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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to my hero. Jesus, it's all about you! I would also like to dedicate it to those who love Him and long for His presence. He may seem distant and difficult to find at times, but His companionship is always there. Obedience to His voice is the key.

Lord, you deserve all the glory, honor, and credit for this work. If you hadn't given the story-line to me that Saturday morning at the mailbox, in the twinkling of my mind's eye, this novel simply wouldn't be. You gave it when I stretched forth my hand and I thank you for that.
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​Prologue
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The Bored and the Cross is a story of triumph and tragedy, one of loss and gain, of mistakes made and ones corrected. It’s about a journey called life.

You’ll follow Gregory Matthews along this path called life. He's just another man some say, or is he? Jeremiah 1:5 proclaims, "Before I formed you in the womb I knew you, before you were born I set you apart; I appointed you as a prophet to the nations." Gregory will never claim to be a prophet, but in the end, many will label him that.

Gregory is introduced to tragedy and loss the moment he takes a breath. He gains life, another loses. Through prayer, Gregory becomes set apart. But like many of us, he doesn't recognize God's hand until the beaten path lay beneath his feet.

It’s been said that the rain falls on the just and the unjust and life tells us those words hold truth. Many blame God when the circumstances of life come, but what does that teach us about ourselves? Although the characters contained within these pages are fictional, they represent a cross section of society that act just like us.

Why do people do the things they do? That's the universal question, isn't it? One thing’s for certain, we're all born with a defect called the sin nature and we will always struggle with its presence. Some

find salvation at an early age, others later, but many never will.

From beginning to end, life’s an adventure and along the way, Gregory will learn, as many do, that life starts with Him and it will end with Him. Come join this man, be a part of his life, and meet those who will shape Gregory’s life on the path past boredom on the way to the cross.
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​The Gift
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The snowflakes gently danced past her face. Only the frosted pane stood between her and the chill of their touch - Sarah remembered reading somewhere once that no two are ever the same. The scenery seemed quite poetic and humbling as she stared from her hospital room window at the first whispers of yet another winterly season born. Her heart filled with joy as the expectant mother gazed upon a small group of playful children while they sledded down a nearby snow covered bank. The youngsters seemed so happy, so innocent, so carefree.

A kind and gentle voice from behind broke her concentration upon a joyous, yet not so distant memory.

"Mrs. Matthews, are you OK?" The tall slender nurse softly asked.

"I'm fine. Just a little nervous though,” Sarah was quick to add. “Thanks for asking ... I know you’re my day shift nurse, but what did you say your name was?"


"It's Emmy." The blonde RN replied. Turning to the nurse, Sarah softly asked,



"Emmy, has my husband called?"


"Not yet." was the twice-divorced professional’s



bold, yet somewhat uncaring reply.

The baby was going to be born soon and Sarah needed her Ed close by her side.
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Emmy thought this conversation needed a little small talk in order to wave away some of the tension.


“Is this your first baby?” Emmy asked. Sarah said, “Oh, yes; our first.”



Emmy herself was the mother of three. "Do you know if it's gonna be a boy yet, or girl?"

"Oh yes, the Lord said it’s gonna be a boy." answered Sarah, the hopeful mother to be.

Emmy stared at Sarah thinking - “Ok, whatever.” But instead said, “Have you chosen a name for him?"

"Yes we have. His name is going to be Gregory Ian Matthews." Sarah cheerfully said.

"That's a beautiful name, Mrs. Matthews! Can I ask why the name Gregory?"

"I was looking through some books on baby names when I came across that. His name just jumped off the page at me. Gregory means watchman and I promised the Lord I would raise my son in His ways. I'm convinced he's going to be a powerful man of God, a watchman, one who the world will see!"

Emmy kept her opinion to herself, but thought, "That's nice, but I better get to work before the supervisor catches me."

"Well Mrs. Matthews, I better check your heart rate and the baby's." Emmy told Sarah.

Sarah sat down on the bed and after a few moments the nurse said, "Your heart rate is fine, Mrs. Matthews, and so is little Gregory's. Before I leave I’d better check on your progress, to see how
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far along you really are. You can lay back and put your knees up, please.”

Sarah leaned back against the flat, lifelessly thin pillow to gaze out the window yet again.

