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      Ecclesiastes 3:1 For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under heaven. 

A time to lose.

A time to heal.

A time to let go.

A time to return.

And maybe—

a time to become.
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  Shiny Things

  
  




The fellowship hall buzzed with laughter, clinking lemonade cups, and the rustle of tissue paper from open gift bags. Tables were dressed in white with gold streamers, and a hand-lettered sign near the entrance read, “Go With God. Shine Bright. Trust God.” 

Jolene Rivera stood near the refreshments, one hand wrapped around her cup, the other resting lightly on her flute case at her feet. The lemonade tasted like summer, sugary and slightly flat, the way it always did from the big blue church cooler.




“You’re not crying, are you?” Christina teased, bumping her shoulder.

Jolene grinned. “Please. I’m saving the tears for when I get my first D in music theory.”

“You? Fail anything?” Matt joined in, draping an arm over Christina’s shoulder. “State College won’t know what hit ’em.”




Jolene smiled but didn’t answer. There was a pressure forming behind her ribs—a quiet cocktail of excitement and nerves. Everyone thought she had it all together. And maybe she did. She read her Bible every morning. She hadn’t missed church in two years. She was going to college on a band scholarship playing her flute for the Lord, she liked to say.

But in the back of her mind, she wondered: What if I lose myself out there?

Matt’s voice was warm. Familiar. But something about the way his arm slid easily around Christina made Jolene feel like she was already the third wheel of her own story. She glanced down at her cup, swirled the melting ice, and blinked away the thought.




Pastor Tom called for attention, motioning the graduates to come forward. Jolene joined the group, her State College hoodie tied loosely around her waist, the tail of her sunflower-yellow sundress catching the breeze from a nearby fan. The crepe paper streamers swayed slightly under the slow churn of ceiling fans, rustling like whispered prayers. They bowed their heads as the pastor prayed.

“Lord, send them out with boldness. Keep them anchored in You. When the world pulls at them. And it will, remind them they were called for such a time as this.”

That last line snagged her heart. For such a time as this. It felt weighty. Like a crown placed gently on her head. Like purpose.

Afterward, she hugged her youth leaders, promised her mom she’d text every night, and squeezed Christina hard before climbing into her dad’s truck. The windows were down. Her flute case was in her lap. She watched the church grow smaller in the side mirror.




Campus was nothing like home. It was louder. Brighter. Faster.

Orientation week threw her into a blur of name tags, scavenger hunts, neon flyers, and dance parties on the quad. There were food trucks, club fairs, band auditions, and pop-up Pilates. Her dorm smelled like new carpet and pepperoni rolls. Her roommate was already halfway moved in, string lights draped around her side of the room, books stacked high.

Jolene unpacked methodically, placing her Bible on the top shelf, her prayer journal beside it. She sat on her bed and pulled out her planner, writing in Sunday service times and penciling in space for quiet time each morning.

She meant it.




But that night, her roommate dragged her to a welcome event. “Just for a minute,” she promised. Jolene laughed and followed, figuring she’d come back in time to journal before bed.

She didn’t.

The music was loud, the games hilarious, the snacks endless. Everyone was laughing. Everything sparkled, glow sticks, LED bracelets, even the cotton candy machine had neon lights. It was fun. But hollow. Like laughter echoing off an empty church wall.

And for just a moment, she forgot she had a bedtime routine.

She forgot her quiet time.

She forgot the tug of for such a time as this.

And as she laughed with strangers under the string lights, her unopened planner sat in the dorm drawer quiet. Waiting.








  
  
  The Quiet Fade

  
  




Jolene loved the smell of citrus and bleach. It reminded her of her abuela’s kitchen, where floorboards creaked, hymns played low from the little radio on the counter, and every surface smelled like Clorox and prayer. So when she sprayed her side of the dorm room with a citrus cleaner on move-in day, it wasn’t just about sanitation. It was about making space feel safe. “Home-ish”.




Now, two weeks later, the room smelled less like citrus and more like peppermint foot lotion and cheap detergent. Her bed was always half-made. Her side of the desk was cluttered with flashcards and unopened mail. And her Bible bright teal, gold-lettered, was buried beneath a half-zipped makeup bag and a syllabus for Music Theory I.

She didn’t mean for it to get like that.

She’d opened the journal the first night. Had written, “God, thank You. I’m here.” And then… nothing.

Her roommate, Brynn, was a force to be reckoned with.

Five-foot-two with lashes for days and playlists that bounced between Beyoncé, Maverick City, and ‘90s gospel choirs. She was from Atlanta and made it known from day one that she wasn’t about “fake deep church girl energy.” She prayed when she remembered. Said grace with flair. She swore a little too much and slept with her Bible app open on her phone.




“I’m a work in progress,” she’d said unapologetically one night, chewing on a Twizzler. “God’s not done with me. But He’s also not rushing me.”

Jolene had laughed. But sometimes, deep in the quiet parts of her, she wasn’t sure whether that made her feel comforted or sad.

College moved fast.                                                  

The dining hall was always loud, with metal trays clinking, cups rattling, and laughter bouncing off the high ceilings, making everything feel like a youth retreat that never ended. Her dorm was always in motion. Someone was always knocking, shouting down the hall, dragging a laundry basket. Her phone never stopped buzzing.




Her band section leader, Mason, was the first to invite her out. “We do coffee after rehearsal. Chill thing. Come?”

She had a worship night penciled into her planner for that same evening. She crossed it out, just for today.

The coffee shop had brick walls and Edison bulbs and smelled like hazelnut and anxiety. She’d ordered a lavender iced latte because it sounded like something someone interesting would drink. Mason wore a denim jacket and talked quickly about jazz arrangements, band drama, and growing up Catholic, but not really a practicing Catholic.

He was smart. Kind of flirtatious. Kind of not.

When he asked if she went to church around here, she said, “Not yet, but I’m trying to find one.” She meant it.

Sunday morning came. She’d written it down. 10:15 service. 9:45 shuttle. A reminder was circled in highlighter.




At 9:20, Brynn knocked gently on the bathroom door. “Hey. The girls on 3 are making pancakes. Someone’s mom sent, like, gourmet maple syrup. You down?”

Jolene stared at her reflection, dark curls pulled into a pineapple bun, a smear of moisturizer on her cheek, the beginnings of eyeliner on one lid. She could eat quick. