
 





DESTINED 

DREAMER 

 

INSPIRATION IN COLOGNE 

 

 

A PREQUEL 

Deborah King 

  



Destined Dreamer 

Prequel – Inspiration in Cologne 

 

Copyright © 2019 by Deborah King 

Published by Liberation Publishing 

https://www.deborahkingbooks.com 

Published in the United States by Liberation Publishing, Ballwin, Missouri. 

 

All Rights Reserved 

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events either are the product of the author’s 

imagination or are used fictitiously. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, locations or events, is 

coincidental and not intended by the author. 

 

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, 

including information storage and retrieval systems, photocopying, recording, other electronic or 

mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief 

quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright 

law. 

 

 

Electronic Edition 

 

Cover design by Carmen Lorena Mitre Jimenez, lmitre@me.com   

Edited by Penni Askew, Word Summit Editing, mailto:WordSummitEditing@gmail.com  

 

  

https://www.deborahkingbooks.com/
mailto:lmitre@me.com
mailto:WordSummitEditing@gmail.com


 

DESTINED 

DREAMER 

  





 

© 2019 Deborah King. All Rights Reserved.  Destined Dreamer 1 

PROLOGUE 

My destiny was set in stone years ago by my grandpop, pop, and a good friend of theirs, 

Kevin Billin’s, after one of Cologne High School’s graduation ceremonies. 

The three men had met at the only bar in our small town, at the time, tossed back a couple of 

cold ones and came to an agreement. It was time to come up with a plan to ensure Cologne’s 

future. They would strive to make our small town one of Missouri’s major tourist attractions in 

hopes of persuading the town’s four-year-college graduates return to their roots and a 

successful future. 

My grandpop passed away five years ago, and my pop’s not gonna see their dream come 

true, but I’m determined to pursue it, if not for them, for me. Yeah, I know, I’m only seventeen 

years old, and good ol’ boy from Missouri, but my future depends on it. 

I don’t know how or when I’ll contribute to my small town’s prosperity and growth, but I 

will. After all, it’s my destiny! 

My inspirational story begins here and will continue for years to come. I’ll live through 

heartache, watch friends become family, relationships blossom into long lasting love, and see 

second chances evolve. But most importantly, people will have the opportunity to follow their 

dreams in Cologne. 
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CHAPTER 1 

June 7th 

The principal of Cologne High School hands my diploma to me and simultaneously shakes 

my hand. Bright flashes of light blur my vision as I walk across the gymnasium’s stage and 

descend the stairs. I don’t act like a fool as many of my friends previously did, though I am 

younger than most of them. Instead, I stoically walk back to my alphabetically assigned seat. 

I’ve been waitin’ to hold this piece of paper in my hand for nine months. The pivotal 

moment in my life has arrived. I’m confident, yet conflicted and wonderin’ how I know all these 

big words. Maybe the diploma embedded them to my mind. 

Our class valedictorian finishes her speech, which I didn’t hear one word of, and my 

classmates, friends, and small-town family hoot and holler. I’m engulfed in hugs from the girls 

and slaps on the back from the guys as I search for my ma and pop in the crowd. Spotting them, 

I head over in their direction. 

“Todd, we’re so proud of ya!” My ma embraces me in one of her I’m-never-lettin’-ya-go 

hugs. My pop pries her arms away and shakes my hand. 

“Well, Son, you’re a man now. We expect you’ll behave like one.” I’ve had to pretend to be a 

man my whole dang life! What’s he talkin’ about? 

“Yes, sir.” My pop slaps me on my back and steps aside as my friends and I gather together 

for a group picture. My ma snaps so many shots of us my eyes begin to water. 

“Ma, you’re killin’ us!” 

“Please, Todd, one more of our family. Kent dear, please stand next to Todd, in between us.” 

Kent beams from ear to ear. Kent’s parents died in a car accident a year ago, and my parents 

adopted him as one of their own. 

“Chrystal honey, would ya mind?” 

“I could never turn ya down, Mrs. Lindt.” 

*  *  * 
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The residents in our town, the high school staff, and the underclassmen hold an all-night 

lock-in party for Cologne High School’s graduates every year. Actually, every resident in town 

and across Krause County attended the ceremony. They’re in many of the pictures my ma has 

taken. 

In Cologne, high school graduation is a major event. Every adult within the county has 

watched us grow up and taken care of us when our parents weren’t available. We’re a close knit 

community to say the least. 

We’ve known our classmates since we were toddlers and would do anythin’ for them within 

reason. Though, in some ways we’re like any other high school kids in our state. We have the 

jocks and the cheerleaders, the popular kids and the loners, the brains and the nerds, and the 

mean girls. Dang, can they be ornery. 

My classmates and I say goodbye to our parents, grab our sleepin’ bags out of our vehicles, 

and clear the gym for the celebration. A few of the moms had already brought tons of food 

inside and set it up on tables, on the stage, while my ma was goin’ crazy with her camera. 

We pick teams, schoolyard style, and play basketball, volleyball, soccer, and attempt tennis. 

The tennis ball bounces spastically on the gym’s slippery surface,  so most of the girls decide 

they just want to talk. I think most of us have avoided this part of the night. It’s the most 

distressin’ issue about small-town livin’. Tonight may be the last time we see or hear from half 

of our classmates and friends. 

After sharin’ our plans for the future, we were distraught and escaped to our sleepin’ bags  

to catch at least a couple hours of sleep. I lie on top of my bag next to Kent and think about my 

past and the future. 

*  *  * 

By the end of my junior year, I had met the required number of credits to graduate. My 

senior year classes were filled with electives. I spent my school days in either industrial shop 

class or draftin’ class. 

In December, I had applied for an internship and scholarship for a top-notch construction 

company in Kansas City: Marks Construction Company. The company’s president, Richard 

Marks, has offered an internship and scholarship every year since I’ve been in high school to a 

student in Missouri, all expenses paid. 

I have to admit, I was shocked when the company contacted me. Heck, they picked me! My 

ma and pop were proud as peacocks, as was I. 

My parents couldn’t afford college tuition, and my pop refused to allow me to apply for a 

student loan. He had said, “Todd, you’ll be in debt for years to come, and I don’t want to see ya 

in that position.” I couldn’t blame him. After all, he was right. 

Today, after I say goodbye to my lifelong friends, I’ll head home to pack my clothes and 

construction and draftin’ supplies in my old, beat-up Chevy truck. I’ll leave in the mornin’ with 



one goal in mind. I will return to Cologne, unlike many of my classmates and friends, to boost 

the town’s economy and growth. I’ve had enough of our young people leavin’ our quaint town 

and scatterin’ like ashes in the wind. 

In the near future, it’s high time to put Cologne on the map! 
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CHAPTER 2 

“Son, make us proud.” I nod and shake my pop’s hand. 

“Call us every day, eat well, and for heaven’s sake dress appropriately.” My ma embraces 

me with tears rollin’ down her face and drippin’ on my shirt. 

“I love ya, Ma,” I rasp. 

She releases me, snifflin’. After a few seconds, I climb into my truck, rev the engine, and pull 

out of our driveway without lookin’ back. I’m emotional, and my heart aches. I don’t want my 

pop to see my expression: worried, anxious, and excited. 

My truck gathers dust as I drive across the windy, gravel road leadin’ to Highway 18. My 

favorite country music blares through the speakers. 

Once I’m on the open road, I pass the rollin’ hills of Missouri’s wine country. Dang, it’s a 

beautiful sight to behold. The settin’ sun casts magnificent orange and muted red colors across 

the deep blue sky. 

*  *  * 

I’ve been to Kansas City on many occasions with my pop. He had to drive into the big city to 

pick up parts and materials for the grain elevators at his place of employment in Krause 

County. 

He’s a manager now at Krause County’s Feed and Grain Supply. He’s worked there since he 

was sixteen years old. My ma is a seamstress and works from home. Luckily, Mrs. Moore works 

with her often to ward off the loneliness. 

“Make a right on Rush Avenue,” the woman’s monotone voice on my cell phone directs me. 

“Your destination is on the right: 582 Rush Avenue.” I search the street for an empty parkin’ 

space: none found. Oh, wait a minute, someone’s leavin’. As they vacate the spot, I pull in. 

I’m shaky as I step out of my truck. The traffic in the city is overwhelmin’ to say the least! 

Grabbin’ as many duffle bags as my hands will allow, I climb the concrete steps to the 

duplex’s front door. I shove my chin against the doorbell, wait for Dean, my roommate, to open 

it, and hope I can check my country boy accent here. 
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Dean opens the door, grinnin’ huge. 

“Todd?” 

“Yep.” 

“It’s nice to meet you in person, man.” 

“Nice to meet ya too, Dean,” I say slowly, knowin’ I messed up the word “you.” Dean’s my 

roommate for the next three to four years; he was awarded the internship last year. But, I don’t 

know if he snagged the scholarship. 

