
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Evolution of Confusion ...5 of 5 (We Should Know ...)

        

        
        
          Stephen Meiner

        

        
          Published by Stephen Meiner, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE EVOLUTION OF CONFUSION ...5 OF 5 (WE SHOULD KNOW ...)

    

    
      First edition. February 2, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Stephen Meiner.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215315415

    

    
    
      Written by Stephen Meiner.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


XXXIII.  



[image: ]




That isn't good enough for Rebekkah.  When she had initially sent them to deliver the horse, and they reported back that they couldn't find Shannon, she did not tell Cindy.  She did not want to worry her. But for Murray and Sweeney—-they were not to return until they found Shannon. Then Rebekkah was furious when they told her that they had found her, but had left her on the island while they returned to get supplies from the mission base.  

Sweeney had told Rebekkah that Shannon was an adult, and they couldn't tell her what to do. Sweeney had added that if Shannon could be ordered around, then she wouldn't have gone to the 'mission field' the second time. She would have listened to all the others—-inclusive of Rebekkah's persuasion.

Rebekkah isn't trying to find an avenue to blame someone. She is just frustrated. She had long struggled with the fine line between trying to control and trying to accept the fact that everything seems out-of-control. She doesn't quite have a healthy balance between what she can do, and what she should leave to prayer alone—-and the workings of God.

Sweeney has mixed feelings about sharing this latest piece of news. But he has resolved to attempt to do what is right—-from this point forward. He attempts to tell Rebekkah that Cindy's husband is alive, but she sounds angry—-as if she doesn't believe him. Yet, he anticipates she will be more so ...when she does believe him.

Rebekkah's emotions are all over the map—-literally. She can't stand the fact that they are on the opposite side of the world and everything is falling way short of her expectations. Yet, she still doesn't know how to act when things exceed her expectations either. She gets Lorvin to verify the fact that Shannon has found her Dad. Then Rebekkah tells Sweeney that if he and Murray can bring Stephen and Shannon back home safely, she'll buy them both new ships—-the best that money can buy.

That's when Sweeney prepares himself for the response he will receive next, "Stephen is very sick. We can't guarantee he will make it out of the mission hospital, let alone the long trip back home. Yet my hope is still strong that we can deliver. But there's one more thing."

Rebekkah doesn't like it when she hears that there is one more thing, "Okay, what's that?" 

Sweeney hesitates, "Well, I can't accept your offer."

Rebekkah is a bit confused about what part of her offer he is unwilling to accept, "What do you mean ...you can't accept my offer?"

Sweeney releases all that pent-up emotion. After all these years, he now tells how he is responsible for allowing everyone to think Stephen was not alive.

Sweeney can tell the silence is not the result of a problem with the phone. Rebekkah isn't saying anything—-and that is usually worse than her saying something.

Rebekkah breaks the silence, "I could get angry with you for what you just told me, but maybe I can even surprise myself this time. God had you play a part in this. I don't know yet what that all involves, but I do know God has reasons and purposes. And the fact is, if God hadn't used you, then I'd be still facing the fact that Stephen is dead.  As it is, he is alive, and I'd like to celebrate with you."

Sweeney is swallowing hard, but he's relieved, "Are you okay, Rebekkah? I'm thankful for your grateful perspective, but this doesn't sound like you." 

Sweeney is so right. Rebekkah is still having a difficult time restraining certain feelings. If he hadn't allowed everyone to believe that Stephen was dead, then perhaps her best friend, Stephen's mom, might still be alive today. Rebekkah needs real strength to stay on the course without sounding too coarse. 

Rebekkah refers back to her only strength, "I was just reading the Book of Genesis last night. When I read how Joseph did not focus on the intent of his brothers, but rather upon understanding God's purpose, it really had an impact upon me. I haven't at all been living my life that way." 

One person who would not only not see God's purpose, but seldom saw any purpose other than his own—-is Scottie. Sweeney and Murray's dad is a hard man. And most of their life, they found it preferable not to tell him the truth. If the truth did not align with his expectations, they had much reason to fear telling the truth.

