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Jesus replied, “My light will shine for you
just a little longer. Walk in the light while you can, so the
darkness will not overtake you. Those who walk in the darkness
cannot see where they are going. Put your trust in the light while
there is still time; then you will become children of the light.”
John 12:35-36, NLT ~ ~ My Heavenly Father, I am forever in praise
of you! Dear God, thank you for gifting me with the ability and for
allowing me to use it in this way.
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 Prologue 







My eyes see amazing things. I’ve received a
gift of sight, and the things that I see would astound you. As I
sit here on the front church pew, in the seat that I have come to
regard as my own, I can’t help but feel that the eyes gazing upward
intent on hearing the day’s special message are actually aimed even
higher, beyond the stained glass windows, past the cathedral
ceiling, above the power lines, far into the brightest ray of
sunshine and onward to something divine.

I don’t know when this started in me.
Actually, I still find myself trying to understand it. All I know
is that it is unbelievable until you witness it, and even then it
amazes beyond speech. Why was I chosen for this, and what am I to
do with it? How do you tell someone that you can see inside them;
that you really know their deepest and darkest secret? One thing I
have learned is that it is not easy, and in some cases the price
paid can be quite high.

My name is Edwina Scott. I am twenty-eight
years old, single, hardworking, a dedicated daughter, loving
sister, and strong believer in that which can’t be seen. Some call
it faith, religion, or holiness, but call it what you may, it
exists. It is real. This I learned firsthand years ago. I learned
it the hard way. Here is my story.








 



Chapter
1 

Beware the Unexpected

 


 


“I’m leaving now, Ma,” Edwina calls out. She
waits for her mother’s response before closing the front door.

“Okay, baby. Take your
coat because I hear it’s cold out, and you be careful. I love you,”
Angela calls from some place near the head of the
stairs.

“I love you too, Ma. Bye.”
Edwina closes the door behind her and checks to make sure it is
locked. She takes a few steps and gathers her coat around her. Her
mom was right. It is cold. She stands there taking in the beautiful
sight of the mountains in the distance, which are now easily
visible on this clear but chilly morning. Edwina loves living in
her little suburb. She feels it is not too small and not too large.
There is a closeness that can’t be found when living in the bigger
cities. She loves the thought of going away for the crowds and
special events and then returning home to the peace and solitude.
There is just enough to attract young families so that they want to
settle in here and to have spawned tremendous growth but not too
much. As she pulls the car out of the drive and heads off to work,
Edwina thinks that it is truly cold. It is the first actual cold
day of the season. With that thought, her mind turns to Katrina,
now a few months at rest, and she says aloud, “I hope you’re nice
and warm.”

“Good morning, Regina.
How’s it going?” Edwina has gotten to know Regina better now that
her volunteer status has transitioned into employee. The two young
women are at the beginning stages of friendship.

“Hey you, all’s well so
far. Bennett has already made the rounds and should be back here in
a few. She asked about you - something about changing the schedule.
I hope they aren’t gonna stick you on nights. You know how it goes,
though, low man on the totem. Oh, here she comes.” Regina, who has
worked under Nurse Bennett for several years, knows the hospital
routine much better than her new counterpart. She grabs a stack of
charts and resumes her entry of the information into the
computer.

“Good morning, Nurse
Bennett. How are you this morning?”

“I’m fine, Eddie. I wanted
to talk with you. Before you get started let’s go into my office.
Regina, we’ll be back in a few minutes. When you’re done with
those, please go and check on Timothy again. Thank you.” She
doesn’t wait for a reply and leads the way to her office. Edwina
follows, looking back just in time to catch Regina’s glare aimed
directly at their supervisor’s back.

“Eddie, I have been
reworking the schedule to incorporate all the new hires as well as
update those that have been with us for a while. It is standard
procedure to rotate shifts on a somewhat regular basis with new
hires. As the newest member of our staff, I have shifted you to the
hours that for some are the least desirable. Mark Newcomb and
Leslie Lee are also being assigned those hours. The new schedule
will be implemented the first of next week.”

“I understand, Nurse
Bennett. Thank you for the advance notice. This will allow me to
prepare. I think this is a chance for me to learn more from a
different aspect of operations.”

Rutha Bennett is not at all surprised by
Edwina’s positive response. On the contrary, had she whined or
complained Rutha would have been extremely surprised. She has
gotten to like what she knows of Edwina Scott. “Well then, Ms.
Scott, you can return to the front and begin your day.”

The form of address used surprises Edwina.
Nurse Bennett is usually very informal and calls all staff by first
names. She smiles and can’t help herself, she extends her hand.
Nurse Bennett smiles as she shakes it in return.

“How’d it go with
Bennett?” Regina inquires as soon as Edwina returns. Edwina feels
out of sorts at the way Regina insists on addressing Nurse Bennett,
especially after what Edwina feels was a great leap forward in
their working relationship, but she ignores it.

“Fine actually. I mean,
you were right. I have the night shift starting next week, but I
think it’s a good thing.”

Regina smirks at Edwina and then makes
kissing sounds. She laughs and after a moment Edwina joins her
while shaking her head.

“Hey, you want to grab a
bite on the way home?” Regina is getting her keys and purse. She is
already wearing her coat.

“Thanks, but I can’t. I
promised my mom that I’d pick up a few things at the market.”
Edwina is all set to go.

“Well, you’d better take
me up on this soon, Ms. Nightingale. You only have a few days left
before you turn into the next Lestat fledgling.” Regina bursts out
in laughter at her own humor. She is an avid Anne Rice fan and
knows that Edwina has read some of her books as well.

“Ha-ha, Regina, very
funny. I’ll see you tomorrow. I have to run this file by the
admittance desk and then I’ll head out from there.”

“Night, Eddie. Drive
careful.” Regina exits through the door exchanging the warmth of
the building for the chill of the outside. Not long after Edwina
does the same.

After circling the lot, Edwina pulls into
the closest parking spot she can find at the market and looks
through her purse for the short list of items requested by her
mother. She finds the list and waits for the song on the radio to
end before unlocking her door and exiting the warmth of the car.
She exhales and wishes it were still daylight so that it could be
warmer. She chirps the car’s alarm, shoves her hands into her
pockets and makes her way to the grocery store.

“Excuse me, ma’am, can you
spare some change so I can get something to eat?”