“Come on in, I just had a couple of pizzas delivered.” He grabs two of my bags and jogs up 

the long staircase. Dang, this guy’s in shape. The two bags he yanked out of my hands were the heaviest 

ones. 

I follow him, drop my bags on the floor in the family room, I guess, and hurry back to my 

truck to bring the remainin’ two bags in. 

“Leave your stuff on the floor for now, Todd. I’ll give you a tour of the place after we eat.” 

While eatin’, Dean and I get to know each other better even though we’ve been in touch by 

text. I wanted to make sure I didn’t need to bring anythin’ other than the necessities. Dean’s 

nineteen years old, grew up in a small town like I did, and has no desire to return. He left his 

mom, dad, and two sisters behind. He loves workin’ for Marks Construction Company. He 

added, “The president of the company looks to be in his early thirties and is an upstanding 

guy.” 

“Best pizza I’ve ever had,” I say. 

“Yeah, man, we live in the middle of the best area in Kansas City: outstanding restaurants, 

shopping, bars, and night life. 

“Let me show you around the place. You’re not going to believe it. The company actually 

sent over a maid service to clean Chris’s room for you. Man he was a slob.” Good to know—Dean 

likes cleanliness as do I. 

“Well, you’ve seen the kitchen.” 

“It’s sweet: granite countertops, an island with barstools, top-of-the-line appliances, plenty 

of cabinet space, an eatin’ nook, and a deck off the back. Who could ask for more?” Dean eyes 

me strangely. I guess I forgot to tell him that I love lookin’ through home design magazines and have 

designed a few house interiors of my own. Oh well, he’ll soon find out, I suppose. I know Dean likes to 

talk as much as I do, so I ignore his look and let him continue his tour. I follow him into the 

adjacent room. The duplex is a shotgun open layout, an old buildin’, though completely 

updated: gleamin’ hardwood floors, arched doorways, and leaded glass windows. 

“I guess you could use this space as a dining room, but they already had two desks, file 

cabinets, and two drafting tables set up. We each have a computer with state-of-the-art design 

apps loaded on them and a laptop. We’re required to bring the laptop with us to job sites in case 
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Richard, Rick, Boss, Mr. Marks changes the design in any way overnight. Sorry, all the guys call 

him different names. I don’t think the man ever sleeps.” Hmm, I wonder if the boss is uptight or 

just thorough. 

“When does he have time for his family?” 

“If I remember correctly, he’s an only child, and his parents passed away. One of the guys at 

work told me his longtime girlfriend stomped on his heart a couple of years ago.” Ah, no wonder 

the boss works nonstop. 

“Okay, moving on. Here we have the family room. The big screen TV is epic. We have access 

to any channel possible and a built-in gaming system—HD, of course. You could sleep on the 

chairs or couch. They’re comfy man. The tables clean up easily with these wipes they supply 

once a month.” I nod, more than satisfied. 

“Now, I’ll show you the other side.” We walk through an arched doorway, which leads to a 

long hallway. “My bedroom sits at the end of the hall to the left and mimics yours. We each 

have bathrooms and walk-in closets off our bedrooms. Here in the middle we have a full guest 

bath and a huge closet.” I glance in the bathroom and whistle low. 

“Here we go. Todd, my man, welcome to your sanctuary. Although, I would like to say one 

thing before I open the door.” 

“I’m all ears.” 

“You’re going to think you’ve died and gone to heaven, but if we get along—and I think we 

will—I’d like to hang out sometimes. Construction work exhausts you. By the end of the day 

my body is shot. I’m not much of a gamer, but if you’re into it, I’ll learn. Or we could hang out 

and watch TV. Hell, there’s not much to do if you don’t have a fake ID, which I don’t.” 

“I haven’t played a video game in my life, but I do enjoy movies and stuff.” 

“Great! Oh, one more thing, you should shop for food tomorrow. You’ll find a grocery store 

in the shopping district. A lady from Human Resources will also contact you tomorrow and let 

you know which project you’ll be working on.” 

“Thanks for showin’ me around the place, Dean. How much do I owe you for the pizza?” 

“Tonight was on me. Call it a welcome to Kansas City gift.” 

“Thanks, Dean.” 

“No problem, man.” 
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CHAPTER 3 

I open my bedroom door and stand in the threshold, stunned. The room’s bigger than half of 

my ma and pop’s house. 

A king-sized platform bed with built-in shelves faces me. There’s a dresser to throw my 

clothes in, and a flat-screen TV is mounted on the wall across from the bed. 

I walk past the bed, turn right, take a few steps, and open a door revealin’ a walk-in closet. 

There’s a door in the far right corner of the closet. I open it, walk through, and say on a breath, 

‘Holy!’” 

The bathroom’s a third of the size of the bedroom. I’m surrounded by ceramic tile and 

porcelain. Large octagonal windows overlook the shoppin’ district, and the Missouri River’s off 

to the right. Under the windows, a jet tub awaits my achin’ muscles, which I know will come. 

Double pedestal sinks with mirrors above them and a toilet stretch across the left wall. On 

the opposite wall a free standin’ shower wrapped in a curtain sits above a large grated drain. 

Architectural, interior house designs flash before my eyes. I grin mischievously. Dang, if the 

duplex doesn’t get my mind flowin’ with ideas, nothing will. 

I collect my bags from the family room and settle in. 

*  *  * 

My cell alarm wakes me at 9:00 A.M. I locate towels, shower, dress, and find coffee waitin’ for 

me in the kitchen. 

After bootin’ up the company’s laptop, I read the first email from Tia Reese: Human 

Resource Director. She welcomes me, asks if my livin’ arrangement is satisfactory, sends me 

area maps, and the address of my destination for tomorrow. 

I shoot her a short email and study the maps. She’s highlighted restaurants, fast food joints, 

clothin’ shops, and a grocery store six blocks away. My job site is a mere ten blocks from the 

duplex. I’m thrilled because of the fuel cost savin’s. If I didn’t have to bring my tools and laptop 

to work, I could jog or walk the distance. My team leader’s name is Don, and I’m one of fifty 

men workin’ on the site. 

I call my ma to check in, turn on my GPS app, and head out to investigate my surroundin’s. 
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Two blocks south of the duplex, I turn left and cross a viaduct overlookin’ some sort of 

water inlet. A walkin’, joggin’, or bikin’ path circles the water. 

As soon as I cross the viaduct, I’m on the outskirts of the shoppin’ district. Two blocks in and 

I realize I’m in the middle of a tourist trap or the high-end shoppin’ area. But, I explore the 

shops regardless. I can’t buy anythin’ because I’m sendin’ half of my paycheck to my ma and 

pop to help them out. 

*  *  * 

For the past four hours, I’ve had an eye-openin’ experience lookin’ around the many shops. 

Everythin’ is overpriced. I decide to head back to the duplex to work on some house interior 

designs of my own. 

I’m somewhat turned around, look up for a street sign, and notice a small to medium sized 

grocery store across the street. Might as well check it out, since I don’t have groceries yet, I think. 

The prices and selection of foods surprise me. I can afford this store, and they seem to have 

everythin’ I normally eat.  

I pick out apples, oranges, bananas, lettuce and tomatoes for sandwiches. I grab potatoes 

and carrots, and continue to the next aisle. By the time I make my way to the deli and meat 

departments, I’m wonderin’ if they deliver. There’s no way I can carry my cart full of groceries 

to the duplex. 

A guy around my age behind the meat counter asks if he can help me. I glance at his name 

tag and say, “Uh yeah, Elias, does this store deliver?” He chuckles. 

“No man, sorry.” 

“Well, I guess I better replace everythin’.” 

“Don’t you have a car somewhere nearby?” 

“Yeah, about six blocks or so away; I just moved here and thought I’d check out the area. I 

had to pick up some groceries, saw your store, and the rest is history.” I motion to my cart. 

“Tell you what, I’m off work in a few minutes; grab what else you’re looking for and I’ll give 

you a ride home. What’s your name?” 

“Todd, Todd Lindt.” 

“It’s nice to meet you, Todd.” 

“Wow, thanks Elias, it’s nice meetin’ ya too!” Oops: you, you, you. “Thanks a lot for offerin’ 

me a ride.” 

“Don’t mention it. I’ll bring your meat up to the checkout lane when I’m finished.” Elias fills 

my meat order while I wait for my deli meat and cheese to be sliced. On my way to the 

checkout lanes, I grab a dozen eggs. 
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*  *  * 

“Todd, you didn’t carry all these groceries home did you?” Dean asks as he shakes his head 

and stares at me like I’ve lost my mind. 

“No. Elias from the grocery store drove me home. I’m just happy he didn’t mug me or 

somethin’. I wasn’t thinkin’.” He chuckles.  

“Why didn’t you call me?” 

“Like I said, I wasn’t thinkin’.” 

“Elias is a nice guy. I shop at Russo’s all the time.” 

“Yeah, he told me to tell you hi.” I unload my bags and neatly store the groceries in their 

correct places as Dean cooks his dinner. 