But at this point, Sweeney finds it preferable to tell the truth. There is no way he can bring back to memory all those times he had not told the truth, but he can begin by confessing in general—-and at least specifically own up to this one.

Sweeney thinks back. His dad had never owned up to anything. He came closer to the concept of looking at children as ownership, instead of children of God. But still, Sweeney feels he has to try. He has to try talking to his dad.

Scottie provides more of the same of which he'd filled their childhood with, "It doesn't surprise me. Always making life so difficult for your dad. But that wasn't good enough for you, was it?  You had to mess with other people's lives too, didn't you?" 

Scottie's frame of mind had not changed. He is well into his regular routine, "Why are you telling me all this anyway? Like I always said, if you're going to tell a lie, don't ever admit to it. Let me talk to Murray—-you disappoint me too much." 

Sweeney hands the phone to Murray, then walks off to be by himself. He had hoped dad would not affect him this way. But it doesn't matter how long it's been—-that gripping disappointment, expressed from dad to son, continues to rob him of the blessing he could now potentially realize. 

******* 
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Sweeney needs to be alone to reflect on this one. It seems just like yesterday. He and Murray sit by the window, looking out. They're always looking out. No one seems to look out for them. They are grounded again. They are grounded a lot, he recalls.

Dad is angry. Mom is angry. Don't know who was angry first. Does it really matter?

We become a part of dad and mom whether we like it or not. What will children gain from their parents? The positive, or the negative?  Or the confusion?

A therapist blames upbringing ...an uncomfortable insinuation for parents, or parents of parents. Parents blame children, an unbearable insinuation for children. Children don't have the right to blame anyone, unless they blame themselves. They're just the unwilling victims of it all.  And many of the supposed well-meaning organizations blame society, though the organizations emerge out of society itself. And government molds itself around the society, so that it can exist without too much inner turmoil, not confronting that which it is not committed enough to attempt to change. It becomes the mutual benefit of the conglomeration of all our misdirection. 'Society' is defined as the voluntary association of individuals for common ends. Often that 'common end' is to blame. Whether it is the small family unit, or the larger government of nations, blame can be the focus ...rather than seeking solutions.

If children are not to follow the ways of society, then what direction is provided for them? Children often possess only a very limited understanding of the significant roles they play. Their lives include family—-which they don't choose, and friends that they do choose. If the families choose to blame, then the children choose to escape.

One of the most common modes of escape is television. The other is friends. And the friends that they choose are often friends from similar families who have their own unique private sessions of blame. They share a common ground of inflicted blame. Together they often find comfort in viewing the other dysfunctional families often portrayed on television. And together, their own negative experiences and those of television, help socialize them. Once their own personal inner pain is added, they are thrust into the angry path ...to find their own way. 

So society is made up of families we don't choose, and friends we feel we do choose, but not really. Friends become avenues of survival. And it provides an avenue for when we grow up and—-we can blame society too.

* * * * * * * *
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Somewhere along that misguided path, Mom had felt the need to see a therapist. Much time is spent talking about her childhood. It's safe because they aren't here ...Mom's own parents aren't here. But her children are here. They are in the next room.

It is too risky to talk about the husband-wife relationship. Each can't blame the other because it might make matters worse. But obviously Mom feels it can't get much worse. And she doesn't want her own anger to become too big of a factor.

Murray and I have no choice. We have to go to the sessions with mom. But we have to occupy ourselves in the next room. Murray sees there's a large selection of games to play with. But I'm more concerned with the games that are being played next door.

I pick up a book and sit next to the wall. I find that I can hear most of what the therapist and Mom are saying. I recall one particular session. It is particularly bothersome:

Mom: "I hit the dog with the broom. It really upsets Sweeney. He really loves that dog."

Therapist: "What do you think you can do to prevent yourself from hitting the dog with the broom?"

Mom: "I don't know."

Therapist: "Well, I can make a suggestion."

Mom: "What's that?"

Therapist: "Make sure that when you get angry, don't pick anything up."

Mom: "That won't work. I kick the dog too."

Therapist: "Why do you think you take your anger out on the dog?"

Mom: "Probably because it's Scottie's dog."

Therapist: "Oh, a case of transference."