Edwina stops abruptly in her tracks pulling
her purse closer to her side, her eyes darting around and taking
all in. She had not noticed the man come up beside her. She looks
at him and quickly shakes her head no while picking up her
pace.

“But it’s cold, and I’m
hungry. Please.” This man looks like the others Edwina has seen who
are down on their luck. He appears to be not much older than she is
and has a rather handsome face. He is clean, decently dressed and
has blond hair that is neatly combed, but his expression shows the
true story. He seems truly in need of help and not one looking for
a quick dollar to support a habit.

Edwina wishes there were more people out in
the parking lot. She hesitates briefly and then turns to face the
man while speaking in her most authoritative manner. “I’m sorry. I
can’t give you any money but if you are here when I’m done, I’ll
bring you out something to eat.” Edwina thinks this is the best
solution and that her conscious would bother her if she had said
no.

“Thank you. Thank you.
I’ll be here when you come out. You’re a nice lady.” He smiles
briefly, displaying beautiful teeth and lovely dimples. This shakes
Edwina but only slightly. She manages a brief smile in return and
enters the grocery. After combing the aisles for the items her
mother requested and a few additional, Edwina is at the checkout
stand without much company. She usually enjoys the long lines so
that she can peruse the magazine stands. After only a moment, she
pays and pushes her half full cart through the exit
doors.

“Here I am, ma’am.” Edwina
startles, she doesn’t understand how he popped up unnoticed
again.

“Oh, yes. Well I bought
you a deli bag of chicken and potatoes. That should help warm you
up and fill you up.”

“I couldn’t ask for more.
Please let me help you with the bags. That’s the least I can do.”
He looks at her and then quickly away awaiting her
reply.

Edwina smiles and thinks it is probably best
to leave this man with as much of his pride in tact as possible.
She will let him work for his meal even if it is briefly and after
all it is cold. “Why thank you. I’m right here.” Edwina chirps her
alarm and goes to the driver’s side to toss her purse inside. She
then opens the trunk, and he begins to load the bags. His deli bag
is the last one, and Edwina holds it for him as he pushes the cart
away. She smiles as she thinks that she has done her good deed for
the day.

He returns for the bag, which she extends as
she stands with the door open. “Ma’am, you really are a good lady.
Thank you. It sure is cold out. Get on in and lock up.” He takes
the bag from Edwina’s hand. She turns to get in the car with an
even bigger smile on her face. As she sits in her seat and looks up
to him, her smile fades away as she realizes that he has a gun
pointed at her from behind the deli bag.

“Move over. Do it, now!”
He has a completely different voice and tone now. Quickly he begins
to make his way into the car before Edwina even knows what is
happening.

“But, but . . . you
cannot be serious!”
Edwina’s voice has also changed. It has increased in
pitch.

“Lady, move it!” He waves
the gun in her face looking around quickly to be certain that they
still have the parking lot to themselves. Edwina manages to crawl
over the gearshift to the next seat. “Don’t try anything funny,
lady. I won’t hesitate to shoot you and keep going!” He starts the
car and points the gun at Edwina with one hand. “Sorry, but it’s
very cold, and - and I’m hungry. I just want your food. I’ll leave
you alone then. That is the God honest truth.”

Edwina can’t believe what is happening. She
is being kidnapped by someone she tried to help because she felt
sorry for him and because she wanted to be nice. Her life could be
in danger. She begins to think of the many horror stories she has
heard and the victims she has seen first hand at the hospital. Her
mind begins to race with plans of how to get out of this
predicament and to do so alive. She looks around for any sign of
help and when she sees none, she decides to address her captor.

“Why are you doing this to
me? I was nice to you. I tried to help you!” Edwina can hear the
tense pleading tone of her voice but knows she can’t control
it.

“I know, I know. Like I
told you, I’m sorry. Your help would do fine for tonight, but what
about tomorrow? Most people pass and won’t even look at me. You
did. You are a
nice lady, and that is why I won’t hurt you as long as you don’t
cause any trouble. I told you I only want your food.” He is
sweating and looking around far too much to be concentrating on his
driving. There are a couple of times when Edwina can feel the tires
bump the dots in the road. When this happens, he jerks to correct
the car the whole while looking all around at once and also keeping
an eye on Edwina at the same time. In his apparent agitation, he
flips off the radio which has still been playing a soft and
soothing song. This he does with what, alarmingly to Edwina seems
to be a third hand—for one is on the steering wheel and the other
holds the gun pointing at her. Edwina takes this in and her fear
increases. She feels that both she and her captor are losing
control.

“Well,” she tries to speak
calmly in an effort to project calmness across to him. She knows
that it does her no good to have him so tense that he might
accidentally fire off the gun, especially if he truly means her no
physical harm. “Why don’t you let me out? You can have the food.
Don’t even worry about the car. Just take it too. Park it somewhere
when you’re done. I won’t even call the police. By the time the car
is found, you’ll be long gone. Please,” she takes a deep breath,
“please just let me go.” Edwina can’t control the whining tone that
is easing in. She is on the verge of panic. Losing control is the
last thing she wants to do as she tries to reason with this
man.

“Ma’am, I know you’re
scared. Now I’m just going to take you to a cart so we can get the
food out, and I’ll let you go,” this he says slowly and clearly.
“If you have any cash on you, that’ll help too. You are such a nice
lady. I keep saying that, and I mean it. I won’t hurt you.”
Edwina’s tears begin to fall, and she can’t help but to feel a
twinge of hope. He has begun to call her ma’am again, not ‘lady’ in
that frantic tone he had used before. Also, he seems to have calmed
a notch. “Don’t cry, please. It’s just that it is so hard, and I
have to feed my family. Nobody wants to help us. People act like
I’m not even there half the time. If it was just me, then, well . .
. , I don’t know. But it’s not. You’re the first person in a long
time to even stop and say something. I am not going to hurt you,” he stresses
this in an even-toned voice, “and I am deeply sorry that you are
scared but please don’t cry.” He looks at Edwina, and she begins to
wonder if he is indeed telling the truth.

“You’ve got a family?”
Edwina sniffs but the tears continue to fall. “Then why would you
do this, take this chance, and how can I believe you won’t hurt me
with that—that—that gun
pointed at me?” She gestures with her elbow not
wanting to put her hands anywhere near him or the gun and realizes
that she is having a hard enough time even saying the
word.

