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For I know the thoughts that I think toward you, says the Lord, thoughts of peace and not of evil, to give you a future and a hope. Then you will call upon Me to and pray to Me, and I will listen to you. And you will seek Me and find Me, when you search for Me with all your heart.

Jeremiah 29: 11 – 13  NKJ Version

“Every good gift and perfect gift is from above, and comes down from the Father of Light, with whom is not variation, or shadow of turning.” 

James 1:17 NKJ  Version
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CHAPTER 1

GOD’S GIFT

When Angela was born Rene’ discovered she had her father’s green, hazel eyes and a slightly lighter version of his wavy brown hair. That very first time Rene’ saw her beautiful baby girl and was able to hold her, Mother’s love took completely over. She had loved Jackson, Angela’s dad, although she had never told him. She was determined she couldn’t, not knowing if he felt the same way about her.

Angela was so tiny and so precious there in her arms that day. Rene’ now had part of Jackson with her, even if she never would have him in her life again. 

Her parents had steadfastly hinted, and even tried to persuade her while she was still carrying her baby that she should consider giving the baby up for adoption. But, after she saw, her at that fist moment, she could never choose to give her up for an adoption or an abortion. She resolved to never let someone else raise her beautiful, precious child. She determined to keep Angela and raise her by herself. That really was her only choice. Abortion or adoption were not and would never again be included in her list of options.

When her parents first saw Angela and got to hold her, they too were hooked. They would never again bring up adoption, much less the abortion option again. There was no way they would ever consent to give up their first and only grandchild. And they made it completely clear to Rene’ that they wanted this little gift from God to be a permanent part of their family. After that day there was never any doubt for any of them. Little Angela would always be part of their little family.

That same day both Mr. and Mrs. McClery chose pet names for their newborn grandchild. Millie McClery called her “Precious.” While Frank McCrery named her “Princess.” These names stuck for all the time that Rene’ and Angela lived out there with them on their ranch and then even beyond. Rene’ lived with them for the first three years of Angela’s life.

It was also during that first year that her parents loaned her enough money to buy a family diner in town, which Rene’ renamed Rene’s Diner. She would spend upwards of sixty hours a week working in that place and growing her business. And while she worked Grandpa and Grandma watched Angela, their little granddaughter. 

During the next couple years, and with her hard work, Rene’ was able to repay the money they had loaned her. She then started banking any surplus funds left after her rent, payrole, tithes to her church, along with operating and her living expenses. Once that loan from her parents was paid off with interest, her plan was to look for a house to buy in town, and closer to her work. This didn’t take long. Her banker friend approached her one day when she was in the bank making her daily deposits. He told her about this house they had in their foreclosure holdings. The house, a ranch style home with three bedrooms, two baths with a large family room sat on a half-acre lot not far from her diner. He offered her a deal that was too good for her to turn down. It took most of her savings to make a modest down payment. Then the bank agreed to finance the remaining balance for her. Her monthly mortgage payments ended up being less than what she was giving her parents for rent and childcare. She determined to double up on her house payments to shorten the length of her loan. 

And then, she planned to take any surplus income and save it for an expansion to her business.

Angela was five and in kindergarten when Rene’ bought her second diner. This place is located out in the country, about two miles outside of the city limits. She wanted to have this new place be a full-service restaurant, providing three meals per day, seven days a week. That’s also when she decided to cut back on the time she kept Rene’s Diner open. She now kept it open for breakfast and lunch six days per week. This gave her more time with her daughter, plus time for attending church, and also cutting back on her work hours since she took off on Sundays.

God continued to bless the work of her hands, so she wanted to honor Him by not working on the Lord’s Day. He had blessed her financially making it possible for her to own two businesses. She could also have time to spend her whole day on Sundays with both her daughter and with her parents.

One Year Later

Angela turned six years old on the 16th day of August. The new school year was about to start. 

Exactly two weeks after Angela’s birthday she and her mother were out in front of her mother’s diner at seven forty five that first morning. They were waiting for the big yellow school bus to come for Angela. When the bus arrived Rene’ kissed her daughter and watched as she climbed onto the big bus. She had her little backpack on her back and her lunch pail in her hand. Rene’ had a tear or two roll down her cheek that morning. Her little girl was growing up way too fast. Last year’s kindergarten was only a half day program. So, Angela had been brought back to her diner about twelve thirty each day. This year it was three fifteen that first school day when Rene’ watched the big yellow bus turn the corner and head in her direction. When Angela bounded out of the bus with a smile on her face she landed in her mother’s arms, “How was your first day at school?”

