
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Dare to Dream Again

a novella by Alana Terry


To my mother, Gloria.

I’m so sorry we didn’t have more time together before God took you home, but I’d like to think that you’d be proud of this novel.

Note: The views of the characters in this novel do not necessarily reflect the views of the author, nor is their behavior necessarily being condoned.

The characters in this book are fictional. Any resemblance to real persons is coincidental. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form (electronic, audio, print, film, etc.) without the author’s written consent.

Copyright © 2017 Alana Terry

Cover design by Dan Van Oss at Covermint Design.

Scriptures quoted from THE HOLY BIBLE, NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION®, NIV® Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.® Used by permission. All rights reserved worldwide.

www.alanaterry.com



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


CHAPTER 1
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I’ve never been so in love before.

Not like this.

He leans over as he takes my hand. So gentle, charming as he asks, “Would you care to do the honors and bless our meal?”

“Of course.” I close my eyes but can still feel his gaze warming my face. I can’t pretend not to notice. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

“You know.” His voice is soft like the spring breeze that floats past. All around me, the smell of our cut grass is even stronger than the nasturtiums I just planted. He’s worked hard. We both have.

Which is what makes this evening picnic a perfect way to end the day. Together. We couldn’t ask for anything else.

He brushes my cheek with his work-worn finger. His callouses are surer signs of love than the smoothest, silkiest hand of royalty. “I’m sorry for distracting you,” he says and shuts his eyes. “Go ahead.”

Our fingers intertwine as I thank the Lord for our food, for our lives together. For all the sorrow he’s brought us through and all the hope we have for our future. I thank him that he’s given us two beautiful children. And as much as I love them and the way they cling to me through the day, I’m even more grateful that right now they are both fast asleep so we can enjoy this moment of peaceful stillness together.

“Amen.” He leans over me. His breath is hot on my neck. “I love you,” he says, but I can’t say it back. My throat is clenched tight. My face is hot with tears.

What’s wrong with me?

“I love you,” he repeats, a question in his voice, and more than anything I want to tell him the same. 

Why can’t I speak?

We have our daughters, we have the Lord, we have each other.

So why does it feel like my heart’s been split in two? Why are these hot tears streaming down my cheeks?

Why is my husband’s image disappearing in front of my eyes?

I love you too, but by the time I manage to whisper the words, he’s gone.

It’s only me.

Alone in the dark.

Stifling my cry so I don’t wake up my teenage daughters.

Begging God for just five more minutes.

Five more minutes with my Stan.

Five more minutes where I can imagine we’re together again.

No, not that long? What about sixty seconds? Ten seconds.

One ...

I squeeze my eyes shut. It’s hours before dawn, but I know I won’t be able to get back to sleep.

I sit up in bed, turn on my lamp, and pick up my Bible, reminding myself that God blesses those who mourn no matter how hard it feels right now to believe those words.
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CHAPTER 2
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Gloria’s alarm woke her up shortly after six, only an hour or so after she’d finally managed to get herself back to sleep. Dreams about Stan had become more and more common since their daughter’s high school graduation last year. Memories that threatened to crush and overwhelm her.

The funny thing was that if Stan were still alive, she probably would have forgotten all about that picnic in the backyard. She wouldn’t cling to those ridiculously mundane details of the four short years they’d had together. Making cream cheese and cucumber sandwiches to enjoy together that early summer evening. How many years ago?

Far too long.

She glided into her slippers, knowing that if she tried to hold her devotions in bed, she’d fall asleep again. At least her morning rituals were one part of her life where she felt she could be in complete control. 

Tying her robe around her waist, she walked softly down the hall, careful not to make too much noise. She turned on the water for tea and sat down in her rocking chair, prayer journal in hand.

Well, Lord, I might be tired, but I’m ready to praise you today.

The morning would be a little more rushed than usual. Gloria would have to leave the house by 8:30 to get to the church on time. This would be her eleventh year making snacks for vacation Bible school. She’d been planning for weeks already, writing out shopping lists, pouring through old recipe books, testing new ideas in her kitchen.

This year would be different. Valley Tabernacle, the church across the river, was joining forces with Orchard Grove Bible Church. It made sense. With only two congregations in a town this small, there was no reason for each church to hold a separate VBS when they could pool their resources and work together. At least that’s what everyone had thought last spring when they started making plans. Gloria wasn’t too thrilled about having to cook in someone else’s space. She’d spent so much time at Orchard Grove Bible’s downstairs kitchen that it felt like she owned the space. She hoped that with the venue changed to Valley Tabernacle’s larger and newer campus she wouldn’t feel like a guest intruding in on someone else’s territory.

And so she prayed. About the kitchen, the children coming to VBS, the other volunteers helping out. Gloria had recruited her daughter Susannah to help her in the kitchen, as well as one of the young men who’d grown up at Orchard Grove, Ricky Fields. Now there was a boy who needed her prayers. Prayers that he would one day find the courage to tell Susannah how he truly felt about her. If they weren’t a match made in heaven, Gloria didn’t know who was. They’d practically grown up wearing the same diapers. Aside from being so shy, he was perfect for her daughter, and Gloria had no problem telling God so while she prayed over her day.