Mom: "But Sweeney is the one that really loves the dog."

Therapist: "That's good insight. We're making good progress here."

Mom: "Not really. That's why I came to you. Insight has not helped me improve my anger. When Sweeney was just a baby, the dog was just a pup. I couldn't stand the dog right from the start. I tried to just ignore the dog, but I'm expected to do everything around the house. I tried to leave the dog alone, but I had to take it to the vet. It was suffering from malnutrition. I realized that if I didn't take care of that dog, no one would. My husband wasn't taking care of it.  It was his dog, but I have to take care of everything in the house."

Therapist: "I hear you making reference to your house, not your 'home'. You don't really consider it a home, do you?"

Mom: "No, I feel it's an area I'm assigned to. I have to take care of everything, and keep everything clean. And all that dog hair makes me angry. I tried to not let it bother me. For three months I tried to stop caring about those things.  For three months I didn't clean or vacuum."

Therapist: "And how did you feel during those three months?"

Mom: "The dog didn't bother me during that time."

Therapist: "So, you did arrive at a solution then. That tells me something."

Mom: "Yes, it told me something too. The dog didn't bother me because the house was so dirty, I couldn't find the dog. I couldn't find the children either."

––––––––

[image: ]


So much for listening in on mom's therapy session.  I look at the book I'm holding in my hand. It's by Dr. Seuss. Some people go to Doctors or therapists, but I have often turned to Dr. Seuss. I enjoy all his books. Dr. Seuss is certain to understand my plight. 

Two children, way too young to be home alone, sit by a window. A window Dr. Seuss is about to open for us. Where is their mother? I see the similarity, yet at the same time, the difference. My mom is always there, at least in body.

These two books are my favorites. Even now, as an adult, I can recall the story. Yet, it may appear to have a slightly different slant ...as I am no longer looking at it through the eyes of a child. 

It all begins with an intrusion. The two children stand in silent amazement. Only their fish speaks. Rather fishy, right? Not really. The fish is their conscience, telling them all the things their mom wouldn't approve of. But as the children continue to look on in amazement, the 'Cat in the Hat' somehow boldly states that——the tricks he will show them, their mom will not mind at all if he does them.

Then when the 'Cat' introduces 'Thing One' and 'Thing Two', the children shake hands. An agreement of sorts is made, with a certain degree of peace established about the whole thing.

Once again the 'conscience fish' says the 'Things' should not be there when their mother is not. But the children look on with simple amazement at the wrong things they are experiencing, until they see their mother returning home. Only then do they make a real effort to stop that irresponsible 'Cat'.

But still looking for an out from the mess, they allow the 'Cat' to take care of it. And they show joy at seeing that the problem is taken away. Then they return to the window to sit silently, as if nothing had happened.

All this encourages the 'Cat in the Hat' to come back, when their mother is away for the day, of course. And before they can speak for themselves, he invites himself in. This time they say the things that the 'fish conscience' would have said, but the Cat's answer is that they should try it sometime. The children take a stance and say 'No!', but each time a problem arises, they look to the 'Cat' to fix it.

Each time they holler at what the 'Cat' does wrong. Each time they witness the 'Cat' making things worse. But each time they allow him to fix his own mess he continues to make. 

The children say it's bad, but the 'Cat' insists they should try it. Each time they are told that it isn't so bad. The first mention of dad follows. The reference is to how unsatisfied he'd be. And to avoid disappointing dad, they ask if the problem can be solved—-you know it can!! Undermining, underhanded, under way—-under his hat, the 'ABC Cats' take the lead. And things get worse!

But the 'Cat in the Hat' can fix it—-with 'Cat Z'. He has something called 'Voom', that cleans up, fixes everything. We had let a little pink in. Then all we could see is pink. Soon we can't tell the difference between pink and red. We don't want to see red. We'd be no better than the ones who brought this all on in the first place.

The 'Cat' is like society. Maybe I can blame the 'Cat in the Hat'. But not really. I can see it more clearly now. Our spiritual life is like that. Without anyone to help keep us accountable, it can be like the 'Cat in the Hat' story. It would be better that we never let the 'Cat' in the house in the first place. And the more you let the 'Cat' fix the very problems he creates, the worse it gets.