Angela developed a serious look on her little face. Her hazel green eyes became big and showing concern, she leaned back to look up at her mother before saying, “Mom, how come most all the other kids in my class have a father and I don’t?” 

Then she went on, “My teacher had us each talk about our families. All the other kids talked about their mothers and fathers, as well as their brothers and sisters. But I only have you, Grandpa, and Granny. Why don’t I have a dad?”

Rene’ took a deep breath. It was inevitable that this subject would come up at some time, but still she was not ready to explain to her little six-year-old all the when’s and why’s of it all. She wrapped her arms further around Angela and took another moment to gather her thoughts.

Then she said, “Your dad and I don’t live together. I don’t even know where he is. We knew each other in college, but when I dropped out during my first year, we never saw each other again. That’s all I can tell you. You are very much loved by me and by your Granny and Grandpa. I hope that’s enough for you.” 

Then she changed the subject, “How about telling me more about your first day at school. How do you like first grade?”

Angela told her all about the rest of her day, “I had fun. We played some learning games. You know that I already know my A, B and C’s, and how to count to a hundred. The teacher was happy to know that. She gave me a badge. When I asked if I could take it home, she said, no. But then she said I can show it to my family when we have our open house time at school in a few weeks.”

Then Rene’ asked, “How do you like riding the big yellow bus?”

Angela nodded her head and smiled, “I was a little scared at first, but now I really like it. Mr. Chamber, our bus driver, is really nice. He even knows my name already. He calls me Miss Angela. He told me he would be back to pick me up again tomorrow.”
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DISRUPTED LIFE

Nine Years Later

Mr. Chamber had been the same school bus driver to come by at the same time each school day to take Angela to and from school for her first nine years. He had almost become like part of her family, only she always called him Mr. Chambers, while he always called her Miss Angela.

Angela was now almost grown. She loved being out on the ranch with her Grandparents. She spent a lot of her time out there during the summer, and as often as she could on her weekends during the school year. She helped them with their daily chores, and then she’d go riding. Grandpa had bought her a pony for her fourth birthday. Back then Blade was all brown with a blonde mane and tail, but now after eleven years his blonde parts had turned mostly white. He was also too old for her to ride anymore, so Grandpa had just purchased a full-sized horse for Angela, a gelding named Frosty. She would take Frosty out most days, and two or three times each week she would also put a halter on Blade and lead him behind Frosty, so Blade could also get some exercise. Grandpa liked it for her riding along the fences to make sure they were in good repair. He always asked her to call him back should she see any broken fence problems as she rode.

Often times Rene’, when she ended her workday on Fridays, would take Angela out to the ranch. Then she would stay over before she left for work on Saturday mornings. Then she came back to the ranch after work. She’d stay over again, and on Sundays go to church with her parents and Angela. After lunch on Sundays, she and Angela liked to ride for a while before going back home to start the new week of school and work. They did this same schedule often in the summers and even when the weather permitted during the rest of the year. It was always such a good time for them to spend together and to get lots of fresh air and sunshine.

It was early August and Angela’s fifteenth birthday was just ten days away. They all wanted to do something special for her. Grandpa had just bought a new saddle for her horse. Frosty had been an early birthday present two years ago, but the saddle she used was an old hand me down that Rene’ had used for years. Grandpa had given Angela the new saddle extra early so she could enjoy using it for a big part of her summer away from school. Now, Rene’ was trying to find a way to top her dad’s gift. That was a big call. Angela had ridden almost year around since she was four years old. A new saddle was just the right answer, especially since it was personalized. He had added Angela’s name on it.

Granny McClery had her glasses on and her gray hair pulled back in a ponytail. She was looking through some catalogs, but was having the same problem Rene’ was struggling with. Finally, Rene’s dad suggested they go buy a new bridle, vest and hat for Angela. They both decided his suggestion was a good one and decided to run with it.