Once her tea was ready, she scooped in a small dollop of honey and took her mug back to the chair. This time of day was perfect. The girls were still asleep but not the birds outside. Birds who made for their Creator the glorious music that made everything look and feel peaceful and serene.

Oh, Stan. Remember those mornings together? When we woke up early before you went off to work? I’m sorry I didn’t keep that up once the babies came. I should have found the energy to wake up with you even then. I had no idea how little time we’d have together. I miss you so much. If only you could see how beautiful the girls have grown up to be.

But of course, her husband didn’t answer, and she was left to finish off her cup of tea alone.
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CHAPTER 3
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Gloria had only set foot in Valley Tabernacle twice, once for a wedding and once for a funeral, both times for individuals she’d hardly known. It was silly, but she felt the smallest wave of superstition sweep over her. Of course, the fine folks who attended Valley Tabernacle were just as much Christians as she was, but there were certain issues of both doctrine and practice that would make her more than a little uncomfortable to attend a service here.

It wasn’t just the music, either. It was the entire style of worship. The loud, flamboyant amens and hallelujahs shouted out randomly from the congregation. The disorderliness of it all ... It was probably just prejudice on her part, but she was glad that her daughter and Ricky Fields had agreed to help out with snacks. Glad that she’d have volunteers she knew.

Of course, with her younger daughter Kitty having the health issues that she did, it was hard for both Gloria and Susannah to be gone from the house at the same time. That’s why she was so thankful Ricky’s mom agreed to spend the mornings with Kitty, who had required round-the-clock care her entire life. Yet another reason Gloria hoped Susannah and Ricky would get along well this week. Susannah had her heart set on becoming a missionary, but Ricky grew up here and was already being primed to take over his dad’s courier business when he retired. A boy like Ricky could offer Susannah a nice, comfortable home right here in Orchard Grove.

Did you hear that, God? she joked as she found her way to the Valley Tabernacle kitchen. Just give Ricky and Susannah one good week together. Please. That’s all I ask.

“Good morning, Mrs. Peters. How are you doing today?”

Gloria smiled at the young boy she’d watched grow up since the first day he’d come to church all swaddled up like a baby burrito. Ricky’s mom and Gloria had shared their first pregnancies together. Ricky was born exactly two weeks — almost to the hour — before Susannah. For years, the women had joked about their children growing up and falling in love. Now, Gloria hoped that God might remember their teasing and bring his good plans about for her daughter. If only Susannah would stop talking so much about wanting to run off to do mission work on foreign soil.

“Hello, Ricky.” She wiped her hands on an apron she’d borrowed from the Valley Tabernacle closet. Reaching out to give him a small hug, she added, “I’m so glad you’re willing to help out this week.”

He cleared his throat. This summer he’d shot up at least half a foot, a second or late adolescence of sorts. Had Susannah noticed? 

“How can I help?” Ricky asked.

Gloria peered over his shoulder, which was quite a bit broader than it had been just a year ago when he and Susannah graduated high school. “Oh, there’s plenty to do,” she answered, “but where’s Susannah? Didn’t she come with you?”

The schedule for the week worked out perfectly, at least in theory. Gloria would come to church early to get the kitchen set up. Ricky would drive over to the house to pick up Susannah and drop off his mom who had volunteered to sit with Kitty during the mornings, a huge blessing since she was one of the few people outside of family who could be trusted to take care of Kitty. It was a lot to ask of her, but Gloria wondered if she agreed so readily to play nurse all week because it would get Ricky and Susannah together in the same room for three and a half hours a day.

She eyed Ricky Fields, recalling how awkward and gangly he’d been just a few years earlier. No wonder Susannah had hardly paid him any attention. But now ... Sure, he was still a little shy, but hopefully this week her daughter would realize how much her childhood friend had matured. Ricky was a fine young man. 

Someone who would be good to her, provide for her, and never, ever take her away from Orchard Grove.
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CHAPTER 4
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“There you are, sweetie.” Gloria leaned in to give Susannah an air hug since her hands were covered in flour.

“Smells good,” Susannah said. “What are you making?”

Gloria was nodding subtly toward Ricky, hoping her daughter would take the hint and acknowledge him as well. That was the problem. Those two had grown up so close together they were just like siblings. Ricky was invisible to Susannah like the vase or photo you pass every single day until you stop noticing it at all.

Gloria had to snap her focus back onto her cooking if she wanted to have these snacks ready for the VBS students, who right now were upstairs screaming as loudly as they could, spurred on no doubt by the opening speaker. 

She glanced at the pile of tablecloths she’d brought over from Orchard Grove Bible Church. “Why don’t you two start setting the tables. I was hoping they’d be up for us by now, but I guess the folks here had other matters to worry about.”

She nodded at some stacked folding tables against the wall. “Ricky, I don’t think Susannah’s strong enough to get those by herself. Why don’t you help her out?”

Susannah led the way to the tables. Gloria wanted to call after her, whisper to her that she should let Ricky go first. Make him feel respected as a man. But those lessons could come later. All Susannah needed was for God to open her eyes to the potential residing in Ricky Fields. With the right kind of woman by his side, he could turn into one of the most upstanding citizens Orchard Grove had seen in decades.

Stan would have been so happy. As much as he jokingly complained about Gloria playing matchmaker while the kids were still young enough to swim naked together in the kiddie pool, he would be proud of the man Ricky had become.

Proud to make him his son-in-law.

It was supposed to get easier, wasn’t it? When Gloria was a young widow struggling to raise a precocious preschooler and a toddler who failed to meet any of her physical or developmental milestones, she’d figured that by this point in her life, she’d have moved past the mourning stage. Her biggest worries back then were how to raise her daughters without their father leading her and offering his guidance, but with the Lord’s help and a significant amount of heavenly grace, she’d managed.

“Here, Susannah. Let me get that for you.” Ricky bumped his knee into one of the chairs, toppling it over, while he scrambled to grab and unfold the legs.

Gloria glanced at the pair surreptitiously and thought of God’s many blessings.

Susannah had graduated a year early and was working now as a caretaker at an assisted living home. Kitty’s condition was as stable as it ever would be. Both girls loved each other and loved the Lord. What more could she ask for?

A happy marriage for Susannah. A marriage as joyful and harmonious as Gloria and Stan’s had been.

Yes. That’s what she wanted for her daughter. That’s why she was so anxious for this week to go perfectly for the two of them.

“What are you doing with those tables?”

Gloria snapped her head up from the cookies she’d been icing. Wiping her hands on her apron, she hurried out of the kitchen. “Can I help you?”

A slightly bald man in gym shorts and a sweat-stained T-shirt stood in the middle of the room. “What’s going on?”

She didn’t recognize him. Must be a member at Valley Tabernacle. His name tag just said Derek, no last name. Gloria could only guess why he was bothering her now. She was already behind schedule. “Well, the snack tables weren’t arranged, so I asked my daughter and her friend to set them up for us.” She glanced at the clock on the wall. “The kids will be here in fifteen minutes.” It wasn’t much time to get things ready. She still needed to finish icing the cookies and then arrange the fruit in the shape of a dolphin to go along with the week’s underwater theme. 

Derek glanced around the room. “My kids’ll be here in fifteen, you mean.”

Gloria crossed her arms. “I beg your pardon?”

“This room is reserved for games and rec. Didn’t you get the handout at the meeting?”

“I told Joy we needed this space to feed the kids, and she said it was all mine.”

He shrugged. “Well, I checked again just this morning. Games and rec in the fellowship hall. We’ll need these tables folded back up against the walls. I can help if you ...”

Susannah laid a gentle, placating hand on Gloria’s shoulder, but Gloria ignored her. “And where do you expect the kids to eat all this food I’ve made?”

Another shrug. “Outside, like it says here on the schedule?”

As if he couldn’t just as easily take his games and rec outside. Who needed an entire fellowship hall just to play duck, duck, goose?

She shook her head. “We’ve been planning on using the fellowship hall for weeks. Joy said it was ours.”

“I’m sorry for the mix-up.” There was a softness in his tone that for a second made her believe he meant it. “I can talk to Joy later, but for now I wonder if we better stick to what’s printed.” He pointed to a piece of paper taped to the wall. 

Gloria didn’t bother walking all the way over to read it. 

“So what do you want to do?” Derek asked. “I suppose we could squeeze the tables in over here and share the space.”

She shook her head. Her kids would have no peace or quiet to eat their snacks with rowdy games and relay races going on just a few feet away. The last thing she needed was for a basketball to come crashing down on her fruit dolphin or a dodge ball to knock over one of the pitchers of lemonade.

She let out her breath in a loud huff that she hoped communicated her displeasure. “Well, if we just have to take the snacks outside, so be it. Good thing it’s sunny.”

He frowned and for a moment looked genuinely sincere. “Well, the kids aren’t here yet. Will you at least let me help you take the food outside?”

She turned on her heel. “I’m sure we’ll manage just fine by ourselves, thank you very much.”
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“It’s ok, Mom. It’s really not a big deal.” Susannah’s voice was gentle and soothing as she and Gloria carried one of the folding tables outside. Ricky trailed behind them with the fruit platter.

“Look.” Susannah smiled when they stepped outside. “It’s gorgeous out. I really think we’re getting the better end of the deal.”

She sighed at her daughter’s words. The first class was already here, running haphazardly across the lawn while they waited for Gloria to finish setting up.

Good thing the town wasn’t supposed to get any rain. Heaven knew the orchards nearby needed it, but since the kids were relegated to eating their snacks outside, at least they wouldn’t get drenched. She shook her head. Joy Holmes was one of the young mothers at Orchard Grove, a few years older than Susannah, and she’d volunteered to run VBS this year. Or more likely, she’d been elected to do so, which was the most common way for anything to get done at a church run by committees and subcommittees. 
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