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Advance praise for
A Marriage In Time

“What do time travel, the story of David and Bathsheba, and a disgruntled pastor's wife have in common? A very entertaining story, chock full of Biblical history, romance, adventure, humor, and best of all, an important lesson that everyone needs to learn. So, grab some hot cocoa, find a comfy chair, and travel back to the time of King David. I guarantee, you won't regret it!”

MaryLu Tyndall,
award winning author of The Reckoning,
a pirate time travel romance. 
www.marylutyndall.com

 

 

“A Marriage In Time gives readers a biblical collision of Quantum Leap meets Back to the Future.  You will laugh as you join the adventure, and you will see within the fictional tale glimmers of the heart of God. Get ready to be transported back in time.”

Eva Marie Everson
The One True Love of Alice-Ann
EvaMarieEversonAuthor.com



“Anna Aquino has a clever way of spinning a compelling tale that makes you see parts of yourself in one (or more) of her characters. This imaginative trip through time touches the heart of reality-based issues encountered on a daily basis by many in troubled marriages. A Marriage In Time will send you back to your Bible and onto your knees, which is exactly what inspirational fiction should do.”

Debora M. Coty,
award-winning author of numerous inspirational books,
including the bestselling Too Blessed to be Stressed series; www.DeboraCoty.com

 

 

“A Marriage In Time is a heartwarming and thought-provoking look into the life of Lacy Stevens. From angelic encounters, time travel, romance and demons from the past, you will not only be entertained, but forced to look into your own life as you see yourself in these characters. Anna M. Aquino has an uncanny ability to take people like King David, couple them with fictional characters of the present and use them in such a way to radically change your own life!”

Connie McVay,
editor and lover of the written word
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Introduction

THIS WAS NOT THE LIFE I WANTED. It wasn’t the life I dreamed about as a little girl snuggled with my favorite stuffed animal named ‘Ellie the Elephant’ in one hand and my favorite blanket keeping me warm. I wasn’t Lacy Stevens then, but Lacy Devereaux. I didn’t come from a ministry family. My dad owned a tow truck company. He worked his way from having a borrowed truck to owning a few trucks. My family is good Salt of the Earth type people. I wasn’t several generations in ministry. I wasn’t raised sitting around the dinner table talking about how many people were led to the Lord on a family outing or discussing new songs of praise and worship. Visiting with my family now was a mix of familiarity and awkwardness. Jon and I were the only ones that wouldn’t be chugging beers with dinner, and sometimes the language got so vulgar I had to politely remove my children Trinity and Samuel. I only could hope my family never really noticed me doing this because if they truly understood how I felt they’d probably get offended. I miss my family, but I think God must have known what he was doing when he lined Jon up with a church in Merchant, Ohio. It’s sad we don’t see them more often. I want to be a good witness to them, but I feel as if I’m constantly swimming in the middle. They are a reminder of my old life, and my new one looks nothing like it did. Sometimes I’m not sure where I stand or what my new one should look like. I’m living my life stuck in the middle; feeling pulled into the new and stuck in the old.

Some days, I think I must have missed God somewhere in my lifetime. Feeling constantly stuck in the middle between how I was raised and how I’m living now sometimes feels daunting and too much to understand. Nothing seemed comfortable to me, and some days I just wanted my comfort like a long lost crocheted afghan my Great Aunt Mae used to make. Maybe I should have married Ray Winters like my parents wanted. He still worked for my parents in their small town in North Carolina. He’s my dad’s favorite driver. His wife recently left him. It was a sad story. I really should find him on Facebook and see how he’s doing. Really the woman’s group here at the church could pray for him. That would be the only reason I’d search him out. It’s what I tried to tell myself. But if I was honest with myself, I’d realize there was just too much history behind that door and I should leave it shut.

I have to stop lying to myself. The only reason I went to the small Bible College was to get away from Ray Winters. He wanted to marry me the moment we got out of high school. It wasn’t the life I wanted. It wasn’t what I wanted then. Honestly, it wasn’t what I would have wanted now; I was just tired of feeling so uncomfortable all the time.