The 'Voom' took care of the mess, but you know what else it did? It all but guaranteed that the 'Cat' will be back. Do you know why? Because the 'Cat' was allowed to take care of the problem he had created.

Now, don't get me wrong. If someone causes a problem, it's often good to allow that someone to fix the problem they've caused. But not if 'they' are the problem. And the 'Cat' is the problem. He does things we know shouldn't be done. And he encourages us to keep it from our parents.  

*   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   
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Sweeney had thought he'd grown beyond these old feelings, but they are still able to drag him down, out of the best of moods. He refocuses. It is not this old hurt that he needs. He needs the new realization to lift him out of the doldrums. He will receive his blessing—-not from his dad, but from his Heavenly Father.

************* 
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Sweeney is not the only one who has not fully developed a good parent-child relationship. Shannon had also experienced difficulty in this area. And at this moment—-discouragement, doubt, and deception join forces to attempt to defeat and destroy her.

Shannon recalls Sweeney's tears of confession. She feels sorry for Sweeney—-the way he burdened himself with guilt all those years. She can certainly relate to that feeling. But the words that return to her now, are only spoken through transferred emotions. Sweeney had said he respected the fact that she so deeply loved her dad—-something he felt he never really had with his own dad.

Shannon cries. Dad had every reason to doubt her love. Though he struggled at times with Mom, the love he knew was there ...is what always kept him motivated. Family meant everything to him.

As Shannon's tears fall, she grips Dad's hand, and cries aloud, "Though you may not recall a time I've told you this ...I love you, Dad!"

Try as she may to resist it, the worst of regrets consumes her. The fact is, she can only recall her lack of showing Dad that she loved him. She kneels down at his side, "Oh, God—-please don't let him die!"

* *** **** ***** **** *** *

[image: ]


Murray approaches slowly, seeing how much Sweeney is hurting. 

Sweeney catches a glimpse of his brother, and speaks up first, "Impossible ...that's the best word describing Dad and me. Why do you think that is?" 

Murray steps alongside his brother, "Maybe because you're like him in a lot of ways. But those are good ways. You are both the take-action type. And you both have a bold sort of confidence."

Sweeney wipes a tear away, "Do I look confident to you?"

Murray rests a hand on his brother's shoulder, "As soon as I got off the phone with Dad, Lorvin asked that I talk with you. He wants us to stay on. That's the sort of confidence we're talking about—-confidence in the faith."

*********** 
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As they get off the boat at mission headquarters, Sweeney assists transporting Shannon's Dad into the hospital. The Doctor requests only the nurses be present as he does a thorough checkup. 

Shannon doesn't want to leave Dad's side, but she waits outside in the hallway. 

Sweeney delays his departure, placing a hand on Shannon's shoulder, "My dad left us when I was fifteen. I tried to take care of mom and my brother after dad left. And I did a fairly good job of it, though he may have resented me for that. I envy the love you have for your dad."

There is no denying tears for Shannon. She swallows hard, unable to respond. 

Sweeney doesn't expect a response. He forges on, "My dad is still critical of me. That's what makes it tough. When I was eighteen, my dad went in for heart surgery. Even though he had abandoned us, we still loved him. After his surgery, I stayed by his side. When he came to, he tore into me. The Doctor said dad was still groggy from the anesthesia, but he'd return to normal within the hour. I did not tell the Doctor that this was normal behavior for Dad."

Shannon continues to wipe her tears with the back of her hand. Sweeney puts one arm around her, and pats her on the shoulder, "Your dad is so blessed to have you here,  —-you have what I have always dreamed of. You risked your life to save his life.  My dad never seemed interested in any meaningful aspect of my life."

Maggie, one of the two nurses assisting the Doctor, happens to overhear the conversation in the hallway. Sweeney kisses Shannon on the top of the head before he departs, "Take care of yourself, kid." 

The Doctor leaves the room. Maggie comes to the door, "It's okay to come back in now, Shannon."

Maggie is very sensitive and understanding. She does a lot of listening. She is not in it for gossip purposes, but for insight into the hearts of others.