When it was time to celebrate her birthday, Angela was blown away with all the special gifts. Her only negative thought was that she was going to have to wait until the following weekend before she could use any of them. She had committed to working on a special weeklong event at church. She had volunteered to help out as an assistant cabin counselor at kid’s camp sponsored by their church Monday through Friday. She wouldn’t be back home until, at the earliest, four on Friday afternoon. That was good timing because her mother arrived home from work about that same time. They planned to drive out to the ranch then.

That was the very same day Granny had called Rene’ that one of their hands had just found Grandpa McCrery unconscious in a horse stall. He was rushed by ambulance to the local hospital in town. He had always been in such good health for all of his life, except for his ongoing high blood pressure. He was supposed to be on meds for that, but he often chose to conveniently forget to take them. He told his wife they make him loopy and tired all the time. She had told him, “Frank, it’s better to be loopy than the alternative, which is to have a stroke or be dead.”

This was the very first time he had ever been a patient in a hospital, perhaps going back to when he was born. The doctors determined that he’s had a major stroke. They weren’t sure how long he had been laying out there before he was found. But his prognosis was dire.

Rene’ and Angela drove straight to the hospital as soon as they received word. They stayed with Granny waiting for news updates from the doctors. When they came out it was not good. The doctors had done all that they could do within Grandpa’s final instructions to not resuscitate. Their attempts to revive him without artificial means weren’t successful. 

Rene’ and Angela gathered around Granny. They held her and wept with her for the longest time. She finally opened her eyes and dried her tears, “Well girls, we can’t do anything further here tonight. Let’s go home. We will deal with everything else in the morning. So, Rene’ and Angela drove her home and stayed with her at the ranch for the night. It was just like they had planned, but it was nothing like it either. Grandpa was gone. He had always been the life of their gatherings. Now he was gone forever. And they would miss him so very much. 

Granny got in her kitchen and started cooking. This was her space, and it helped her to deal with her loss. She put together a great meal. It was too bad nobody was all that hungry. 

She shook her head and said, “Oh well, we will jist put it all in the refrigerator and we’ll reheat it again tomorrow, but, if he was here, we would have all eaten to our fill. But he’s up there face to face with our Lord. He is dining at the Lord’s Table tonight with an invitation from the Lord His self. I rejoice for him and mourn for us cause we miss him so very much. Now, you girls go rest a while. I’ll do the cleanup, and then come in and pray with you two. We will pray that He will give us a good night’s rest. We will need it to get up and face the day tomorrow. Go on now my sweet ladies. I’ll be there in a few minutes for us to reach up to heaven with our voices and bless the Lord. I’ve had so many wonderful years with my sweet man. Now the Lord Jesus is my husband. How good is that?”

Rene’ insisted, “Mom, why don’t we stay in here and help you. Remember one of your sayings, ‘Many hands make quick work.’ We can help, and then we can get down on our knees and call up to heaven together.”

Millie shook her head and then responded, “Oh, alright, but I’ll wash, Rene’ you can dry and Angela, you get to clean up them tables and counters.”

The three of them prayed all around the world for the next hour, then Angela helped her Granny get up off the floor. They all hugged, and then went off to get ready for bed. It was still early, but Granny, being of the old school, liked them all to be up by six each morning. Rene’ had learned this from all the time they used to live here on the ranch, as well as all the times when they stayed over on weekends since then.

Angela had come home exhausted yesterday from keeping up with 15 nine-year-old girls for the five days at church camp. She had more than welcomed her early to bedtime. She had set her alarm on her cell phone for quarter to six so she could beat Granny into the kitchen in the morning. She had learned long ago that coffee was the first and highest priority on Granny’s early morning list, and Angela was getting pretty good at brewing a pot for her.

Granny came in the kitchen about five minutes after Angela. She came over and hugged her granddaughter, “Do you know I love you and appreciate you a whole bunch? Thank ya for starting my coffee. Are you as hungry as I am? I guess we didn’t eat much supper last night. We probably had too many other things on our minds, huh? What should we fix for breakfast?”

Angela nodded her head and looked at her sweet Granny with love in her eyes, “Oh Granny, I love you too. I don’t know what I would do without you. You are so strong. Grandpa was a very blessed man to have you in his life for all those years. And now, I’ve had you in mine for fifteen years and I hope to get to keep you in mine for as long as God allows. How about we surprise Mom with her favorite breakfast of French toast topped with apple sauce and crispy bacon. It’s one of my favorites too.”