“Okay, okay. If I put the
gun down, will you sit still?” He looks over at her briefly to see
her nod her head. She notices that his driving has improved
substantially in the past few minutes. This further calms her.
“I’ll put it down—see?” And he does. “Yeah, I’ve got a family . . .
a wife and a son. The money we get now barely pays rent, and my son
is sick. You won’t believe how hard it is to get medical care for
him. People just don’t seem to care even about a little boy. I’m
scared. We need food. I won’t hurt you.” And as if talking to
himself, “I won’t. I just want to take care of my family.” He
glances at Edwina and there is a glimmer of a tear in his
eyes.

Edwina can feel a shift in
this man. He seems to have changed from the beggar she first met
into a decent but desperate man trying to fend for his family.
Edwina feels like she is in a dream—a bad one. This doesn’t seem
like reality to her. She considers what she has heard and can feel
the truth to it. She had heard tales of people robbing to feed
their families and often times she sympathized, especially if it
was a young mother trying to feed her children. Now it seems that
she has become part of just that. She begins to feel for this man,
her captor, but suddenly she finds that she is angry. She
thinks, how dare he use me like this when
he could have just asked. There must be
other options available rather than to do something like this. As
she realizes that he is slowing the car and looking at her, her
anger fades and her fear returns.

“What are you doing? Why
are we stopping here?” Her hand grips the door handle. She is
bunched up on her side as far away from him as possible. She
physically braces herself to jump out of the car as it slows
further.

‘Here’ is a poorly lit
back street with beat up cars parked here and there. A dilapidated
building stands across the street with missing windows like missing
teeth and boarded up doors like overstretched Band-Aids. A dog is
rummaging through an overturned garbage can and somehow the street
is eerily quiet.

“What is this place? What
are you going to do?” Edwina’s fear has taken control. The tears
are streaming down her face. She has just decided to open the door
and run for it when she turns and realizes that her kidnapper has
his face in his hands. He is openly sobbing.

“Please forgive me, lady.
I didn’t know what else to do. My wife cries and then she tries to
smile when our son is around. We have nothing without our son. Not
only do I need to feed him, I have to get him to a doctor. The
closest is way across town, but we don’t have a car and it’s cold.
Then when I was finally able to get to the hospital, they asked
about insurance. It took so long you wouldn’t believe it. And you
should see some of the people who come in there. I think he was
worse off in the waiting area there than he was at home with us. So
we left. I’m sorry. I just didn’t know what else to do. I didn’t
plan it. I promise you that. You were nice to me. You helped, but I
knew that was the end of it. I saw the opportunity and I took it. I
guess I snapped. I can’t believe I did this.” He stops speaking,
his head still in his hands. His posture shows a man who is
defeated. “Go lady. Go home,” he says. Then suddenly, startling
Edwina, he almost shouts, “No. Wait! I mean I will go and give you
back your car. You go away and please, please just forget this ever
happened. I am truly sorry to have involved you in this especially
after you tried to help me. You were kind. This was a mistake, a
big mistake.” He breaks down into shoulder shaking, heart breaking
sobs. He reaches to turn off the ignition. Finally, he is looking
at Edwina. She can see the tears streaming from his blue eyes and
rolling down his face, though he seems to be at the end of his
breakdown.

Edwina feels that this is
the strangest moment of her entire life. She is feeling sorry for
this man, and further, she wants to help him. She has joined him in
his silent tears. She can’t let him go and then spend the rest of
her life wondering what happened to him and to his little boy. She
makes a decision and reaches out to stop him from leaving the car.
She grabs a hold of his hand and then it happens. Everything stands
still. The quiet street now has a muffled tinge, and his hand has
begun to heat up. When Edwina can no longer hear her own heartbeat,
she knows that it is indeed happening to her again. Her mind races
as her outward panic subsides. She is confused, and her emotions
couldn’t possibly be more mixed. She finds herself thinking
why? Why is this
happening to her again and why now? Just as she finishes this
thought, she feels a change. Suddenly, sound rushes back and for
the first time Edwina can hear the noise being made by the dog in
the trash. She can feel the pounding of her heart as she slowly
turns to look at her captor. He is already looking at her, and when
she looks into his eyes, she sees that familiar glow. There is a
light emanating from beneath his jacket; he is vividly glowing.
Edwina continues to hold on to his hand not wanting to lose this.
She feels strongly positive about this man now. Finally, she finds
the words that must be said.

“Please let me help you.
Please,” she finds herself begging. “I’m a nurse. I can look at
your son. You can take the food; it’s yours. I won’t call the
police. Only please let me help.” As Edwina speaks these words,
clear pictures of Katrina are in her head. She desperately wants to
help; she needs to make a difference.

“Lady, are you an angel?”
He looks at her curiously as if now he is the one ready to
run.

Edwina holds on still and the glow has
increased with his words. Tears are streaming down his face. He
seems to have almost lost his ability to speak.

“You mean it?” He is
smiling through his tears, and the glow is brighter
still.

“Yes, I mean it.” She
releases his hand and as she thought, the light goes out. She
extends her hand again, and he accepts it. No light.

“My name is Edwina.” She
has fresh tears but this time there is a special meaning behind
them. She knows that she has experienced something that is
inexplicable. But she trusts what it seems to signify about this
man because he has what Katrina had, he has an inner
light.

“I’m Randy. Randy
Thompson. I’m sorry to meet you like this. How can I ever, ever
possibly thank you,” he lowers his head before continuing. “Edwina?
How am I supposed to make this up to you?” Randy picks up the gun
and, embarrassed, he stuffs it into his pocket as Edwina watches.
“My son’s toy, sorry.”

For the first time since meeting Randy
Thompson, Edwina laughs. “Didn’t plan it, huh? Just drive. Take me
to your boy.” Randy shrugs, and then not stopping to think it
through further, he does just that. And Edwina feels deep inside
that she has taken a first step in the right direction.

During the remainder of their drive, Edwina
contacts her mother on her cell phone to let her know that she is
fine and that she will further explain her detour later, though she
knows in an abbreviated version. Her mother says the groceries can
wait a day and that she is happy Edwina can help out the needy.

