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Chapter 1 – The Pastor’s Morning (Friday, 8:00 a.m.)
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Pastor Elijah Cross wakes early, staring at a box of flyers for the church’s Sunday service. He’s been the pastor for 22 years, but lately feels invisible in his own town. Attendance has been dropping, and he’s convinced no one will care about the “small-town sermon” he’s planned. Still, he prays over the flyers and heads into town, his beat-up sedan rattling along the road. The day is overcast, matching his mood.
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Part 1 – A Box of Flyers and Cold Coffee
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Summary: Elijah wakes early, prays over the flyers, but feels a nagging sense that the effort won’t matter.

The house was still and a little too cold when Elijah Cross woke. His eyes opened to the faint light of an overcast morning pushing through the blinds. He lay there for a moment, listening to the soft tick of the wall clock in the hallway and the occasional creak of the parsonage settling under the damp chill.

He swung his legs out of bed, the carpet scratchy beneath his bare feet, and shuffled toward the kitchen. His coffee pot was already set from the night before—an old habit from years of early mornings—but the smell that met him was faint and burnt, as if the machine had worked too hard. He poured a mug anyway, watching the thin steam curl upward before flattening in the cold air.

The box was still there on the kitchen table. Plain cardboard, a little battered from the print shop’s delivery truck, sealed with clear tape that had already peeled back in one corner. Inside were the flyers. Two hundred of them. A simple design: pale yellow background, the church’s steeple in the corner, bold black letters that read:

“You’re Invited – Sunday Morning at 10 a.m.”

Hope Fellowship Church – Main & Walnut

He sat down and rested his hands on the box lid, almost as if he could warm it. His coffee cooled quickly. The silence around him pressed in.

Elijah leaned forward, elbows on the table, and murmured a prayer over the stack of paper he hadn’t even touched yet. “Lord... you know where these are going. You know who needs to see them.” His voice felt flat to his own ears. He paused, searching for the right words, but they didn’t come. The prayer ended in a long sigh.

For a moment, he just stared at the cardboard like it might open itself and hand the flyers to the right people without his help.

The wall clock ticked. His coffee was already cold.
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Part 2 – Sermon Notes in the Trash
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Summary: Elijah reviews his Sunday sermon but feels it’s stale, leading him to crumple part of it in frustration.

He pushed the coffee mug away and reached for the spiral notebook lying at the far end of the table. The pages were already curled at the edges, dog-eared from weeks of shoving it in and out of his satchel. A pen rested between the pages, marking the spot where he’d stopped the night before.

In bold letters across the top of the page:

Turning Points That Don’t Feel Like Turning Points

Elijah read the first few lines aloud, his voice husky from the morning:

“Some of the most important moments in our lives don’t announce themselves. They come disguised as interruptions, inconveniences, or even mistakes...”

He stopped. His lips pressed together. It sounded fine—harmless, even hopeful—but it felt like something he’d said a hundred times before. In truth, he had said it before. Three years ago. Same sermon title, same opening story about missing a bus and meeting someone who changed his life.

He tried again, skipping ahead.

“...we can’t always see God working until we look back.”

The words hung in the kitchen air, lifeless.

He closed the notebook and stared at it for a few seconds, then yanked the pen out, flipping the pages back to the opening paragraph. His fingers gripped the sheet and tore it free with a rip that seemed too loud for the quiet room. He crumpled the paper into a tight ball and tossed it toward the trash can by the fridge.

It landed on the rim, rolled, and dropped inside.

Elijah sat back in his chair, rubbing the bridge of his nose. He knew he’d rewrite it—he had to—but for the moment, the blank space in the notebook seemed to mock him. The flyers sat to his left, still untouched.

He looked from the empty page to the box, then to the muted gray light pressing against the blinds. What’s the point if no one’s listening anyway? The thought was quick but sharp.

He exhaled slowly, letting his shoulders slump before finally standing to get dressed. If he wasn’t going to have the right words in the pulpit, maybe he could at least show up on the street.
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