I had my first real encounter with God when I was a senior in high school. I had agreed to go to my friend’s church with her. Truthfully, I had only agreed to go because my parents were mad at me because I wouldn’t agree to marry Ray. I had come home upset about a C I was getting in Algebra, and Uncle Lou made some comment about me just marrying Ray, which started a long lecture about me needing to remember my place in life. That made me mad. I honestly think that the thought behind what they were saying was they just wanted what they thought was best for me, but what if I wanted more? What if I didn’t want to just have babies and marry Ray? What if I wanted to leave North Carolina? I ran to church that night. Maybe it was out of defiance, or maybe it was out of just sheer desperation. I needed something more in my life. It was something I didn’t know how to explain.

So I went that night to my friend Marny’s church. Her dad was the pastor and Marny had been trying to get me to church for longer than I could keep count. It wasn’t that I had never set foot in a church before, but it just wasn’t something I did growing up. Sure, Momma had made sure I’d been baptized as a little girl, but churches were only for weddings, funerals, and an occasional baptism. They were places of ritual and obligation. They were places we went when Momma tried to give my father’s business an image boost.

That night Marny was playing the piano singing about Jesus and the cross. That night her father was preaching so clearly, it was like in that instant he was preaching just to me. When the altar call came, I didn’t even question if I should go up to the front or not. I knew I had been a sinner and I knew I desperately needed Jesus. I didn’t realize how much my life would change. I didn’t realize that my family would try to understand though never really would. I didn’t realize that moment would be the reason I would never be comfortable again. It would be the reason I would always feel on a small scale ripped from my world and it was as if I was living upside down and going through the motions.

When the time came for them to announce my impending marriage to Ray, I had gotten my hands on a small Bible college brochure, and had already applied. The school was only an hour away from home, and I knew that my small Pinto could hold out the commute for a few years. When my essay on ‘What My Future Holds’ was awarded a full scholarship, truthfully no one had been more surprised than me. Though my parents tried to understand, they could never grasp what I was going through. They reasoned within themselves I was just going through a phase and one day their daughter would wake up to the world I’d been raised in and come home. But how could I tell them that I was the one who had woken up to a new world. I was the one that realized God did have a destiny for my life. I was the one that wanted them to wake up to the world that I was now in, but instead I felt as if I was in a constant tug-o-war.

Through a mix of tears and the promise of a hope for a future I slowly left my old life and found myself getting my Mrs. Degree. I don’t regret meeting Jon. I knew that God put us together early. I knew he was my destiny, but sometimes as if I was a fisherman I wanted to throw back my destiny and start again. I would never admit that to anyone other than myself, and I tried to pretend that God didn’t already know my thoughts. But I was bored. When Trinity and Samuel were babies, I knew I had a purpose. I was to be their mother. But Samuel just started the first grade. I had tried to throw myself into the church. I had really tried to be the perfect mega church wife. Even as the new highway came through town, and the 1st United Church of Merchant, Ohio became the next big boom church in the North, I tried to become the perfect wife for the senior pastor. I even ran out and got the perfect church lady haircut, but I looked horrible despite the pretentious smiles everyone tried to give me. I tried to be everything a mega church pastor’s wife was supposed to be, I tried to be the image, but the frustration eats at my soul. I am not that person. I am not that woman. Jon needed a better wife. He needed a trophy pastor’s wife. He needed a woman who looked the part, and played it to perfection. He needed a woman that could believe his crazy story about an angel named Sergio taking him back in time to make sure Bathsheba married Uriah. I knew I was one of the few people he’d ever told the whole story to, and I knew I was supposed to smile and believe him. But truthfully I’d wanted my husband to see a psychologist for a long time. Was it a prerequisite for mega church pastors to be slightly manic depressive? He had to be slightly delusional. But it was after all that things changed. It was after his time in his world of Uriah and Bathsheba that he’d come home that Sunday afternoon with plans for a new church and he was more on fire than I had seen him in years. At least now I could go to the grocery store without crying now for fear I wouldn’t have enough money to cover everything we needed. At least now when my husband preached he wasn’t just preaching to a few people who did their best to stay irritated and covered in church rhetoric. At least now my husband had more help in the ministry, even if I was constantly looked at as if we lived under a microscope.