Maggie may listen a lot, but when it's time to speak, she speaks, "Sometimes when we are feeling a lot of hurt, we try to help others—-which is a good thing—-but sometimes the advice is better served in helping ourselves."

Maggie places her forefinger under Shannon's chin, gently lifting it, "Are you having a difficult time sorting it all out?"

Shannon looks back through teary eyes, "It's so ...it's ...not what it seems. Dad never really ever acted distant from me—-he loved me. He showed it all the time. It was me who never showed it."

Maggie does what comes natural to her. She opens her arms. She does not speak at this time—-she just hugs Shannon. And when they are both tired of standing, she sits with her within the room. 

Neither of them say anything for a long time, then Maggie prepares her for what lies ahead, "We are trying some new medicine in hopes to give some chance of survival. But the struggle may prove to be too much. Your Dad is in a coma-like state right now. No one has ever recovered from that advanced stage. This new medicine has hopes to change that. It is supposed to bring them out of that coma-like state ...but it is not expected to be a peaceful deliverance. It'll take great determination and a strong will to live. That almost insurmountable struggle that lies ahead ...well, I don't know if anyone can overcome that. But if he does make it through, it is at that time you can put all your regrets behind. It is then that Dad will need you. It is then that you will need to be there for him."

Shannon looks into Maggie's eyes, "When do they begin the medication?"

Maggie encloses her hands around Shannon's, "Hopefully, tomorrow. We don't have it here. We had to send for it as soon as we heard you were coming. We expect the plane may be arriving back tomorrow."

Shannon can't imagine the struggle that is ahead, "Has anyone survived as a result of this new medication?"

Maggie wishes she can give Shannon more hope, but she must be honest, "No, we've only tried it with one other person." 

Shannon doesn't wait to ask, "So, what happened?"

Maggie doesn't mean to dishearten her, "We don't know yet. That other person is the old Chief. Early yesterday morning we gave him the medication. We had to move him to another building because his screams were so intense, he was scaring the other patients. But sadly, we have to take these desperate measures. It is believed that our only chance is with the hope that these violent seizures that the medication causes, will force him out of the comatose condition."

Shannon has to ask, "Aren't any of the rest of you afraid you are going to get it? Isn't it highly contagious?"

Maggie smiles, "We just recently received a vaccination for it. You'll be getting your dose within the hour."

Suddenly, Maggie is paged. She hurries out of the room, kissing Shannon quickly on the forehead before departing.

Shannon is left alone to dwell on everything she'd just been told. She wonders whether Maggie was called to the other building where the Chief is. She tries to blot out the thought of the torturous event he must be going through. She will be witnessing it herself, soon enough, with Dad. He will be getting the medication. She can't deal with those thoughts right now though ...so instead she resorts to prayer. 

Shannon is interrupted once as they bring her dose of the vaccination. Then she continues to pray for Dad and the Chief. 

Few people command such an immediate response, but one of them is Rebekkah. She had demanded to talk with Maggie. But once Maggie realizes she'd been called out of the room for a mere phone call—-and not an emergency—-she is certain to tell the person about it, "I was sitting in the room with Shannon when you called. I find that much more important at this time, than discussing the book with you."

Rebekkah realizes it as true, "You're right. I'm sorry. That's not really why I called anyway. I just found it easier to talk about the other first, then leading up to the more painful issues. I ran a cross-check on that bloodwork. Th-e the sic-k-k Ch-ief is real-ly Crazy Larry—-that prisoner that ...."  

Rebekkah gets all choked up, and can't continue. 

At this moment Maggie asks, "Is Cindy there? I'd like to talk with her."

Rebekkah quickly regains her assertiveness, "You know you can't tell Cindy about this—-it would tear her up inside. What if Stephen doesn't make it? Most likely he won't. Let's be honest ...you don't expect him to make it. So, do you still honestly think it would be good to tell Cindy that her husband is alive—-only to tell her the next day that he died?"

Maggie has enough assertiveness in her character to challenge what she thinks is proper, "To be honest with you, I think it unthinkable not to tell Cindy. If she doesn't know now, then she can't pray for her husband during a time when he needs everyone's prayers. And if you are thinking that Stephen will most likely die, and she should never know ...then you are creating a huge burden for Shannon."

Rebekkah insists, "I don't know—-I just know I can't tell Cindy, that's all. I don't want to burden anyone." 

Maggie insists, "Well, then—-I'll call her. You can't just not tell her. Someone's got to tell her."

Maggie would perhaps understand more how Rebekkah feels if she knew that her husband actually has a son ...and that son is Cindy's husband. Rebekkah fights to prevent those angry emotions from taking over again. Over fifty years ago she had received that startling letter. Then over a decade later she'd traveled to a maverick molecular biologist in England to verify it. And poor Ruth—-the fantasy that she'd created, pretending her son was her and Stephen's son—-poor Ruth never knew it truly was Stephen's son. Ruth went to her grave—-not knowing. And Rebekkah doesn't want her own son, nor anyone else to know either.

Would Maggie tell her own husband that it is his son that is about to die? Rebekkah will not give her that option.  She hadn't told Ruth, and she isn't going to tell Maggie either. 

Maggie had paused. She has one more point she wants to share, "And by the way, the plane that went to get the medication also dropped off the manuscript I've been working on for you. They shall be arriving in the States in a day or two. I just want you to know how difficult it has been for me all these years. At your pleading, I promised—-but I'm sorry I did. I believe it was wrong for me to promise. But I did learn something from it. I learned never to make a promise. And going over all these manuscripts has also been a burdensome task. Trying to keep them hidden to preserve the secret my husband doesn't know about you—-well, it is sneaky and deceitful. I can't imagine how you managed all these years to ...." 

Maggie had said enough—-probably too much. She should have left that last part out. If Rebekkah is going to receive her words, she would have by now. 

Perhaps Rebekkah has received Maggie's words, but is still a ways away from acting on them. It seems that is always the case with Rebekkah.  She has spent a lifetime avoiding it—-but now, just this past year, she let Maggie know that she was preparing to tell him. But, she doesn't fault Maggie for not believing her. Rebekkah had begun writing a book entitled, 'So Loved...'. She wanted to write a book to explain to her son how much she loves him. She knew how difficult it would be to tell him how much she loves him, since she spent most of his lifetime avoiding telling him so. But she felt the book would adequately explain why she felt she couldn't tell him, at first—-yet, how would he respond to her not telling him when she could? And then ...feeling she couldn't again.

Rebekkah had started by collecting some of his poems—-the collection entitled, 'So Loved ...'. Then she worked a story around some of the poems. But instead of finishing the first book, she began writing a second book. Maggie's response at that time was to send Rebekkah a poem of her own, entitled, 'It's Never Too Late'. 

The second book was supposed to bridge the gap between her not being able to tell him, then when she could—-then not being able to again. This is the book she was about to complete ...having been a long time in coming.

Maggie recalls telling Rebekkah that she seemed to be writing more for herself—-that it appeared to be her own rationalizing and justification. And it appeared she would never tell him. It was taking so long to write, it appears she is using it as a stalling tactic.

Rebekkah had claimed it was because details were missing from the story, and she had politely asked for Maggie's help. But the story dragged on and on. She had decided that the last half of that second book would make a good third book. Maggie had said she was no longer curious whether and how Rebekkah would tell her son—-as long as she told him. This was taking ridiculously long, but nonetheless, Rebekkah had committed to the trilogy. She claimed she was eager to get it into print, but as Maggie sees it—-she is no more prepared to tell her son than she'd ever been. The truth is—-she's spending most of her time doing what she has been doing for a lifetime ...avoiding the truth, at least the telling portion of it. And she is asking yet another friend to help her write the final chapter of a story which she says she hopes she can play her part in—-helping to create a more pleasant ending for—-actually, for all.

******* 
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Maggie will not be making any phone call. It is Shannon's place to talk with her mom ...if and when she decides to do so. If Shannon happens to believe the same as Rebekkah—-that they should wait, and only tell Cindy in the event that the medicine works—-then Maggie would do her best to try to convince Shannon that it's the wrong approach. But everything said and done, if Shannon still agrees with Rebekkah ...then Maggie will just try to respect that.