After Emmy had finished her examination, she looked at Sarah with concern, trying to hide the grim thought that rose within her. She knew something was wrong, but didn’t want to alarm her patient with the trouble.

"Sarah, you're bleeding a little.” The stern nurse looked at her with concern. “I want you to try and stay calm, I'll be right back." were her instructions and gentle warning.

Sarah turned to the window to see the fall of the sun - she blinked back the tears and whispered, “Oh, Ed, I wish you were here!”

Emmy wasn't gone long until she returned with a gurney and another nurse who seemed to beam with excitement, yet it was all staged to cover her true apparent fear.

"Sarah, Dr. Isaacs said we need to get you prepped and ready for OR right away. Can you lie down on this other bed for me? We'll get you ready and then take you downstairs.”

With a worried look upon her face, Sarah asked, “Is my baby going to be OK?" The heart of the 5’2” brunette was now beginning to fill with fear.

Patting her patient’s hand, the nurse said, "Everything's going to be fine, Sarah." Emmy tried to reassure her.

"Does my husband know?" Sarah anxiously asked.
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"I'll have the ladies downstairs give him a call, OK." The nurse was quick to answer.

"OK." Sarah said quietly, then she gave a lengthy gasp.

Emmy knew her patient's condition was serious but she never lost composure. She knew it was essential to keep Sarah calm but the nurse knew the doctor was in for a battle.

A short time later the phone rang at Ed Matthews’s office. The secretary picked it up and said, "Performance, Inc. This is Donna speaking, may I help you, please?"

"This is the hospital calling, maam. Will you please tell Ed Matthews that his wife has been taken to the OR. We'd like for him to get here as soon as possible."

"I'll do it right now!" was the elderly secretary’s reply.

The gentle voice on the other end of the line said, “Thank you, Donna, we’ll be waiting, good- bye.”

The secretary was instructed to never interrupt during a board meeting, but in her opinion this was an exception. She walked up to the board room door, knocked, then barged in.

Mr. Jones, the president, looked at his secretary in disgust then demanded, "What is it?"

She ignored her boss only to look over at Ed Matthews - Sarah’s business minded spouse who she met through a mutual friend while at college.

"Mr. Matthews, the hospital called, Sir. They took your wife to the OR. They suggest you get there as soon as you can."
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"Thank you, Donna." Ed replied. He turned to his boss, Mr. Jones, then said, “Sir, I’d better go. I think my wife needs me.”


"Ed, you know this is a huge deal we're working



on. It means everything to us!”

Jones’ tone was harsh. “If you leave, you'd better be back that much earlier tomorrow, because life doesn't stand still for you or I!”


Ed gathered his papers then his boss said loudly.



“Do you understand me?"


Ed answered, "Yes, Sir," and left the room.



As Ed walked to his car he kept thinking to himself that everything was going to be fine. He'd go to the hospital, spend some time with his wife, and still be able to close that big deal on time. But little did he know his life was about to dramatically change. Life doesn't always go according to plan, as he would soon see.

Along the way the 23-year-old Ed day-dreamed of his true desire. His heart longed for that brand new 1957 Chevy Bel-Air that was just sitting there on the dealership showroom floor, waiting. If he could only just close this deal he’d have those wheels.

After he drove past the dealership Ed began to talk to himself. You need to understand something about Ed, he did so when he felt a nervous feeling rise from within. He thought by doing so it would give him the capability of a self-controlled mind. "The salesman said it was going to be a classic someday! As soon as I close that big deal that baby's mine!” The concentration of his day- dreaming mind was broken as he turned the corner,
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then Ed said, “Oh, great, there's the hospital, I'm here, I hope she’s fine!"

Ed parked the car and walked through the front door.  As he walked through the vast complex of halls he began to realize the gravity of it all - he tried to convince himself that everything was going to be fine. He still knew in the back of his mind that his wife was pregnant, in the OR, and the risks were high.

He walked toward the Nurses Station while repeatedly whispering under his breath, “Everything's going to be fine. Everything's going to be fine."

An elderly black nurse said, "May I help you, Sir?” as she glared up at the clock upon the wall. "Yes, I'm Ed Matthews. Someone here called and left word that my wife, Sarah, she’s having a

baby, was being sent to the OR and that I should get here as soon as possible."