 




Chapter 1

I SAT AT THE DESK IN MY OFFICE at the church pretending to be in prayer. I had put some soft praise and worship music on and made sure the door was locked. I should have felt guilty about not being in prayer or perhaps that in some small way I was lying to my secretary/assistant who diligently sat outside my door every day. I never wanted the secretary and her very presence annoyed me. I felt little guilt in my own pretense. Last year when Samuel entered Kindergarten, Jon decided I needed to come to the church every day while the kids were at school. Sure, I’d gotten an office when the new building was built, but now he thought I should be at the office most days because I needed to be part of the ministry. Sure, there were things I could do. I could help him answer the pages of emails that came. I could make phone calls to tell people when their next nursery day was, but I hated listening to all the excuses people tried to come up with. My favorite had been the lady who was so excited I called, and the instant I mentioned nursery she developed a sudden case of bronchitis. Didn’t these people ever feel guilty of lying to their pastor’s wife? Of course, I was semi lying now, but that was beside the point.

Instead of being in prayer, I logged into Facebook. Ray Winters had been on my heart and I owed it to him to find him and offer my prayer support for his life. My mother had always been quick to inform me of Ray’s personal life. Ray didn’t seriously date anyone until Jon and I had been married for five years. Our relationship ending was something that still made me cringe. He’d even showed up on my doorstep on my wedding morning. I’ll never forget the scene. It had been something out of a movie. I stood on the porch with my hair done and wedding veil on. I hadn’t gotten dressed yet, but I knew my bridal party stood at the door trying to hear what was happening through the door.

“I can’t lose you.” Ray looked up at me. I didn’t want him coming into the house. I couldn’t handle all of this on this day. I had questioned my decision a dozen times myself, but I knew I had to let him go.

“Ray, I don’t know how to ever get you to understand this. I love you, and I always will. But my destiny is with Jon. I wish you well. I’ll pray for you.” I had hesitated telling him that I’d pray for him. It had been a bone of contention in our relationship. When I had given my life so whole heartedly to Jesus, Ray had felt that I’d left him. He blamed God on losing me, and it had never set well with me. I married Jon that day. It was a beautiful service. I tried to tell myself I had no regrets. Jon and I had a good marriage, really, we did. I wouldn’t trade Trinity and Samuel for anything. No, I was just contacting Ray so that I could pray with him. I kept reminding myself that it was with good intentions I was opening up Pandora’s Box. So therefore, if I had good intentions then the outcome would be fine. Secretly I had thought he’d do something from the movie ‘The Graduate’ and show up at the church. If he had done that would I have left with him? I didn’t think so, but some days I was just really glad he hadn’t. I’m not sure I would have trusted myself to find out. My destiny was with Jon. But when the pastor asked if anyone had any objections to my marriage I think my side of the church all held their breath afraid of Ray bursting through the doors. He never came that day. I was glad he hadn’t.

It was easy to find him on Facebook. We had so many mutual friends that as I looked at his profile picture my emotions felt as if they were being pulled in every direction. He had aged some. I could see the wrinkles around his eyes. He was hugging a large German shepherd that reminded me of the dog he’d gotten for me once. Surely that dog couldn’t still be alive. That had been over fifteen years ago. I’d given “Sputnik” back to him when I started college. It had just seemed right at the time. Surely, I was staring at “Sputnik II” or an old picture of him. I clicked on the ‘Friend Request’ button. It was too late to turn back now. I stared at my profile picture wondering what he would think about me. I was twenty pounds heavier than the last time he saw me. Really, I was lying to myself, it was more like fifty pounds heavier and frustrated if one more person in the church tried to get me into some pyramid weight loss shake business. My profile picture was one of Trinity and Samuel standing in front of the church before last Easter. Perhaps it was time I put a better picture up. I spent too long going through my pictures trying to decide what to change mine to, and finally opted for the picture we used on our church’s website. David had hired a photographer to come in and take good headshots and action shots of our family. I looked good in a few of them. Of course, they were taken in good lighting, perfect makeup, and missed the fact my body would never be the same after baring two children. It was a cruel trick that Mother Nature played on mothers. I wanted to ask myself why did I care what Ray Winters would think of my ‘after children’ body, but I ignored my inner voice. It might have been speaking loudly trying to warn me, but I kept the cotton balls in my ears and made sure that I looked good on my profile.