Randy Joe Thompson, Jr. is known as RJ and
is as beautiful as little boys come. He is small for his three
years, softly spoken and very well mannered. Upon their arrival,
Randy introduces Edwina as Nurse Edwina and tells his wife that she
has been a Godsend. Both Randy and Edwina omit the unpleasant
details of how Edwina came to be at the Thompson family’s home on
this cold night.

“Randy, you want fries or
chips with the burgers?” Anna Thompson seems very young and is
freshly pretty. She has put away the groceries and without prying
or asking questions has started on dinner.

“Babe, whatever you want.
What about you, Nurse Edwina, fries or chips?” Randy hands Edwina a
clean, cool glass of her very favorite and somewhat unique
beverage, strawberry-kiwi juice. She smiles at him.

“Oh, don’t bother about
me. And please just call me Edwina. Anyhow, you seem to have all my
favorites, so whatever you have, I’ll have.” She and Randy share a
knowing look, and Anna begins to open the bag of Edwina’s favorite
chips.

“RJ, can I see your truck,
please?” Edwina opens her arms and RJ, truck in tow, climbs quite
comfortably into them.

“Nurse Edeena, my truck
goes fast. It moves like this, vroom, vroom.” He glides the toy
truck back and forth in the air before them in a demonstration of
the truck’s speed.

“Well, RJ, that is the
fastest truck that Nurse Edeena has ever seen.” Edwina embraces the
boy and smiles at his pronunciation of her name. “You are such a
big boy. Your dad was telling me how you can count your numbers all
the way up to ten. That is just wonderful.”

At this seeming encouragement, RJ gets an
added burst of energy even though it is far less than it would be
if he were feeling well. “I can show you. Want me to?” And without
waiting for a response he begins enthusiastically, visibly enjoying
his new audience. “One, two, three, four, five, six, eight, nine,
ten and start again. One, two . . . .” He stops, not being able to
contain the big smile that has spread almost wider than his
face.

Edwina claps in glee. RJ smiles bigger
still. He throws his arms around her neck and plants a big juicy
kiss on her cheek before jumping from her lap and hiding his face
in the pillow on the sofa. Edwina notices his extremely warm skin
which is still like an infant baby’s, extraordinarily soft to the
touch, but it is also much too hot.

The apartment is small and located in a low
rent area, but Anna has it clean and shining. The tiny kitchen is
like a mini version of Edwina’s at home. All the rooms are visible
to Edwina from her seat. There is one bedroom and RJ has a small
bed across from the one shared by his parents. The place is warm
and homey. Edwina watches and observes that Randy, at home with his
family, is entirely different than Randy the beggar, Randy the
kidnapper. Though she realizes that under different circumstances
their paths would probably have never crossed, she is happy that
she has met this family.

“Let’s eat,” Anna calls
from the kitchen. Randy stands and motions for Edwina to go ahead
of him. He picks RJ up and hugs him closely then tickles him
briefly. There is just enough space for the four of them around the
kitchen table with little RJ seated atop two pillows placed in his
chair.

“This looks and smells
delicious, Anna,” Edwina says and means. The aroma of the freshly
cooked hamburger arouses in her a hunger that she did not know was
present. She is all prepared to dive in but out of politeness waits
for her hosts. She is caught off guard when, almost simultaneously,
the family raises their hands and bows their heads, RJ included.
She hesitates and then does the same. She wonders how Randy knew
this with his eyes closed, but he must have because at that very
moment he begins to speak.

“Our Heavenly Father, we
want to thank you for this food that you have given us and for the
blessings you give even when we don’t deserve it.” Randy pauses
here with his voice thick and deeper than she has previously
noticed. “Lord, you are merciful to us sinners. You take care of us
when we doubt you. Thank you for this nice blessing that you sent
us in Edwina. Thank you for taking care of our boy. Thank you for
everything in Jesus’ name.”

Edwina surprises herself by being the first
to say, “Amen.” When she raises her head to look at her captor
turned host, she sees her tears reflected in his eyes. Edwina looks
into the face of each member of the small family and sees unity -
oneness that is one of the great intangibles and that is also
inspiring. She also realizes that even though their life is
troubled, they have something that is rare, and it is something
that she knows is missing far too much even in those who do
have.

“Anna, oh my, that was the
best burger I’ve had in my entire life. Thank you so much.” Edwina
pats her tummy to show her fullness to RJ who giggles and tucks his
head beneath his father’s arm. “I’d love to help you clear away but
maybe I should finish off RJ’s food first.” She smiles at
him.

“No, no, I can’t have you
do that. Maybe you can take RJ and get his book. I’m sure he’d love
you to read it.” Randy speaks as he begins to stack the plates atop
one another.

“Please, Nurse Edeena,
please. I got Tommy the Choo Choo.” He dashes into the bedroom and
returns with his book in his hands. Before he gets to the sofa, he
begins to cough, and the sound rattles deep within his little boy
chest. He stops as the coughs visibly wrench his small body. When
the spell passes, he easily smiles again and climbs up onto the
sofa. Anna, in motherly love, has come near and is ready to pick
her son up protectively in her arms. Seeing the emotions dance
openly across her face, Edwina can’t help but think that though
they are very close in age, Anna has a much bigger burden of
responsibility.

“Sure, sweetie, I’d love
to read Commy the Too Too.” Edwina smiles, RJ laughs and Anna
hesitates only briefly before going back into the kitchen to help
Randy just as another coughing spell arises. Edwina pulls RJ close
and caresses his head. She can feel the warmth radiating from him.
He has quite a fever. Also, she knows without needing a second
opinion that he needs an antibiotic for his cough and other
symptoms. Edwina smiles because though it is bad, the worst that RJ
has is a pretty bad cold and maybe a slight infection. Given the
proper medication, he should be fine soon. She begins to read to
him, and he snuggles up close to her and is fast asleep before she
can finish.

Edwina has her coat on and her things in
hand readying to go. Anna is still unaware of the complete details
of this evening, but she feels that something special has happened.
She goes to Edwina and embraces her before saying goodnight. She
then picks RJ up to be put to bed.

“I’ll be back soon, babe.”
Randy is preparing to see Edwina out.

“It was such a pleasure
meeting you and RJ. He’s a special little boy. Thank you for a
wonderful evening, and Anna, don’t worry about RJ, he will be just
fine.” Edwina smiles and touches RJ’s head as Anna heads for the
room with him sleeping soundly in her arms.