"Mr. Matthews can you please have a seat in the waiting room. Dr. Isaacs will be in to see you in a few minutes." The nurse instructed him as she longed for just five more ticks of the clock, the end of her shift.

"Is everything alright?” Ed felt his voice rise. “Can I see my wife?"

Pointing her bony finger across the hall, the nurse said, "Sir, please! Have a seat in the waiting room. The doctor will be in shortly."

Ed walked through the waiting room door, and noticed he was the only one there. Ed, an overworked, slightly overweight, underpaid, workaholic tried to calm his mind. He thought he
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would by grabbing a cup of Joe. They had "free" coffee; Ed liked anything that was free. If he read one those magazines on the table it might help him pass the time and calm his nerves, but when he reached for one Ed knocked the cup over. The coffee ran all over the floor and as Ed reached for a newspaper to clean up the mess he noticed Dr.

Isaacs walking down the hall towards him. Dr. Isaacs was walking with his head down until he caught sight of Ed through the glass of the waiting room door.

As the kind doctor swung open the door, he said, "Are you Ed Matthews?"


"Yes."



Ed shook the physician’s hand and asked worriedly, “What’s happening?”

"I'm Dr. Isaacs... Mr. Matthews, I've been a doctor for quite a number of years and this is never easy. Lord, it's never easy."

His demeanor now serious and stern, Ed listened to the doctor’s every word with great concern. "What are you trying to say?"


“Ed ...”



"No, I don't think I'm ready!" Placing a hand over his face, Ed began to pace.

Dr. Issacs continued. "Ed, we saved your son but we couldn't save your wife. She had severe internal bleeding and we just couldn't stop it."

​Ed stopped the pacing and collapsed into a chair. "Oh ... God ... No! She’s only 22!"

Dr. Issacs placed his hand on Ed’s shoulder and tears began to flow down the doctor’s cheeks. "I'm
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sorry Ed, I'm really sorry. We did everything we could."

Ed stared at the coffee, still wet upon the floor and said, "Did she say anything before she died?"

"I was with her when she died. She left us with such a peace upon her face, words cannot describe it. She told me she’s always loved you, and that you were constantly in her prayers.” The doctor’s voice was soft and soothing. “She said God never gave up on you and neither did she. She said not to worry, she's with the heavenly Father and it will be a beautiful place there."

Ed finally looked up at Dr. Issacs and said, "That sounds just like somethin’ she'd say. Are you a Christian too?"


The doctor smiled. "Yes I am."



Ed had grown up with hypocrites his entire life - the experience had galvanized his mind! "Do you really believe that stuff, Doc?"

"Yes I do." The sincere doctor was quick to reply.

"I never saw the need!” said Ed. “Going to church, reading the Bible, believing in Jesus, stuff like that. It’s all a bunch of lies!”


"It's gonna be my prayer you see the need! Ed,



some things are just bigger than us all.”

Dr. Issacs squeezed Ed’s shoulder. “I suggest you go see your son, you’ll need each other now."

After Dr. Issacs left Ed sat in the waiting room for quite some time before he could gather enough composure to walk to the elevator and push the "up" button. He said nothing during the ascent to the third floor - staring at the floor his mind consumed
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with the thought of God killing his wife. He loved her and God took her away. The doors opened. Ed took a deep breath and stepped out into a whole new world. The nursery viewing window was just around the corner.

Stepping up to the window, Ed’s mind filled with the thought, "What in the world am I gonna do now since God has ruined my life?" The tag said, "Matthews - Boy." A son, his son. Ed stood and just stared. The game of life is never fair. Its circumstances had just dealt him a losing hand.
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​First Love


[image: ]




Time had passed slowly for Ed since the death of his wife, he did indeed miss her so, her warm gentle touch, the smell of her hair, and the way she would nervously use a finger to twirl those brown locks of hers. Once again, he found himself alone standing before his son to stare at him. The vivid memory of that day at the nursery room window flooded Ed’s mind as he adjusted now 12-year-old Gregory’s tie. He began to realize that his son was no longer a boy, but was becoming a man.