Poor Elias, not only did he drive me home, he had to listen to me ramble on about movin’ 

here and my position with Marks Construction Company. He must not have minded too much, 

though, because we planned on havin’ a few beers together Saturday night. Yeah, like I can really 

go into a bar an order a beer. I shake my head and tell Dean about my idiotic third mistake. 

“Todd, we’re going to get along just fine.” 
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CHAPTER 4 

Dean drives us to my first day on the job in his brand spankin’ new Dodge Ram. As luck 

would have it, we’re assigned to the same site. Our tools, laptops, and safety wear sit in his 

truck’s back seat. 

He pulls into a gravel parkin’ lot and announces, “Welcome to your home away from home 

for the next two or so years.” I nod as I gawk at the large concrete slab. 

“How many levels we lookin’ to construct?” 

“Well, there’s a level below, which we can’t see from here, and we’ll add one more. The 

design’s innovative. It’ll be one sweet looking grocery store.” 

“Do enough residents live in the surroundin’ area to support it?” 

“Oh yeah, there’s subdivisions and a ton of apartment buildings and condo complexes to the 

east and north of here. Not much to the west other than an area of run-down houses and the 

open road.” 

“I thought we were in the center of the city.” 

“No. If you were following your GPS it doesn’t work well in this area for some reason.” 

Hmm, I better study the paper maps tonight. 

“Hey, there’s Don, our lead supervisor. Come on, I’ll introduce you to him.” Dean and I 

yank our toolboxes out of the back seat and gather our hard hats, high-vis vests, safety glasses, 

and gloves. I’ve tucked my ear plugs inside one of the vest’s pockets. 

“Morning, Don, I wanted to introduce you to Todd, our new apprentice.” 

“Nice to meet ya, sir,” I say and shake his hand. Dang: you! 

“You too, Todd. I trust Dean has told you what a great lead boss I am.” 

“You bet. I can’t wait to begin my first day with the company, sir.” 

“Todd, please call me Don.” I nod. “The whole team will work together today installing and 

shoring up the rest of the steel beams, which will support the second level. Get to know the 

men, pull your weight, and you’ll be golden.” 

“Yes, sir… Oh sorry…Don.” He chuckles low as Dean and I walk away to join the men. 
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*  *  * 

The men on the team accepted me with open arms. I tried my best to memorize the names of 

the guys who had worked close by or helped me. 

We ate our lunches in groups of ten, staggerin’ the work flow. A few of the guys teased me 

about my accent, but it was harmless amusement to pass the time. 

I’ve popped six pain relievers during the day and doubt my ability to climb the stairs leadin’ 

inside the duplex. 

“Todd, do you want to stop by Russo’s to let Elias know you can’t meet him at the bar this 

weekend?” 

“Not today, Dean. I’m beat, and my whole body aches terribly.” 

“Hey man, I felt the same way during my first week. I have some protein powder to mix into 

water or milk. I’ll mix a glass for you and cook dinner tonight. Once you make it up the stairs, 

fill the jet tub with hot water and soak in it for a while.” 

“Thanks, Dean, I’m not gonna turn down your kindness. Dang, I’m dyin’!” Dean chuckles, 

parks his truck, and carries our work equipment and laptops inside. I’d like to ask him to drag 

me inside also. 

After two more pain relief tablets, the protein drink, and the hot water massage, I feel 

halfway human again. Dean cooked sirloin steaks, baked potatoes, and corn on the cob, as I 

studied the grocery store’s blueprints Tia had finally added to my laptop today. 

Dean sets our overloaded plates on the island and says, “Dig in, Todd. The most important 

thing I’ve learned while working for the company is to eat three meals a day, and eat well.” 

“I can’t thank you enough. I’ll take care of the dishes and the kitchen, after we finish.” 

“Sounds good to me; hey do you want to watch The Sopranos later?” 

“What’s it about?” 

“The mob. I started watching it a couple of nights ago. It’s awesome. We didn’t have cable or 

anything like that at our house. Did you?” 

“Nah, my ma and pop couldn’t afford it. I’m game, let’s give it a shot.” I grin because of my 

pun, but it totally flew over Dean’s head. 

*  *  * 

For close to two weeks, our team worked our butts off in order to meet our goal: the 

company’s projected time frame to begin the third level. We managed to reach the deadline two 

days early. Our team celebrated on-site with beers supplied by Mr. Marks in person. 

He pulled his truck into the lot, jumped out, grabbed a megaphone, and said, “Beers on me, 

men.” Hard hats flew everywhere. One hit Mr. Marks in the head, and he actually chuckled. 
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He was wearin’ a sweet lookin’ grey suit, a starched white shirt, and an artsy tie. From my 

first shoppin’ trip to the high-end stores, I could tell he wore expensive shoes. The whole 

shebang must have cost a small fortune. 

I sensed him surveyin’ the guys. His facial muscles were tense and the man looked stressed. 

Heck, to me he was an open book. The second Mr. Marks’s gaze landed on me, I nodded my 

head at him, knowing he was here to check out his new intern. His eyebrows rose, and he was—

confused? No… He was curious. 

Well, heck. I was curious too. Why would the president of the most prestigious construction 

company in Kansas City spend his precious time hangin’ out with the crew? I may be wrong, 

but bringin’ beers for the normal guys seemed off. Shouldn’t that be somethin’ Don would do, 

not the big boss? Is he bored? Does he not have time for friends? Huh, I wonder if he’s not happy with 

life. 

“Todd Lindt, would you mind coming over here. I like to get to know all of my employees,” 

he boomed. I strode over and shook his hand. He handed me another beer and asked me to sit 

with him a spell so we could get to know each other. 

He already knew about my academic failures and successes, the extracurricular school clubs 

I had joined, and he even knew about my freshman year football injury. Durin’ our third game, 

I was tackled by a corn-fed giant and sustained three broken ribs and a concussion. My ma 

refused to let me play football again. Mr. Marks’s background check was indeed thorough! 

“Tell me about your life in Cologne, Todd.” 

“Ya may be sorry ya asked, sir.” Here we go again: you, you, you. 

“Todd, please call me anything other than Mr. Marks or Sir.” 

“Yes, sir… Oh dang, sorry.” I told him about Cologne, the residents, my ma and pop, and 

my friends. An hour later, I apologized for takin’ up his time. 

“No need to apologize, Todd. I asked, didn’t I? Your small town sounds peaceful. When I 

was in high school and college, my friend invited me to spend a good portion of the summer at 

his family’s cottage in the Ozarks. Those were the best times: the wide open spaces, the woods, 

and the lake.” He has a faraway look in his eyes and grins. He’s also relaxed a bit. But, 

somethin’ is off. He’s troubled and stressed, I’m sure of it. It’s the only explanation why he 

would listen to me ramble on and on about Cologne. I sensed a comradery and possibly the 

person who would someday help me reach my dream. 

“Todd, did they also teach you how to read people at your high school? I can tell you’re 

wondering about me. Your expression gives you away.” 

“Uh… No. It’s uh…kind’a an extra sense I have. I guess you’d call it that.” The boss quirks 

his eyebrows and nods in deep thought. 
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“When I looked over your application you reminded me of myself at your age, only a better, 

well rounded version. I was impressed with your interior design sketches. Would you like me 

to have Tia place an architectural design app on your laptop?” 

“Really, ya would do that for me?” Dang: you! 

“Sure, why not. You have raw talent. I would hate to see it wasted. I’ve always wanted a kid 

brother to help out or hang with.” 

“That would be epic! Thank you.” 

“It’s my pleasure. Let’s find your roommate. I’ll give you young men a lift home. Sorry, but 

it’s my rule. You’re both underage and drinking under my watch. Don, I’m driving your young 

men home.” 

“Thanks, Boss.” 
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CHAPTER 5 

Our team has a well-deserved three days off, while Shaw’s Concrete Company pours the 

third level’s surface. Dean and I plan on binge watchin’ The Sopranos, tossin’ back some beers, 

and cookin’ hot wings. 

Dean and I slept in, and then cooked a huge breakfast consistin’ of eggs, bacon, sausage, and 

pancakes. We cleaned up the colossal mess we made and headed out to collect our weekly 

groceries and invited Elias to join us one day this weekend, if he has time. Elias said he’d come 

over on Sunday and make a day of it. Luckily, he doesn’t mind hangin’ out with younger guys. 

He still can’t get over our ages. I had stopped at Russo’s, after my second day on the job, to 

humbly apologize for my stupid mistake. Man, did he get a kick out of me. 

As planned, we spent two days in front of the TV, until we decided to take a break around 

dinner time and cook our mouth-burnin’ wings. Dang, they were delicious. We couldn’t wait 

for Sunday evenin’ to eat them again. 

Elias came over late Sunday mornin’ just in time for breakfast. Dean and I needed to give 

our muscles a much needed break, so we spent the day watchin’ baseball on TV and gettin’ to 

know each other better. 