Granny smiled and hugged her granddaughter again, “Hey, I believe we forgot to put food out for Fido last night. He is probably so hungry he might start eating our fence posts. Would you go feed him first, then come help me fix a big breakfast. I like my special French toast too. And I just brought home the best bread to fix it with. You know, I don’t like that white sawdust stuff. This new bread really got some real substance to it. That white stuff is near like eating fluff. Now, please go tend to Fido.”

While Angela was gone Granny was thinking, ‘She thinks I’m strong, but she doesn’t know that I cried myself to sleep last night. Then, when I woke this morning, I turned to hug my sweetheart like I do every morning. He wasn’t there and he wouldn’t ever be there from now on. I almost couldn’t make myself get out of our bed; I mean my bed. But I just knew my girls needed me, and they needed me to be strong for them.’ “So, Lord, I need you to be my strength today. In Paul’s writing, I think it’s in Philippians chapter four your word tells us, “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” I need that from you today, Lord. Thank ya for blessing me with my two lovelies this morning. I can....I can do all things through You, and they are here with me now to help me remember that. Now, please help me to get this old body busy with this here breakfast. Amen.”

She had just finished that thought and prayer when someone came in and hugged her from behind. Granny turned to find her other Lovely there with her arms wrapped around her. “Good morning sleepyhead. I wondered when you would ever get up. Angela is out feeding poor Fido. He too is going to be missing your dad. He just might be off his feed just like we were last night. I love you and am so glad you and our little girl are here with me this morning. I probably wouldn’t have gotten out of bed if you two weren’t here with me. Oh Sweetheart, I miss him so much, but I know I have to learn that life goes on. We are fixing your special breakfast this morning. Let’s all pitch in and get it done. Then let’s all go out for a long ride checking fences before we have to go deal with your daddy’s final resting affairs.”

Rene’ felt like she wanted to cry again. She had cried for so long last night. She didn’t remember when she finally went to sleep. She gave her mom one last hug and straightened her back, “Okay Mom, let’s get busy. A ride early this morning is just what we all need. I have to call my manager and let her know to open up this morning, and then run the place today. I’m so glad tomorrow is Sunday. I don’t have to go back in until Monday. Maybe I’ll have Molly run it again then, that way I can stay and help you with any of the arrangements we need to get done.”

Her Mom looked at her for a moment, “Oh Sweetheart, you don’t have to do that. I probably can handle all that needs doing.”

“No Mom, I need to take a little time off, and you and I can get more done than if you try to do it all by yourself. Besides, I feel like I really need to spend some time with you and steal some of your strength. I’m going to do that. I’m going to take today and Monday off. Maybe even keep Angela here with us too. We will have a girl’s time together and lift each other up when it’s needed.”

“Okay Sweetie, if that’s what you want. I’m ready to be lifted up right now. Now, where is that girl of ours? She should have been back in by now. Maybe we best go looking for her.”

They both walked outside and found Angela down on her knees with her arms around Fido’s neck and her face buried in his fur. She was crying and telling Fido that Grandpa would not be back. The dog had the saddest look in his eyes. It almost appeared like he understood all that Angela was saying, and he too was going to miss his master. Rene’ wished she had her cell phone to take a picture of this scene. It was something she would always remember about this day. She stood there with her arms around her mother and both of them looking and listening to Angela share their loss with the dog. It was an eye-opening moment for each of them. Husband, Dad and Grandpa is now in the arms of Jesus and wouldn’t be back, but he would always remain a huge part of all of their lives. He had left his fingerprints on all of their hearts. Prints that would never go away, and this would help them all to carry on in the days and weeks to come.

Rene’ and her mom got down next to Angela and Fido and they all shared yet another hug. Angela looked at both her mother and granny, “I’m so sorry to take so long. I was a long time telling him about Grandpa. But I felt he had a need to know that Grandpa is now with Jesus. He is now in the best place, and we are left here to take up the work that he started a long time ago. I am willing if you two are willing. 

Granny kissed one side of her face while Rene’ kissed the other. Then Granny wiped the tears away from her eyes, and then from Angela’s eyes before she spoke in as strong of a voice as she could muster, “Come... come on girls, we’re burning daylight. Let’s go get breakfast, and then get on with the rest of our day.”

