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It started in a garden...doesn't everything? The soil is tilled. The seed is 
planted. And out grows something in our lives, good or bad, that changes 
the path we are on. 

 
* - * - * - * - * 

 
Spring 2017 

 
Rebecca's life just took an unexpected turn down a path she knew very 

little about. She walked into a church searching for something...anything, 
to help how lost and alone she felt each day. She made a surprising 
decision that morning. She said "yes" when asked if she wanted to have a 
relationship with Jesus. She raised her hand when the invitation was given. 
What was she thinking? What was she doing? And who were those people 
surrounding her in that new setting? 

After some prayers that sounded strange, and a Bible being placed in 
her hand that she knew she wouldn't understand, Rebecca walked out of 
church thinking she would never return. Why should she? Oh, she was 
moved for a moment. The music was good. The coffee was okay, And the 
message she heard made some sense at the time; at least parts of it did. But 
now she was barely able to remember it. Tomorrow she would go back to 
work—back to her life, and probably forget all about today. Something 
inside of her hoped she wouldn't. But she knew herself. She had reached 
out for help before and it didn't last long, even with the best therapists. 
This world didn't seem to offer what she needed. Why were others able to 
cope? Why were they happy? She wondered where the emptiness started? 
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But even more, she wanted to know where it would end? 
As Rebecca left the building, the sun seemed a little more comforting. 

At first, she didn't notice it. But when she got in her car, the warmth inside 
settled a little deeper into her bones…maybe even her soul. As she pushed 
the button to start her car, nothing happened. Why didn't it start? The 
battery? The starter? Seriously? "Didn't I just go to church?" she muttered 
to herself. “Didn't I just say yes to You God? And now You've let me down 
already? I knew this was all hocus pocus. I should have just slept in this 
morning instead of coming here. Now I'm stuck.” 

Rebecca recalled she had let her road service lapse a few months ago. 
Now she regretted neglecting it because she knew no one here. Everyone 
was walking to their cars with their families, smiling and laughing. She 
grumbled, “Oh, you’re all so happy! But I'm here all alone in this stinking 
hot car that won't start. Arghhhhh!!!!!” 

The sweat on Rebecca’s brow was beginning to roll down the sides of 
her face. She didn’t want to leave the privacy of her car until the after-
church crowd was gone—some lingered and visited nearby. She didn’t 
want to seem helpless, although wasn’t that why she came to church this 
morning? But that was between her and a God who may or may not exist. 
Checking her phone, it read 9:48. Her friend started work soon, so she 
couldn’t call her for help. She might as well get out and start walking. It 
wasn’t that far home, and home would bring her the solitude she craved. 
Rebecca lived alone, and that’s the way she liked it after her divorce—no 
one to argue with. Then again, there was no one to help her right now 
either. Don probably wouldn’t even answer his phone if she tried it. There 
had been too many unkind words said, and feelings hurt, to even try going 
down that path. 

Suddenly, Rebecca’s phone rang. It startled her! It was an unfamiliar 
number, so she ignored it. Probably another sales call. But it made her 
think…Nelson lives nearby. Why didn’t she think of him before? He 
always has time for people, and he wouldn’t mind helping her at all. She 
met Nelson about a year ago in the pouring rain. Dropping some groceries 
out of her bag in the grocery store parking lot, they started up a 
conversation that soon turned into a cup of coffee. That conversation 
didn’t lead to anything, but she got a new friend to talk to from time to 
time. Nelson always offered his help should she ever need it. She looked 
for his number, and hit the button…Nelson answered almost immediately. 

“Hi there, Becca!” He was the only one to ever call her that. 
“Hi, Nelson. What’s up? Are you busy?” Even this call was hard for 

Rebecca. Would he think she was weak? 
“For you? Never? What can I help you with?” Nelson said warmly. 
“I’m just down the street from you at that church called Forever His. 
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For some reason, my car won’t start. Could you come to my rescue?” 
“Sure, Becca. I’ll be right there. Hang tight.” 
As the minutes passed, it gave Rebecca some time to ponder Nelson. 