Elias loved listenin’ to our stories about small-town livin’ and asked us tons of questions. 

His life sounded borin’ to me other than his job: no fishin’, no huntin’, and no wide-open spaces 

to roam. Heck, I’d go mad! He’s not close to his family, and he and his girlfriend aren’t gettin’ 

along. She wants to get married, he’s not ready. 

After our last round of chicken wings and a couple more episodes of The Sopranos, Elias 

thanked us for the killer food, great conversation, and all-around good day. 

As I was dozin’ off to sleep, Kent texted and asked if he could call, because he has big news. 

Heck yeah! 

My phone rings a second later. “Hey Kent, how you been? What’s up?” 

“I’m good Todd. The job at the grocery store’s workin’ out well. Hey, Mr. Painter’s 

property’s for sale. 

“No way, I didn’t think he’d ever sell!” 
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“Yep, it went on the market today.” 

“Wow! I’ve been dreamin’ about ownin’ Painter’s property for years.” 

“I hear ya. How ya getting’ on in Kansas City?” 

“I’m doin’ good. I get along with my roommate; the job’s strenuous, but I’m learnin’ a lot. 

My fellow co-workers have accepted me, and the big boss is a real nice guy. I’m not stayin’, 

though. Once my apprenticeship is over, I’m comin’ home.” 

“I don’t doubt ya for a second. Hey, ya comin’ home for Thanksgivin’?” 

“Yep, aren’t you kind of jumpin’ the gun? It’s only July. 

“I guess I am. I’m missin’ my ma and dad. The house is lonely.” 

“My ma told you to drop by anytime. Why don’t you have dinner with them more often? 

They would love to see you.” 

“I will, thanks Todd.” 

“Kent, I have to get some sleep. Thanks for lettin’ me know about the property.” 

“Ya bet, Todd. Talk to ya soon.” 

*  *  * 

I’ve slided my alarm to snooze two times. I tossed and turned half the night and then paced 

the floor for a while. I decided to email Mr. Marks to tell him about Painter’s property, since I 

don’t know when I’ll see him again. It’s too sweet to pass up, and my gut tells me he wouldn’t 

mind drivin’ out to the country for a day. 

“Hey man, we’re going to be late. Let’s go!” Dean shouts from the kitchen. 

“I’m comin’.” Dang, I’ll have to wait until after work to email Mr. Marks. 

I dress, pour coffee into my to-go cup, grab a couple of trail mix bars and my lunch, which I 

threw together last night. I lock the door behind me and jump in Dean’s truck. It’s his day to 

drive, which is fine by me. 

“Hold up, Dean, I forgot my tool box and stuff.” 

“I brought it down for you. Is something bothering you, Todd? I heard you up most of the 

night. If you’d like to talk about it, I’m a good listener.” 

“Thanks Dean, let me think it over a bit.” 

“Sure man, I don’t mean to pry.” 

“No worries, you’ll be one of the first to know, once I get it figured out.” 

*  *  * 
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Don sends half of the team and me to the second level to hang drywall. By 11:00 A.M. we’re 

all soaked with sweat and take our lunch breaks. 

“Do you men have enough water?” Mr. Marks’s voice echoes across the vacant area. 

“We’ve got it covered, Rich.” Don answers. I watch Mr. Marks cringe a bit. Guess he doesn’t 

like to be called Rich; I think and make a mental note. 

“Hey Todd, did you enjoy your three days off?” 

“Sure did, Boss. We cooked hotter than heck chicken wings, drank beer, and binge watched 

The Sopranos.” He nods, satisfied with my answer. 

Well, it’s now or never since I have his attention. I clear my throat a couple times. “Hey, 

uh… Boss, can I run somethin’ by ya?” 

“Sure, I have a few minutes to spare.” I close my lunch box and walk over to an unoccupied 

space. As he follows me, I try my best to settle down. 

I begin tellin’ him about the property for sale in Krause County. I’m talkin’ as fast as I can 

because I don’t wish to waste his time. I’m also not concentratin’ on my speech and my accent is 

sneakin’ up on me. 

“Whoa! Slow down, Todd. The faster you speak the harder it is for me to understand what 

you’re saying. Sorry, I’m not used to your accent yet.” 

Oh yeah, I’m sorry, Boss.” I’m sure my face turns bright red from embarrassment. 

“Okay. If you don’t mind, let me repeat what I think you said.” 

I nod. 

“For years you’ve dreamed of owning a sweet piece of property in Krause County close to 

where you grew up. You best friend from Cologne, Kent, called you last night to let you know 

the property’s on the market. 

“You would like me to check out the property this Sunday, listen to what you plan to use it 

for, and give you my opinion.” 

“Yep, exactly, ya understand my accent better than ya think.” He chuckles, takes his 

sunglasses off, and gives me the same curious expression he did the first time I met him. 

He quirks his eyebrows and asks, “Can I drive?” 

I chuckle relaxed now and say, “You don’t trust my truck do you?” 

“Can’t say that I do, Todd.” 

“Well then, heck yeah you can drive.” 

“I’ll pick you up at 7:00 A.M. I have to check on another site. I’ll see you Sunday morning.” 

“You bet, Boss.” 
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CHAPTER 6 

The work week flew by, which was a good thing. Kent’s keepin’ his eyes and ears open for 

any news concernin’ Painter’s property. Painter’s expectin’ to get a contract any day now, but 

he’s delusional. His askin’ price is well above the market, luckily for me. Well, actually for Mr. 

Marks. 

Dean and I head out the door to check out the boardwalk by the Missouri River. We decided 

it might be a good idea to join the human race for a change. It is Saturday afternoon, after all. 

We’re also hopin’ to find some food trucks. Elias trudges down the sidewalk toward us. He 

looks exhausted. 

“Elias, you okay?” 

“Not really, Todd. I was up all night trying to calm down my girlfriend, and then I had to 

work the morning shift.” 

“What happened?” He just shakes his head. Poor guy, somethin’s totally buggin’ him. He 

should know Dean and I will get it out of him, sooner than later. 

“Elias, come upstairs. Todd and I will fix you up.” Dean and I eye each other and head back 

inside. Elias follows us slowly. 

After I threw together sandwiches and we drank a beer or two, Elias told us his story. He 

had broken up with his girlfriend last night. She’s been pushin’ him to get married too much. 

He can’t imagine gettin’ married yet, and he’s wonderin’ if she’s the woman he’d want to marry 

when and if the time comes. Of course, she didn’t take the breakup well. 

Dean, Elias, and I hung out the rest of the day. After we finished watchin’ season four of The 

Sopranos, I filled them in on my plans for tomorrow. 

They were shocked by my bravado—Elias’s word, not mine. You know, askin’ the big boss 

to look at a piece of property in my neck of the woods. They also think I’ve lost my mind. I 

really don’t blame them; they don’t see Mr. Marks the way I do. 

“Hey Todd, has anyone at work or your roomie here told you about finding a part-time job 

this winter?” 

“No. Why should I find a part-time job?” 



 

© 2019 Deborah King. All Rights Reserved.  Destined Dreamer 19 

“Construction slows down. Dean works at a men’s clothing store near here, during the 

winter.” 

“Dang, my ma and pop count on me sendin’ money home. Minimum wage won’t cut it.” 

“You could work with me at Russo’s. I’ll teach you everything I know. You could even get a 

butcher’s certification. I’ll have to convince the manger to hire you, but it’s not a big deal. He 

respects my opinion.” 

“Thanks Elias, we’ll see what happens.” 

“Anytime, see you guys next week.” 

*  *  * 

Mr. Marks picked me up at 7:00 A.M. on the dot. After he programmed Painter’s address into 

his truck’s GPS, we were on the open road. 

I had asked him if he would share his life story since he knew mine, while we were cooped 

up in the truck for an hour and a half. He agreed and finished it just as we entered Cologne. I 

was stunned speechless. 

Mr. Marks is in his late twenties, has a master’s degree in architectural design, traveled the 

world to study unique architectural periods, and more than anythin’ he wants to learn how to 

construct his own designs. He’s designed many buildings and it’s gettin’ borin’ for him. He 

thought it was his life’s dream, but he feels as though he’s missin’ somethin’ in his life, which I 

figured all along. I didn’t expect him to be so honest with me, even though I can tell he trusts 

me. If he didn’t, why would he be spendin’ his day with me and pourin’ his heart out? 

As we drove along Main Street, I pointed out the halfway decent shops, city hall, and the 

cleaners. We drove by Cologne High School, Stonegate Winery, and other points of interest in 

the small town. 

“Turn left on the next gravel road. Your GPS won’t work here.” 

“I’m surprised it directed us to Billing’s Road.” Mr. Marks turns left and barely misses 

plowin’ into my ATVs. The truck fishtails and ends up in the field. 

He chuckles and says, “We’ve arrived safe and sound, and I didn’t destroy our rides for the 

day. I’m guessing the ATVs belong to you.” 

