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An Orphan Finds Her Parents

 


Synopsis: An Orphan Finds Her
Parents -- Sally was a devout Christian orphan girl living simply
in New York City until a friend handed her a letter, which would
change her life forever. Her parents had sent it and not only did
she learn they were alive; but that they had a potential husband
for her and he would be waiting on their estate. She embarks on the
days-long journey across the country and there she meets Mark, who
is everything she’d want in a husband, if only she wasn’t already
promised to another. She knows that she may not survive the journey
to San Francisco without falling in love with the handsome man who
is rapidly winning her heart.

 


 


New York City was a lonely place for all the
people who lived in it. Sally tried to stay positive about her
living situation, but the truth was that she just couldn’t
understand the idea that out of all those people living there, she
was the only one who believed in God.

Sally understood that the thought was an
exaggeration. She knew that there had to be other Christians tucked
away somewhere in all of the nooks and crannies in the enormous
city. However, if there were good ones — truly pious men and women
— she didn’t know where to find them.

She tried to be open-minded. She really did.
Nevertheless, Sally knew that if she left her mind too open, the
devil might try to slip in and do her harm. God was very specific
in what he expected out of his flock, and Sally never, ever, wanted
to disappoint her creator.

Growing and selling her own fruits and
vegetables out of the small plot of earth behind her tiny cottage
allowed her to come in contact with people from all walks of life.
Women in furs who smelled of the richest perfume were sometimes the
rudest of all, so concerned with vanity that they didn’t have room
in their perfumed hearts for the Lord.

Sometimes, it was the most humble of people —
those without homes — who had the brightest of God’s light in their
hearts. Having nothing humbled a person, emptied him out until the
Lord could fill them up. She’d give those wanderers whatever
produce she hadn’t sold that day to help ensure the survival of
their physical selves.

“Thank you, Miss Sally,” they’d cry
enthusiastically, clutching the carrots, cucumbers, or potatoes to
their chests. “God bless!”

It was only an expression, but she feared the
blessing was overused and not understood properly. She often tried
to pray with the people she gave the produce to, but they were too
eager to leave and put some food in their bellies for that.

How could she help them see that if they
followed God, he would never allow them to be hungry again?

Sally knew what it was like to have nothing.
She had been there. As soon as she turned her life over to God,
though, everything had changed. She stopped yearning so much for
the unknown to be known, preferring to let God worry about those
kinds of things.

Sally had been raised in an orphanage, her
parents having abandoned her not long after she was born.

It used to make her sad to think about the
fact that her parents hadn’t wanted her. There could have been some
deficiency in her that had made them turn away, and for that, she
wasn’t deserving of love.

When she finally found God, finally woke up
and started listening to the orphanage-mandated Sunday church
services, Sally found that she could put all of her burdens in the
Lord’s arms and he would bear them for her.

God was so much stronger than her, but as
soon as she trusted in him, he took all of her weaknesses away.

Well, nearly all of them.

Sally couldn’t help but feel lonely
sometimes, even if she was living in the middle of the bustle of
New York City.

She saw couples walking together on jaunts,
visiting her house for some fresh produce. They held hands, grinned
unabashedly at each other, and kissed. Sometimes, it made Sally
blush to see them. If they were married, that was one thing. From
her readings of the bible, God condoned and encouraged marriage.
Sally had tried to study a particular portion of Corinthians to
understand what a union with a man would be like, but it was very
confusing.

“Now concerning the matters about which you
wrote: “It is good for a man not to have sexual relations with a
woman.” However, because of the temptation to sexual immorality,
each man should have his own wife and each woman her own husband.
The husband should give to his wife her conjugal rights, and
likewise the wife to her husband.

For the wife does not have authority over her
own body, but the husband does. Likewise, the husband does not have
authority over his own body, but the wife does. Do not deprive one
another, except perhaps by agreement for a limited time, that you
may devote yourselves to prayer; but then come together again, so
that Satan may not tempt you because of your lack of
self-control.”

Marriage seemed to ward off some evil things
but invited a completely different set of actions and duties Sally
wasn’t sure she wanted to understand. Most of the time, she had
comforted herself with the thought that she was young and didn’t
need to marry yet.