After staring too long at the screen, I decided to send Ray a message along with my Friend Request. I’d keep it short and simple. I reasoned with myself. It was part of an internal tug-of-war that seemed to levitate in my mind and pull at my inner core until I wasn’t sure which side would win. I was tired of the struggle. “Ray,” I typed thinking about every word trying not to write something that could be read into too much. “Mom told me about Lisa. I’m sorry to hear. Praying for you, Lacy.” Hitting send I knew I shouldn’t send it. I knew I should run from what I was doing. The door had been shut a long time ago and I knew I shouldn’t hit send. But in the end, I did anyway. I couldn’t change what I had done now. It was done. I kept ignoring my conscience as if it was Jiminy Cricket in Pinocchio. I could handle Ray Winters and any long sense attraction that was buried deep down inside of me. He needed a friend at the moment. I justified my actions, but I knew I was lying to myself. I logged out.

“Lacy?” I heard my secretary, Jennifer knock on my door. Instantly I could tell the praise and worship music must have ended a long time ago. It had been my mistake not to put it on repeat.

“Yes Jennifer. Coming.” I walked over to the door and opened it hesitantly. Jennifer was young. She had just graduated from high school, and was seeking what to do with her life, and Jon thought it was a great idea to have her work as my secretary. Jennifer was good at her job and loved it. However, I hated the fact she was forced on me. She was young, beautiful, and thin. Everything I never felt that I was, and she always insisted on wearing heels and cute little suits in the office. Really? Who had such bionic feet that they could wear those day in and day out. My attitude toward her bordered on civil with a touch of sarcasm. I was sure she had stories to tell the women in the church on how hard I was to work with. I told myself I didn’t care. I’d wear flip-flops and flats at my desk and sequester all shoes over a two-inch heel to be worn only on Sundays.

“Glad you could join us, babe.” Jon sat at Jennifer’s desk. There was a sparkle in his eyes that seemed to say something to me that was beyond his words. I was instantly mad. What had they been doing out here in the office without me? “Jennifer was just showing me how we could update our social media sites without babysitting them all the time. Jennifer, you are a genius. This Hootsuite app is a great feature.” Jennifer shined at his praise. I tried not to roll my eyes. I hated the way Jennifer looked at Jon. I hated the way most women with some father- pastor -male complex looked at Jon. He’s not God, people; I wanted to yell at them. I assure you, the man has his shortcomings, but I kept my mouth shut. Jon always seemed oblivious to how women looked at him. I wanted to claw her eyes out. I wanted to yell at him for him not seeing the way women saw him. I could still remember the night he proposed to me. There had been another girl in a work study group that didn’t know about me. I still wasn’t sure how she didn’t know about me. I knew about her. I knew that she was attracted to Jon, but Jon swore to me that it was one sided. I didn’t question that, but I had told him that he needed to find a way to talk about me in a conversation with her. He never did. The day he proposed there was a big party and she was there. She walked right up to me ready to take my head off. Her friends looked like they’d join in the cat fight.

“And who are you?” Suddenly it had been like we were back in the fifth grade.

“My name is Lacy and I’m his fiancé.” The words hung in the air. I liked being finally called his fiancé. The girl walked off in a huff.

She was the MC for the night and in the middle of the night she felt she needed to air her grievances with the situation by venting to the crowd, “How many of you knew that our Jon had a fiancé somewhere?” Half the room was friends of ours and started to cheer. She quietly exited the stage quickly. Her embarrassment shut her up abruptly, but her throwing herself at him should have been embarrassment enough. Jon was like that. He had always been. He was too sweet and too innocent and never saw how women took their claws out to fight over him. I wanted to look at Jennifer now and say, Look Hunny I have the ring and stretch marks to prove who he loves so back off! But I kept silent with a fake smile on my face because I always did. It was my job.

 

SERGIO STOOD IN THE CORNER of the office, watching the scene as it played out before him. His controller was in his hand and he read it. He was trying not to shake his head at Lacy. The next few months would be hard on her he knew, but Father knew what He was doing.

Pter stood next to Sergio. He’d grown weaker with every passing day, and The Father, and Sergio knew the time had come for him to go to the Throne Room.

“Father is taking her back? Now? Even with what is going to happen?” Pter glanced over at the screen. They’d all watched her do what she just did. They all knew without intervention where it would lead. Pter had been with Lacy her entire life. He knew her. He was sent to watch over her. He’d been with her the night with Marny and knew what bringing Ray Winters back into her life would do to her. Pter knew the control he seemed to have on her all those years ago. Surely she’d be able to fight it this time, but at what cost? He’d held her hand and dried her tears the first time. There was a reason The Father knew that door needed to stay shut.