“Yep, Kent brought them over for me early this mornin’. Do you know how to operate one?” 

“No, but I’m guessing you’ll teach me.” 

“You bet, Boss.” 

After a few minutes of basic instructions, we start the ATVs’ engines and take off across the 

first field. 

*  *  * 
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As the sun lowered in the cloudless sky, we had explored a portion of Painter’s 260 acres on 

the ATVs and then hiked on the rugged terrain for miles. Luckily, the boss brought beer, and I 

packed beef jerky and trail bars, which we devoured hours ago. 

The sun begins to display its light show across the vast sky as it slowly dips below the 

horizon. The boss sits on the ATV in awe until the rainbow of colors disappear. 

“Todd, I would like to thank you for asking me to join you today. I can’t remember the last 

time I felt calm, peaceful.” 

“You’re welcome, Boss. I knew you would.” There’s no doubt in my mind. The boss will buy the 

property, if Painter isn’t too stubborn. 

“Yeah, I’m sure you did.” 

The stars instantly span across the darkened sky and brighten as we ride across the fields 

and follow the dirt path to the boss’s truck. I store the ATVs’ keys in a padlocked container on 

the back of one and climb into the truck. 

“Boss, I don’t know about you, but I’m starvin’. Wanna grab a bite to eat at my ma and 

pop’s? 

“Yes, I’m famished. I’d like to meet your parents, Todd. They must be special people from 

what I’ve seen in you. I don’t want to be an inconvenience, though.” Dang, my expression must 

register shock! He chuckles easin’ my self-doubt. 

“My ma and pop will be thrilled to meet you. My ma cooks up a storm. We always have 

leftovers.” 

*  *  * 

The boss pulls into my ma and pop’s gravel driveway and parks his truck. I watch him out 

of the corner of my eye as he assesses our small home. 

“Let’s go, Boss. I don’t think I can wait much longer to eat.” 

“I’m right behind you.” 

I called my ma a few minutes ago to let her know she has two hungry mouths to feed. She 

was ecstatic. I tap on the front door a couple of times and walk inside. The boss follows me. 

“Ma, Pop, we’re here!” My ma hurries into the family room: my pop follows her at a steady 

pace. I receive one of my ma’s signature hugs. My pop shakes my hand and slaps me on my 

back. 

“Ma, Pop, let me introduce Mr. Marks to you. Boss, meet my ma and pop.” 

“Please, call me, Richard, Mr. and Mrs. Lindt. It’s nice to meet you.” 

“Same here, son,” my pop responds. He totally ignores the boss’s name preference. 
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“Come on in the kitchen, boys. Dinner’s almost ready. I cooked fried chicken, mashed 

potatoes with homestyle gravy, green beans, and cornbread this evenin’. It could have fed ten 

people.” 

“Yep, ya know how your ma cooks.” My pop adds. 

“May I help you, Mrs. Lindt?” 

“Oh, aren’t you sweet. No thank you, dear. Take a seat at the table and enjoy the sweet tea.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Lindt.” 

*  *  * 

My ma and pop settled in the family room, while the boss and I devoured the leftovers. 

Before they join us in the kitchen to catch up, I take a deep breath and pitch my plan, which is 

basically a plea. 

“Whatcha think of the town and property? Pretty sweet, huh?” I sense his mind twirling in 

circles. “Boss?” 

“Oh…yeah… Todd, I think the property would be a great investment. I would definitely 

buy it, if you can.” 

“Welp, the thing is, Boss, I can’t ‘ford it. I was thinkin’ ya might want to buy it and develop 

it. Ya know, build A-frames roun’ the property, make hikin’ and ATV trails, and stuff like that. 

I’d love to have myself an A-frame out there someday. Whatcha think?” Dang, I can’t believe how 

anxious I am when there’s no need. He’s treated me like a kid brother all day. 

He hesitates and says, “You have to stop being anxious around me. Your accent almost did 

me in this time. Todd, we spent all day together, and I wouldn’t have come today if I wasn’t 

intrigued about the property and knew we’d get along. Listen; give me a few days to weigh my 

options. I genuinely enjoyed seeing the property. Your offer entices me. I appreciate the 

thought.” 

“Okay. Sure, take  your time.” I grin, already knowin’ what his answer will be. He chuckles 

and shakes his head, admittin’ defeat. 

We insisted on cleanin’ our mess in the kitchen, while my ma and pop interrogated the boss. 

“Richard, dear, how come a good lookin’ man like yourself doesn’t have a wife?”  

“Ma!” 

My pop chimed in, “Oh please, Todd. She’s just being curious. He’s already told us his life 

story.” Yeah, for the second time today. At least I didn’t get too personal. 

“You’ve done more than I dreamed about at your age, son, but…somethin’s missin’.” Where 

have I heard that before? Oh yeah, me. 

“Thank you, Mr. Lindt, and you’re correct. I’m looking for a partner to spend the rest of my 

life with. I thought I had found her, but…she only wanted my money.” 
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“Oh, my! What a shame, Richard.” 

The boss releases a deep breath. “I was devastated. I’ve lost faith in finding a woman.” 

“One day, when you least expect it, you’ll find the right one, Richard.” 

“I certainly hope so, ma’am. I do have a favor to ask of you both.” 

“What is it, son? We’ll do our best to oblige.” 

I’m listenin’ and watchin’ the interaction between my parents and the boss in awe. The poor 

man probably doesn’t know what hit him. I figured he was bothered about something, but my 

ma has a way about her. People can’t seem to keep their private matters to themselves when she 

questions them. Dang, I love her. 

“Well, if I do decide to by Painter’s property, I’d rather we all keep my name and position to 

ourselves.” 

“No problem, Son. We completely understand.” 

*  *  * 

After sayin’ our goodbyes, handshakes, and hugs, the boss and I head back to Kansas City. 

He’s been quiet, so I break the silence. 

“My ma and pop caught you off guard, didn’t they? I’m sorry, Boss, but they have a way 

about them.”  

“Yes, to say the least.” He throws me a look I haven’t seen before. 

“I am sorry, Boss.” 

“Well, I now know where your intuition comes from.” 

Completer silence fills the truck. After a few seconds, the boss’s laughter booms around the 

truck and has me chucklin’ like a little kid. 
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CHAPTER 7 

Dean was asleep when the boss dropped me off at the duplex. I showered and crashed until 

my alarm woke me at 6:30 A.M. 

On the way to work Dean asked me tons of questions about yesterday, so I rehashed the 

entire day for him. He was astonished by the boss’s reaction to the property, but was genuinely 

happy for me, if the boss agrees to my plan. 

“Hey Dean, move up to the third level today!” Don shouts above the machinery. 

“Will do, Don!” Deans shouts his answer, and then grumbles, “Damn, it’s probably hotter 

than Hell up there.” 

“Tell me about it. I thought I was gonna die of heat exhaustion the last time I was workin’ up 

there.” My team’s goal for the week: finish drywallin’, tapin’, and sandin’ the second level. 

*  *  * 

By Wednesday, I’m a little on edge. I’m thinkin’ the boss might drop by today to give me his 

verdict. I’m ninety-nine percent certain he’s gonna buy the property; I just hope sometime in the 

future, he’ll help me fulfill my dream concernin’ Cologne. 

Durin’ our lunch break, I catch a glimpse of the boss stridin’ toward me. He’s dodging 

debris scattered across the floor. 

“Todd, can I have a few minutes of your time?” 

I chuckle. “It’s your buildin’, Boss. I don’t think you have to ask for permission.” He throws 

me the same curious expression I’ve noticed on previous occasions, and then shakes his head. 

“True, though I’ve always assumed the supervisor was in charge of the men.” Now he 

chuckles. 

“I called Kirchner reality this morning and signed a contract on Painter’s property. I’m not 

offering the listed price, but we’ll see if he counters.” 

“Epic!” I raise my hand for a high five, which Rick returns, laughin’. I clear my throat and 

say, “Yep, Painter’s dreamin’, and he’s greedy.” 
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“I’ll keep you informed, Todd. If Painter and I come to an agreement, I have a proposition 

I’d like you to consider.” 

“I’m all ears now. You wouldn’t want to make a man anxious would you?” Rick quirks his 

eyebrows. 

“No, I have no desire to get you worked up. I’d rather not have to decipher your accent. It 

gets out of control when you’re hyped or nervous.” I frown as he chuckles. “I’d like to swap 

forty acres of the property for your help and expertise.” 

“Why do you need my help?” 

“I thought we could build a chalet on the second field. I’ll stay there on the weekends and 

long holidays. We could also begin cutting trails in the dense areas throughout the property. 

Once we’ve completed the chalet, I’ll loan you the money to build an A-frame on your forty 

acres.” 

“So, I’ll have to teach you how to use your hands for buildin’, not just designin’?” 

“Yes.” 

“Will you help me build my A-frame?” 

“Yes.” 

I think his proposition over for a couple of seconds, grin, and reply, “Deal.” We shake hands, 

grinnin’ like fools. 