Edwina and Randy sit in the car waiting for
the heat to embrace them. Neither speaks for a few moments and then
Randy is the first to do so.

“Edwina, God is so good.”
He stops with these words. Edwina doesn’t know what to say in
response. This is entirely new territory for her. “I thought He
didn’t care about us and was going to let us starve, or our boy get
worse or something, you know? I said that I had to do something and
so I did. I didn’t believe that he’d take care of us. I was wrong,
and I’m so sorry. He was taking care of us the whole time. He was
sending you to us.” Randy’s voice once again takes on that deep,
thick quality. “You know the part I will really kick myself for
about this?” He looks at Edwina expectantly.

“No, Randy, what’s that?”
Edwina smiles softly hoping to ease his burden of guilt along with
his obvious need for forgiveness.

“Well, He sent you to me.
I bet if I had asked, you would have given. You just seem to be
that kind of person. Isn’t that something? I guess I failed the
test. I could have even asked somebody else for help. I just didn’t
want to bother him with our troubles right now. Isn’t that
something? How dumb can I be? I took things into my own hands, and
now I have to get on my knees to try to make it right.” He is
shaking his head back and forth as if in disbelief, and his sorrow
is evident. “But first I must start here with you.”

“Randy, I am very happy
that you and your family have your faith to turn to. I mean, well,
you know - I’m sure it helps during hard times.” Edwina finds that
this is the closest she can come to a suitable response.

“You sound like you don’t
believe or something. Edwina, this didn’t just happen. I see the
mess this could have been, but no, look how it turned out. Instead
of me in jail with them alone and nobody to care for them, I’m
here. We have, I hope, a new friend, and you are going to help make
sure that RJ gets well. This is a full on blessing, and I thank the
Lord for it.” Randy sounds completely convinced and also as if he
is trying to convince Edwina.

“Well, it did end up much
better than I thought it would back at the beginning if you know
what I mean. We are both very lucky in this. Yes, you do have a new
friend, and I will bring Anna the medicine she needs for RJ. We
will work it out so that he can see one of the doctor’s on staff.
Things will certainly work out.” She stops short, not wanting to
add to or take anything away from Randy’s belief.

“I know what you’re
saying, Edwina. But He worked it out for us. I was a fool! I’m a
stupid fool, and I’m going to beg His forgiveness on my knees as
soon as I get in just like I begged yours. And I am going to say a
prayer that your eyes are opened. You are a very good lady, Edwina.
You have been a blessing to us. Our paths crossed for a reason not
by chance. I am sorry that I did what I did, but I’m happy He
stepped in and took control. It’s late, go on home.”

Edwina smiles and feels close to tears yet
again. She doesn’t understand it and decides against speaking.
Randy reaches over to give Edwina a hug. He then looks at her
seriously.

“Edwina?”

“Yes, Randy?” She can’t
help but wonder what more he has to say on this topic that is so
very new to her.

“Please?” He looks her
straight in the eyes. “Don’t stop for strangers.” It takes a moment
to sink in and then they both burst out laughing. “Be careful, and
God bless you. I meant what I said, I’ll pray for you tonight.” He
gets out of the car and watches until she turns out of
sight.

As Edwina drives home surrounded by the
warmth of the heater and the very low tones of the radio, she
thinks. Randy has raised something that she has never really
encountered before, but it is stirring inside of her and she knows
she will have to deal with it. Also, she no longer doubts the event
that happened so many months before. She is one hundred percent
certain that the light she saw with Katrina is the same light she
saw tonight with Randy. But what does it mean, and why is it
happening to her?

These are the thoughts that careen in and
out as she makes her way safely home to a hot cup of tea in her
mother’s kitchen and a nice hot bath before going to bed. As she
pulls the covers up beneath her chin, she knows that Randy has
probably already been on bended knee to talk to God about her. At
this thought she feels comforted. For some reason she feels good.
As she closes her eyes, she recounts once more the dreaded events
that occurred with little Katrina and wonders at the possible
connection, chance or otherwise, with what has happened tonight.
Edwina remembers . . . .
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The Little Things

 


 


The two women stand together at the big,
circular hospital work station. The area seems overly bright,
almost completely white and sterile with the exception of the women
who are both brown, different shades but definitely brown in color.
Placed on the desktop beside stacks of files and papers is another
splash of color. It is a large glass vase filled with freshly cut,
beautifully arranged flowers stem high in water.

As if to break the monotony, the fluorescent
lights directly above flicker in and out and then remain steady. It
is quiet and there are only a few other people moving silently
about. All who enter the children’s ward respect the space of its
overseer. She is the older of the two and definitely in charge. She
turns completely around in search of something or someone. Not
finding this, a slight frown appears on her face as her attention
is drawn elsewhere. She eyes the younger woman and not for the
first time marvels at Regina’s keen sense of style that even
carries forward to the wearing of what is usually seen as a drab
nurse’s uniform in traditional white. Regina is young and
attractive. Her uniform has been flatteringly tailored to fit her
to perfection. The white pants hug in all the right places as does
her top. Her pants come to crisp creases in the front.

Nurse Bennett begins to speak but hesitates,
shakes her head slightly, forces a smile to her lips, and clearing
her throat, she begins with a sigh.

“Excuse me, Regina, but I
distinctly recall asking that you wear your uniform as stated in
the nurse’s handbook. I admire the whiteness that you have
achieved, as well as your sharp creases, but once again I must
point out that you are shy of not one but two buttons that need to
be done.” She stops, awaiting the action that will certainly
immediately follow. And it does.

Regina, who maintains perfect posture at all
times, straightens even more so, moves her hands directly to the
appointed task, and does up the two stray buttons. In her haste to
complete this under the watchful eye of her supervisor, Nurse
Bennett, she accidentally bumps the desk and sends the water-filled
vase to teetering.

Calmly and swiftly, Nurse Bennett grabs the
vase before a drop is spilled or a petal shed. Regina smiles and
also hides a smirk while thinking that she can’t believe she moved
that fast. She eyes Nurse Bennett’s round, deeper toned brown face
with disdain as she acknowledges the perfection of her white
uniform covering her round body with all buttons done up as per
regulation. At this swift compliance, Nurse Bennett returns to her
previous task.

