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“You are not a reservoir with a limited amount of resources;  
you are a channel attached to unlimited divine resources.” 

                                                                             Author Unknown 
 

* - * - * - * - * 
 

Fall 2017 
 

Rosie sat on the deck of the cozy home she was keeping watch on. The 
mist on the water seemed to dance in the morning sunlight. All seemed 
peaceful, but Rosie knew just below the surface of water, life and death 
are close at hand. The ocean shore was different for Rosie…the smell of 
the salt air, the feel of the sand in her toes. But for Rosie, lakes and rivers 
were where she witnessed the world change very quickly. 

It was the summer of 1974; Rosie was 23. She’d gone to the Yuba River 
in California for the day with friends. They’d been there before, and were 
familiar with the long trek down the side of the hill to get to the sparkling 
clear water that pooled just under the bridge of old Highway 49. It was a 
glorious day as Rosie and her friends dove in, seeing fish of all sizes 
swimming around them. Making their way up the river to where the 
water flowed more fiercely over the rocks, they all laughed and enjoyed 
the adventure of fighting against the current. The roar of the water held 
a thrill as they found the well-known places to slide over small water 
falls…only to make their way back up again, doing it over and over. 

Lunch time for the girls was spent sunning on the large flat rocks, 
telling stories, eating their sandwiches, watching other families with 
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smaller children playing in the calmer water nearby. It seemed the day 
could not be more perfect, until a young man approached them 
appearing panic stricken. 

“Have you seen a gal with long brown hair in a one-piece blue 
swimsuit?” he blurted out. 

Rosie and her friends stopped eating to take notice of this stranger. 
He seemed confused. They’d seen him swimming around in the water, 
apparently looking for someone. But a lot of people were doing that as 
different groups of people made their way down through the rapids. 

Rosie and her friends looked at one another, and then at him, letting 
him know they hadn’t seen her, although they hadn’t been paying much 
attention. The young man turned away from them, searching the water 
in front of them. 

“I don’t know what to do. I’ve been looking for my girlfriend for about 
30 minutes, and I don’t know where she is. We were swimming together, 
and now she’s gone…” He stood on the rock, not too far from them, 
looking left and right, left and right. 

“We can help you look for her. Where did you last see her?” Sandy 
asked. 

“Just up there where the rapids are stronger. I hope nothing has 
happened to her. I’m really getting worried. She’s a good swimmer, 
but…”. The young man’s voice trailed off. He was starting to get visibly 
upset. 

As the girls stowed what was left of their lunches, they told him they 
would join him in the search for Tracy. 

“What’s your girlfriend’s name?” Rosie asked, as she placed her 
leftover cookie in the basket. 

“Tracy. Tracy Minton. I’m Scott.” 
“We’ll help. Don’t worry,” Rosie said. “I’m sure we’ll find Tracy. You 

said she has long brown hair and a blue swimsuit?” 
“Yes. And she’s about your size,” Scott said, pointing toward Sandy. 
The group jumped into the water, and swam up stream. They explored 

under the surface of the water, not expecting to see any trouble, but it 
made them feel like a search and rescue team. As they approached the 
rougher water rushing down over the rocks, they could see some 
commotion going on—they were still too far away to tell what it was. 

“We were up in that area the last time I saw her,” Scott said, pointing 
to where the people were. “Maybe they’ve found Tracy? Maybe she 
needs some help? We were having a blast going through the rapids, but 
I got a little ahead of her. It was hard to get back quickly, so I waited 
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where the water smoothed out, expecting her to follow me there.” 
As they all got closer, their hearts started pounding as Scott yelled 

above the roar of the water, “That’s Tracy!” A couple of guys were pulling 
her up onto the rocks at the side of the river. As they approached, there 
were muffled screams from some of the young girls as a group formed 
around Tracy’s limp body. When Scott got there, he pushed his way 
through the small crowd to get to Tracy. She was pale, and lifeless. Scott 
cradled her in his arms, calling out her name, “Tracy. Tracy! TRACY!” She 
didn’t respond. The crowd around them grew larger, no one really knew 
what to do. 

Scott looked up, tears streaming, asking those around him, “What 
happened? Can anyone tell me?” It was becoming clear that Tracy 
drowned. She was non-responsive. And those there that day witnessing 
the tragedy would be changed for the rest of their lives. Rosie knew that, 
because she was one of them. Even now, sitting beside a beautiful body 
of water some 40 years later, Rosie understood how a perfect day can 
suddenly turn catastrophic. 

Rosie remembered how Scott was inconsolable as Tracy was loaded 
into an ambulance many hours after her accident. From what they all 
learned, the one little spillway which Scott had gone through right before 
Tracy, with no problem, had sadly entrapped her. When someone behind 
them came through, they found Tracy stuck underneath the waterfall. 
The pressure of the water must have caught her just so, and it would not 
release her. By the time she was discovered, and they pulled her out, it 
was too late. 

Rosie never forgot Scott and Tracy, and the impact it had on her life, 
and her walk with God. It had been instrumental in Rosie knowing her 
only solace in life was found in God’s Word. She knew what seems 
peaceful, what seems safe, can change in an instant. As time passed, the 
only thing in life that never changed for Rosie was her God. 

As the years went by, Rosie kept in touch with Scott. She knew she 
couldn’t just leave that day without at least exchanging phone numbers. 
It wasn’t easy at first to call him. Scott wasn’t receptive. He seemed 
broken beyond repair. But Rosie continued to reach out to him. She was 
still young in her walk with God at that time, as was Scott. And this, of 
course, had really shaken his faith to the core. 

Scott eventually married another wonderful woman by the name of 
Angela, and they had two children, who were now grown and had 
children of their own. Sadly, Angela passed away after many years of 
marriage. Scott missed her so. Angela, and Rosie’s husband, Lonnie, had 
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never minded the friendship that developed between Rosie and Scott 
through the years. Their spouses knew it was a godly friendship that came 
out of a shared experience. The four of them had even taken vacations 
together. But now, with Angela gone four years, and Rosie’s husband 
gone twenty-one, Rosie and Scott had been talking even more over the 
phone. When Scott heard of Rosie’s plan to be away at Lake Tahoe, 
housesitting for friends, he asked about joining her there. At first, Rosie 
didn’t know quite what to say even though she knew it would be okay 
with her friends that owned the home. It pleased her to think of spending 
this time with Scott. With Rosie living in the Bay Area, and Scott being 
down in San Diego, they hadn’t gotten together much since Angela’s 
passing. After giving it some prayerful thought, it seemed to Rosie it 
might be nice to just relax together. It had been a busy time celebrating 
Don and Rebecca’s wedding in her garden. Being away now, with a long-
time friend, seemed welcomed. The house at Tahoe was definitely big 
enough for the two of them. 
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After hearing back from Rosie, Scott boarded the plane in San Diego, 
although not really sure what he was doing. His heart still ached at times 
for Angela, even though it had been four years. It helped him to spend 
time with the kids and the grandkids—they loved Scott and included him 
whenever they could. But maybe spending this time with Rosie would be 
healing. She understood what it was like to live without the one she 
loved.  

Scott was adjusting to his retirement years, after being a writer for a 
local newspaper for so long. He was enjoying writing for himself now—
seeing what it was God might have him share with the world as he 
finished up his days on this earth. Being 68, it felt good to finally be going 
at his own pace instead of someone else’s. He could write when the Spirit 
moved him, and do other things in between. 

Scott appreciated Rosie’s encouragement throughout the years. 
There had never been anything between them but their faith, and a 
friendship that came out of a shared experience that happened so long 
ago. What a young man he had been at that time…only 25! Scott had only 
dated Tracy for a short while before the accident. She didn’t seem like 
the girl he would one day marry, but maybe he just didn’t have enough 
time to find out. When she drowned at the Yuba River, over 40 years ago 
now, he didn’t know which way to turn. He hadn’t been sure what part 
God even played in Tracy’s death, if any, back then. He wondered, does 
a loving God watch as a young girl drowns so needlessly? He knew he 
made it through that little waterfall just fine. Why would Tracy get stuck 
under there? Was it just her time to go? 
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When Scott met Angela two years later, he didn't know if he was ready 
to date again. He knew that's why he was taking it so slowly with her. It 
was years before he got the courage to ask her to marry him. She had 
been very patient, being so sweet and kind as she listened to him talk 
about Tracy. She was like no one he had ever met, except for Rosie. 
Angela reminded Scott of Rosie because of her caring ways. Even if he 
wasn’t sure he wanted to at the start, Scott couldn’t help but fall in love 
with Angela. And she never minded his relationship with Rosie. He 
explained all that happened and how faithful Rosie had been at keeping 
in touch with him. When Rosie met Lonnie, Scott was so happy for her. 
Lonnie seemed like such a good man. They were a match made in Heaven. 

