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DEDICATION
To my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.
May Your Name be honored above all.

Discipleship

1
Melanie saw a tissue being handed to her through the tears as the plane
lifted off the ground from Nashville. She couldn’t believe who was onboard. The last two weeks had shaken her world. Sadness and
confusion were added to her already troubled life.
The rain pelted against the plane’s window as lightening flashed in
the distance. Melanie knew it was fitting…the sky looked like she felt.
Being early July, rain was common in the south. Thunderstorms blew
through almost daily, leaving the landscape of Tennessee lush and
green. Melanie listened to a song on her headset, surprised to hear
“Tennessee hills” in the words. In all the times she'd listened to the
song, she never noticed that verse. Just like in her life, she missed
noticing many things. Melanie prayed for discernment through the
years, but it seemed slow in coming.
The engines roared, and the plane flew up into the dark skies.
Melanie couldn’t help but pull out the crumbled letter from her carryon. Did she really need to read it again? Every time she did it cut deeper
into her soul. Where was the love of God in what she read…in any of
this?
Suddenly, the sun burst through the window leaving pillows of
white below and blue sky above. It was hard to remember sometimes
that above the storm clouds the sun still existed. Melanie lived in
England for a time as a child, and the sun was rarely seen from the
ground. With so many cloudy days there, it left the skin looking
youthful on the locals. She remembered the wind always left their hair
tussled, too.
1

Diane C. Shore

Melanie felt closer to Heaven at 30,000 feet. But she knew that
wasn’t true. Heaven was as close as the twinkling of an eye, when the
last trumpet is blown, and we are reunited with those we love. At this
higher altitude though, it was nice to be so far removed from the chaos
of the world below.
The flight attendant came by, asking for drink orders. Melanie
wanted a large glass of dry white wine, but instead she chose the soft
drink. She knew it was time to say no…alcoholism ran in her family,
and alcohol damaged her heart—those around her that should have
loved and cared for her voiced too many harsh words due to the
alcohol. It hurt her deeply. Melanie hoped to not continue the pattern.
Words can be forgiven, but the memory remains. Melanie wondered if
the crumbled letter she still held in her hand was part of that
scenario…she knew the enemy did some of his “best work” through
alcohol. It needed to be recognized as such.
Melanie searched above the clouds outside her window, wondering
how high that “happy little bluebird flies”? Being somewhere over the
rainbow now…what about the dreams she dared to dream? Melanie
remembered a verse in Ephesians 1 talking about God’s secret plan
being revealed to us, a plan centered on Christ. It said, At the right time,
he would bring everything together under the authority of Christ—everything in
heaven and earth. Oh, how long would that take? Melanie pondered.
Everything seemed to take too long, and seemed too hard. The letter,
and everything surrounding it, was such a shock. Melanie prayed that
God would ease her mind. Reaching out to grab her soda from the
attendant, she was thankful she had resisted the wine. Clarity of mind
was surely needed.
Wanting to read more in her favorite book of Ephesians, Melanie
got out her Bible. Everything seemed out of place to her. But as she
read in Ephesians 1:11, all things happen just as he decided long ago, Melanie
wanted to trust in that. Even though the letter spoke of decisions she
couldn’t understand, Melanie hoped one day she would see God’s plan
in all of it.
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Other than handing Melanie a tissue, Rosie let her be as they sat sideby-side on the plane. She knew there was a lot Melanie probably
needed to process—she would need time, understanding, and prayer.
Rosie was thankful to be able to make this flight together. She had
been with Melanie through many hard days, but nothing like this.
Seeing Melanie reach for her Bible soon after departure eased Rosie’s
heart a bit. Rosie knew the Word held wisdom our human minds need.
Rosie recited to herself, This foolish plan of God is far wiser than the wisest of
human plans. She felt comforted knowing that even if Melanie didn’t
understand all that had happened, God did.
As Melanie sat reading, Rosie thought back on their past few days
together in Tennessee. She knew Melanie had been with family along
the Tennessee River near Kingston. She knew her brother, Brian, and
his family, lived there. Melanie and Brian had not seen one another for
a few years. Although Melanie had a decent relationship with him, it
had been a bit more distant than previously. And now this…neither
one of them had been expecting it. Rosie had also never expected to
be flying to Tennessee to accompany Melanie home when she bid her
farewell two weeks earlier.
Rosie thought back to when she and Melanie met about fifteen
years ago at church. She always appreciated Melanie’s willingness to be
there for her, picking her up and dropping her off each Sunday for
service. Rosie didn’t drive, and for the most part depended on the
kindness of others to get around. Rosie liked the times in the car with
those she knew. It seemed, more often than not, that the conversation
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would turn to the things of God. It was a car ministry of sorts to Rosie.
Whether the ride be five minutes or an hour, God could get His work
done on the journey. When Rosie would use a driving service, it was
nonetheless effective. Strangers seemed to open their heart along the
way. So many were in need of God’s touch.
