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Jamie looked at the piece of paper that he’d
just positively mangled with his red pen and shook his head. If
this new writer didn’t start shaping up soon, perhaps he’d have to
find a job at one of New York City’s other papers — if they’d take
him at all.

Jamie was finding that he practically had to
rewrite every article from this particular writer, who was in his
second month with the paper. Jamie resolved to have a word with the
managing editor after lunch.

Well, if he even took lunch. There were too
many articles to be proofed by deadline. He might ask Marlene to
run down to the little café on the corner and get him a sandwich.
He could eat at his desk.

“Marlene!” he called, his stomach grumbling.
It was nearly 1 p.m., he saw with a quick glance at his wristwatch.
He was really going to have to pick up his editing pace. With any
luck, the rest of the articles wouldn’t be as time consuming.

“You called, Mr. Wallace?”

Marlene leaned into his office, smiling. One
of the paper’s many secretaries, Marlene was pretty and pleasant,
her hair always coiffed in the latest style. She was a
self-admitted flirt, though Jamie suspected she was genuinely sweet
on one of the delivery boys at the paper.

“I’m not going to be able to get away for
lunch,” he said, holding his hand out at the stack of articles
awaiting his red pen. “Would you mind going down to the Broadway
and grabbing me a sandwich or something?”

“No problem, Mr. Wallace,” she said.

He gave her a handful of coins and fell back
into editing. It was a grind sometimes, but he liked it. At least,
he told himself he liked it. It helped pay the rent to his shoebox
of an apartment. Jamie sometimes had to drag himself in to the
office, dreading the never-ending stacks of self-important
articles.

Especially with the new writer’s work, Jamie
was prompted to remember a passage from the book of James.

“So also the tongue is a small member, yet it
boasts of great things. How great a forest is set ablaze by such a
small fire! In addition, the tongue is a fire, a world of
unrighteousness. The tongue is set among our members, staining the
whole body, setting on fire the entire course of life, and set on
fire by hell.

“For every kind of beast and bird, of reptile
and sea creature, can be tamed and has been tamed by mankind, but
no human being can tame the tongue. It is a restless evil, full of
deadly poison. With it we bless our Lord and Father, and with it we
curse people who are made in the likeness of God.”

The verses could be easily applied to the
work that most of the writers did at the newspaper. They squawked
and squabbled, used all manner of flowery and unnecessary language
to prove what good writers they were, and put too much importance
on themselves and their craft — not the true stories.

It sometimes hurt Jamie’s soul to work there.
It wasn’t a great working environment, most of the writers and
editors walking around with their egos on their sleeves.

However, Jamie didn’t know what else to do.
He couldn’t very well just up and quit his job. How would he afford
food or his apartment?

His stomach grumbled again and he glanced
down at his watch. It’d been fifteen minutes already. Where was
Marlene? If she was flirting with the delivery boy, denying Jamie
his hard-earned lunch, he was going to give her an earful. Even as
he vowed to do so to himself, he knew he wouldn’t really do it.

He was soft hearted, and he knew the feeling
of being with someone you loved and knew that the person loved you
back. There was nothing better than that, Jamie knew. He knew it
well.

It was nearly 1:30 when Marlene did reappear
with his lunch, and he didn’t scold her.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Wallace,” she said, pouting a
little. “There was a long line at the Broadway, so I skipped over
to Jimmy’s, but I thought you might get upset if I brought you
Jimmy’s instead of the Broadway, so I went back to try to stand in
line, but it’d doubled in size by that time.”

“I’d only get upset if you never showed up
with my lunch at all,” Jamie said, noting her flushed cheeks and
red lips. She was lying — she’d been with the delivery boy. Marlene
always had the same look when she was with him — love struck. It
made Jamie smile inwardly in spite of his terrible yearning.

He’d been love struck, once. It was a long
time ago, though and almost long enough to believe that it’d never
happened at all.

Jamie opened his boxed lunch and sent Marlene
away. He picked up the sandwich and took a bite, chewing but not
tasting, as he was consumed in his own memories.

Her name was Laura, and she was the most
beautiful woman Jamie had ever laid eyes on in his entire life. He
was convinced that he’d never meet anyone as beautiful for the
remainder of his life. Not even jovial Marlene could hold a
candle.

Jamie met Laura when he was still a reporter
— green as grass to the newspaper business and still hopeful that
he could use his work to make a different in the city. She’d been a
source for one of the stories he wrote about an annual Protestant
parade, and he’d asked her out to dinner on a whim.

She’d been beautiful — dimples in her cheeks,
blue eyes, and curly brown hair she always wore pinned beneath a
hat. To Jamie’s unending surprise, she’d agreed, and it wasn’t long
before they were engaged.

He’d never been much for going to church, but
it was a requirement for Laura. She went every Sunday, which meant
he did, too. He didn’t mind it at all — anything to be around the
woman he adored. Moreover, they’d usually go out for brunch
afterward.

But the more he listened to the readings in
church and the sermon from the reverend, the more Jamie enjoyed
thinking and talking about God. It separated him a little bit from
his colleagues at the newspaper, which were a worldly bunch, but
Jamie didn’t care.

Going to church with Laura and discussing
religion with her became two of his favorite pastimes.

He liked nothing more than to visit Laura at
her parents’ home, or have her over to his tiny apartment, and
drink coffee while reading passages of the bible to each other.

He knew he loved her after she read several
verses from Corinthians to him.

“Love is patient and kind; love does not envy
or boast; it is not arrogant or rude,” she read, her perfect lips
taking care to form each word exactly. He could simply watch her
read for hours. “It does not insist on its own way; it is not
irritable or resentful; it does not rejoice at wrongdoing, but
rejoices with the truth. Love bears all things, believes all
things, hopes all things, and endures all things. Love never
ends.