Now Scott felt like he just needed some time away. Maybe that was 
why he had been almost too quick to invite himself on Rosie’s 
housesitting assignment. He hoped it was okay. She didn’t seem to mind, 
but Rosie was always so welcoming. He would really have to play it by ear 
when he got there. If she seemed uneasy with having him around, he 
could just cut his trip short. He knew as close as they were, it would be 
something they could even discuss, and there would be no hard feelings. 

Rosie described the house as having three bedrooms, two with private 
baths, one being upstairs. It had a nice kitchen and large living room area, 
and a good-sized deck looking out at the lake. It belonged to some 
longtime friends who were going to be away in Europe for an unknown 
amount of time. They had a small dachshund that needed watching, too. 
Scott knew Rosie liked to read a lot, and he was looking forward to a quiet 
time of writing. Whatever else they did, would be just fine. Rosie wasn’t 
much of a cook, other than her delicious baked goods, so Scott planned 
on helping with the meals. He loved to grill, so he knew that would be 
something Rosie liked. She loved ribs, as did he. 

The final passengers were taking their seats. Scott was hoping for an 
empty seat next to him, but the plane was full. A young man of about 30 
took the middle seat to the left of him. Scott peered out the window, 
watching the airport personnel take care of business on the tarmac. He 
said a quick hello as the young man got situated, but he soon had his 
headset on and was listening to music, so Scott knew he wasn’t up for 
much conversation. That was fine. Scott wanted to think some things 
over before he got to Rosie. He never thought of Rosie as more than a 
friend, but widowhood was a lonely time in his life. He liked being a 
couple, and Angela had been such a good wife. Scott began to wonder if 
there could ever be anything between he and Rosie after all these years? 
He really didn’t know. Right now, he really just wanted to go into this little 
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vacation time without any preconceived ideas. But, he also wanted to be 
aware of what God might have in mind that he and Rosie might not see 
as yet. They made great friends…would they make great ministry 
partners? Or a couple? Would God possibly have a plan to take them into 
their twilight years together, serving Him in a way they hadn’t yet seen? 
Scott wondered if Rosie had any thoughts about the two of them? He 
knew that the Holy Spirit who lived in Rosie was the same Holy Spirit that 
lived in him so Scott wasn’t ruling any of this out. But he also wasn’t going 
to be disappointed should it not be more. He knew he could live out his 
days alone with God, if need be. And he knew that seeing Angela again 
was certain. He could not wait to be reunited in Heaven with the woman 
he loved on earth. God’s Word told him that they would not be married 
in Heaven, but he surely hoped the place prepared for them by Jesus 
would be close to one another. Maybe they could stroll along the River 
of Life together, hand in hand, talking about the wonderful children that 
God blessed them with, and then waiting for their arrival together? There 
would be nothing wrong with that! 

As the plane leveled out, Scott got out his laptop, and sat staring at 
the screen. He closed his eyes and prayed, Lord, what would you have me 
write about, if anything? You are the Word. You created the world we live 
in by Your Word, and I love words. I look forward to writing whatever it 
is You would have me write. And I look forward to doing whatever it is 
You would have me do with the rest of my life. Thank You for bringing 
Rosie into my life so many years ago. What a tragic day that was with 
Tracy. But You were there. You have shown me that through the years. 
You never left me alone in that, and You have given me a good life. You 
have blessed me in many ways. I look forward to this time with Rosie, 
relaxing and drawing near to You. Please be with us as we share this time 
without Angela and Lonnie. We miss them so. Help us to honor You, and 
them, as we continue on with the friendship You have blessed us with. In 
Jesus’ name. Amen. 