“If I attain the property, I’ll let you know.” 

“Thanks, Boss. Honestly, ya have no idea how much your generosity means to me and how 

excited I am. I just don’t want to act like a little kid in front of ya.” I’m so stoked I forget to check 

my accent. 

The boss makes his way down to the second level as I let out a loud, “Yee haw!” I’m sure he 

heard me, and I know he’s chucklin’. 

*  *  * 

Dean and I have sweated our butts off all week. Kansas City has been under a heat warnin’ 

since Monday afternoon, and it remains in effect until further notice. It’s not the heat so much, 

which drains our energy, it’s the humidity. Regardless, both teams met their goals. Next week 

we’ll begin enclosin’ the third level. 

Dean and I can’t wait to be lowered to the ground, pick up a few groceries for the weekend, 

and drink a couple of ice cold beers. A shower sounds awesome, too. My feet hit the ground as 

the boss drives into the dirt lot. 

“Hey Rich, my men met their goals today. I don’t know how in this ungodly heat, but I’m 

proud of them!” Don boasts. 
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“Great job, men. I do have beer if you’d like one, but I understand if you’d rather cool off 

somewhere.” A few of the men grab a beer out of his cooler, but don’t stick around. 

“Todd, can I speak to you for a few minutes? Dean, I’ll drive him home.” 

“Okay, Boss,” Dean and I say in unison. Dean pulls me over to the side real fast to let me 

know he’s gonna drop by the grocery store and pick up a few items for the weekend. We agree 

on barbeque ribs and a few sides we’ll throw together. 

“What’s up, Boss?” He takes his sunglasses off, enablin’ me to gage his thoughts. He’s 

relieved, anticipatin’ huge changes in his life, and danged optimistic. 

“Have you read my mind yet, Todd?” 

I grin. 

“Holy! Ya snagged the property. I couldn’t be happier for ya. Heck, and me too!” He 

chuckles low. I could care less that I said ya. 

“Let’s grab a bite to eat, celebrate, and map out our plans. My treat!” 

“Uh, Boss. We look like slobs and we stink! Will they let us in? By the way, why aren’t you 

wearin’ a suit today?” 

“I took the day off and hiked around the property near Cologne. I wanted to see it again 

before I decided which field to build on. Oh…and thanks for pointing out that I stink!” 

I grin and say, “Whoa, you drove to the property and didn’t ask me to go along. I see how 

it’s gonna be.” I chuckle, so he knows I’m yankin’ his chain. 

“No worries about our appearance or the smell pouring out of our pores, the owner of the 

restaurant knows me. Honestly, I’m excited and had no desire to take the time to shower and 

change. I couldn’t wait to fill you in.” 

Dang, I’m so happy to see the boss act like a little kid. 

*  *  * 

The boss had called ahead and reserved a small private room for us, mainly because we 

stunk and weren’t wearin’ the proper attire, at one of the swankiest restaurants in Kansas City. 

He had picked out an expensive bottle of red wine to drink before we ordered our dinner. 

After drinkin’ a glass of the mind-numbin’ wine, we ordered Caesar salads, aged rib eye steaks, 

baked potatoes, and the vegetable of the day: broccoli. It was the best meal I’d ever eaten. The 

waiter removed our empty plates while the boss searched through his briefcase. 

“Here it is.” He slides a printout of a huge, jaw-droppin’, chalet toward me. “What do you 

think? Can we build it?” 

“If we can design it, we can build it.” I say confidently. Rick explains how he’d like to design 

the interior of each room and the wraparound double porches. The rest of the exterior will 

remain as is. 
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He plans on startin’ the project next year in early spring. For now, he’ll hire companies to 

level the land and complete the bare necessities for the basement—or lower level as he describes 

it. 

“Hey Boss, would you like to start cuttin’ trails?” 

“Yes, I would. We can work on them until December or January. I picked up topography 

maps of the property this morning. I’m assuming you know where we can buy ATVs and the 

equipment required. I know you have your own ATVs, though I’m going to need them sooner 

than later.” 

“Sure, I understand. There’s a dealer I trust close to Cologne, and we can buy everythin’ else 

we’ll need right next door to it. Then we’ll head to the property and begin cuttin’ trails.” 

“Great!” 

We agree to leave Kansas City tomorrow at 7:00 A.M. We’ll both bring food for lunch and 

snacks, and he’ll bring beer. The boss would like to spend the night in a motel off the highway 

close to Cologne and eat dinner at one of the truck stops nearby. He’s payin’ for an extra room 

for me and dinner, knowin’ I don’t have extra cash, and we’ll be studyin’ the maps well into the 

early mornin’ hours. 

I figure since we’re talkin’ about money I might as well ask him about workin’ for Russo’s 

during the winter months, construction’s slow season. He agrees, at least for this year, and 

apologizes for not tellin’ me in advance. He’s got somethin’ up his sleeve, but keeps it hidden 

for now. I don’t understand why. He knows I’ll figure it out eventually. 

“Todd, I do have a favor to ask.” 

“Sure, Boss, shoot.” 

“I’d rather not have anyone in Cologne or Krause County privy to the fact that I am the man 

behind Marks Construction Company. Remember, when I asked your parents to keep who I am 

to themselves, if I bought the property?” 

“I do.” 

“We’ll use a company debit card to pay for anything you or I buy for the entire project.” He 

hands me a card. “If we ever have to sign our names I set them up to accept the company’s 

name. When we interact with professionals, I’ll act as an employee of the company. Okay?” 

“Okay?” I ask a tad bit confused more than agree. “What should I call you in front of 

people?” 

“Todd, I like my privacy. I’m sure you can figure out why, after I poured my guts out to 

your mom and dad.” He shakes his head, his expression baffled. “As for my name, call me Rick 

or Richard, though Rick sounds more like a normal construction guy. No one will really care 

about my last name. 

“I’d also like to keep my distance from Cologne for now. You know—small towns and all.” 
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“I understand, Rick.” 
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CHAPTER 8 

“Dang Kent, it was the best meal I’ve ever had. You would’ve loved it.” 

“Was it better than roasted pig?” 

“Okay, you got me there: equal.” 

“Okay, I believe ya. I’m really happy your boss bought Painter’s property and he’s helpin’ 

ya out. Dude, you’re gonna live on your dream property one day. Did ya tell your ma and 

dad?” 

“Yep, and they couldn’t believe it. My ma’s thrilled, because she’ll be able to see me more 

often. 

“Hey Kent, have you seen my pop in the last couple of weeks? He didn’t sound good on the 

phone.” 

“I saw him last week. The store manager had to call him to pick your ma up.” 

“Why?” 

“Your ma couldn’t remember their phone number. Your dad looked a little tired, but 

nothing more.” What the heck! 

“Well, thanks, Kent. I’m gonna get some sleep. Hey, don’t forget to keep Mr. Marks’s 

secret.” 

“Don’t worry, Todd; your  boss’s secret is my secret. Keep in touch.” I end the call and now 

worry about my ma more than my pop. 

*  *  * 

December 1st 

Rick and I have spent every weekend on the property since July cuttin’ two mile-long trails. 

This weekend will be our last until spring. Our hands and feet are numb, and we’re eatin’ lunch 

in the truck. We’re both caught off guard. We thought we at least had until the end of the 

month. I’m gonna miss spendin’ time together, like an older brother, if I had one. 
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I’ve called my ma and pop every other day and seen them often, while Rick stays at the 

motel. I had to help my ma cook Thanksgivin’ dinner even though I would have anyway, but 

she couldn’t remember how. I’ve asked them numerous times to go to the doctor, but they 

haven’t. 

Some days, my ma’s fine, and she remembers everythin’; other days, not so much. My pop 

looks terrible, and he’s exhausted. 

“Todd, what’s going on? I know something’s been bothering you for a while.” 

“Huh… Oh yeah, Rick, I’m fine.” He doesn’t believe me, though why should he? He’s an 

intelligent man, and we’ve spent tons of time together, but I don’t want to burden him with my 

problems. I see how stressed he is on Friday mornin’s when he arrives at the property, and then 

watch him slowly become peaceful as the day continues. By Sunday evenin’, he’s reborn. 

“Todd, if Elias’s offer still stands you should take him up on it. You could use the extra 

income through the winter. I’m kicking around a couple of ideas for the next three years, 

though I’d rather not pull the trigger yet. I’ll enlighten you as soon as I have it completely 

figured out.” 

“Okay, Rick.” 

“Listen Todd, I think of you as a best friend, a brother. If you ever want to confide in me or 

need anything I’m here for you.” 

“I know, and I feel the same. I appreciate your concern, but I’m good.” Out of the corner of 

my eye I watch him shake his head. He’s either frustrated with me or disappointed in me. Dang, 

I hate to let him down. 

“Todd, depending on your work schedule, I’d like to get together three to four times a 

month to go over the chalet’s design and begin researching building materials.” 