That very thing happened with the ride from the Nashville airport
to Brian’s house. Ted was Rosie’s driver, and he had been silent at
first…seemingly in a bad mood. Rosie knew “hurting hearts hurt
people,” and she knew love was needed on the ride. With a smile and
a thank you to Ted as he loaded her suitcase into the trunk and ushered
Rosie into the backseat of the car, Rosie took note of Ted’s name. She
used it often in their sporadic conversations. With a two-hour drive
from Nashville to Kingston, Rosie knew there was no rush. God had
allotted plenty of time to get to know Ted.
Ted was hesitant to even converse in the beginning. He seemingly
wanted to be anywhere but in the car with Rosie. Rosie had eased into
the conversation, asking Ted about Tennessee. It turned out he was
originally from California; which Rosie took as an open door of
familiarity. They discovered they knew some of the same areas in
Northern California. Ted had spent many summers on the beach at
Santa Cruz. Rosie asked him about enjoying the boardwalk and if he
had eaten the deep-fried artichoke hearts there? He had. And they
laughed about how some in the south never heard of an artichoke. Ted
loosened up with the shared laughter, and the conversation led into
how he originally arrived in Tennessee. It seems the chaos of California
was wearing on him and he was looking for a slower pace of life. Upon
first arriving in Tennessee, Ted said he found out just how rushed he
was. His speech was too fast, and his actions were too quick. He found
the people in the town he lived in to not be in such a rush. It wasn’t
long, and Ted adapted, and was liking it.
Rosie listened, hearing things between the lines. She began to ask
Ted if in the slower pace, he was finding true peace? Ted didn’t answer
right away, and Rosie could see he was thinking that question through.
When Ted’s answer was, “No. I haven’t,” Rosie wasn’t surprised. She
knew peace was not about slowing your life down, it was about giving
your life to Jesus. Rosie gently shared that with Ted—how the chaos
comes from the outside, but the peace of Jesus starts deep within. Ted
began to listen, and ask questions. He asked Rosie how she had found
Jesus? Rosie told him that Jesus came into her life at a young age. Her
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parents were a mixed-race couple, her dad being black and her mom
being white. They had many struggles from the prejudice against them.
They depended on the love of God to override the lack of love from
those around them at that time. Rosie said she witnessed her parents’
joy in the midst of suffering, and they were always giving God all the
praise and glory for everything. She told Ted she grew up knowing that
Jesus was the answer, especially when things were tough.
As the ride came close to being finished, Rosie asked Ted if he
would like to know this Jesus that loves us and gave His life for us?
Ted again waited with his answer, and when he did speak, he said he
wanted some time to think about it. Rosie didn’t push, understanding
that it was her “job” to share the love of Jesus with others, but it was
the Holy Spirit’s job to save their souls. When the car pulled up out
front of Brian’s house, Rosie gave her phone number to Ted, telling
him he could call her any time. She gave Ted a hug, and he returned it
with sincerity. Ted’s bad mood had dissipated. She saw in Ted’s eyes
that he was taking to heart all that they talked about.
Rosie gave Ted a wave as he drove off, trusting that God brought
them together for a reason, and that God would complete any work
that had been started for His Kingdom. Turning then to the house,
Rosie saw Melanie sitting on the front porch swing, sipping a glass of
sweet tea. It was good to be reunited, even if they had only been apart
for a couple of weeks.
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Standing as Rosie approached, Melanie burst into tears that first day.
Rosie understood. Who wouldn’t, considering that her youngest
brother was now gone. Melanie had spoken of Briley, although Rosie
never met him. He was the fourth child born in their family. Brian
being the eldest, then Melanie, and then a sister, Claire. Briley held a
special place in all their hearts. Melanie had explained it wasn’t really
understood what it was Briley suffered from until his later years when
autism became more known among the medical community. Briley
was mostly non-verbal, and had a tendency to have violent outbursts
as a child. He had been institutionalized at about age ten when their
mother could no longer handle him physically. Briley always appeared
extremely intelligent, but was unable to control his emotions.
“Rosie…thank you…thank you…” Melanie expressed through her
tears as she walked toward her.
Rosie truly felt privileged that Melanie had called upon her to come
and be with her.
After embracing one another, they took a seat on the swing, and sat
with arms linked, not speaking at first. They had been friends long
enough to know that sometimes words weren’t needed between them.
Gazing out at the immense green lawn before them, they listened to
the sounds of nature that were so different than California. Melanie
told Rosie that the Cicadas were serenading them with their
exceptionally loud song. Melanie remembered them from her
childhood, and mostly hearing them at night. They scared her when
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she was young.
Rosie gave Melanie’s hand a squeeze. “Melanie, we know that God’s
Word says in Ecclesiastes 4:12, A person standing alone can be attacked and
defeated, but two can stand back-to-back and conquer. What we have here
together is a cord of three strands which cannot be easily broken. I’ve
got your back during this time my friend, just as you would have mine.
And together, with Jesus, there is Victory!”
Melanie began to cry again, but for a different reason this time.
“Oh, Rosie. You may get tired of hearing it, but thank you. Thank
you. I need someone who won’t judge right now, but will love me and
my family just as we are. What has happened here is so hard, and I
don’t understand it all, or even what God might be doing in it. But I
know I can feel safe with you. I hope you don’t mind that I don’t fill
in all the details until later. There’s so much to share. But for now, I
just need to focus on one day at a time.”