What set him apart from other men she knew? And why didn’t they ever 
take it past the friendship stage? It was hard to figure. Nelson was a nice 
enough looking man, just a head taller than her, light brown hair, and a 
strong but not too rugged face. Nelson had never initiated anything. He 
was always such a gentleman, with no hint of romance even being on his 
mind. Rebecca appreciated that after her divorce. She didn’t need another 
complicated set of feelings to sort through. She and Nelson seemed content 
to just relax in each other's company. 

The lingering churchgoers were almost gone now, and Rebecca 
stepped outside her car for fresh air. She walked around a bit, noticing the 
beautiful freshly planted flowers and the mulch that covered the ground 
surrounding them. She wished for a green thumb, but it was never her 
strong suit. It was spring in the Bay Area, and a warmer day than usual for 
this time of the year. Off in the distance she could hear the freeway traffic. 
But mostly, it was quiet and peaceful. She found a bench under a tree, and 
waited for Nelson. It wasn’t long, and his truck pulled into the parking lot. 
As usual, he jumped out with a big smile on his face, and greeted her with 
a generous hug and, “It’s always good to see you Becca.” The two of them 
made their way back over to the car. Nelson tried to give it a start. It was 
dead. Hooking some jumper cables to the batteries, it started without 
hesitation, Rebecca felt relief. Perhaps her lights were left on. With a few 
miles of driving to recharge the battery, the problem would be solved. Oh, 
if only all her problems in life could be solved that quickly. Nelson popped 
off the cables, and lowered the hood of her car. It clanked when it shut, as 
if to say, “The job is finished.” 

Nelson glanced over at Rebecca standing there, a bit of a distance from 
the car. Her dress accentuated her blue eyes. Even in flats, she appeared 
tall at about 5'8". Did her slender build came from exercise or a healthy 
eating? He wondered about this woman who always seemed so stressed, 
but also kind. What was it that bothered her so? Why so standoffish? Who 
wounded her soul to create such a wall of resistance to those around her? 
It took him months to see that wall come down a bit and welcome a 
conversation that wasn’t so strained. When less guarded, he found Becca 
to be very interesting. Nelson knew taking his time with her was best. He 
would be patient. 

“Thank you so much, Nelson. You saved my morning, and my day!” 
“Becca, it’s not a problem at all. I needed to run to the store anyway, 

and you just got me up and out a bit earlier. Is there anything else I can do 
for you?” Nelson inquired. 
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“Nope, that’s it! I appreciate your quick response and help.” 
“Call me anytime. Bye now!” Nelson said cheerfully. 
“See ya!” Rebecca said, as she quickly got into her car and drove away, 

barely looking back. 
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Monday came much too early as Rebecca woke up and got ready for 
work. The weekend was okay, even with the car trouble. It's odd that it 
allowed her to see Nelson again. She was wondering about him the past 
few weeks. She was also curious about the church thing. Why had she 
really gone? It didn’t seem to make much difference. Although she 
wouldn't have seen Nelson if she hadn't. Would her car still have had 
problems, even though now it seemed to be doing fine? What was that all 
about anyway? Was it part of God’s plan to put them together again? Does 
God really work in ways like that? Rebecca didn’t think so, but she was 
entertaining the thought. And they were just friends anyway, so what 
would be the point? Nelson seemed a bit surprised when she told him she 
was in a church parking lot. Did he think it was odd? Should she ask him? 
She really did want to know more about Nelson. But she liked that it 
seemed he was more interested in her than she was in him. For now, she 
was fine with that. Not many had taken an interest in her life since the 
divorce. It was nice to find someone who would sit and listen. She would 
need to call him soon. 