That all changed when she turned
twenty-five.

Something about that number that was so
final. At twenty-five, Sally wasn’t sure what she’d imagined for
herself. Growing up in an orphanage, she was taught to never expect
much of anything. She was lucky to have the things she had, through
the grace of God — her small but cozy cottage, the fruits and
vegetables that she grew to be able to afford it, her health, and
the few friendships she still tried to maintain here and there.

Sally gave thanks to the Lord every morning
when she woke up, every night before she went to bed, and every
waking moment that she remembered how blessed she was. A great many
orphans never had a chance to lead good Christian lives. Why, Sally
had even run into one of her previous peers selling herself right
on the street corner. Sally knew that it would never come to that
for her — and it was all because she carried the love of God in her
heart.

However, in spite of her many, many blessings
and in spite of how far she’d come, Sally still couldn’t help but
feel lonely sometimes. It was such a big city, New York, but she
was beginning to suspect that the man God meant for her to marry
wasn’t among the thousands.

The men the same age was Sally who attended
the church she went faithfully to every Sunday disappointed her.
They seemed pious, at first glance, and at least looked like they
believed in God and followed his instructions in their lives.

But, when she tried to spend time with them
outside of the place of worship, all they could talk about was
their livelihoods, the things they did in leisure, how boring
scripture was. They never even cracked open a bible during the week
— something Sally looked forward to doing every day.

She wrote off these men, these wolves in
sheep’s clothing and comforted herself with the fact that she was
young and marriage would happen for her eventually — God willing,
of course.

However, Sally couldn’t help that her prayers
to the Lord before she went to sleep were getting increasingly
desperate.

“Dear God,” she prayed, kneeling beside her
narrow bed. “If it is your will, please help me to find the man I’m
meant to spend the rest of my life with. I feel that I have been
alone my whole life. I know that you have been by my side every
step of the way, but I wish to experience marriage, to know what
it’s like to a hold my husband’s hand as we take walks, to have
someone to love other than you, Lord.

“Forgive me, Lord, but I am envious of
married couples I see. I pray that I could one day know that same
love and companionship with a worthy partner. I want my husband to
love you and your word just as much as I do. I hope I’m not being
selfish in praying for this, Lord. I just wish that I could have
someone by my side, someone to love for the rest of my days.
Amen.”

Sally prayed several variations of that each
day, having faith that the Lord would see fit to answer her
prayers.

The answer came; just not where and how she
expected it.

Sally was walking down to a tiny grocer’s on
the corner of her street, basket in hand. She usually ate whatever
she grew and didn’t sell or give away, but there were some things
that she needed that didn’t come out of the ground; eggs, for
example. Flour and sugar were other staples she scrimped and saved
for, and coffee was a rare luxury, indeed.

Sometimes, she wished she could fry up a big
platter of chicken or have a thick, juicy steak, but those things
were out of her range.

Sam, the owner of the small store, would’ve
probably given her a deal on a cut of meat if she asked for it, but
she didn’t like asking for charity — not when there were those
worse off than she was.

“Good afternoon, Sally,” Sam said cheerfully,
tipping his hat at her as he wrote down a figure on a pad of paper
in front of him.

“Hello, Sam,” she said. Something about
seeing him made her feel secure. She could never put her finger on
it, but he almost felt like a guardian angel. During the winter, he
was especially dear to her. She tried to save as much money as she
could, but not being able to grow and sell as many fruits and
vegetables often meant that Sally couldn’t make ends meet in the
colder months.

If she stayed away from the store for too
long, Sam would amble down to her little cottage with a care
package. Half the time, even if Sally was doing well, he wouldn’t
accept her money. She would pay him and then find her pennies at
the bottom of the sack with her groceries.

“What can I get you today?” he asked. “I just
got a fresh batch of eggs in.”

“You read my mind,” she said, smiling. “I’m
in the mood for a cake, but I didn’t have any eggs. Can I bring you
a slice once it’s made?”

“That sounds wonderful,” Sam said, reaching
into a bin and withdrawing a carton full of eggs. “I also have this
for you.”

He held out a sealed envelope and Sally
frowned, taking it. It was addressed to her in a handwriting that
she didn’t recognize.