Scott began to type then… 
 

I see the rivets on the engine just outside my window. So many 
that I couldn’t count them all. You hold this plane together with 
those rivets, Lord. But even more, You hold our lives together. Man 
placed each rivet on that engine, and up and down the sides of this 
plane. You place each person in our lives, up and down each year 
we live. Too many rivets to count, too many people that pass 
through our lives to count. You are a complicated, yet simple 
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enough God for us to love…because You first loved us. 
 

All Scott could hear above the roar of the engine, besides his typing 
fingers, was the voice of a young woman behind him. She started talking 
before she even got in her seat. He was hoping she would quiet down 
when they all got settled and took off, but it didn’t look like that would 
be happening. He could not believe the speed at which she talked, and 
the two friends who were with her, one on each side of her, seemed 
willing to listen. Maybe they didn’t have a choice? Scott was getting so 
distracted he stopped typing and started to pay attention to what could 
be so riveting between them…considering he had been writing about the 
rivets on the plane… 

The young woman’s words came out like the ending of a 4th of July 
fireworks display…all at once! 

“…sooooo, he called her, and then when she met with him, they really 
seemed to hit it off. I told her she should be careful, that he might be 
good looking but like…it should be more than that…anyways, they went 
out, Friday, Saturday, Sunday, and by Sunday night they spent the night 
together. I couldn’t believe it. I was like, it was so fast! And she seems 
happy with him, but I just don’t know…whatever…they talked through 
the week. He seems like a good guy. Sooo, she is so busy with taking care 
of her dad, she tries to have time for him…anyways…she says it’s hard. I 
just don’t know if they should be together…soooo, whatever. Anyways, 
she called me and asked me what I thought she should do? I told her, you 
gotta be smart about this, and really pay attention…sooo, anyways. It’s 
getting to be a lot…sooo…anyway…” 

Scott felt that if the young woman didn’t come up for air soon she 
might turn blue. It made him chuckle. Putting his laptop away, he decided 
to join the young man next to him by using his own headset to drown out 
the world, and the CHATTER, behind him with some soothing music. But 
it seemed he could still hear the constant conversation, so he turned the 
music up even louder, and then louder. Finally, the music was able to 
drown it out. It made him all the more anxious to get with Rosie to relax, 
and enjoy the peaceful sounds of nature. 
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Rosie was soaking in her time with God on the deck. Knowing that Scott 
would be arriving later in the day, she wanted to make sure she was 
ready. She really liked Scott—perhaps a little too much at this point, and 
she knew it. She didn’t want Scott to feel any pressure from her. Lonnie 
had been gone much longer than Angela, and Scott was probably not 
ready to be thinking about anything other than their friendship. Rosie 
couldn’t help but feel a bit like a school-girl though. After all these years, 
would God really be bringing them together to be more than friends? 
“Oh, Rosie, stop it,” she exclaimed. And then whispered to herself, 
“You’re making something out of nothing! Scott likes you; he always has. 
But this is nothing more than two friends spending time together. Scott 
has his life, you have yours, and they are separate.”  

Enjoying the view of the lake, Rosie was reading about Jesus in John 
21. The disciples, Jesus’ friends, had been out fishing all night. 

"Friends, haven’t you any fish?" Jesus called out to them. They were 
about 300 feet from shore.  

“No,” they answered. 
Rosie looked out, trying to picture their boat, and how far out three 

hundred feet was. When Jesus told them to throw their nets in again on 
the right side of the boat, they caught 153 fish. Rosie looked at the 
shoreline in front of her, picturing Jesus there by a fire, with fish grilling. 
Then Jesus sees Peter jumping into the water and swimming toward the 
shore. Jesus must have been happy to know his friend, who denied him 
three times, was so anxious to get to Him. Peter could have been a 
coward and just sat in the boat with the other disciples, waiting to meet 
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up with Jesus along with all the others. After all, it was the third time He 
appeared to them since being raised from the dead. Rosie wondered, 
Would we ever get tired of seeing Jesus? Would it ever become 
commonplace in Heaven? Probably not. He is our Savior. He is the reason 
we will be in Heaven. Without Jesus, the door is closed to us. Our sins are 
too many. But Jesus made the way. He was so loving, so kind, and so 
generous to go through all that pain and torture on our behalf. And then, 
Jesus humbles Himself still, and cooks the disciples' breakfast before 
ascending back into Heaven. Jesus displayed the perfect servant’s heart. 
Maybe Peter was getting the message at last? When the boat got to 
shore, Peter didn’t leave it to everyone else and just sit with Jesus. When 
Jesus told them to bring Him some of the fish they caught, Peter got back 
into the boat and helped to drag the net to shore. But still, Jesus had 
some questions for Peter after breakfast. 