“I’ll make it work. Rick, would you mind if I do a little desigin’ of my own? We can compare 

our ideas.” 

“Go for it. I’m sure I’ll be impressed. By the way, how and where did you learn to do pretty 

much everything? You couldn’t have learned all of your skills from high school.” 

“No. My grandpop, pop, the shop teacher at school, the men around Krause County, and 

books taught me. Heck Rick, I’ve been drawin’ and buildin’ from the time I could hold a pencil 

and a hammer.” He blinks his eyes a couple of times and shakes his head bewildered. 

*  *  * 

March 

I spent Christmas Eve and day at my ma and pop’s. Of course, Kent joined us. They were 

quiet and not themselves. I knew they hadn’t scheduled doctor appointments and begged them 

to promise me they would. They agreed, but I didn’t believe them. 
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I’ve spent three months workin’ alongside Elias at Russo’s, while Dean sold men’s clothin’ at 

the expensive shop a couple blocks from our duplex. 

Elias taught me everythin’ he knew about butcherin’, allowin’ me to receive my butcher’s 

certification last week. 

Earlier this evenin’, Rick and I finished designin’ the interior of the chalet. 

We’re ready and waitin’ for the ground to thaw. 

 



 

© 2019 Deborah King. All Rights Reserved.  Destined Dreamer 31 

CHAPTER 9 

What the heck! What’s buzzin’? It dawns on me that I left my phone on silent mode. I reach 

for it and see it’s 2:00 A.M. Not good! 

“Hello.” 

“Todd—Oh man.” Through my grogginess, I can tell Kent’s emotionally drained. 

“Kent, did my pop pass?” 

“Yeah, sometime last night or… Oh heck, they don’t know for sure yet. The doc thinks it was 

a massive heart attack. I’m sorry, Todd.” 

“Dang, Kent, I should have been there.” 

“Ya know your dad wouldn’t have allowed it. That’s why ya weren’t” 

“Yeah, I guess you’re right. Where’s my ma?” 

“Here at your home. I came over as soon as the doctor called me. He’s stickin’ around to 

keep an eye on her.” 

“Thanks, Kent. Can I talk to her?” 

“Well, the doc gave her somethin’  to settle her down. She fell asleep about fifteen minutes 

ago. Do ya want me to wake her?” 

“No. I’ll be home in a couple of hours.” 

*  *  * 

By Friday night, fifteen to twenty different casseroles fill the freezer. My ma and I finally had 

to turn down the offerin’s from the residents of Cologne and Krause County, our extended 

family. 

My pop had planned ahead for the time he and my ma passed. He wanted a small memorial 

service at Holy Cross, the only Catholic Church in town; although, his wishes went unnoticed. 

Krause County’s residents overflowed the church. 
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After the service, he was laid to rest in the county’s large cemetery. Our city may be small, 

but the county spans a large area in Missouri. I heated one of the casseroles in the oven for 

dinner; urged my ma to eat, and watched her fall asleep. 

I scheduled a doctor’s appointment for my ma on Monday mornin’. I have to find out what’s 

goin’ on with her health. I’ve watched her closely for the last three days. I realize she’s grievin’ 

the loss of my pop, but somethin’ in the way she’s actin’ doesn’t seem normal. I have a naggin’ 

premonition that my days in Kansas City may screech to a halt. Nay… No matter what the 

doctor says, I have to let the internship go. 

My heart was set on earnin’ Marks Construction’s recommendation for future job 

opportunities. And Rick is gonna be disappointed in me. Not because of my choice to stay in 

Cologne, but for not confidin’ in him about my pop’s passin’. But dang, the man has enough 

goin’ on in his life: his stress-filled job in the city, and designin’ his chalet when he does take the 

time. I refuse to be an additional inconvenience for him. Like Dean said, months ago, “I don’t 

think the man ever sleeps.” 

Earlier in the week, Rick and I had scheduled to meet on his property tomorrow mornin’ at 

8:00 A.M. I might be forced to confide in him, after all. Thank goodness Ginny Becker offered to 

spend the day watchin’ over my ma. 

Ploppin’ on my bed, I think, What would I do without my extended small-town family? 

*  *  * 

Drivin’ across the makeshift gravel driveway on Rick’s second field, I’m shocked. The 

chalet’s huge basement is finished. Rick and I can now begin buildin’ the upper levels. 

Rick’s truck is parked on the last few feet of the driveway. I spot him watchin’ the well 

diggers. A grin creeps across my face. I jump out of my truck and rush toward them. 

“Wow, Rick! I had no idea we’d be buildin’ so soon.” His expression doesn’t match my 

enthusiasm. Actually, he’s downright angry. I stand my ground, though. 

“These men informed me your dad passed away this week. Damn, Todd, I thought we were 

friends! Why didn’t you contact me?” 

“I… I didn’t want to burden you.” 

“Burden me! You don’t have the capability to inconvenience anyone!” 

“Dang, I’m sorry Rick.” He shakes his head and looks defeated. I could kick myself. 

“Listen, I’m sorry about your loss. Can I help you and your mom in any way?” 

“No, we’re takin’ it one day at a time.” 

“All right, but my offer always stands.” 
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I nod, gather my courage and say, “Hey Rick, ever since my pop passed away my ma’s not 

actin’ like herself. As much as I don’t want to give up the internship, I’m gonna have to. I can’t 

leave her.” 

He’s speechless for a few seconds. “I understand, Todd. I am concerned about your job 

opportunities in Krause County, though. Do you have any prospects yet?” 

“No. I’ll find somethin’, though. Don’t worry about me; you have more than enough 

responsibilities on your shoulders.” Rick shakes his head and frowns. 

“Don’t worry about our deal either. I’ll be here to help you build your chalet.” 

“Todd, my chalet is the last thing on my mind at the moment.” 

I nod, but can’t meet his eyes. I saw the sorrow in his expression. It’s close to impossible to 

hold back my tears. 

*  *  * 

Thank goodness, I told Rick I’d be stayin’ in Krause County to take care of my ma. The 

doctor’s diagnosis was devastatin’. How many times can a person’s heart break? 

The doc believes my ma has early onset Alzheimer’s disease. I honestly had no clue what it 

meant. He brought us into his office and explained the symptoms, the progression of the 

disease, and ultimate death. 

He then asked his nurse to escort my ma back to the waitin’ room. Once they were gone, he 

told me to begin lookin’ into Cologne’s Nursin’ Home’s Memory Care Unit. I refused at first. He 

became stern, like my pop, and told me about the money and resources Cologne’s City Council 

had spent on the home. They spared no expense and had hired the state’s most experienced 

staff and doctors. 

As he walked me out to the waitin’ room, he had said, “You’ll know when the time comes, 

Son. Don’t hesitate to reach out for my help or advice: day or night.” 

The next day, I drove to Kansas City, packed my bags, and wished my friends well. I 

promised Dean and Elias I would keep in touch. 

Durin’ my drive home, I thought about how lucky I was to have met Rick. I knew he would 

eventually contribute to Cologne’s economy and growth; although, he doesn’t realize it yet. I’ve 

also gained a best friend and brother. I idolize the man. 

*  *  * 

For three months, I’ve been takin’ care of my ma, workin’ on a horse farm a few miles from 

my childhood home, and helpin’ Rick on the weekends. 

My paycheck is pathetic. I barely have enough money to pay for monthly utility bills and 

groceries. 
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Rick can tell I’m exhausted. He continually tells me to take a break after I teach him a new 

skill. He catches on quickly, most of the time. 

It’s Sunday evenin’ and hot as heck. 

“Todd, I think we should call it a day. Come on, let’s sit in my truck and turn the air 

conditioner on. I have a proposal to run by you.” 

“Sounds good to me, lead the way.” I follow Rick to his truck and climb into the passenger 

seat. 

“Todd, remember the idea I was trying to figure out a few months ago?” 

“Well, heck yeah, I do! It’s the one and only time I haven’t been able to figure out what 

you’re thinkin’. I’ve waited patiently for you to “enlighten me.” 

“Believe me, I know you have.” 

*  *  * 

Holy! I couldn’t be more relieved and appreciative. Rich has solved my financial problems 

and doesn’t even know it. Or, maybe he does. 

Rick’s offered to double the pay I was makin’ in Kansas City, if I’d be willin’ to work for him 

full time on the chalet. 

He’ll join me every weekend, includin’ Fridays. He’s hopin’ we’ll complete the exterior by 

December, so we can spend the winter months workin’ on the interior. Dang, I can’t wipe the 

grin off my face. 

“What do you think, Todd? You in?” 

“I’d be a stupid man to say no. But, you already knew I’d jump on your offer.” 

“Yes, indeed, for once I read your mind.” He chuckles. 

December 1st 

Rick was correct. It’s the first of December and we’ve completed most of the chalet’s exterior, 

two weeks ahead of schedule. We’ll work on the wraparound porches after we finish the 

interior. 