“Did this letter get delivered to you by
mistake?” she asked. “That’s odd.” The postman who delivered her
mail to her brought it right up to her front door. They knew each
other by name, Sally often giving him some of her extra crops, and
she knew he couldn’t have mistakenly delivered a letter with her
name clearly marked on it to Sam.

“Just read it when you get a chance,” he
said, smiling and patting her hand. When she tried to hand him a
few coins for the eggs, he shook his head and wagged his finger at
her.

Sally was only just able to get home before
she tore into the envelope, curiosity consuming her.

She never could have guessed what it
contained.

 


 


Dear Sally,

We — your father and me, that is — hope this
letter finds you well. This may be difficult to believe, but you
are not an orphan. The story of why you were raised the way you
were is best left to tell in person, and that’s why we hope you
will join us in California.

We sent this letter to Sam. He’s an old
friend of your father’s who we entrusted to look after you from
afar all these years. He has been — please don’t be upset — keeping
us updated on your life from time to time, telling us what insights
he’s gained whenever you go to the grocer’s. We are so pleased that
you are a good Christian and an independent woman.

Sam noted to us that you aren’t yet married,
nor has he ever noticed you with male companions. Your father and I
know that we haven’t been there for you throughout these last
twenty-five years, but we would like to start remedying that
immediately. We know a very good man out here in California, an
associate of our estate.

He, too, is single, and a very devout
Christian. From what Sam tells us, we truly believe that this man
would make a good match with you, if you’d consider it.

If you wish to meet your father and me, and
see if you might grow to love this man we have in mind for you, Sam
has a one-way train ticket to San Francisco for you. All you have
to do is ask for it.

We know that you might now want to give up
your life in New York City, and you have already had to give up so
much because of us. We would understand completely if you do not
want to come to California — even if you don’t want anything to do
with your parents. We understand that you may be upset, and we know
you have questions. We are waiting here for you with open arms and
all the answers.

Please think about it. Pray about it. We look
forward to meeting you, if that is God’s will.

Love,

Your parents

 


 


Sally read and reread the letter, having to
sit down at one point just because she couldn’t believe it. She
couldn’t believe that this letter was really from her parents. If
she’d had parents her whole life, why had she been raised in the
orphanage? It just didn’t make sense, and yet here she was, holding
physical proof that her parents were alive and well and apparently
living in California with a man they thought she might like to
marry.

Right away, Sally recognized God’s hand in
all of this. It was just too miraculous for him not to be
involved.

“God, I prayed to you for something like
this,” she said quietly, kneeling on the spot, right beside the
kitchen table. “I just didn’t think I would be so confused and torn
when I did get your answer.”

God worked in mysterious ways, and this was
perhaps the strangest answer to a prayer she’d ever received. She’d
asked for a husband, and here God gave her two parents and a
possible fiancé. Sally was in such disbelief that she knew she
couldn’t even begin to consider making a decision one way or
another at this point.

Instead, she decided to bake.

Baking was therapeutic for Sally. She often
found that it cleared her mind, led her to see and understand
certain truths about her life, and gave her something physical to
distract the rest of her with when faced with a problem.

Such as the problem when you thought you were
an orphan for your entire life and then discovered that your
parents were simply living in California, waiting for you to join
them so that they could introduce you to the man you were supposed
to spend the rest of your life with.

Using the eggs that Sam had given her — her
need for eggs had changed her life today — she whipped up a simple
cake, flavoring it with lemon. As it baked, she stirred together
several ingredients for a homemade icing.

How had all of this happened so suddenly? She
went from being alone in her life to having parents and a possible
fiancé.

“Thank you, Lord,” she said. “I’m not
ungrateful. I’m just extremely shocked.”

Once the cake had cooled sufficiently, Sally
frosted it carefully before adding a slice of lemon on the top.
She’d promised to bring Sam a slice after it was done. Not anymore.
That man deserved the entire confection.

She carried it carefully down to the corner,
realizing with each step she took that she could never fully thank
the man for what he’d apparently been doing all these years. She’d
always believed he was her guardian angel. Now, she knew it beyond
the shadow of a doubt.