“Simon son of John, do you love me more than these?” Jesus asked. 
Rosie wondered about the tone of Jesus’ voice. Did it change each 

time He repeated this question? Peter was hurt that Jesus would ask him 
three times about the love he had toward Him. But considering that Peter 
declared his loyalty to Jesus before, and balked on it, maybe this time 
Peter needed to hear himself say it three times. “Yes, Lord, you know that 
I love you.” Maybe it wasn’t for Jesus, maybe it was for Peter? 

“Feed my sheep. Take care of my sheep. Feed my sheep.” Jesus 
repeated three times. How many times does a parent have to repeat 
themselves through the years before their children catch on to certain 
things? Rosie knew it was good to see this story again, to ponder these 
words sitting by the lake, to let them sink into her soul and become even 
more real to her. Yes. Water held danger, she and Scott experienced that. 
But it also held life. 

“Let anyone who is thirsty come to me and drink,” Jesus said in John 
7:37-38. 

Rosie felt like she was drinking in Jesus beside the lake…soaking in His 
goodness…picturing Him like she was an eyewitness to His fish frying 
event on the shore over 2,000 years ago. 

Jesus finished with, “Whoever believes in me, as Scripture has said, 
rivers of living water will flow from within them.” 

The word rivers brought Rosie’s thoughts back to Scott’s arrival later 
in the day. They would talk about Tracy, of course they would. And they 
would talk about all that God has done in and through their lives since 
that dreadful day. Jesus was there at the river that day with Tracy, even 
though they could not visibly see Him. They learned that fact through the 
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years as they met with other trials. And even now, as they both lived their 
lives without the person they loved for so many years, Jesus was the 
source of their strength and hope each day. 

Yes, Rosie was looking forward to Scott’s arrival. They would talk, 
laugh, eat, and pray together. They would remember the good times and 
the bad. They would enjoy the beauty of their surroundings, and maybe 
God would have an answer for them about what their future might hold 
when their time here together was through. No matter what, they would 
always be friends. 

Rosie went inside, she had plans. It was time to make some chocolate 
chip cookies for Scott. It was such a pleasant kitchen to work in, with large 
windows looking out on beautiful Lake Tahoe. The water was so blue! She 
felt blessed to be able to spend this time at her friends’ home. Shortly 
before Don and Rebecca’s wedding, her friends, they had called to see if 
Rosie was available. She hadn’t been sure at that time. But then when 
Don proposed to Rebecca right there on her porch, and the wedding 
followed soon thereafter, Rosie felt like God was saying, “Go. Relax. 
Enjoy. I’ve set aside this time for you.” Rosie didn’t take a lot of time for 
herself. She spent much of her waking hours, when she was away from 
her garden, ministering to others. Her gardening time was where she 
could just “be.” But now her garden wouldn’t need her so much as the 
weather would be getting cooler. She welcomed this time in the 
mountains, perhaps seeing some snowfall, and sitting by a warm fire. 
Rosie didn’t know she would be having company when she said yes, but 
Scott joining her made it all the better. She knew he planned on doing a 
lot of writing while in Tahoe. Maybe after all these years, they would be 
there long enough to enjoy Thanksgiving, and possibly Christmas 
together? Or, maybe Scott would fly home to be with his family during 
the holidays? Rosie didn’t know, but she did know that either way would 
be fine. She would spend this time in Tahoe, and Scott could come and 
go as he needed. 

The last of the cookies were going into the oven when Rosie’s phone 
rang. It was Rebecca. 

“Hi Rosie. How are things at the lake?” 
“Oh. So beautiful! How’s everything there?” Rosie asked. 
“Just fine. I’m just missing you, and wanted to say Hi. We're keeping 

an eye on your house. Not much happening here since you’re not there. 
But we're so thankful for all you have done for us, and we want you to 
enjoy this time away,” Rebecca said. 