“It is the best time.” Sergio and Pter just nodded and looked back at Lacy. She was standing over her husband with her arms crossed. He was obviously excited about their new app discovery, and she was less than thrilled. Sergio remembered that Jon had a rough time when they went back into Biblical History. He knew that Lacy’s time would be no different. But the Father was right. Lacy needed what was about to happen in her life. Her anger and resentment had been brewing for too long. Father always knew what was best. The time was coming. He was needed in the Throne Room.

 




Chapter 2

MY AFTERNOON WENT JUST as it usually does. I left the church office earlier than Jon liked because I didn’t want my children walking home from school. I know Merchant, Ohio was a small town, but I watched too much 48 Hours Mysteries. I wanted to pick my children up, and I would avoid putting them on the school bus for as long as I could. I enjoyed leaving the office early. If I was supposed to be a Co-pastor or some title of the sorts, along with my husband, I never understood why Jon got so annoyed that I insisted on leaving early to get the kids from school. It wasn’t like I was really anything of worth at the church. I was just a title; it was Jon the congregation looked to. I needed pick up my children. They were my priority. It’s not that they weren’t on Jon’s mind; he just didn’t see the problem of them walking on their own.

I waited in the van. The kids seemed to be running a little late that day. I resisted the urge to check my Facebook on my phone. Would Ray have gotten my message yet? Was he a sometimes Facebook kind of person? Would he get the message a year from now? Or was he the type that had their account open all the time and checking it was part of their daily religious rituals?

“Mom!” I saw Samuel rush through the gate. He was the image of his father. He had sandy brown hair and even when his eyes danced like she could tell they were dancing now, he was every inch the charismatic mini me preacher of my husband, however it was only in looks. His thought patterns were just like me. I watched as Trinity made her way toward the car too. Already eleven years old, in fifth grade I knew that Trinity was slowly becoming a young lady and wanted to make sure everyone knew it. Trinity reminded me a lot of my grandmother. She was a child full of spunk and vigor. I silently prayed for my children. “Dear God, help me know how to raise them and what to say to them.” I had long since wished that they would have been born with a dictionary sized how-to guide in my placenta. It would have been custom printed for each child by God. Unfortunately, that didn’t happen. I’d been forced to walk through the minefield of parenthood feeling like I was blindfolded and hopping on one leg. Surely my kids should understand that I was trying to know what I was doing, but the verdict still seemed questionable at the moment.

“Mom, today was awesome!” Samuel hit the door first. He slid the minivan door with an extra umph in his grip. It was something that always drove me nuts. Why couldn’t the kid try not to sound like a herd of elephants wherever he went? I tried to bite my tongue. Though the temptation was there, I didn’t want to start yelling at them the minute they set foot in their minivan. His shoes were muddy and his white school shirt already bore the signs of grape juice and ketchup from lunch. How was it the “Stain Fighter” guide of the chemistry collection of items to know what would take out those stains were already rolling through my mind? It was like a Rolodex in my head. Was it vinegar that would get grape juice stains out?

“Tell me about it.” I watched as Trinity slid into the car and into the very back seat. Samuel stayed in the middle seats. I tried to pretend that my daughter’s attitude didn’t annoy me. I learned if she made a big deal out of her moodiness sometimes it was just worse. Trinity may have looked like me, but she acted a lot like her father. “Hi Trinity, I hope you had a good day.” I looked in the rear-view mirror. I could see her sulking there. Trinity sighed, shrugged, and looked out the window. I wished God created a button for pre-teen angst to go away. Surely, I hadn’t been that moody when I was her age.

“Well, Mrs. Rodgers picked my painting to hang in the display case that is right next to the school office. She said that my work was the best in all of the younger grades and it’s going to be on display for the Parent Night. Isn’t that awesome?”

“Yes Samuel. I am so proud of you. God has given you some great art skills and I’m so proud of you!” I meant every word I said, but truthfully, I’d forgotten all about Parent Night that had been on their calendar for months. It was tomorrow. I was supposed to bake cookies. I hated baking cookies. I seriously considered running to the store and buying the cookies, but Merchant was a small town. There was some rule about the pastor’s wife buying cookies instead of making them from scratch. It must be hidden in the secret rule book of pastor’s wives because I had yet to lay eyes on the code. The last time I’d attempted to do that the rumor mill went swirling around the church like a load of tumbleweeds on the highway. I’d even heard one that my husband was seeking a wife replacement at the last church bake sale because my cooking was that bad. I had to invite several families over for an evening at our house to prove otherwise. I made my fail-safe lasagna and salad. It kept the rumor mill quiet for a while.