"Son, I'm proud of you!” Ed conveyed with great pride. “You're a fine lookin’ young man!” With a smile and a wink, Ed asked, “Are you nervous about your first date?"


"A little." was Gregory’s giddy reply.



"I can remember when your mom and I went out on our first date. God, I wish she could see you standing here.” With a slight grin Ed shook his head from side to side. “You sure do look mighty fine!"


Looking in the mirror to do a quick hair align,



Gregory asked, "Where’d you go, Dad?"

"What? ... Oh, it was a 50's sock hop.” Getting lost in the memory of his teenage days, Ed paused then hung his head and sighed, “ That sure was a great day."
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Ed raised his right eyebrow then grinned to say, "That night was our first kiss, son. God, I sure do miss those ruby red lips!"

It was his first date, but Gregory didn’t dare verbalize the thought that raced through his mind. His dad could never know his ultimate concern - focus upon just this one beautiful girl. "What's a sock hop?" was Gregory’s only inquiry.

"It's a dance similar to what you’re going to. It was a place where kids went to have fun. Well, enough talk about me. Now, let's talk about you. After all, it’s your big night! When were you planning on tellin’ me your new girlfriend's name?"

Gregory pushed his father’s hands out of the way and began adjusting his own tie. “She’s not my girlfriend, Dad ... If you must know, her name is Rebecca Stover. Everybody at school calls her Becky."

Dropping down on one knee, Ed grabbed the dramatics of center-stage. He glided his hand slowly upward in a semi-circle motion through the air as he said, "I can see the newspaper headline now. Gregory Matthews and Becky Stover ... Broken Arrow, Oklahoma’s own Jr. High spring dance king and queen crowned with royal thoroughfare."


Gregory thought, "Stop, that’s embarrassing."



but could only muster a lukewarm smile.

Ed stood back for a moment to gaze at Gregory. "I’m so proud of you, son." were his boastful words as he stared at the dual image of their reflection in the mirror.
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"I know, Dad. But, if you really love me you'd stop working so much." That was Gregory’s heart felt desire - a lonely cry - a pitiful plea.

"I know son. It's just that I promised myself after your mom died I would take care of you no matter what. I told her before we got married we would lack for nothing! I want all of the best things in life for you, Greg. And if that means working 24/7, so be it."


"I know, Dad! I've heard that lecture before, but



that doesn’t help me with my homework!”

Circumstances would never really change. Gregory just wanted a dependable father - Ed thought he was being one.

"Well, we better get going. We’d better not be late. Becky's probably waitin’ on us." was Ed’s hurried Saturday evening plea.

Ed picked up Becky at her home then dropped the couple off at the Jr. High. It would be their first date, but it was just the beginning of the destiny of God's beautiful hand upon both their lives.

Time was quick to pass, days became weeks, weeks became months, and months turned into years. Gregory and his dad grew farther apart but he and Becky grew closer. Their yearbook read like a romance novel - he a track star, she the head cheerleader. Time for high school graduation drew near.

One day after school the couple’s conversation got quite heated. There was no doubt in each of their minds there was love for each other, fate had seen to that at the first Jr. High dance, but Becky
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had always thought there was just something a little missing.

"Greg, remember what we talked about? I mean, have you given it any more thought about Oral Roberts? I've heard it's a great school!"

A minor outburst of anger was Gregory’s frustrated cry. “Becky, that's all you talk about!"

Becky ran her hand over Gregory’s chest and tilted her head over on his side then said, "I just think it would be groovy to spend our lives together as missionaries, don't you?"

Practice was over and Gregory waited for the line of Jocks to file by. Trying to defuse the moment, Gregory sat erect upon the bench they were sitting on in the school courtyard and said, "Beck, I did what you told me to do last Sunday. I went to church with you like ya wanted. I went down front and repeated that prayer the minister said. You told me that I got saved, what more is it you want? I know graduation's only a few weeks away, but to be honest, I don't really know what I want.”

"I see!” was Becky’s brisk response as she sat up to give her boyfriend a real stern stare. “I know what God's calling me to do ... If you don't go to Oral Roberts with me ... I don't see how our relationship can survive."

Gregory shouted out, "Oh, come on ... just because you think you have to preach to all those jungle natives that doesn't mean I have to!"