Angela fixed the crispy bacon, while Granny and Mom teamed up to fix the French toast and setting the table. They all ate a hardy breakfast, cleaned up after, and then headed out to the stables to saddle and ready their horses for a long ride. The air was cool, crisp and clear. The wind was only a light breeze like a whisper and the sun was warming the earth in preparation for another beautiful mid-summer day.

. . . . . . . . . .

Rene’ didn’t go to work, and both of her favorite girls were right there with her. Angela had been her whole life for the last fifteen years. And her mom was her anchor and has been there for her at every turn in the road. All that is now missing is her dad. He had always been there too. But now she needed to adjust to the fact that he is gone. He had given her so much. His plan for life was simple but true, and with such real integrity. She planned to take that example he’d given, and then live on that same path for the rest of her life. She also planned to continue to teach Angela these same values. What Angela did with them afterwards would be her choice. But she was going to continue to model them and leave them in front of her daughter every day. Through lots of prayer and with good models from her grandpa, Grandma and her to follow, she could only hope that her daughter would take on these same qualities and apply them in her own life.

Being a parent is a great adventure, but the choices our children make after they are out on their own are theirs, not ours as parents, “Father, I pray that You guide my daughter in the path You would have her go. I can only be there to guide her when she is young, but You will be there for her when she is grown. You love her even more than I do. I believe I’m in Your will when I pray for her. Help her through this time when she’s grieving and missing her grandpa. Comfort her as only You can and comfort my mom as well during this time. She had Dad in her life for so long. It will be hard for her to keep on without him here every day. Help Angela and me to be here with You as my Lord and my Savior. Amen.”

. . . . . . . . .

Angela noticed that her mom had fallen behind when they were on their morning ride. She looked back and saw that she was praying. She kept an eye on her to see when she was through. She then rode back and came up alongside, “Mom, are you okay?”

Rene’ looked over at her as they rode forward on their horses, “Yeah Sweetheart, I was just spending a little time with the Lord. He is working all things out for good in all of us. He has promised to turn the bad things that happen around us for our good. There is a scripture in Romans about that in His Word. I believe, He, in time will do just that, don’t you?”

Angela took a little time to answer that, “Yeah well, losing Grandpa is really bad for us. I guess if God said it in His Word, then I have to believe that He will do that. But right now, it’s really hard. I want Him to do that in a hurry. I know we are not on the same timetable as God. I also know that He will bring us comfort when we need it. Fido was my comfort early this morning, then you and Granny came to comfort me after that. I guess that is God’s way of being our comfort. I’m so glad He gave us each other to help us all get through this sad time. Oh Mom, I’m also glad you took today off to be here with Granny and me. Thank you for that. Tomorrow we all need to be in church. I know people will be coming over to comfort us, but I know that will be a hard time as well. Thanks, Mom, for this time. Let’s catch up with Granny and let her know we love her, Okay?”

They rode for a couple hours before Granny spoke up, “I think I’m ready to head back to the house. We need to tend to the horses and get them back in their stalls before we get ahold of someone who knows how to meet Grandpa’s last wishes. He wanted to be cremated, and he didn’t want a big expensive memorial. Just some family and friends at our church and a small graveside service. It’s all I want too, so when the time comes you two will know what needs doing. Now, let’s go home.”

Angela wasn’t sure she wanted to be included in making these final plans or arrangements. It all just seemed too personal and too morbid. Her mom left it up to her to either come along or stay at the ranch while they went to make all these final arrangements. She finally agreed to go along, and hoped her stomach could handle all of the details. She decided she was willing to find out, as she wanted to be there in support of both Mom and Granny.

Granny picked up the phone directory she kept in a drawer below her phone and looked through the listings for crematories and funeral homes. There were only two. She called the first and left a message. Then her finger slid down to the second listing. They actually answered the phone and on a Saturday morning. They took down all her information and quoted the cost for their services. Granny decided she wanted to see what containers they had available and said, “Can we come over there today and see what they look like?”

Angela listened to Granny’s side of the conversation. She wanted to tell Granny it didn’t make any difference what the metal box looked like. It was just a box to store Grandpa’s ashes. But she decided to hold her comments. The box would be set on a table during the memorial, and then it would be hidden away forever from that day on. What difference did it make what it looked like? 