“Thank you, dear friend. I feel better knowing that you are watching 
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the ole homestead. How’s Don doing?” 
“He’s doing well. We're relieved and happy, and enjoying this time 

together. He’s a bit stressed still looking for work. But we know the job 
will come when it’s time.” 

“You make a good pair. God has been so faithful in all that He has 
done. It was such a joy to be a part of.” Rosie said. 

“You were a HUGE part of it! Without you, Rosie, I don’t know… I 
needed your guidance on my new walk of faith. You have shown me the 
way, and now with Don at my side, I will keep on with Jesus. Do I smell 
cookies baking? Rebecca asked, and then laughed. 

“You know me all too well, Rebecca. Yes. I have cookies baking. 
Remember me telling you about my friend, Scott, of many years?” 

“Of course. Yes.” 
“Well, he’s coming to Tahoe to stay with me a bit. Now, don’t you be 

thinking anything!! I promise, it’s all on the up and up,” Rosie laughed. 
“There’s plenty of room for the both of us here to keep it godly. He’ll be 
staying in the upstairs area. There’s even a more beautiful view of the 
lake from that room.” 

“Oh, Rosie! I’m happy for you. I know you’ve seen a lot of life together. 
And I know where your hearts are. I’m glad you will have some company 
since you could be there a while. I might worry about you if you didn’t 
have someone there with you for a least part of the time. I know you have 
the little dog, but she’s not much of a watch dog.” Rebecca chuckled 
again. 

“Yes. She’s some company. But it will be nice to have another human 
to talk with, and share meals with…and cookies!” 

“Yes. I want some of your cookies!!” 
“I’ll make you some when I return,” Rosie said. “I promise.” 
"Okay. I’m going to hold you to it. Gotta run now. I have some things 

to do, but it’s good talking with you.” 
“You, too, my friend. Thanks for calling. Love you!” 
“Love you, too, Rosie. Bye.” 
Hanging up the phone, Rosie’s heart felt full as she finished the 

cookies, and then checked on the bedroom upstairs. She thought it was 
the best one for Scott. It had a very manly theme, as compared to hers 
which was more violets and whites. The “man cave” as Rosie was starting 
to call it, was all brown and rustic with a comfy leather chair next to the 
big king-sized bed. And in one corner was a desk that would give Scott 
plenty of room to spread out his writing materials. There was a window 
above the desk looking out to the lake. Rosie laughed as she thought, he 
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may never want to come down out of his bedroom while he's here. I’ll 
have to make more cookies to lure him into the kitchen. 

Yes, life at the lake was good, Rosie thought, also wondering what God 
might have in store. 
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As the plane landed in San Francisco, Scott was more than ready to get 
off. It had been a short flight, but he didn’t like flying very much. He felt 
boxed in, being that he wasn’t a small man. Standing 6’1”, with a little 
extra poundage that he liked to blame on age, the airplane seat was no 
easy chair. Scott was glad to still have most of his hair at 68, although 
once brown, it was now almost totally gray. He hoped it gave him a 
distinguished look. Some told him so. He didn’t totally believe them. It 
made him feel old. 

Everyone was standing, anxious for the door to be opened so they 
could methodically file out. It seemed an unwritten rule that each aisle 
exited in order. But this time, no one seemed to be moving. Sometimes 
flying took a lot of patience. An announcement was soon made, there 
was some trouble getting the walkway over to the plane—some 
mechanical difficulty. Scott sat back down to wait it out. He watched out 
the window as a small vehicle pulled up and a man got out, trotting up 
the maintenance stairs to the walkway. It seemed he was in there less 
than a minute before it was fixed. Whatever it was, wasn’t complicated. 
It just needed some know how. 

Filing into the San Francisco airport, there wasn’t a long layover before 
boarding the plane to Reno. The second flight wasn’t as full, and Scott 
was happy to have the seat next to him vacant. It gave him a chance to 
have a little more privacy to write a bit. And this time, there was no rapid 
chatter behind him either. He went back and read what he had so far… 

 
I see the rivets on the engine just outside my window. So 