Gregory’s concern soon heightened with Becky’s every word spoken. "If you really love me

[image: ]

Greg, you'll spend your life with me, no matter where that journey may take us."

Standing to stare down at his girlfriend, Gregory’s face became inflamed – the veins in his forehead now protruded with anger. "That's some heavy stuff, Beck!” Pointing his finger at her, Gregory quickly said, “My dad warned me about you and your family. He said that you were a bunch of Christian losers, but I didn’t believe him. He said you were gonna throw your life away just like my mom did.” Gregory’s tone filled with rage, his volume got louder and louder. “He calls you guys Jesus Freaks!”

Gregory’s attitude then quickly turned to that of sarcastic joking. “He said people that wanna be ministers love telling people what to do. They are always begging for money because it's a lousy paying job, if you can call it a job! They try to tell everybody else how to live their lives when they can't even manage their own.” Gregory was quick to switch back to that of anger. “Now you’re telling me how to run mine! Dad was right, you're all a bunch of religious fruitcakes. I don't wanna hear anymore, I'm gone. I’m history!"

Shocked and surprised, Becky stood and watched her boyfriend walk out of her life. “Greg!” she called after him.

Angry and now full of resentment, Gregory turned back around to yell at her, "That's it, we're finished - bye!"

Both thought that was the end of their relationship, but was it? God wasn't quite finished yet - He was just starting to draw the plan. It was
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only just the beginning of a journey, one that would eventually lead to the foot of the Cross.


High school graduation finally came.

The graduation ceremony had ended earlier and



all the relatives left Ed’s house after the party. That’s because the cake and punch were all gone and none of the family members were much of a social bunch. Then Ed decided it was time to have a serious talk with his son.

"Son, I know you're Bored and you don't know what you wanna do with your life, but don’t you think it's time to stop playing around! Now, I've given this decision a lot of thought."


Gregory sat on the couch, looked up at his dad



and said, "What are you tryin’ to say?"


Ed paced the floor in front of his son then said,



"Greg, I want you to go to Harvard.”

Gregory nodded his head several times up and down then rolled his eyes while thinking to himself, “I've heard that one a thousand times!”

Pointing his finger at his son, Ed said, "Listen, here's the deal. Either you’re goin’ to Harvard like I did, or you’re gonna hit the street!"

Sitting erect and just boiling with revolt, Gregory said, "What if I don't wanna go to Harvard? What if I don't wanna be a stockbroker like you were?”

Rage then began to wage war upon the heart of the father. “Listen to me you little punk! Wall street has been good to us!"

Anger now descended upon the son and Gregory stood to stare down into the eyes of his father. “You mean it’s been good to you, Dad! You've
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never been home long enough from the office or away from that secretary of yours to understand that one ... have you?"


Fury boiled over then Ed slapped Gregory’s face.



Gregory rubbed his cheek and glared at his dad. "I'm gone!" He said.


"Where you goin' now, boy?"



Ed grabbed the arm of his son and Gregory was quick to jerk it away.


"Away from you!"

"If you walk out that door you're never comin’



back, you understand me?" was Ed’s

final plea.


Gregory said, “Perfectly!” with a disgusted tone.



Gregory turned to leave then turned back to his dad. "Becky was right about you all along, old man! Money’s your god."

Gregory walked into his bedroom, packed a bag, then walked out of his father's life. Ed didn’t even say good-bye.

Gregory walked around town for quite some time just trying to think of what to do. As he was walking he noticed that he passed the street that Becky lived on. It was a bold thought that came to him, but he decided to give it a shot.

Gregory walked up to Becky’s door and knocked. His ex-girlfriend answered the door. "I’m surprised to see you,” she said. “Would you like to come in?"

Gregory shook his head, walked over to the edge of the porch and threw his bag to the ground. As he began to sit down, Gregory said, “My life’s over!”
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Becky could only stare through the screen as the teen hung his head on his knees.

Becky’s heart quickly filled with forgiveness and compassion, she opened the screen door and walked across the porch to also sit on the front steps. When Becky sat down beside him, she put her arm around Gregory then whispered in his ear, "No, it's not, it's only just the beginning!"

They talked for what seemed like hours. He told her of his fight with his dad and how he could never go back.