Having to bake cookies meant I had to run to the store before running home. I hated running to the store this time of day. It was over crowded. Since Merchant had expanded a lot over the last few years it was past time they got a large store here in Merchant but so far all they had was a small Mom & Pop grocery store. I looked back at the kids. They were too young for me to leave at home. So instead I inched my way out of the school traffic jam and into the parking lot of Josie’s Store.

“Look I’m really sorry, but I have to get butter, eggs and chocolate chips to make the cookies for Parent Night.” Inside my head, I said a small ‘Thank you God for Samuel that he reminded me of this now instead of before he went to bed because at that late the only place I could have gotten what I needed was the Wal-Mart thirty miles outside of town.’

“Mom, I can’t go in there.” Trinity finally spoke up from the back of the van. Her attitude sounded every bit like a Sweet Valley High girl. I tried to remember what it was like being that age. I’d rather forget most days.

“Trinity?” I knew I sounded angrier than I was. But what did she expect me to do? Did she not understand my sanity was hanging on by a single gossamer thread and I needed her cooperation to get me through a cookie baking ordeal?

“I’m eleven. Take Samuel with you. Crack the windows so that I don’t suffocate and let me do my homework out here okay? I have a bunch of math I don’t want to do, and I really want to finish it before dinner so I can call Cara tonight. There was an incident today, and I just need to call her okay?” I could hear there was so much subtext in that mini speech.

There were so many things I wanted to say at that moment. I wanted to know what happened, and why she needed to call Cara. Could Jon or I help her with her homework? I was losing sight of my daughter who was on the pinnacle of stepping into young womanhood and I felt powerless to try to bring her back from the edge. My baby wasn’t a baby anymore. It seemed like only yesterday when she was running through the house with a purple crayon in her hand pretending she was Harold from the Harold and the Purple Crayon book series. I wasn’t sure who this young woman was before me. I had to learn how to find the balance between mother and friend and really, I felt as if I was on a tight rope not sure which side I would fall on. “Okay.” Was all I managed to say, as I grabbed Samuel and rushed him into Josie’s hoping against hope it wasn’t that busy in the store.

My hope was in vain. There are real disadvantages to living in a small town and being a part of what they considered a mega church. My family and I were semi celebrities wherever we went. If I didn’t smile and glide into the store the rumor mill would start and someone would cast their judgments on my husband or the church. I had a reputation to keep, and there were some days I made excuses to wear sunglasses and a big hat and drive an hour away to go shopping where no one knew who I was. Oh, to be able to walk into a store with sweats on and unbrushed hair. It seemed like it would surely be heavenly. Sure, there were eyes everywhere and I knew it all too well. Too many ladies looked to me to be the latest in fashion, motherhood, and in hair styles. I was tired of the bondage being me brought. I was tired of my family being on display for everyone in the community, and I was tired of feeling like I had to live in some box in this town. Honestly, some days I considered snapping. I was going to show up in the town center in my bathrobe and curlers in my hair to start preaching with a megaphone and make a point. I’d have done that long ago had I known Jon would have been supportive, but I knew he’d find a way to put a positive spin on it. In the newspaper the next day would be something about him taking me on a long needed vacation. They’d even start a fund for me at church. I took a deep breath, and shook my head.

I made my way to the baking aisle after getting my milk and butter. Samuel clutched onto my hand. I wasn’t trying to walk too fast for him, but I didn’t want to get stopped.

“Well, if it isn’t Pastor Lacy Stevens. How are you today?” It was Peggy Smith. She stood in front of the flour. Her hair was in perfect poise. It was perfectly teased and ready to salute. Jon couldn’t stand her, and had practically forbidden me to be friends with her. Sure, that sounded harsh but he had his reasons. She and I used to be good friends. But she was the town gossip. She used to plant seeds in my mind about Jon having an affair. Most of the rumors had no merit to them. Of course, Peggy had no room to talk. Three years ago, sadly, her husband Donald had left her for a much younger and much tanner model and left Peggy and the kids for the beaches of Miami. I’d heard he was making a living fixing boats down there, but how much of that was true I didn’t know. There was a new rumor about Jon and my marriage that went around every few weeks. She was the type of woman who waited for Jon and I to fail, and like a shark out for blood tried to sniff out any story that may or may not be there. This was not the time I needed to talk to her.