“That’s a lot bigger than a slice,” Sam
remarked as she set the cake down on the countertop.

“Oh, Sam!” Sally threw her arms around him
and hugged him tightly.

“I’m sorry I never told you,” he said,
holding her out at arm’s length. “There were times when I really
wanted to, Sally, especially when I saw you sad or upset. But it
was their wish that you didn’t know they had abandoned you until
they knew they could make it up to you somehow, and I supposed
now’s the time.”

“They said they had someone I might want to
marry,” she said, hardly believing the words that were coming out
of her mouth. “They want me to come to California. They said you
had a train ticket to San Francisco for me.”

“That I do,” Sam said, bending behind the
counter and shuffling papers and boxes around. “Somewhere.”

When he finally held it out to her, crumpled
though it was, taking it was like taking the ticket to the rest of
her life.

Sally had already made her decision. She was
going to leave New York City in favor of a brighter tomorrow. She
was going to meet her parents — and the man they thought she would
love — in California. She searched her heart and realized that she
was more than ready to make the change.

“I wish you all the happiness in the world,”
Sam said, giving her one last hug. “You’ll write to me, won’t
you?”

“Of course I will,” Sally promised as she
dashed out the door. The ticket could be redeemed whenever she
wanted, but there was a fire inside of her that she could only
quench with immediate action.

If possible, Sally wanted to leave
tomorrow.

 


 


The sun had set by the time she ran into her
cottage, breathless, and Sally knew she had preparations to make.
She had to alert her landlord that she was vacating the premises.
She had to find out what she was going to pack and what she was
going to give away to those who needed it worse than she did.

Her plants, of course, would have to stay in
New York. The notion was sad but necessary. She couldn’t take a
garden on a train all the way across the country. She would have to
be contented at the joy and security the fruits of her labor had
brought her and hope that the next occupant of this cottage would
benefit from them as much as she had.

Besides her bible, there was only one thing
that Sally knew she wanted to take.

When her parents had left her at the
orphanage as a baby — for whatever reason they had — she had been
wrapped up in a simple black and white quilt. Sally had kept the
quilt as a sort of talisman all this time. It used to be the only
proof that she’d had parents at all. Now she had the letter — and
the train ticket.

Still, Sally wouldn’t leave the quilt for
anything. Even though she’d outgrown it long ago, she could still
wrap herself up in it and feel secure. She’d always imagined that
it was God giving her a hug, comforting her through whatever trial
was happening in her life.

“God, thank you for this blessing,” Sally
prayed, wrapping herself in the quilt now. “I apologize for my
doubts and fears earlier. I know this is the path you want me to
take. Thank you for this wonderful, unexpected gift. You have
blessed me with this journey and I will never forget your mercy.
Thank you. Amen.”

 


Sally had never had the opportunity to ride
the train. She’d never had anywhere to go before this. She’d seen
the station before, though, and the hustle and bustle and
excitement of travel had lit up her imagination.

It was hard to imagine that she was going to
be the one doing the traveling now — all the way to San
Francisco.

She gave the conductor her ticket and he led
her to a small private compartment — one of several in the
passenger car. Sally thanked God — and her parents — yet again. She
knew the other cars had just benches and no privacy. Though her
berth was snug, it had a bed and a chair in it — plus a window all
to her self.

“The restroom is at the end of the hall,” the
conductor told her, pointing as Sally set her suitcase on the bed.
“It’s shared among all the compartments. The dining car is farther
down. Just follow your nose — you won’t be able to miss it.”

“Thank you,” Sally said, smiling as the
conductor left to help other travelers.

She looked around what was going to be her
home for the next few days as she traveled toward her future. It
was snug, but clean and comfortable, and she was lucky to be
traveling so well.

The first thing she did was to take her quilt
out from her suitcase and spread it over her bed. The bible was the
next thing that came out of the suitcase. She placed it on the
pillow and smiled as the train lurched forward. She was on her way
to her future, and she couldn’t wait to get there.

Pressing her face against the window, she
watched New York City pass by outside. When the last buildings
melted away, when the last factory smokestacks faded into the
distance, when Sally started to see trees and rivers and villages
she’d never seen before in her life, she felt incredibly alive —
more alive than she ever had been in the city. She’d felt trapped
living there, like she didn’t have a way to move forward. In the
winters, if not for Sam, Sally was sure she would’ve starved to
death.