“Rick, I know how much you love teakwood, but dang it’s time consumin’. I mean, look at 

you over there. You’ve mangled a piece of it, which is almost impossible to do. Teakwood is a 

durable, strong hardwood. You’re also not placin’ the pieces close enough together. 

“Hold on, let me show you what you’re doin’ wrong. We don’t want to waste any of the 

wood. It’s too expensive.” 

“Yes, Boss,” he teases me. 

“Funny.” He grins at me. 
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“Honestly Todd, I can’t thank you enough for teaching me how to construct my design.” 

“Don’t you mean our design?”  

“Yes. Sorry, your many skills still amaze me.” 

After showin’ Rick how to place the pieces as close together as possible before they lay on 

top of each other, we go back to workin’ on our separate areas. We’ll meet in the middle of the 

ceilin’ and hope they match. If not, I’ll figure it out. I know he won’t, but I don’t care. We get 

along great. 

“Now I know why you insisted on both of us having a nail gun. Can you imagine 

hammering these in by hand?” 

“Yep, I can. I’ve done it before. Dang, it was the worst.” 

“Sorry I picked teakwood, Todd. You know what they say though: a man’s home is his 

castle.” 

I roll my eyes at him. 

“Well yeah, if you live in it full time.” 

“I’ll tell you what; let’s finish the house, start on your A-frame, and I’ll see how I like staying 

here on the weekends and long holidays.” 

“Y’ull not only like it, y’ull love it! Especially, after we stock fish in your lake. If I were you, 

I’d be designin’ a barn and an outbuildin’ for storage.” He smirks and quirks his eyebrows. 

“No way; how did you know I’ve begun designing an outbuilding?” 

“Common sense, Rick.” 
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CHAPTER 10 

October 1st 

Rick and I have worked together like two well-oiled machines for close to four and a half 

years. We completed his chalet two and half years ago and then finished his outbuildin’. For 

now, it stores his ATVs, ridin’ lawn mower, our building equipment and supplies, and various 

other gadgets and gizmos. We’re runnin’ out of room and will soon build his barn, after we 

finish my A-frame. 

For the last year and a half we’ve designed my A-frame, begun construction, and continued 

buildin’ trails throughout the entire property. My A-frame sits near the edge of a cliff on forty 

acres in the dense woods off the third field. I live in my A-frame, even though we have to finish 

the loft and outside deck. 

I was forced to place my ma in the nursin’ home’s memory care unit a year ago. I had fallen 

asleep on the sofa, while we were watchin’ TV. I woke up hours later and couldn’t find her in 

the house or outside. 

Panicked, I slowly drove toward the highway and found her walkin’ on the gravel road 

barefoot. When I convinced her to come back home, she was cryin’ and said she couldn’t find 

my pop. My heart broke, once again. 

I had wondered at the time, How many times can your heart mend until it’s broken beyond repair? 

I visit her four nights a week, while Rick works in Kansas City. He has no idea about my ma, 

and I don’t know why I haven’t told him yet. He’s gonna be so upset when he finds out. The last 

thing I want is for Rick to think I’ve betrayed him again, but I have. Dang, Rick treats me like his 

younger brother. Why have I kept my ma’s illness from him? 

Rick’s been true to his word. He stays at his chalet every weekend and durin’ the holidays. 

He’s changed in the last couple of years. I used to see a stressed man when he would arrive, 

though now he’s found a sense of peace. But, he remains lonely, wishing for a woman to share 

his life with. 

*  *  * 

“Hey Rick, there’s a new grocery store openin’ in town.” 
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“Interesting. Who’s backing it?” 

“Mr. Billin’s. My pop always said he was more than land rich.” 

“Hmm, his ancestors must have laid claim to our road.” 

“Yep, his great-grandpop did.” 

“Well, it’s good news for Cologne. If the store does well, it may attract more tourists.” 

“I was thinkin’ about applyin’ for a butcher position. We’ll finish my A-frame soon and we 

can always work on the barn and trails on my days off.” 

“I see. I’m behind you; though if I ask you to work alongside me in the future will you give 

it some thought?” My eyes widen. Cue my country boy accent, because I know it’s comin’. 

Dang, I’d love to fist bump the air! 

“Work alongside ya, not for ya? I’m confused.” 

“Todd, you’ve taught me more than I did you.” 

“Wow! Your faith in me is humblin’. Of course, I’d be honored to work with ya as long as 

it’s in or near Krause County.” He chuckles. I don’t know if it’s because of my extreme enthusiasm or 

my accent returnin’, after livin’ in the country again. 

“I knew what your terms would be, or I wouldn’t have asked.” 

“Hot dang, after five years you’re finally thinkin’ about livin’ here full time!” I couldn’t wipe 

my grin away if my life depended on it. 

*  *  * 

On Sunday afternoon, I drove to Cologne’s City Hall meetin’ room to apply for a job at New 

Age Grocery. In preparation, I had contacted Elias and Russo’s store manager for references. 

They arrived via email last night. 

I walk in the buildin’ armed with their references and my butcher’s certification. I’m 

confident, prepared, and excited. 

Printin’ my name on the paper marked, MEAT DEPARTMENT CANIDATES, I spot Kent off 

to my right sittin’ patiently in a foldin’ chair. I embrace him in a typical man hug and take a seat 

next to him. 

We’re surrounded by many of the town’s residents and a few strangers. Of course similar to 

all events in Cologne, it’s a party atmosphere. 

Two pretty women, lookin’ to be in their late-twenties, walk out of the meetin’ room and 

check the lists. 

“Todd Lindt, please follow me.” Kent quirks his eyebrows until… 

“Kent, come on in.” Kent nudges me as we follow the women and quietly says, “At least I 

got the normal one.” 
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“I heard you, Kent,” the woman I’m followin’ says. I snicker. 

“Take a seat, Todd.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“Please, call me Janna.” I nod. She looks at me expectantly. 

“I brought my butcher’s certifications and a couple of references for the big boss to see.” Her 

eyebrows rise and then she frowns. 

“Can I be honest, Todd?” 

“Yes, Ma’am… Oh sorry…Janna. Honesty is the best policy.” 

Janna tells me Shelby Hemp, the woman interviewin’ Kent, and she are the big bosses. Mr. 

Billin’s will remain behind the scenes handlin’ the store’s finances. Janna and Shelby have 

worked in the grocery business since they were fifteen years old, in Kansas City. They have the 

qualifications to work in each department if necessary. 

Janna has no desire to repeat their qualifications over and over. She asks me if I think they 

should announce the situation to the applicants waitin’ outside the room. She looks at me and 

reads my mind or my expression. I think Janna and I will get along just fine. 

“Okay. You and Kent wait here. Shelby and I will be right back.” I nod again. 

*  *  * 

Rick has adjusted his schedule to match mine, insurin’ us the time to complete my A-frame 

and work on his barn. Every time we get together he asks me about New Age Grocery: do I 

enjoy my position, get along with my co-workers, but mostly he’s intrigued by Janna Reed and 

Shelby Hemp. Heck, I don’t blame him. Between Rick, Janna, and Shelby, I know without a doubt my 

dream will come true. 

Janna amazes me, but I do sense deep sadness within her. I’ve grown closer to her than 

Shelby in the past five months, for many reasons. Shelby tends to live in Janna’s shadow and 

keeps to herself, though shares Janna’s knowledge. 

I’ve also met a gorgeous young woman who’s captured my heart: Sonya. She’s easy to talk 

to when we happen to have breaks together. I’ve decided to ask her out next week. 

I’ve not had a girlfriend before. I guess I was always self-conscious about my bright red hair, 

freckles, and skinny body. Well, my build has changed for the better. I’ve gained forty pounds 

in the last five years, and it’s all muscle. I don’t think my hair color and freckles will ever 

change. But, it’s my Irish heritage, and as I’ve grown older I’m proud of it. 

I haven’t told Rick about Sonya. A man has to have at least one secret, which Rick does and 

thinks he’s kept from me. He’s attracted to Janna and hasn’t even met her yet. Who knows what 

will happen when he does. 

*  *  * 
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I’m workin’ at New Age on a rare Monday evenin’. I normally don’t work the second shift. 

Steve, my manager, called in sick today, and Janna had asked me if I would cover for him. 

First of all, I’d do anythin’ for Janna, and I’m gettin’ paid overtime to boot. I’m waitin’ on 

Ginny, who still visits my ma after helpin’ me care for her, when out of my peripheral vision I 

see Rick at the smoothie bar. No Way! Rick doesn’t come into town. 

“Thank you, Mrs. Becker. Be careful drivin’ home.” 

“I will. Bye, bye, Todd.” 

I’ll be danged! Rick’s in the store—In Cologne! He’s finally gonna pull the trigger and move here full 

time! Tears of happiness and gratitude fill my eyes. I will fulfill my destiny and my dream with my best 

friend and semi-adopted brother by my side. 

I can’t wait to see what happens next! 

 

To Be Continued 
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