Maggie does not need to concern herself. As she enters the room, Shannon is on the phone, "I'm doing fine, Mom. How about you? You sound tired ...must be all that celebrating. By the way, happy birthday, Mom!"

Shannon had prayed. She's a bit more relaxed now ...actually, more than a bit. She seems like a totally different person. The prayer has not only brought her beyond tears, but to a conversation that actually appears rather lighthearted. 

Shannon smiles as she listens to Mom's response over the phone, "Well, technically speaking, it is my birthday. But it's only a couple hours past midnight here. But don't worry about that. It's always so good to hear from you. I know you must be caught up in everything—-it's a wonder you remembered my birthday. But you are always sweet that way. I miss you so much, Shannon."

Maggie listens as Shannon replies, "I'm so sorry, Mom.  I didn't mean to wake you.  I never could get those time zones straight."

Mom laughs, "Don't apologize. I know you don't get much occasion to call. And you know I'm worried sick about you all the time. The best thing you could have done for me was to call. You don't know how good it is to hear from you. It always seems like forever to me, but I know you don't get a chance very often."

Shannon is eager to move on with the conversation, "Mom, I have to tell you ...I've had the most fantastic adventure here. God works wonderful miracles in the mission field—-sometimes way beyond our imaginations."

Shannon can't see her Mom smile.  Everyone back home was aware of Rebekkah's surprise shipment. Mom imagines part of the reason Shannon hadn't called sooner was that she had received her surprise Arabian horse, and she had probably ridden it every day from dawn until dusk, thinking of nothing else. But Shannon is so sweet. She had remembered her Mom's birthday.  

Mom misses her so much, "Yes, way beyond our imaginations. I imagine you'll be coming home soon. You will be back in time for your sister's wedding, won't you?"

Shannon is preparing to spring her surprise, "I planned on leaving for home last week, but something came up, and I've been rather busy ...but I'm doing my best. I hope you don't mind me bringing someone home with me."

Mom laughs again, "Oh, silly me ...for a second there, you had me. But you're talking about the horse, aren't you?" 

Shannon draws out the suspense, "No—-that was a wonderful surprise, but this is an even bigger surprise."

Mom teases, "So, you met someone? The wedding bells will still be ringing in my ears from Leah's marriage ...and then you?"

Shannon knows she will win this game of teasing, "No, it's not my marriage I'm referring to ...it's yours."

Mom laughs, "That doesn't sound like you, Sweetie. I know Fernye has a knack for matchmaking, but don't tell me you are into it too." 

There is a long pause. Shannon is beginning to get caught up in her tears again. And Mom is just caught in quiet reflection. She knows Shannon is just kidding, but she doesn't understand the sudden silence.

Mom asks, "Are you still there?" 

Kidding aside, Shannon fights back her tears. "Yes, Mom, I'm still here." 

It is so awkward and difficult to gauge emotions over the phone, but Mom tries, "Is it Leah's wedding that you're referring to? Are you worried that I'm going to try to take over her wedding ...and not give her any breathing space? Is that why you said my wedding ...because you know how I get? Well, I don't blame you ...I do sort of get carried away. I get all excited, and want to do this and that ...but you know how it is with me. You know that when you say my wedding ...you aren't talking about my wedding. You know I will never remarry. But I can still get excited about one of my children getting married.  I guess you can tell that I am a bit tired ...rambling on like this, and not making much sense."

Shannon fights back the tears, "I didn't say your wedding, I said your marriage. You've made it clear to all of your children that you would never remarry. And that fact has made this occasion most beautiful."

Mom yawns, "I guess you may be a bit tired too ...being through so much lately.  I imagine the mission field is a real challenge." 

Shannon draws a deep breath," Mom, I don't know how to tell you this, but ......"  

*  *  *   *   *   *  *  *  *
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Through many tears, Shannon manages to tell Mom all about it. And Maggie listens to the blessed sharing of this most joyous revelation, capped with prayer.

Neither Shannon nor Mom can figure how this all came to pass—-they just stand ready to offer their thanks in prayer. Only two people really know the truth of what happened—-and they may not live to tell it.
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