Now, she had a chance to start all over
again. Not many people got this kind of an opportunity, and Sally
vowed not to let it go to waste. She was going to seize every
chance she got her hands on, starting with exploring this new
moving home.

The restroom was small but serviceable, just
like her berth. She walked past it, through another passenger car
with compartments like the one she was staying in, and then passed
into the dining car.

In her excitement of packing and rushing to
the station, Sally had forgotten to eat breakfast. She was
starving, and the smells of all the delicious food being cooked and
served to her fellow passengers was just too tempting to pass
up.

She sat down at an empty table and tried not
to look too excited — or too ravenous. She wanted to blend in with
everyone else. The only problem was, everyone else had somebody to
be with. Nobody was looking at the scenery outside, instead focused
on their dining partner or their plate of steaming food.

Just a few days ago, Sally would’ve felt the
sinful sting of envy. Now, though, she felt only joy. Soon, she’d
have the opportunity to sit across from a man and stare lovingly
into his eyes.

“Is this seat taken?”

Sally looked up and almost choked on her own
saliva. Standing in front of her, wearing a nicely fitted suit, was
the most handsome man she’d ever laid eyes on. His smile was kind
and polite — and dazzling — and for a moment she didn’t know what
to say.

“No one’s sitting there,” she said finally,
her tongue feeling thick and awkward in her mouth. She was shy, but
she didn’t know why. She talked to plenty of strangers when she was
peddling her produce back and the city. What was so different about
this man?

“I hope you don’t think I’m improper,” he
said, resting his hand on the back of the empty chair but still not
sitting down. Sally noticed that he swayed with the gentle movement
of the train. “It’s just that there aren’t any empty tables — or
empty chairs, for that matter — available. I’m a Christian man, and
my name is Mark. If you’ll allow me to sit, I would be happy to pay
for whatever you want on the menu.”

Sally didn’t know if she believed in love at
first sight. It was something that had never crossed her mind.

What she did know was that there was
something about the man standing in front of her — Mark — that she
found immensely intriguing, immediately sparking her interest in
him. Who said that she couldn’t have a friend for the duration of
the journey? She had several days all to herself, after all.

“Please, Mark, sit,” she said, smiling and
extending her hand toward the open chair. “My name is Sally.”

 


Mark turned out to be true to his word. As
soon as the waiter brought them their menus, he told Sally to have
whatever she wanted.

“But please, what are you having?” she asked.
If she could get him to say that first, she would know what kind of
price range they were looking at. She didn’t want to abuse the
kindness he was doing for her.

“I’m having what I’m having and you’re having
what you’re having,” he said, smiling at her. “Really. Choose
whatever you want. Don’t concern yourself with the price. This is
my treat for you having to endure me during your dinner.”

“Endure” wouldn’t have been the word that
Sally chose to describe just how much fun she was having dining and
chatting with a friendly stranger. It was part of her new
imperative — to have adventures, to take advantage of this new
opportunity to remake herself.

“Choose something,” Mark urged as the waiter
shifted from foot to foot and looked bored. “Anything.”

Sally bit her lip and then grinned
sheepishly. “Would a steak be too much?” She’d wanted steak for
longer than she cared to admit. It seemed like something a rich
person would dine on morning, noon, and night. She didn’t want Mark
to think she was trying to take advantage of his kindness.

“The lady would like a steak,” he told the
waiter. “And that sounds delicious, so I’ll have the same.”

The waiter sauntered away and Sally looked at
Mark. He was incredibly tall, and from the way he dressed, seemed
to have a good career. His blue eyes were kind and clear, and Sally
didn’t feel improper at all sitting with him and having dinner. He
didn’t have that kind of demeanor.

“So, where are you traveling to?” Mark asked,
taking a sip of water from his goblet. It had also warmed Sally’s
heart to hear him refuse the wine the waiter had offered. Perhaps
he really was a good Christian man.

“I’m going to San Francisco,” Sally said.
“All the way to the end of the line.” The train had been stopping
from time
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