Preparing her coffee, Rebecca noticed she was about out. A run to the 
grocery store was on her “to do” list for the day. She was glad she could 
trust her car again after driving into the foothills after church and 
recharging the battery. After a very rainy year, everything was so green. It 
reminded her of her time in Ireland. The sky was blue, with a few puffy 
clouds that blocked the sun from time to time. Rising out of the congestion 
Sunday afternoon made it seem not just like another country, but another 
world. Such busy-ness below, such beauty above. The drive not only 
recharged her car battery, but also her soul. She wondered about God on 
the drive...could He really be true? Did He really create the world she was 
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looking at? Did that bird that just soared by really get its flight from a big 
old Father in Heaven who looked down on all of us? Could He hear all our 
prayers at once? 

Rebecca prayed more than usual recently. Her hurting heart needed it. 
A good friend had just lost her battle with cancer, and it seemed so hard to 
believe she was really gone. After arriving home from the hospital that 
day, and doing something as simple as washing the dishes, Rebecca 
thought how Bonnie would no longer have to do dishes. It seemed unfair. 
Bonnie’s problems were finished. Her worries were over. She got to leave 
this all behind, and be free of the stresses of this world. And yet, Rebecca 
really had no idea where Bonnie went. Did Heaven exist? And if it did, is 
that where Bonnie was now? How would Rebecca ever know? Maybe 
that’s what caused her to finally go to church on Sunday. She 
pondered…did somebody there have the answer? The pastor talked about 
Heaven, just a bit, but he didn’t really describe what it would be like. He 
talked more about how to get there…something about Jesus’ death. How 
could a man’s death make a way to Heaven for anyone? She would have 
to go back and listen more. Maybe she could find the answer. For now, it 
just seemed confusing, and wrong. It seemed like just more sadness. A 
man had died, and Bonnie had died. How were they linked together? 
Maybe that’s why she raised her hand when the invitation to know Jesus 
was given at the end…maybe all she was saying was, “I have a question. 
Can you answer it for me?” 

Rebecca’s mind wandered throughout the day. She thought about 
Bonnie not even having to go to work anymore. She was sad, as waves of 
grief washed over her and brought tears to her eyes. She and Bonnie had 
been friends for over 30 years. She missed her. Bonnie knew her like no 
one else did, and now she felt unknown in the world. Without a sibling to 
share life with, and with her parents being elderly and suffering with their 
own health issues, Rebecca didn’t have many friends or family to turn to. 
The divorce actually caused divisions in past friendships. Most sided with 
her ex, Don, for some reason. Maybe it was her pushing them away in her 
discomfort of all that had transpired. Don was always the more outgoing 
one anyway, so he might as well enjoy their friends. Rebecca could move 
on. But doing so was turning out to be so much harder than she expected. 
Making new friends was complicated. Rebecca mostly buried herself in 
work, and acted like everything was okay in her sensible little world. 

Rebecca sat in the shade outside her office for lunch, enjoying the 
warm spring day. The food seemed to fill a bit of her emptiness. Some 
squirrels were having their own fun on the lawn, and the birds seemed to 
be particularly enjoying the new leaves coming out on the trees. Allergy 
season was on the way. Rebecca could feel an itchiness in her eyes and 
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nose, but she resisted taking anything just yet. Maybe she could get by 
another day without suffering from it too much. She caught sight of a 
couple walking by arm in arm. It made her miss being two instead of one. 
But then, not. That involved so much she wasn't willing to give anymore. 
In the beginning, she and Don were a good match. He was nice, and she 
laughed a lot with him. It seemed a happy time. But marriage took its toll 
on them when kids weren’t possible. They started drifting apart. Don so 
wanted children. She didn’t care as much one way or the other. After years 
of trying, she stopped wanting to try. That broke Don’s heart. It took two 
to make a marriage, and a baby, so Don lost interest in her as a wife. It 
wasn’t his fault, really. She had already withdrawn most of her love from 
him, leaving Don lonely even when they were together. Don tried to hang 
in there, until the day when he couldn’t anymore. Then he quietly and 
tearfully asked her for a divorce. She knew it was coming, long before the 
sad words were spoken. By the time Don voiced the inevitable, she was 
already separated in her heart. She agreed without hesitation. She wanted 
Don to have someone who could satisfy his longings, and she knew she 
was not that person. At the end, she actually didn't want to be. She desired 
her own happiness more. Rebecca admitted that she was selfish. But just 
unselfish enough to let him go and find the love he was so deserving of. 
Their marriage was over. 