She then thought, ‘Am I being too cold about this? Grandpa should be put into something that he would like; not too flowery or feminine, but something manly just like he was. Maybe Granny is right. He needs the right container. And I guess I need to go along to see that what Granny picks out fits him.’

Rene’ had gone in to change out of her riding clothes. When she came back down, she asked if they were both ready to go get all these arrangements done. Granny was kind of in a daze. She looked up at her daughter and said, “Huh, what are you talking about? Oh, you mean picking out Daddy’s container. Yeah, let’s go get that finished. Then let’s find something to get me out of this pit I been sitting in. I don’t know what is wrong with me, I have my two best ladies here with me. I have this big old rambling house that I love. We had a wonderful ride out on those acres and acres of land, but I still can’t seem to find something to lift my spirits up. Come here you two Lovelies. I need another group hug.”

They both gathered around her and hugged for the longest time. Then Rene’ drew back just a little before she asked, “Mom, is there anything that you’ve always wanted to do but didn’t because it is just too expensive, or too outlandish, or maybe because Dad didn’t want to do it? Is there some place you have wanted to go but never thought you would or could?”

Granny’s eyes opened wide with an obvious surprise look, “Why yes, yes, my friend Margaret talked with me the other day about taking a trip to Israel. She’s been wanting to go, but not all by herself. She found a deal with a tour company online that has an eleven-day trip. She wanted me to consider going with her. I really wanted to go, but your dad shot me down. He felt it cost too much money, and he didn’t want me to travel without him. I did tell Margaret I’d would think about it. I have always wanted to go see the Holy Lands where the Lord walked on the land He created. Everyone I’ve talked to says it really brings what we read in the Bible to life. For me to be able to go see those places we read about would be amazing. I got the money to go. Your daddy made sure that we wouldn’t struggle with money problems in our senior years. When you paid us back that loan for your first diner, we put all that money in one of them mutual funds things. The timing was good, because the stock market was way down when we put that money in there. You probably know what those market funds have done since then. The money value in those funds has more than doubled. Yeah, I could take a little of that out and just go. I’ll see about going after Dad’s memorial.” 

Then she added, “I probably need to go buy some better clothes. I’ve let my wardrobe become sort of obsolete and thread barren. Maybe I’ll rethink my plans. It will give me something to take my mind off things. My, Sweetie, but you have such a good idea.” 

Then she took on a sober look, “But, who will take care of the ranch business for eleven days while I am gone. No, I can’t leave this place on its own for that long.”

Rene’ and Angela both started to speak at the same time. Angela let her mom talk. “Mom, you have two built in ranch sitters’ right here. If you remember, we used to live out here with you. We still spend most of our free time here. There is no need for you to worry about who will take care of things while you travel. I say you should go for it! Go see all the places that Jesus walked. Where he did all of His miracles. You are not to worry about a thing here while you are gone.”
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TRAVEL PLANS

Granny smile for the first time in too many days. It looked good on her to see her deep blue eyes sparkling with something other than tears. 

She turned to look at both of her girls, “Tomorrow is Sunday. We should see Margaret at church. I’ll tell her I’ve made up my mind to go with her to Israel. We will have to go after the memorial for Dad. But, yes, I’m agoing to the Holy Land. I’m going to walk where Jesus walked. I’m going to see what so many of places we read about in the scriptures looks like. I just read about that there cave where David’s men were hold up when King Saul came in. David spared the King’s life that day, when David’s men would have gladly killed that, King Saul.”

Then she went on, “This travel plan is starting to get me excited to go. I wish I could have gone with dad, but now I can go with my friend, Margaret, in his stead. Thank you, Rene, for taking my mind off my troubles and putting it on plans to go a traveling. And then, to have the two of you agreeing to watch the ranch here while I’m gone. I’ll start making the travel plans once we finish the final things that need to be done for your father. It pains me to think that he can’t go with me, but he will be with me every day in spirit and in my memories. So will the two of you.”