"Becky, I've been a jerk!" That was Gregory’s



honest and heartfelt cry.


"Yes, you have." Becky said with a slight smile.



Turning his head to the side to look Becky straight in the eye, Gregory said, "Can you ever forgive me?"

With a tear beginning to well up, Becky said, "I already did. Just because we didn't see eye to eye, that doesn't mean I ever stopped loving you."

As they both gazed up into the night’s star covered sky, Gregory asked, "Are you still up for Oral Roberts? ... I don't know what we'll do for money though."

Becky reached over to give Gregory a slight peck on the cheek then said, "We'll worry about that later, OK. At least we'll be together, you and me."

Gregory leaned back, placed his hands behind his head, and began to stare upon the heavens. "Ok ... just you and me.”
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Betrayal
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That next morning found Gregory rising from the Stover's couch - it was truly the dawn of a new day. Becky and Gregory had the entire day planned out. Together they were going to grab a bite of breakfast and then make the short drive to Oral Roberts University in Tulsa. That day would be the start of their new life together as Becky had envisioned it, but the path of life isn't always a straight one, it's full of twists and turns and both would soon see that.

You see, that day was enrollment day at ORU. It was a wonderful day for Becky. Her hopes, dreams, and prayers were finally answered, or so she thought. On the other hand, Gregory felt trapped. He cared for Becky but it simply wasn't the deep heart felt love that she had for him. He hid his feelings pretty well. The true desire of his heart wasn't to attend that university at all, but in his mind he reasoned that he had no choice at all. He couldn't go home again, and although Becky kept saying it was a tremendous opportunity they had, Gregory didn't think so but just simply went along.

As they stood in line to enroll the excitement and enthusiasm of the day began to boil. Becky's spirit filled with an unspeakable joy, it was like nothing she’d ever experienced before.
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Gregory now stood to tower over Becky, he was 5’ 10” tall. She a mere 5’ 4”. Both were now adults, no longer just kids. As Gregory stared at his girlfriend he couldn’t help but remember back upon their childhood days, of the day he first saw her.

Gregory’s first impression back then was to ask a friend, “Hey, who’s that beautiful new blonde with the braces?”

Becky’s parents had moved to Oklahoma from the deep south when she was just eight. Her father, a painter, had moved in hopes of finding work and a better life. Becky was their only child, a miracle, considering Mrs. Stover had lost four babies before. Becky was now a full figured girl and other guys were quick to notice – although Gregory didn’t really seem to mind all those peering eyes.

You might say he was still just a confused young boy, now trapped in a man’s body.

Rubbing her hand on Gregory’s back, Becky said, "Oh, Greg. This is so groovy! Me and you together like this."


Gregory said, "Yeah." as he tried to sound



excited, even though he wasn’t.

The course of the day was demanding but they got through it and eventually it came time to settle into their new environment, the dorm rooms. Greg and Becky began to realize that their savings would only get them so far in their quest for academic excellence. They knew that part-time jobs were inevitable, the money they had wouldn’t go far. As they stood outside the girls dorm, the hour became late. Their conversation ofemployment
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opportunities and their future together came to an end with a passionate kiss at the gate.

Greg kissed her for what seemed like an eternity. In her heart, she would have given anything to bottle that moment. In Becky's mind this was the best day of her life, she was truly happy for the longing of her heart had been truly fulfilled.

Gregory gazed into her deep blue eyes as he stroked her long blonde hair. "Good night, Beck."


Becky hugged Gregory’s tall 150 pound frame.



"Night, I love you."


"Yeah, me too." was Gregory’s pathetic reply.



Neither Becky or Gregory enjoyed living in the dorms, but they knew it was going to be a way of life for the next few years. When living in a dorm, one can have quite unusual roommates. Becky and Gregory were no exception. Becky's roommate was Helen Smith from Warm Springs, Georgia. Becky thought Helen was a sweet girl, but she was quite the introvert. Helen had virtually no friends. When she wasn't in class she spent the rest of her time in their room listening to her Beach Boys record collection. Becky had repeatedly told her to get out more, but that seemed to fall on deaf ears. Becky was simply too embarrassed to invite Gregory to her room because Helen always chose to wear a robe, a mud pack, and curlers in her hair.
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