With lunch finished, Rebecca reentered the office and finished out her 
work day, almost without thinking about it. Her job wasn’t complicated. 
She managed the front desk, doing a bit of administrative work, handling 
phone calls, and making sure the office flowed easily so her boss, Ben, 
didn’t have to think about anything but his own job. As long as Ben was 
not hassled, Rebecca was not hassled, and she liked it that way. They were 
a good team. She worked with Ben for about fifteen years, so he had seen 
her marriage come and go. He had probably seen Rebecca age 10 years in 
the last five, also. Sadly, that can happen. The very life can be sucked right 
out of a person. Ben, on the other hand, had been married many years. He 
was a good man, and his wife, Lucy, was joyful to the core. She always 
came into the office laughing and happy to see Ben. Sometimes Lucy 
would just come in to drop off his lunch, and be on her way. Other times 
they would go out for a bite together. With one grown son and an old dog, 
they seemed well suited. It was heartwarming to watch them, knowing that 
sometimes marriage can be a very good thing. 

At the grocery store on the way home, Rebecca found herself lost in 
the bakery section. She always loved getting the piece of cake made for 
one, although she usually split it up to last her three days. That’s what 
living alone can be like, with no one else there sharing your food. She 
knew it was time to move out of the bakery section after putting the cake 



Diane C. Shore 

8 

and other goodies into her basket—this was not the way to stay healthy. 
But so far, this junk food hadn’t harmed her too much. She had always had 
a good metabolism. Maybe one day, she would regret these decisions. The 
lines up front were longer than Rebecca had hoped for, but she found the 
one with her favorite quick checker. She overheard the checker talking 
about his back pain one day, and interestingly enough, the woman he was 
telling it to actually prayed for him on the spot. Rebecca never saw 
anything like that. She thought that was a very bold thing to do. The 
checker seemed okay with it. Rebecca watched as the two of them acted 
like this was just a normal everyday occurrence. She wondered how she 
would respond if someone offered to pray that way for her. She didn’t 
believe it would help anything. How could it, when it was a physical 
problem? Rebecca didn’t really understand it all. But she did find it 
amazing that others believed in it so much. Sometimes she would switch 
the channels on the TV and find pastors talking and praying about healing. 
Several seemed fake, others real enough. How was she to tell the truth 
from the lies? She didn’t know. 

At last it was her turn, and Ronnie, as it said on his nametag, got her 
speedily through. Rebecca could tell his back still hurt him, and she 
wondered how he could work every day in such pain. She guessed he 
probably had no choice. As Rebecca made her way to her car and opened 
the door to set her groceries on the front seat, she noticed the Bible that 
had been left there from Sunday. It looked scary to her. It seemed too thick, 
and too wordy to be of any use. She quickly piled her grocery bags on top 
of it, and tried not to think about it. But think about it, she did…maybe she 
would just take the Bible home and put it on the coffee table? Or maybe 
she would just leave it in the car…she really didn’t know what to do with 
it. Rebecca wished they had never given it to her. It’s not like she could 
throw it out with the day’s junk mail. She knew enough to know that would 
be totally disrespectful. This aggravated her…she didn’t need one more 
thing to be worried about. 

Suddenly, “BECCA!... BECCA!” interrupted her thoughts. Someone 
was calling her from across the parking lot. 

Rebecca turned to see Nelson. She didn’t know if seeing him so soon 
after yesterday was good. She would have preferred to give it some time. 
She didn’t want Nelson to have the wrong impression of what she felt 
about him, because she really didn’t know what she felt. But here he was, 
and it would be hard to ignore him at this point. Putting on a fake smile, 
She called back to him, “Hi Nelson!” 

Nelson was walking toward her. She hoped there was a way to make 
this quick. She had gotten ice cream to go with the cake. That would help.  

