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Tap, tap, tap.

Tap, tap, tap.

Tap, tap...

Brother James came to a stop and leaned towards his left side, letting his weight fall upon the gnarled tree branch that had become his walking stick.

He breathed deeply and held it in for several seconds before exhaling.

What to do, he thought.  What to do?

Brother James glanced around, taking in the garden that grew on the grounds of the abbey.  Cultivated by the monks of his order over the decades, the plant life had taken many forms: vegetables, flowers, vines, laurels, and more.

What to do, he asked himself again.

A sudden gust of wind swept through the garden and Brother James quickly realigned both feet, so they were firmly planted on the gravel pathway beneath him, lest he be knocked off balance.

What to...

He stopped and suddenly rephrased the question.

What do you want to do?

The question was a funny one. For sixty years, he had been a monk, practicing his faith at the abbey and tending to the gardens and grounds when not attending mass, studying, or in prayer.  He supposed that what we wanted for himself was not really a topic for discussion.  He was a monk, plain and simple, and the life of service he had led did not leave time for personal wants and desires.

Wants and desires.  Brother James chuckled.  At his age, he had trouble remembering if he had ever possessed any to begin with.  And yet, he repeated the question.

What do you want to do?

I want to tend to the gar...

I want to reflect upon the grace of...

I want to...to...

Brother James closed his eyes in frustration, unable to...

“What you want is irrelevant, what you need is of the essence.”

The feminine voice caused Brother James to jump several inches in the air as his eyes jolted open.

“What?!  Who...” he glanced around to find himself alone.  “Who...who is that?”

There was a moment of silence followed by the faint rumbling of thunder in the distance.

Another gust of wind swept through the garden, this time almost causing Brother James to lose his balance.  It took all his strength to keep himself standing upright as he looked upwards towards the heavens.

The clear blue, afternoon sky had suddenly turned to dark gray storm clouds.  However, instead of lightning flashes, various patches of clouds began to alternate with flashes of color: red, blue, yellow, purple, and orange.

“What in the...”

Brother James scratches his head before tilting it to one side.

He suddenly felt a tugging sensation on both shoulders, pulling him upwards.  Brother James whirled around, both arms taking turns at attempting to wipe away the invisible force pulling at him.
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