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The aging man knocked again. Still, no one answered. He tried to look through a window but the curtains were high and it felt weird or even criminal to be searching too hard. 


He called out, “Hello, is anyone home!” Barbara are you home?” He heard movement. Someone was walking in the house. The door opened. 


“Frank!” Barbara shouted with a smile. “How are you?”


He said, “I’m good. You look great and it’s obvious that you’re doing well.” The two former co-workers, updated each other about life, family, and mutual acquaintances. 

When they had exhausted their pasts, Barbara asked, “So, what brings you to my door?”

 
Frank answered, “I need a place to live.” Barbara’s face turned white.

“Did your key not work?” She asked. Frank shook his head.


“I don’t have a key,” he admitted. Barbara was still in a panic.


“Did you application not go through?” She questioned. Frank shook his head again. “You did fill out an application, right?”


“No,” Frank said.


Barbara asked, “How did you find me?” 


“Several people told me where to find you,” Frank said. 


“Did they not tell you that you needed to fill out an application?” This time he nodded.

“Oh yes, everyone told me about the application. In fact, they insisted,” Frank said sheepishly. Barbara’s face softened.


“I wish that I had not answered the door.” She sighed. Frank scrunched his face. “You see, when I got this 10,000 unit complex it was difficult. I got burned on rent. People stole from one another. The units got trashed and damaged. There were several disagreements, altercations and fights. It was a chaotic madness that broke my heart. I wanted people to love this place and take care of it.” The phone rang and she looked back into the house, but decided to ignore it.


“I decided I had to do something. So, I looked through all of the applications I had received over the years. I discovered an amazing pattern. This insight was knowledge, sweet knowledge. So, I used my new insight to develop an application that took over a year, sleepless nights and hundreds of revisions. When I couldn’t find another thing to change, another comma or I to dot, I made it my system.”

“You mean the application?” Frank asked. 


“It meant no more interviews, no phone calls to me or to check references and such, no one showing up to ask me to accept them as a tenant,” she declared. Frank stared.


Finally, he blurted, “You make exceptions right?”


She answered, “Not one.” Now Frank had the look of panic.


“But, what about me?”


“Every one of my tenants told you that you needed to fill out an application and you chose not to listen,” she declared. He squinted and lowered his head.


“You’re judging that I’m not worthy?”


“It’s my apartment complex. I know what works for me. You decided or judged that my way wouldn’t work for you.” She paused. “I’m not mad.” Frank had an idea.


“I’ll leave here and fill out an application,” he said and turned to leave. Barbara shook her head.


“You will not be accepted,” she said. He stopped.


“Why?”


“Because I have discovered that if people won’t follow the instructions initially there will be problems later,” she revealed. Desperate, Frank ran back to her.


“You have the best complex in the state,” he admitted. “Where can I go and get a complimentary breakfast, a daily sprucing of my apartment, no utility bill, free cable, free laundry and delivery? This is what I want.” Barbara shook her head again.


“You didn’t want it bad enough. I made the process easy. But, you wouldn’t listen. I’m sorry I couldn’t help you.” Barbara turned. Frank threw up his hands, turned and walked away. 

When Barbara walked into her house, her niece was standing in front of her. Brittany asked, “Auntie, who was that?”

“He’s someone I knew from year ago.” 


Brittany quizzed, “Is he a friend?” Barbara shook her head.

“No.”


Brittany came to the point, “Why did he seem mad?”


“He didn’t think the application process for my units was fair,” Barbara answered while she fluffed pillows on the sofa. “He wanted me to make an exception for him.”


“If you make an exception, then it isn’t fair,” Brittany determined. “That’s why you make rules. It’s like that in everything.” She thought for a moment. “When you apply for a school, you agree to abide by their policies, same for a job or a loan. To get a car loan, I can’t say ‘No I don’t like those terms’.” If you don’t like the terms, you have a choice.”

“Perhaps Heaven is the same,” Barbara suggested. Brittney scrunched her face and tilted her head. “You should look into that.” She moved on. “I designed the application to get the best results. I wanted to enjoy the people here and have them appreciate what I have created,” Barbara explained.


“It’s kind of arrogant to assume that you are the exception. He showed up and expected you to accept him,” Brittany said. Barbara’s face turned sad.


“Regardless of why, no one likes to be turned away. When it’s important, we owe it to ourselves to thoroughly check it out,” Barbara whispered. “No one likes to be the rejected tenant.”