“Of course, my dear friend. Whatever I can do for you is fine. You
don’t need to explain anything.”
“Let’s go in now,” Melanie said. “I want you to meet Brian and his
wife. They are taking care of some details. I just came out front to wait
for you and get a breath of fresh air…although the air here surely feels
heavy. We aren’t used to this humidity, are we?” Both ladies looked at
one another and smiled.
“My hair doesn’t like this weather. It will be expanding in this
climate.” Rosie laughed.
“Well, I have the opposite problem. Mine goes completely flat!”
The door opened at that moment, and Brian stepped onto the
porch. He was tall, in his mid-fifties, and Rosie saw the resemblance
between he and Melanie immediately. His voice was deep, and as he
greeted Rosie, she could sense that he was a man full of compassion.
He looked her straight in the eye upon shaking her hand and smiled,
even through the pain Rosie knew he was feeling.
“Hello. I’m Brian. Melanie’s big brother.” He chuckled as he said
it. As grown adults, it sounded out of place. But Rosie could tell he
enjoyed their sibling relationship.
“Hi, Brian. I’m Rosie. Thank you for your hospitality.”
“My pleasure, Rosie. It’s so kind of you to be here for Melanie, and
really, all of us right now. My sis has talked at length about the strong
woman of God that you are, and how you have a way of encouraging
others in the most difficult of situations, and we certainly have that
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here.”
“That is sweet of Melanie. But all I have to offer is what God
extends to me.” Rosie knew without the Holy Spirit her efforts would
fail—God was the ultimate Comforter.
“Y’all come in. We’ll get you settled.” Brian’s accent wasn’t strong,
but Rosie liked how the drawl added to his heart-warming welcome.
The house was on the large size, but it had a coziness to it. Brian
introduced Rosie to his wife, Anne. The question was immediately
answered that often comes up with the name Anne, as she wasted no
time in adding, “Anne, with an E.” It came out sounding like one word,
“withenee.” Anne said she was a fan of “Anne of Green Gables.”
“Very nice to meet you, Anne,” Rosie said, wanting to add withenee,
but thought better of it.
Brian and Anne had two children, both sons, in their late teens.
They weren’t home at the moment, as Brian added, “…was typical of
teens.”
Rosie was then led to a bedroom in the back with a river view. She
commented on the expanse of green lawn leading down to the
Tennessee River. It looked large enough to play professional football
on. “I wouldn’t want to have to mow this,” Rosie laughed. She thought
Tennessee should be called the grass state with all the huge lawns she
saw on her way from the airport. Brian explained their son, Jack,
recently mowed the lawn. But they have a riding lawn mower. “Oh,
that’s good!” Rosie exclaimed.
Anne sweetly said, “I hope this will be comfortable for you, Rosie.
There are towels in the bathroom. Let us know if there is anything you
need.” Rosie noticed Anne was a bit timid, not quite so forthcoming
as Brian. But she loved her gentle nature.
After Brian and Anne left, Melanie and Rosie sat on the edge of the
bed. Rosie could feel a tension arising in Melanie.
Rosie immediately offered to pray, saying, “We don’t want the
enemy having any room to operate in this house, or among any one of
us.”
“You’re so right,” Melanie said.
“Father in Heaven, first of all, thank You for allowing me to be here
with this family. You are a God who understands our needs, and You
know we work better together than apart. We need Your Holy Spirit
to comfort and guide each one of us through this process. You knew
Briley before he was ever born. You saw Briley as You knit him
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together in his mother’s womb. He was Your precious child, and Your
love for him was unconditional. Give us Your wisdom and grace to
sustain us, and Your strength to carry us. Help us to communicate
clearly with one another, keeping the enemy at bay as details are
attended to. In Jesus’ powerful name we pray. Amen.”
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Dinner that first night had been a bit somber. The boys, Jack and
Mason, arrived home, and the six of them sat around the dinner table.
Mason, nineteen, kept to himself. But Jack, at seventeen, was well
beyond his years, and vocal. He was a deep thinker, and talking about
his Uncle Briley seemed intriguing to him.
“What’s going to happen with Uncle Briley, Dad?” Jack’s question
interrupted the silence after the dinner prayer was said by Brian.
“What do you mean, Jack?” Brian didn’t know where Jack was
going with his question.
“I mean, where will he be buried? Is he being cremated? I’ve never
really known anyone who died, so I don’t know how these things
work?”
“Your uncle wasn’t able to make those decisions for himself. They
were made years ago by your grandparents before they passed away.”
It seemed Brian didn’t know how much detail he should actually go
into at the dinner table.
Jack continued, “But Dad, how did Grandpa and Grandma know
what he would have wanted?”
“Well, they didn’t. Sometimes parents just have to make decisions
for their children, when they are unable to.”
“Like when I want to hang out with my friends until after midnight
and you tell me to ‘GET HOME’?” Jack was being flippant now, and
Brian wasn’t appreciating his sarcasm.
“Jack, please! Let’s be respectful of your uncle, okay? His autism
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