The three of them spent the remainder of the day together. Granny was now less sad and clearly excited about the prospects of doing something she had wanted to do for a very long time. All that held her back was that dad was not excited to live in her dreams and wishes much of the time. He had his own plans, and they involved the things to do with their ranch. He was always trying to figure out how to make it more efficient and run smoother. She couldn’t fault him for that, but it would have been nice if she could have her way every so often. This trip to the Holy Lands was her way to expand her world and do something just for herself. It felt nice to have the freedom to decide this all on her own without having to go through him. It released her to go based upon her own wishes. Now, the Holy Lands, here she comes. The timing to go will depend upon what gets accomplished before she leaves.

On their way to church Sunday morning Granny added, “I hope Margaret is there early. Maybe I should’ve called her last night. But no, I wanted to tell her in person. Make sure she knows that I have to bury my Frank first. Oh, that sounds like a passage in the Bible. Something about burying your dead before you come and follow Me. Weren’t those there Jesus’s words? I hope that isn’t a bad omen about me going to Israel. I don’t want to do anything that might spoil these here plans or my trip.”

Margaret was there early. She came over and spoke to Granny. She was talking about Granny’s loss, but Granny was antsy to talk about her new plans. She tapped her toes waiting for Margaret to finish her speech, before she finally got to talk about her decision. When that time came, it was also time to go in as the music was starting. So, she didn’t get the chance to let her know of her decision. She had to wait to tell Margaret right after the service was over. Rene’ and Angela both could see how frustrated she was. They were sure her impatience would continue all through the service. They could only hope she would get something out of the Pastor’s message.

Pastor first asked the church to bow and pray for Granny and her family, as well as any others who had been close to Frank McClery. He then shared his own story about something that he was privileged to know about Angela’s Grandpa. Angela listened to Pastor tell the story about when her mom came back home from college to live on the ranch, “Frank came to me when he found out Rene’ was expecting a baby. He was concerned about Rene’ raising this child on her own. He had thoughts of advising her to give the baby up for adoption. He wanted me to advise him in the matter. So, you all know, I first talked to Rene’ about sharing all this with you. Anyway, I took Frank aside back then. I told him that the Lord would make a way for her to keep the baby, and that he would likely be a big part in helping her to raise this child. I’m not a prophet, but I know the family would not want anyone else to raise her. Rene’ had shared with me her plans. She told me she could not give up her baby. She planned to raise her child by herself, if necessary. Well, I’m pleased to tell you that child is sitting here in this room today. She is serving our Lord. She is none other than Miss Angela Jean McClery. She has been a total blessing to all in the McClery family as well as to all of us, her church family. I had the privilege to baptize her when she was just eleven years old. She has been a most dependable assistant Sunday school teacher now for three years. She also served as an assistant cabin counselor this summer at our kid’s camp. She is a total blessing to me and my wife every week. We would all likely have missed this blessing, if Rene’ had chosen to let someone adopt Angela when her dad questioned her about adoption. He has told me time and again since that very first conversation he and I had that he could never ever think of such a thing again. He also told me he quickly changed his mind the very first time he saw Angela and got to hold her. He told me when Angela was brought here to church for the first time, “That little one stole my heart that very first day in the hospital. He had added, “She may be tiny, but she remains, and always will be a big part of my family.”

Angela was sitting there intently listening to Pastor’s story. She had never heard this part of her story before. At first, she was a little embarrassed, until she heard about how Grandpa had changed his mind. She wished she had memories of that time right after she was born. She has a few things she remembers when she was maybe three or so. She remembers the first time she saw her little pony, Blade, Grandpa had given her. And then a few of the times they went out riding together after that. But not much else. She also remembered asking her mom many times who her own dad is. Her mom always found ways to avoid this subject. She also remembered all the many times she had prayed that somehow God would show her who he is, and whether he is still alive. When Grandpa died, these same thoughts again came back to her. Her prayer back then had been, “God, maybe it is best that I don’t know who he is. Maybe he was a bad guy. I might not want to know him. But I still have the desire to find out who he is. I believe that one day You will answer my prayer. Lord, I want to know who he is and ask in a way that it will not hurt Mom. Then I can determine if he should be in my life or not. Help me, Lord. Amen.” 

She would always be thankful that God would finally one day answer her prayer. She still wants to know who he is, and if he is this really great guy.

. . . . . . . . . .

Granny was finally able to talk to her friend, Margaret, about her travel plans after the service. She agreed with Granny to wait to go shortly after Grandpa’s memorial. They planned to get together to make their reservations and calendar the time when they could go. 