“Where is that girl? I
thought I saw Eddie around here a minute ago. Check down the other
hall to see if she’s there.” Her speech is matter of fact, her
command apparent.

“I saw her going into 4A
about ten minutes ago.” Regina responds properly, and there is no
longer any sign of her previous smirk.

Nurse Bennett leaves the front desk and
heads down the hall. She stops when the door across from her opens
and out steps Edwina with tears streaming down her face. Her
mascara is heavily streaked and smeared.

“Eddie, come here. You’ve
been in to see Katrina. Go and get yourself together then come back
to the desk. We need to review the schedule.” Nurse Bennett almost
continues but decides against it. Instead, she shakes her head
slightly and touches Edwina briefly on the shoulder.

Regina watches from the front desk and a
small, sympathetic smile barely reaches her lips but is visible in
her eyes, which follow Edwina’s steps across the hall. Nurse
Bennett also watches this before becoming busied with the papers at
the desk. “I knew she’d be in there. She may be too soft for this
type of work, but she loves it. Sometimes it almost seems as if she
likes the pain.” She shakes her head and speaks no more.

Edwina catches part of this as the restroom
door closes behind her. “They just don’t understand,” she says
aloud softly. She peers at her image in the mirror by leaning in
close to the glass and sees the mascara streaks along with the
bangs that have fallen out from the neat little cap pinned to her
head. She flinches at the sight of her eyes that seem to be set
almost too far apart and are a deep shade of brown rimmed by black.
She steps back and wets then applies a cool, damp towel blocking
her vision and cutting off her sight. Even with her eyes shut
tightly, she cannot escape, and her mind’s eye returns once more to
her visit with Katrina. Her thoughts move backward against her will
to the sweet young girl who at nine may never make it to see
Edwina’s age of twenty four.

Edwina clearly recalls her hesitation and
her hand resting on the outside of the door as she finds herself
waiting before turning the latch and stepping inside. She knows
from previous visits that once inside she will see Katrina’s bed
with the small, motionless shape beneath the blanket; so small that
one could easily mistake it for that of a child’s teddy bear,
gently and lovingly tucked in until later. But no, this is not a
toy that will be outgrown and cast aside. This is a young child who
will be wept over and remembered always when gone.

Edwina enters the dimly lit room, stands
silently near the doorway looking around, and comes to the
realization that no matter how much love, attention, and good
intention have gone into decorating the hospital rooms of the
young, the cheerful, energetic and life-giving result that is
desired is never quite achieved. She eases to Katrina’s bedside and
into the empty seat there. After some time, there is movement from
beneath the cover. As Katrina turns her head, Edwina comes face to
face with the person she has watched wither away much too soon. It
has only been two weeks, and Katrina has withdrawn from a young
girl who smiles at any and every thing in spite of the pain into
one who grimaces to avoid showing it. In the weeks that Edwina has
been volunteering on the children’s ward, spending hour upon hour
visiting and cheering Katrina, she has come to know and love her.
She has also discovered that she admires her.

Looking at Katrina’s now peace-filled face,
Edwina thinks that there won’t be much talk today. “Katrina, it’s
good that you’re resting.” No response other than a stir. “Don’t
try to talk today. I just want to sit here with you.” She can feel
the beginning of tears but is able to fight them back.

“Thank you.” Her voice is
so tiny that were there any other noises she would not have been
heard.

“Oh, sweetie, you are so
very welcome. I hope you’re comfortable. Is there anything you
need?” Edwina leans closer in order to hear.

“I’m kinda cold. A
blanket?”

“Of course, I’ll get one
out right now.” Edwina gets a blanket from the cabinet and shakes
it out then floats it over Katrina. “There. That’s better isn’t
it?”

“Um hum.” Then
silence.

Edwina returns to her seat. She spends
several minutes just looking at Katrina’s face as the young patient
lies there eyes closed. Katrina is what you would more aptly
describe as precious than beautiful. Her now extremely pale face is
covered in freckles that stand out even more-so in her illness.
Though no beauty yet, the young girl has eyes that, given a chance,
would steal the hearts of many young men. Her long red hair has a
thickness and sheen to rival that of any television model.

“Eddie?” Katrina’s small
voice beckons.

“Yes, sweetie,” Edwina’s
response is almost whispered.

“My mama has been so sad.
I don’t want her to be sad, but I can’t make her smile anymore.”
Edwina can hear the internal struggle that is being faced by this
very young girl. The thought brings anew the deep hurt felt at the
circumstances in Katrina’s life. This should not be happening to
her, Edwina thinks.

“Oh, Katrina, you’re an
angel. Your mom loves you so much that she hurts because she thinks
you’re hurting. I know she can’t wait to see you when she comes,
and she keeps telling us about the new bedroom set she has waiting
for you when you get home. She just wants you all better so you can
go home.” Edwina stops here not wanting to tread further into this
deeply emotional territory.

“But Eddie, I’m not going
home. Please don’t tell my mama ‘cause she’ll cry some
more.”

Edwina again fights back tears with a deep
swallow. “You are such a special girl. You will go home and sooner
than anyone thinks, too.” Edwina hopes she sounds convincing and
that Katrina doesn’t detect the tears in her voice.

“Yes, Eddie, maybe you’re
right.” Katrina sighs, something she doesn’t do often. At this,
Edwina can’t resist reaching over to take Katrina’s small, cool
hand into hers. Her thoughts are of how much she seems to have
aged.

As she massages Katrina’s fingers, the tears
begin to slide from Edwina’s eyes, and she can no longer hold them
back. If she looks into Katrina’s face, Edwina will completely lose
her war with self-control. She can’t help it. She slowly begins the
ascent from fingers, to wrist, to elbow, to shoulder. She pauses at
her neck, moves upward to her chin, and then finally, reluctantly,
stops at her eyes.

Katrina returns Edwina’s gaze with Edwina
blinking repeatedly to clear the tears that are creating a haze she
can’t quite see through. She shakes her head from side to side
while blinking in a further attempt to clear her vision. She then
realizes that it isn’t the tears but something else. Something more
is obstructing her sight. She instinctively tightens her grip on
Katrina’s hand knowing this is not causing her pain. Everything
around her seems to stand still. There are no sounds, not even from
the bedside monitor that beeps out Katrina’s heartbeat. The
attempted false cheer of the room seems to have been dimmed more.
Even her own heartbeat has been silenced. The only sense that seems
to not have been dulled is touch – because she can feel the now
warm hand in hers. She cannot smell anything. She darts her tongue
to her lips, and nothing.