“Hi Peggy. I need to get going. It’s so good to see you.” I tried to sound sincere. I picked up the chocolate chips and realized I needed a bigger bag. Quickly making the exchange it was my hope that she’d gotten the hint. Instead she moved her cart in my way so that my only alternative was to return the opposite way down the aisle away from the registers.

“Why Pastor Lacy, that’s a mighty big bag of chocolate you have there. You don’t want to eat too much it might pack on the pounds.” I wondered if Peggy Smith realized how insulting she was or she was just oblivious to it. Her fake laughter made me internally cringe.

“Thank you for your concern Peggy. I have to make cookies for Parents Night.” I knew I had just violated the cardinal rule of pretentious talking. You never gave the opponent more information than was needed.

“Oh. Well maybe you should just buy a few boxes of cookies. Just in case. The cookie aisle is that way.” I started to leave. She moved her cart. “Really Pastor Lacy we must do lunch sometime.”

“That would be great.” I didn’t believe the lie coming out of my mouth, and I wasn’t sure if she did either. When her marriage ended, I had tried despite Jon’s irritation to reach out to her. Neither she nor her husband would come in for counsel. I’d even gone to their house to bombard them with a pie (Local Amish made) and dragging Jon by my side. But they avoided our questions, and we left that night feeling awkward and tongue tied.

By the time I took my purchases up the register, it was a Peggy Smith record setting gossip encounter.

“Pastor Lacy, I heard you were in the store and you were making cookies for Parents Night.” Peggy had already been here.

“Yes. Mrs. Josie, I will be following a recipe.” I replied with as much sweet sugar filled emotion that it would attract bees if they were in the area. I was Southern and knew how to turn on the charm if I had to.

By the time I got back to the van with our purchases, I realized how late I was running to get home, get the dinner table set, and get the kids working on their homework. I was grateful that neither of the kids had any kind of practice tonight. Maybe we could play a family game or even make popcorn and watch TV while I baked cookies.

Jon and I still lived in the church parsonage. However, that parsonage had gotten a complete interior and exterior makeover. When the church started growing as much as it did, the council decided that we were worth the expense. They had even given us an addition. The house still had an old antique charm to it, but everything worked in it, and that made me happy. We’d spent years running out of hot water, and having pipes that would pound against plaster walls like someone walking in the attic. The change and the extra square footage had been good, but sometimes I missed feeling like we were a closer family that only cramped quarters can give.

“Mom, can I look something up online before dinner? It’s for a class.” Trinity started to whine the moment we hit the door.

“Mom, I have to do the math games online for class. The teachers monitor the time we log in.”

“Samuel, you help me set the table. When you’re done, Trinity will be done and you can have the computer. Okay?” I knew there was nothing I could have said that made them both happy. What was with these kids? They looked as if they would throttle each other over access to the Internet.

I walked over to the crockpot. I’d been making more crockpot meals. Fortunately, Jon pretended like he didn’t care. Though I knew I wasn’t the best chef on the planet. Some days I just wanted to yell at them all, “Fine hire a maid and a cook! I’m going on strike!” But I held it in. Today was my old standby of chicken, potatoes and carrots. I’d thrown it in there before I dropped the kids off at school and went into the church office. It had reached a nice stage of overcooked and falling apart. I heard the front door open, and a plate went cascading out of Samuel’s hand at the same time.

Samuel stood looking at the plate on the floor ready to cry and then looking back at me.

“It’s okay Samuel. It was an accident. Go get the broom and dust pan.”

“I’m home!” Jon walked through the door and almost sang making his grand entrance. Trinity didn’t even turnaround from the computer desk, and Samuel was doing the best he could to hold in his wails. I was down on my hands and knees trying to get all the plate parts. I knew we’d deflated his ego. He wanted a grand gesture and a parade as he walked into the room. He wanted us all to run toward him. Instead he got nothing.

“Hey babe.” I didn’t look up at Jon. I could see the look on his face before I looked up. I’d disappointed him yet again. What did he expect? Did he want me to be wearing a 1950s style apron and have coifed hair? I hated to break this to him, but I hated meatloaf and no matter how many times I tried I couldn’t make it!  He made me go into work with him every day. I had just as much
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