“Hi Becca, so good to see you again!” 
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“Hi,” was about all Rebecca could muster. 
“Out getting some groceries after work, huh?” questioned Nelson. 
“Yes.” 
“What’s on the menu for dinner?” 
She didn’t want to reply. One, because the answer wasn’t a good one. 

And two, because she was only giving him one-word answers so far, 
hoping to make this as quick as possible. Nelson wasn’t the type to be put 
off by her curtness, so the conversation continued. 

Rebecca lied, and said, “I’m not sure yet.” 
“How about we grab something to eat together?” Nelson was hopeful 

she was going to warm up to him. 
“Not possible tonight,” Rebecca answered quickly. 
“Oh?” Nelson’s face showed a bit of disappointment. 
“I’ve got ice cream in the car.” She could see this was stinging a bit for 

Nelson. 
“Oh, okay, I understand. Good to see you. Let’s not wait too long to 

have some dinner though, okay? Don't let the ice cream melt!”  
“Okay. Bye.” Rebecca was relieved. That went easier than she 

expected. 
“See ya, Becca.” 
Rebecca got in her car and shut the door to the world, and to Nelson. 

She drove off with him still standing there. At the same time, she wondered 
how many times he would still be standing there with how rude she could 
be to him. Why was she so mean to such a nice man who only wanted to 
be her friend? She didn’t know. And truthfully, she didn’t want to think 
about it anymore. She just wanted to go home, put on her pajamas, and eat 
some cake and ice cream. 

As Rebecca thought about her dinner, she said, “Happy Birthday to 
somebody in the world tonight.” 
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The week went by very fast. Rebecca was back to Saturday night before 
she knew it, and wondering if church was on the “menu” for tomorrow. 
She made her way into the kitchen to find something to eat. It always 
seemed easier to figure out alone; just a bit of cheese and crackers seemed 
to satisfy most times. Don would have wanted to barbecue steaks, and 
make some pasta to go with it. Rebecca liked that, too. She had to admit, 
she missed it at times. 

There wasn’t much on TV, so she decided to sit on the front porch and 
eat. The sun was setting, but it was still high enough in the sky to bring the 
needed warmth. She could see cars passing by on the busier road up the 
block. Her street was usually fairly quiet. At the big house across the street, 
Rosie was out tending to her garden. Rebecca didn’t know Rosie well...she 
knew that was her own fault. Rosie was always gentle and inviting. It was 
her own walls that stood between them. Rosie loved her garden. Sitting on 
her front porch, Rebecca would watch as Rosie knew just how to trim each 
bush to maximize its beauty. Rosie reminded her of her own sweet 
grandma. How many times had Rebecca been playing in the yard with her 
Grandma Bella pulling weeds, and yet acting like there was nothing she 
would rather be doing. Grandma, too, had been gentle and 
approachable…never harsh, never cruel, never mean. Being with her 
grandma was always comforting. Sometimes in her younger years she had 
attended church with Grandma Bella, but not often. She did remember the 
prayer, “Now I lay me down to sleep…” that her grandma taught her. She 
often wondered what, “I pray the Lord my soul to keep” meant exactly? 
As a child, Rebecca had no idea. What is a soul? Where would He keep 
it? Would it be safe? They prayed, “If I should die before I wake, I pray 
the Lord my soul to take.” Would she die before she woke up? Do people 
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do that? It wasn’t long though, and Rebecca would drift off to sleep, no 
longer concerned with the unknowns of the prayer. If her grandma prayed 
it with her, all should be fine. One thing she knew, her Grandma Bella 
would never steer her wrong. 