Edwina can hear her mind
shouting, don’t faint, don’t pass
out, but there does not seem to be any
threat of this happening. She shakes her head again but nothing
clears. Suddenly, without any indication as to why, the absent
sound returns, the dulled colors regain their hue, and her
heartbeat is now present again. It is pounding! Edwina still has
Katrina’s hand, and her normal vision has returned. At least it
seems as such because she can see the light clearly, brightly
reflecting off the covers. She is still gazing into Katrina’s eyes
when she receives a big smile that indicates that there is no pain
and all is well.

Something’s wrong, Edwina
thinks. Oh please don’t let this be it! Not now.
She looks away from Katrina’s face and realizes
that the light she is seeing is not from atop the blankets but
beneath, which seems impossible. She then looks at Katrina’s hand
and sees that what she thought impossible is actually reality.
Katrina is glowing. And it appears to be from the inside out!
Edwina feels an unexpected chill. A shiver breaks free from within.
“Katrina, sweetheart, are you okay?”

“I was just thinking about
my mama and about what you said. I will be going home soon ‘cause
my grammy said I’ll go home to live in heaven. I won’t be sick
then.” A beautiful and oh-so innocent smile follows.

Edwina stares. This can’t be happening, but
it is. There is an intense heat from Katrina’s hand but also
coolness somehow, and the light has gotten brighter. “Do you see
anything unusual, sweetie?”

“No, but I feel real good
now. Thank you for talking to me.”

The glow has reached her
face and the whites of her eyes. “Katrina, you really
are an angel, aren’t
you?” Edwina can’t believe it when not only does Katrina smile, she
giggles aloud softly.

“Let me see if your head
is warm.” Edwina wiggles her finger to loosen the grip and reaches
for Katrina’s head. Immediately, the light and glow stop. Her hand
hangs in the air above Katrina’s face. She instantly reaches for
her hand again. Nothing happens. Edwina looks into Katrina’s face
realizing that her eyes are now as they were before. There is no
light to be seen. She touches Katrina’s forehead. Her hand rests on
cool, smooth skin. She instinctively looks around but all seems
normal. Edwina looks back at Katrina and discovers that her smile
of old is still there and as bright as ever, but the newfound glow
is gone. She returns the smile with the addition of a slight frown
now creasing her brow.

“Well, I have to go now,
but I’ll be back soon.” Edwina slowly stands and brushes a kiss
along Katrina’s cool brow almost exactly where her hand rested
moments before.

“Thanks for coming,
Eddie.”

Edwina smiles forcibly and
turns her back to Katrina in order to hide her tears. “See ya.”
Edwina finds it difficult to move her feet. What was that all about? Am I going crazy?
As these thoughts race through her mind, she
steps out of the room and into Nurse Bennett’s summons to the front
desk.

Now that she is alone in her thoughts in the
restroom and leaning on the cool mirror, Edwina has convinced
herself that the idea of Katrina dying and going to heaven is what
caused her to see things. “I am not crazy. I just know that I’m
going to miss her so much. Please, please don’t take her,” she
pleads with no one in particular. Just then the door opens and
Edwina’s words hang in the room, their magical ability to move
beyond the walls gone.

“Are you okay in here?”
Nurse Bennett enters and approaches Edwina.

“Yeah, I think so.” She
hesitates slightly. “I mean I’m fine now.”

“Well, I checked in on
Katrina.”

At this Edwina turns away from the mirror to
look directly at Nurse Bennett. She wants to blurt out something,
but unsure of what, says nothing at all.

“She is resting well now
and actually seems to have perked up a bit. But then again she
always seems a little better off after you visit with her.” She
offers Edwina an encouraging smile.

Rutha Bennett has been on staff at Memorial
Hospital for fourteen years, and six of those as head nurse on the
children’s ward. She has a sharp eye and a keen sense about people.
She easily knows those who are strong, weak, dedicated, and even
those just passing through. She looks at Edwina and sees the caring
eyes but also sees expectancy, as if Edwina is waiting for the
other shoe to drop. She decides to wait Edwina out so begins to
remove the damp towel from her hand and to rewet it. She goes to
work cleaning the remaining mascara streaks from Edwina’s face. She
is on her second effort when Edwina decides to speak.

“Nurse Bennett, it seems
so odd and so unfair that Katrina is here like this. She is so
sweet and so thoughtful.”

“Not to mention so young,”
Nurse Bennett completes the unspoken thought.

“Yes exactly. And I don’t
understand it. You and I both know probably five or more people who
would gladly swap places with her right now. And then there are
those, some I know personally, who definitely deserve this a lot
more than she does.” She stops here with her eyes taking a far off
dreamy appearance. After a moment, she continues. “I know that’s
mean but its true. Nurse Bennett, why is this happening to
her?”

“Eddie, I know how you
feel. I’ve spent years watching kids rolled into those doors only
to roll out again later,” she says, pausing as if for emphasis.
“Sadly, some with sheets over their heads, and it’s not just kids
either. Sometimes there are young mothers, fathers, even superstars
and, yes, those we would consider bad. It doesn’t get any easier,
and most of them leave somebody behind crying. And, Eddie, that
includes the bad ones.”

“How do you handle it?
Have you gotten used to it to the point it doesn’t bother you?”
Edwina’s face holds a look of pleading curiosity. She seems to
shudder in the coldness of the sterile hospital ladies’ room. Her
hands entwine, clench and release.

Nurse Bennett stands with one hand on the
doorknob and in the other the towel, now streaked in black, hangs
forgotten. “Oh, Eddie, don’t get me wrong. It bothers me a great
deal.” She looks down at the towel and suddenly remembering that
she has it, she walks back to Eddie, hands the towel to her and
returns to the door again. “I handle it by placing my faith in a
higher being, and I know He knows what He is doing.” She opens the
door and steps through before finishing. “Yes, He most definitely
does.” And with that, the door closes behind her leaving Edwina
alone to ponder this. But as the days fly by, Edwina doesn’t find
the time to ponder at all.