“As for prophecies, they will pass away; as
for tongues, they will cease; as for knowledge, it will pass
away.”

She was so beautiful, and the verses from
Corinthians changed his life, reshaped his whole way of thinking.
Before that moment, the bible had been little more than a stuffy
tome, though some portions did offer bits of wisdom if Jamie was
alert enough to read them.

However, Laura reading to him about love from
the bible opened both her and the book to him. It was pure poetry,
written by someone who truly understood about love and was inspired
by nothing short of God himself.

Their life together was going to be so
beautiful; until the riot.

By that time, Jamie was an editor, rising
swiftly in the ranks of the newspaper. He wasn’t on the streets as
a reporter anymore, which bothered him only a little bit. The pros
far outweighed the cons — he had a much more stable schedule now,
which helped with seeing Laura.

It was through an article he was editing that
he found out about the riot. It had happened at the Protestant
parade where he’d first met Laura. He’d flown out of his office,
demanding answers from the hapless reporter.

“What I know is in black and white, right in
front of you, boss,” the guy had said, holding up his hands after
Jamie had seized him by the front of his shirt. “I don’t know who
died. There were dozens.”

Dozens. She could be one of dozens. Jamie had
walked right out of the office and to the police station, where
they’d taken the bodies. Sweet Laura. He knew the shape of her even
beneath the sheet they’d drawn over her body.

Jamie had taken some time off work after
that. The newspaper had insisted. He didn’t remember much of that
time. He’d lost himself in alcohol, tried to drown himself with the
bottle, but nothing seemed to work. All he could think of was
Laura; of what he’d lost.

It hurt to even look at the bible, and he
wouldn’t even think of stepping foot in a church.

Then, one day, the bible was open when it was
normally closed. Jamie couldn’t remember having done it, though he
couldn’t discount fumbling around the apartment drunk. He usually
had no memory of how he ended up in his bed. Nevertheless, the book
was open to Corinthians, the book that had opened the beauty of the
bible to him, though it wasn’t on the passage about love.

“Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord
Jesus Christ, the Father of mercies and God of all comfort, who
comforts us in all our affliction, so that we may be able to
comfort those who are in any affliction, with the comfort with
which we ourselves are comforted by God.”

The alcohol that Jamie had been drinking by
the bottle hadn’t been comforting him. It was then that he realized
that he had to reopen his heart to God in order to move
forward.

So, he did. He read the bible every night
before bed, eschewing the bottle. He started going to church every
Sunday, even though it was sitting in the pew when Laura’s absence
was felt the most. After a while, he even returned to work.

Everyone in the office gave him wide berth.
It was what they did for most tragedies. The reporters were a
capable bunch, but they didn’t know how to handle feelings if they
weren’t writing about them. Jamie didn’t blame them.

More than once, he’d thought about leaving
the job, about leaving New York City. However, he didn’t know where
he’d go. This had been his home his whole life. It was hard to pick
up and move without knowing where he was going, even if he didn’t
have any ties to bind him to New York anymore.

His parents had died when he was eighteen
after a terrible flu epidemic.

Jamie blinked, realizing that he was holding
a soiled napkin. He glanced at his wristwatch and drew in his
breath sharply. He had been sitting here for an hour, reminiscing,
when he should’ve been editing these articles.

The typesetters were going to start breathing
down his neck in less than thirty minutes if he didn’t start moving
these articles.

He crushed the napkin, tossed the empty box
into his waste bin, and set into the articles with a furious rush.
Thankfully, none of them required as much work as that first one.
He was done with the bulk of them by the time the first typesetter
leaned in his doorway, and was able to finish the last of them
while they were getting the pages together.

“It’s our little daily miracle, isn’t it,
Wallace?” another editor said, elbowing him jovially.

“I suppose so,” Jamie said. There was nothing
miraculous about the newspaper, he was afraid. Things happened.
Reporters wrote about them. He edited the resulting stories, the
typesetters got the pages together, and the press printed them.
They were finite steps that cycled every day, predictable as the
sun rising.

 


 


Jamie went home after a few more things —
talking to the managing editor about the trouble reporter, coaching
a few others on some long-term projects they were writing, and
meeting with the other editors about what was in the pipes for
coming editions.

The apartment was like a security blanket. It
had a dilapidated old couch, a stubborn stove, and small, rickety
bed with a lumpy mattress. It suited his needs, though, and coming
home to it was like coming home to a friend. He scrambled a couple
of eggs for supper — Jamie had simple tastes — and sat on the couch
to read a couple of evening editions of competing papers.

After he couldn’t read another inch of
newsprint, he turned to God’s word. Jamie could never fathom
reading the book from cover to cover. Usually, he just turned to a
page and started devouring the words. He figured that God would
direct him to what he most needed to see.

Tonight, the pages fell open to the book of
Romans.

“I appeal to you therefore, brothers, by the
mercies of God, to present your bodies as a living sacrifice, holy
and acceptable to God, which is your spiritual worship,” he read.
“Do not be conformed to this world, but be transformed by the
renewal of your mind, that by testing you may discern what is the
will of God, what is good and acceptable and perfect.”

Jamie frowned as he thought about this. Was
God telling him to seek something different from the world — his
world, New York City? Jamie couldn’t deny that he’d had a spiritual
transformation — several times over, in fact. He’d first been
transformed when he met Laura. He’d been destroyed by her death,
but he’d been transformed anew when the Lord gave him solace
through the bible.

Jamie went to bed pondering the passage and
wondering how God would reveal his plans for Jamie.

 


 


The answer came in the morning, when he was
at the office.

Jamie had woken feeling strangely rested, as
if he’d slept several days rather than several hours. He even rose
early from bed, taking the time to





























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































THE END
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