time Sam met James’ wife, Faith, and their two sons, and he became like an indulgent 

and permissive uncle to their boys, giving them Christmas and birthday gifts and taking them 
fishing. Karen got along famously with James’ wife, Faith, and the four of them spent many 
happy hours together at family functions and going out to dinner. 

 
The years slipped quietly by, and on the day Sam died he was doing what he loved most.  

He was getting ready to go on a fifty-mile bike ride. He said he wanted to sit a spell before 
taking off, and that’s where they found him, sitting in his fold-up beach chair with a smile on his 
face.  

 
At the funeral James and Faith consoled Karen as much as anyone could, and Karen took a 

special comfort from the eulogy delivered by James. There were several others present who 
had known Sam for many more years than James, but everyone agreed that James seemed to 
have a more profound connection than anyone could have guessed, because of what he had to 
say about Sam. His eulogy brought both tears and laughter to those in attendance. Sam would 
have been proud of his son. 

 



 
After the funeral services back at their house in Rossmoor, Karen hosted an informal 

gathering in honor of her late husband. As everyone was leaving, she asked James to stay, 
saying that she wanted to talk to him. 

 
When they were alone, she stared deeply into his eyes and asked, “Did you think I didn’t 

know?” 
 
For a moment James didn’t know how to respond, being caught off guard, but then he 

realized that Karen wasn’t really asking.  She knew. 
 

    “When did he tell you, Karen?” he asked. 
 

She smiled and said, “He didn’t tell me, James. He didn’t have to.” 
 
“Then, how could you have known?” 
 
“Look at your hands, your eyes, and listen to your voice. They’re his, all his. Do you think I 

could possibly have missed that?” 
 
“Did he know ..... that you knew?” James asked. 
 
She shook her head slowly. “No. What purpose would that have served? I would never let 

one mistake over fifty years ago destroy what we had.” 
 
Now James smiled. “You are an amazing woman, Karen. He loved you very much.” 
 
She nodded slowly. “I know. I know he did. Don’t be a stranger, James.  You’re all I have 

left of him.  
 
“I won’t.” He bent down and kissed her on the cheek. “You can count on that.” 

 