“Baby, it is truly sad and
I feel so bad for you.” Edwina’s mom has her arms wrapped tightly
around her in a warm embrace. “Not to mention her poor parents. Oh
this is just terrible, baby. Nobody should have to bear losing a
little one. Nobody! This just ain’t fair. I hate hearing stuff like
this. It just takes a piece of me away to have to think about it. I
know how much you loved her. Just be thankful you got the chance to
know her and that she was able to hang on much longer than they
thought she would. Oh I hate this.” Her eyes tear up and she holds
Edwina tighter.

“But, Ma, I can’t quite
believe it, you know?” Edwina tries but fails to control another
burst of sobs. She hangs on to her mother like she is a non-swimmer
about to drown. Finally, she gets control of herself enough to
continue. “I mean, I keep seeing her face and hearing her laugh. It
just, just . . .,” she breaks down and not for the last
time.

“Here, baby. Sit down.
I’ll make us both some tea. That’ll help settle your nerves some.
And then you should go up and take a nice hot bath and go to
sleep.”

Edwina loves being at home in her mom’s
kitchen, which is always perfectly clean and orderly. She relaxes
as she watches her mother put the ever present teakettle on the
flame. She feels her calm returning as she looks at the beautiful
green plant sitting behind the sink and trailing along the counter
top. As she takes in the deep oak of the cabinets that shine from
the care they receive, very much like the plant, she too feels well
taken care of. Outside the window the roses are still visible in
the dusk light. Their sweet fragrance floats in with the summer
breeze which stirs the handmade curtains. Edwina sighs aloud and
thinks that there’s no place like home.

Angela Scott knows her daughter is hurting,
and she means to do all within her power to make that hurt go away
as soon as possible. She has spent the majority of her life caring
for people starting at the very early age of twelve when her mother
unexpectedly died. She was left to care for her father as well as
her younger brother and sister. She met and married, moving
straight from her father’s home into the one shared with her
husband. During her first year of marriage, she became pregnant
with and gave birth to her first child Edwina. She knows how to
care for people. She sets cups and saucers out and turns to respond
to Edwina’s sigh. “You want to talk about it?”

“I wish I could talk it
all away. I really do. Ma, seeing her so still and looking like she
will get up any minute, I just don’t know. Even when they lowered
her casket into the ground, it was hard to get my mind around the
idea that I’ll never see her again.”

“She’s better off you
know? It’s hard to hear that and it’s hard to say it, but it is
true. She is better off. She’s at peace now.” Angela turns to get
sugar and cream for the tea. Another tear escapes.

“Ma, I never told you
this. I mean I haven’t told anybody this, but . . . ,” Edwina stops
here undecided. She looks at her mother who knows Edwina well
enough to know it is best to let her get her thoughts together at
her own pace. This is serious, and she doesn’t want to do anything
that will prevent Edwina from continuing. When Edwina begins to
straighten in her chair, her mother knows that she will
continue.

“What you said just now
about Katrina being at peace, reminds me of something that happened
a couple of months ago. I was visiting her one day and we talked a
bit. She told me that her mom was sad, and she felt bad about it.
Ma, something happened that day that I just don’t understand. I
even think it may have been my imagination.”

“Well, what happened,
honey? And if it’s bothering you this much, why haven’t you told me
about it before now?” Angela is watching Edwina closely. It is not
normal for her daughter to keep secrets from her. They have always
had such a close and somewhat unique relationship that Angela finds
herself deeply concerned about this secret that Edwina has kept
from her.

“That’s just it. I’m not
sure it really happened, and it hasn’t happened since. It scared me
though.” Edwina doesn’t see the instantaneous fear that appears in
her mother’s eyes as she continues with her story. “See, while I
was there that day I started crying. I was holding Katrina’s hand,
and I noticed she was kind of glowing, you know, like a
light.”

Edwina pauses to see what her mom’s reaction
is going to be. When there is none, she continues, attempting to
recount the entire event and only stopping when she is certain that
she hasn’t missed one single detail. She feels so relieved at
having finally shared this with someone, particularly with her
mother, that she doesn’t sense her mom’s relief from across the
table.

“Well, baby, I can see why
this has been bothering you. I don’t think this was your
imagination at all.” Angela isn’t placating or speaking in a
condescending tone because she knows that her daughter is very
levelheaded, serious minded, and not one to take things lightly.
Edwina believes what she is telling her mother. Therefore, her
mother is treating it just as importantly, and she stops to
consider her reply before speaking. “It was probably your emotions
all caught up at one time and releasing themselves this way. You
were hurting way back then, baby. And you were just waiting for
that little girl to be taken away. We all know that they say people
see a light when they have a near death experience. Even though it
wasn’t your death, that don’t mean you can’t have this for somebody
else. Especially somebody like that little girl you cared so much
about. Maybe you just got over taken and experienced her near
death, just months before it was her time.” Just as Angela stops
speaking, the teakettle begins to whistle and Edwina jumps
slightly.

“Here, baby, drink your
tea so you can get that bath. You need some sleep.” Angela sets the
piping hot tea before Edwina, fully prepared just the way she likes
it, and starts to exit the kitchen.

“Where you going, Ma? I
thought you were having tea, too.”

“I’m gonna run your bath
for you, and I’m adding candles. You really need to relax.” Angela
returns to kiss her daughter on the forehead as if she were a
little girl again. She then heads off to further take care of her
baby.

Edwina uses the hot cup to warm both hands.
She watches as her mother leaves the kitchen. Taking a small sip
from her cup, she blows hard and then returns the cup to the table.
Having nothing else to do, she picks it up again sipping once more.
A fresh tear slips slowly down her cheek undisturbed. Edwina sits
motionless staring ahead at nothing in particular until she hears
her name called from up above.
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Spring’s Shadows

 


 


Now that spring has broken through and the
flowers are blooming and birds are singing, there is a newfound
freshness to all around, and Edwina is enjoying her day off by
soaking up as much of the day as possible. It was not very
difficult to transition from living a normal life of waking in the
morning and sleeping at night to the now nocturnal life of an
evening shift nurse. The hardest part for Edwina has been her days
off. She has found that she either has to sleep an entire day in
order to be awake for her one remaining day or stay awake around
the clock the first day, while practically sleeping through the
second day. Her biggest fear is that once she finally adjusts to
her schedule, Nurse Bennett will once again change it.
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