Rosie looked up from her rose bushes and saw Rebecca sitting there 
watching her. Rosie waved first, and then Rebecca waved back. They 
rarely ventured to each other's homes. It was like they knew they would 
always be there for each other if anything happened, but they didn’t sit and 
have coffee together like friends do. It might have been their age 
difference. With Rebecca just turning 44, and Rosie a bit older, Rebecca 
wondered what they could really have in common? Distance was probably 
best, thought Rebecca. Although she felt that way about most people these 
days. When people got up close and personal, it just didn’t feel 
comfortable. Other than a few close friends that she retained after the 
divorce, she rarely got into conversations with anyone. Isolation felt better. 
Don was always the big talker. People found him to be entertaining. Don 
would always have a good story to tell. Every couple needs a quiet one, 
and she seemed to fill that role just fine. 

The sun started to set behind the hills, and a slight breeze came up. 
Rebecca knew it was time to go in and have a cup of tea. She looked over 
to see if she needed to wave to Rosie, but Rosie had her back to her 
snipping at a rose bush, so Rebecca went inside. Turning on the burner, 
the teakettle was already in place. She sorted through the mail, waiting for 
it to whistle at her. But it didn’t. It seemed to be taking much longer than 
normal. Lifting the lid, the kettle was empty. She took it to the sink and 
added some water, which was a big mistake! With the tea kettle being so 
hot already, the steam from the water shot right out of it onto her fingers, 
scalding them as she gripped the handle. Rebecca immediately dropped it 
into the sink! The damage to her fingers was instant—almost immediate 
pain! If Don had been there, he would have helped her, getting whatever 
she might need. Being alone, it was up to her. She grabbed a glass out of 
the cupboard for ice water, took some ibuprofen, and sat down. At first, it 
didn’t seem too bad. But when she got a better look at it, blisters were 
already forming on three of her fingers. One was quite large. Then the pain 
that began to shoot through her fingers made her want to cry. She thought 
she might as well. Who was going to hear her, as a tear rolled down her 
cheek. Rebecca had been scalded once before as a child when she tipped 
an iron backwards, pouring the steamy water over her hand. Her mother 
had tended to her wounds then… It felt good to be taken care of. Now, she 
felt alone in her pain, both physically and emotionally. 

The house started to grow dark. Rebecca got up, fingers soaking in ice 
water, and made her way through the house turning on some lights. She 
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thought she heard a knock at the door—but maybe it was just her moving 
around that caused it. It had been so long since anyone had visited, it 
wasn’t a familiar sound. But there it was again, just a faint little knock. It 
wasn’t suspicious, but she surely wondered who it could be. Looking 
through the peephole, she could barely see the top of a head that looked 
like it could belong to Rosie. “Hmmm, I wonder if it is Rosie, and what 
would have brought her over right now?” Rebecca called through the door, 
“Who is it?” and sure enough, Rosie answered, “Your neighbor, Rosie, 
from across the street.” 

Lifting her hand out of the glass with water dripping onto the floor, she 
turned the doorknob. The pain was so great, she winced as she opened the 
door. Rosie was startled by the look on Rebecca’s face. It was so filled 
with discomfort. She saw Rebecca quickly dip her fingers back into the 
glass of ice water. “Ouch!!” Rebecca called out. And then quickly said, 
“I’m sorry. It’s just that I burned my fingers a bit ago with the steam while 
making tea, and it really hurts!” Rebecca felt too uncomfortable to be 
bothered by company right now. But she restrained her agitation as best 
she could while also noticing that Rosie had come with a plate of cookies. 

Rosie was the one who now felt uncomfortable, understanding that this 
wasn’t a good time to visit…or was it? Rosie stood silent, waiting for 
Rebecca to say something. Rosie didn’t want to invite herself in. But she 
didn’t want to leave Rebecca alone in her pain either. The silence seemed 
to go on longer than the four or so seconds it took for Rebecca to speak. 

“Would you like to come in?” Rebecca finally asked. 
“Oh, thank you. I made cookies today, and I wanted to give you some 

before you left your porch. But when I turned around to see if you were 
still there, you’d already gone in.” 

It was a detailed answer to Rebecca’s simple invitation, and she 
wondered how long this visit was going to take? Rebecca was in no mood 
for conversation. She needed the ibuprofen to take effect, and rest. But she 
knew she needed to be nice to Rosie. 

