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    Dedication




    To mum. Because what you knew was enough.




    




    




    *Footnote: [The names have been changed to protect the innocent].




    




    Another Story




    of hello’s and goodbye’s




    




    By Nova Lawrie




    




    Prologue:




    I am really praying you’ll get this.




    I’m really hoping a spark of something will ignite and you’ll get this. I’m hoping I’ll get this.




    




    Jesus was all about people.




    




    Because after all’s said and done we have to love the lost and the lonely and get on with it. And it’s a bit of a chore sometimes. But it’s all about people in the end. When all’s said and done.




    




    After a fight with the ticket man, smug git. Jesus help me. After the snob who turned her nose up, looked me up and down and up again and remained there - I thought she was sniffing the air. It’s about them. God help me. It’s about family, about hope, about community, about togetherness, about what’s right. I could go on, so I will.




    




    If we can look behind the façade. Behind the lostness, we might get it. He was, IS all about them. Oh what a trudge. Pains in the butt they are, with their problems and their trifles. ‘Drop them in a war-torn country and see if their quibbles are worth quibbling about then!’ my old boss used to say. And I’d agree.




    




    But He changed me. The Lord changed me. Thank God.




    




    And when all’s said and done they matter to Him - the Lord, they matter to Him.




    




    Help me Jesus. Help me to love the unlovely more, the unlovable more, warts and all. Help me to do that. They are unloved after all. Unloved by society - really, when you think about it - by parents, by friends and family, satan - don’t get me started, keep him in lower case always – rat fink! I said don’t get me started!




    




    Move on.




    




    Seriously though how come it’s so difficult to tell a loved one that you love them these days. Can’t even manage to keep eye contact for longer than a commercial break.




    




    The last time I saw my mother she kissed me on the lips, insisted. Kept turning her head and I kept turning mine. I’d forgotten that’s part of my culture. Eeek keep it. Well, she’s in heaven now. Thank the Lord.




    




    No really. Thank you Lord.




    




    I asked the Lord to help me to love them. People, strangers even. Wow, He managed it. Thumbs up there Lord, you really outdid Yourself. Full marks all round. Encore! – ‘sshh don’t blow it’.




    




    Them. Didn’t want a bar of them once. Help me to love them I prayed. And He answered my prayer. Since then I’ve had a kind of love, a kind of compassion. But I want to do more, feel more, and I can’t seem to stretch myself all the way round. Shouldn’t I be asking the homeless to stay in my home? Shouldn’t I be more attentive to my neighbours? Shouldn’t I be kinder to the shop keeper, the receptionist, my friends? Shouldn’t I this, shouldn’t I that?




    




    What it must be like not to have the Lord. Can’t fathom it. The agony of it all. I’d rather be nothing than not have Him. I’d choose death in a flash wholeheartedly, willingly, if I lived without Him, but it’s not the case, 'cause He’s the bomb!! And He’s lovely.




    




    So how do they survive? How do they get up each day. How do they drag themselves through life. What torture. What torment. Not to know His peace, it must be a constant dredge.




    




    I guess that’s why they cry so much.




    




    Or there’s the blissfully unaware ones sleeping with eyes open, but closed if you know what I mean. Sleeping as time ticks away. Whichever one, He loves them all. Died for that one, and that one, and that one…and that one…




    They come in with stories of past mistakes, major and minor hiccups, current woopsies and ongoing oh-ohs. That’s ok. He’ll forgive anything. Except that part about blaspheming the Holy Spirit, but don’t get too technical. Keep that one shturm or they’ll think you’re a nutter.




    




    It’s about them, it’s about Him, it’s about us doin’ it.




    




    Oh yes, I’m very good at encouraging others. And I can tell a joke or two. I’ve got a permanent laugh track going on in my head, ask anyone. The joy of the Lord is my strength. I’m seriously not kidding here.




    




    The joy of the Lord IS MY STRENGTH.




    




    The alternative? Floods of tears and brittle bones.




    




    So yes, it’s all about people. What more can I say? Lots more, trust me.




    




    So they come in their droves to the Welcome Room and we as the Welcome Team facilitate them, answer their questions, tell them about cell groups ‘cause in a huge church like this you don’t want to be a number do you?’, comprehend aye? Tray bon.




    




    And now I have to see how KT is faring? Welcome-wise or welcome-unwise - we shall see what we shall see.




    




    Five guinea pigs are about to enter through the gates of Kensington Temple. Chums and E3’s masquerading as novice church-goers. And one of them is.




    




    Said to me last December. ‘Isn’t it funny how Jesus’ surname - Christ, (bear with me) is similar to the word Christmas, Christ-mas’. That knocked me for six. Because I saw what we’re up against. She didn’t even equate Jesus with Christmas!




    




    And that’s what we’re dealing with folks. Modern day, power-packed, power dressed, fried brains too asleep or too busy to know who Christ is. And the tragedy for our part is, most of them want to. Because the harvest is plentiful, they’re coming in in their droves and we need to get on with it - help them to get planted, established, fruitful. The majority are in church for that very reason.




    




    The Lord’s is doing His bit and quite simply we need to do ours.




    





    





    




    The beginning




    Ella




    




    My story begins in Battersea. Above the din of cars, mixed with barks from caged dogs, and exhaust fumes. Above screams for child support and swollen eyes.




    




    My story begins behind closed doors, behind furrowed brows, behind creased foreheads and crow’s feet not made from laughing. Behind chipped nails and hard perfume, tight tops and clacking shoes.




    




    My story begins with half-hearted waking up. Half-hearted stirring and silent pleading for more sleep. My story begins with Ella. Single mother, D.O.B February 6th. What year? ‘None of your business! That part isn’t necessary. I’ve read the rules!’. Dependants? Two, aged 12 and 13.




    




    Half-hearted Ella peers through eyelashes not ready to separate. Not ready to participate. She hits the snooze button once again and knows she has to get up. No more sick days left. Used them up. Up them! - but ‘up them’ pay the bills.




    




    Ella hears sweeping feet, then small rhythmic steps, hop hopping. She listens to basins gurgling down sleepy faces. ‘At least Tracey’s up’ her mind hums.




    




    Through eyelashes Ella sees waterfalls and larks and sea spray caressing and refreshing skin, sees sunlit glittering streams with rainbows and soft breezes, aww sigh… butterflies fluttering and bells ringing, louder and louder and louder! Wake up mum!!




    




    Oh another day, another day.




    




    Like clockwork no: 88 turns on his stereo - ‘One love, one heart…’, Bob vibrates through the wall. Ella peers down at the empty wine glass, and lone cigarette-end in her ashtray, it stares back, then winks. Thank God for small treats she thinks.




    




    She yells at another wall – ‘Up Dino – School!’ Strange name for a boy I know. Dino can sleep through anything. ‘Dino up!’




    




    Across the road the dogs bark.




    




    Must be feeding time she thinks…




    




    Anne




    




    Across town, westbound, mind the gap and all that, just off the green line and turn left lives Anne’s house.




    




    Anne’s ready and raring to go!! Toast made and marmaladed and Tetley washed down, yummy yummy. Two loads already washed thank you, and another on standby. Crispy clean dishes stacked away nicely, and she’s pondering the hoovering. Packed-lunch packed - taramasalata and iceberg lettuce in pita pockets yummy yummy.




    




    Anne’s house is sooo pretty. With white crispy clean curtains draping crispy clean window sills. ‘They need to be dusted’ she ponders, pondering the hoovering first or dusting soonest. With plumped up and cunningly placed shiny shiny Anne’s house is.
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