Granny felt she should be more in mourning over her husband’s death, but she was also preoccupied about the trip and the planning for it. The memorial was set for the last Saturday in August. That week was super busy with the preparations for the memorial and meal after. When all that was arranged Granny and Margaret finally were able to sit down to make reservations for their big trip.

Frank’s memorial went as planned. Pastor had a great message for all who attended. He told them that Frank McClery now knows what eternity looks like. He went on to tell a story, “Suppose someone was going to give you a beautiful house on the opposite coast. But they wouldn’t give you any more information about the house. They offered no pictures and gave very little explanation of the size and appearance of the place. You wouldn’t know what it would look like; if it was a shack or a mansion; if it had broken windows and doors falling off their hinges, or if it was big and grand and in great condition. You just would not know what it was like because you have never been there or walked all through the place. That is how eternity is to each of us in this room. We have never been there. We do not know anything except what we have read about it.” Pastor went on to say, “I believe Frank would insist that I give you this information. I think many of you have heard this passage before. It is the scripture from God’s word found in the book of John, Chapter three, and verses sixteen through eighteen. Verse sixteen reads, “For God so loved the world that He gave His only begotten Son that all who believe in Him shall not perish but have everlasting life.” If we analyze this verse, we ask what ‘The World’ means? It means all who are alive on this planet today. We are all part of being in this world. Verse seventeen reads, “For God did not send His Son into the world to condemn the world, but that the world through Him might be saved.” Analyze the word, ‘condemn’. It means to spend eternity separate from God. Verse eighteen reads. “Whoever believes in Him (The Son) is not condemned, but whoever does not believe is condemned already, because they have not believed in the name of the only Begotten Son of God. We analyze this word, ‘Believe.’ It is all who accept and acknowledge Jesus as their Lord. And the word, ‘The Son.’ It’s none other than the Lord Jesus Christ, our Creator, Savior and Redeemer. If anyone of you who are sitting here today have not accepted and acknowledge Jesus as your Lord and Savior today, you can do that. It is simple. You just accept Him and acknowledge Him as your savior, then asked Him to forgive you of any sins, anything you have done wrong in the past. He will forgive you and you will be saved. After that, I’ll tell you to go find a good Bible and find a God-fearing group of people to fellowship with every week. That’s all there is to it. God will do the rest by continuing to change each of us here a little and there a little. Our walk with Him is just one step at a time.”

Pastor then took up a Microphone and opened the floor to anyone who wanted to share something about the dearly departed. Many stood up and shared some little bit of information about their relationship to Frank that was either funny and/or heartwarming. It was a good time to find out more about who this man, a grandfather, father and husband was. So many people showed up for Frank’s memorial. It was really overwhelming to all of the Family. 

Fortunately, many of the guests brought food to share so all was well, and all were able to partake. At the end of that day Granny was tired, but she was also blessed, and then relieved that this day was finally over. 

Activities for her planned trip started early Monday morning. She and Margaret went out to figure out how to get their passports. Then, when these arrived, they could then reserve when they would head to the airport, get on a plane with international connections from home, and fly to Tele Vive. They had already been told the flight to Atlanta was more than four hours in the air. The flight out of Atlanta was much longer. They planned to spend eleven days seeing all the sights and places in the Holy Lands.

Granny had a couple of people ask if she was frightened with all the news reports of troubles they were hearing over there. Her only response, “It says in the Bible what Queen Esther had said, ‘If I perish, I perish.’ What a wonderful place to get to breathe my last. I will be closer to the Lord there than anywhere else in the world. So, I say, ‘If I perish, I perish.’ I’ve lived a long time. If the Lord wants to take me to my final home, what better place is there to go to be with Him and with my Frank as well?”

Angela heard her Granny say that, and she worried that she might not come back home. She thought to herself, ‘We just lost Grandpa, we can’t lose Granny too.’ 

It wasn’t until Angela’s mom came into the conversation and said, “Thousands of people go over there every year. In all the years of traveling there, no one has ever not come back because of these local troubles. One or two have died while there, but they were only from natural causes, from either illness or accidents. I’ve never heard of anyone going from here who was caught up in a war zone. There are areas that might be hazardous for tourists, but they are restricted areas that don’t get traveled to.”
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