Rosie walked in and made her way to the kitchen with the cookies. 
Rebecca followed her, and watched as Rosie placed the cookies on the 
counter. Rebecca thought to herself, “She really is a sweet woman, it’s just 
that her timing is off. Of all nights, this is not good.” But Rosie didn’t seem 
to be in a hurry, so Rebecca would have to be patient. 

“I’d get you a cup of tea, but that’s how I burned my hand,” Rebecca 
said, a bit agitated. 

“That’s quite all right. Is there anything I can do for you?” Rosie’s 
concern was apparent in her voice. “May I take a look at your burn?” 

Rebecca didn’t really want to let Rosie see what happened. She was a 
bit embarrassed for some reason. Pulling her hand out of the water, she 
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hesitantly showed Rosie. 
“Oh my! You did burn yourself quite well. Do you know how to care 

for a steam burn?” 
“No, not really.” Rebecca replied. 
“I’m not sure either. Let’s look it up,” Rosie said, while at the same 

time getting out her phone. 
Rebecca was surprised at this since Rosie didn’t look like the type to 

be using a cell phone for research. 
“It says here that honey is good for it.” Rosie continued to read, “It has 

anti-inflammatory and antibacterial properties that promote healing…it 
draws out fluids and cleans wounds. Should we give that a try?” 

Rebecca said, “I have some honey in the house.” 
“Let’s do it!” Rosie replied. “And do you have gauze?” 
“No gauze,” said Rebecca. 
Rosie wasn’t put off by that. “We can just use some tissue and tape 

then. That should work.” 
Rebecca was a bit leery about having Rosie bandage her up. It had been 

so long since anyone had taken care of her. She had grown fiercely 
independent. Rebecca had to admit to herself, it would be hard one-handed 
to bandage her other fingers…so she complied. 

Rosie worked swiftly, and efficiently, dripping honey onto the blisters, 
and then wrapping some toilet tissue around them. It took a few tries to get 
it right, as she folded it into a strip, but soon, the fingers were wrapped. 
With the ibuprofen now starting to take effect, Rebecca was feeling some 
relief. 

Rosie could feel Rebecca's uneasiness, and she didn’t want to outstay 
her welcome…if she had been welcomed at all. She was glad to have been 
able to help with the bandage. Rosie also prayed silently for healing—it 
became clear why God impressed it upon her heart to make cookies that 
morning. Rosie hadn’t known who they were for. When she saw Rebecca 
sitting out front, God whispered to her, “Rebecca needs some of your 
cookies.” Rosie was hesitant. Rebecca usually kept to herself. But Rosie 
heard God’s whisper before, and ignoring God only brought about regret. 
Obedience contained such joy. Rosie knew even if Rebecca didn’t answer 
the door, it’s always better to give it a try. Rosie often saw Rebecca sitting 
alone on the porch, and turning the lights out early for bed. To Rosie, 
Rebecca’s life seemed lonely since Don had moved out, although Rebecca 
never talked with Rosie about any of it. Rosie wondered if in time she 
would… 

“I need to get on home now, Rebecca. I’ll check back with you in a few 
days and see how you’re doing; and also get my plate. No need for you to 
make a trip over with it.” 
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“Thank you, Rosie. I really appreciate your help, and the cookies. I do 
have a sweet tooth.” 

“You’re quite welcome. Hope you get some sleep tonight.”  
Rebecca walked Rosie to the front door, watching as she crossed the 

street toward home. Once Rosie was safely inside, Rebecca shut the door, 
and locked it. Turning off the lights, she made her way upstairs to bed. 
Rebecca thought about Rosie as she drifted off to sleep that night. She is 
so thoughtful. Maybe I should stop in from time to time and visit with her? 
She might be as lonely as I am, and we might be good company for each 
other—even with the age difference. 
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Rebecca didn’t sleep very well at all, and woke up with a headache. 
Her fingers did feel better—so that was good. Maybe that honey really 
helped? She rolled over and looked at the clock. It said 7:14. Rebecca got 
up, started the coffee pot, took a couple pills for her headache, and went 
back to bed. Quickly falling asleep, she slept for another hour. When she 
woke the second time, her headache was gone. 

Rebecca always liked to open her bedroom blinds first thing. It gave 
her a view of the mountains, the street below, and most importantly, she 
could see if the sun was shining. A foggy day could mean a “dark cloud” 
over her day. This morning was sunny, so she got her “picker-upper.” 
Rebecca could smell the coffee from downstairs now. She was thinking of 
how she really should learn to set the timer on the coffee pot. Why was 
that a “mountain” she didn’t want to climb? Maybe because Don was more 
the techie, and she always left those details up to him. It’s not like she 
couldn’t figure it out... 

With the coffee tasting good, the sun shining, and a cookie off Rosie’s 
plate, Rebecca started to think about church, although she really didn’t 
want to go. There were so many people, and she felt uncomfortable not yet 
knowing how it all worked. When it came time to greet those around her, 
as she found out last week she had to do shortly into the service, that was 
the worst time of all…standing up, and shaking someone’s hand, and 
letting them know your name, or not. Couldn’t she just sit, be quiet, stay 
to herself, and listen to what the pastor had to say? It would have been so 
much easier. She began to think maybe it would be best if she forced 
herself to go this morning. What to wear became her next challenge. Back 
upstairs, into the closet… 

As Rebecca left the house, she noticed the same familiar car at Rosie’s 
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that she usually watched through her living room window. The white car 
was Rosie’s ride to a small church she attended somewhere nearby. That’s 
about all Rebecca knew. Rosie never pushed her religion on her, but she 
could tell Rosie loved God. To Rebecca it seemed Rosie wore God like a 
robe…He flowed around Rosie, and came out as love. That was how best 
Rebecca could describe it. Rebecca thought of most Christians as being 
judgmental, but Rosie never came across that way. Even yesterday, when 
bringing over the cookies, Rosie seemed so accepting. She never looked 
at Rebecca any different before or after the divorce. Most people, she 
could tell in their eyes were judging her, and wondering whose fault it 
was? Rosie always remained the same. Could it be that God can do that 
for a person? Or had Rosie always been that way? Maybe if she did start 
spending a little more time with Rosie, she could better understand these 
things. Rebecca knew she would really have to put some effort into that 
since she mostly felt resistant.  

Arriving at church, it was a little more crowded than it had been the 
week before. When announcements were made, there was some talk about 
this being a special Sunday. Rebecca thought Easter, the next Sunday, 
would be important. But why today? The pastor talked about Jesus riding 
on a donkey. She was having trouble picturing that, since Jesus seemed to 
be such a great man. When the pastor said palm branches and coats were 
put on the road in front of Jesus, palm branches were handed out to the 
entire church. She wasn’t sure what to do with hers, so she just watched 
everyone around her. They seemed to just be holding onto it, so she did 
the same. At one point in the service, they lifted the palm branches into 
the air saying, “Hosanna in the highest!” She listened, watched, and was 
impressed with the whole group cooperating in this. She wondered if 
everyone here believed in Jesus? 

Rebecca got a few things out of the sermon. It seemed good. But what 
she was really looking for was how it applied to her life…today…in her 
pain. The pastor said that Jesus was on a journey to Jerusalem, and what 
was coming that week was going to be very painful for Jesus. He was 
going to be abandoned, and handed over to die on a Cross. Rebecca knew 
enough to know that’s what preceded Easter, the Cross. But she was more 
fascinated by Jesus’ willingness to ride right into that scenario. Why didn’t 
He run in the opposite direction? Why was He willing to head into 
disaster? Did it have to be this way? Everyone around her seemed to 
understand more than she did. But then again, they had no idea what she 
was thinking either as she lifted her palm branch into the air along with 
them. Maybe she could find this mysterious story in the Bible that she had 
yet to even get out of her car? Maybe there was something more there for 
her? Something she needed desperately? Why was her life heading in this 


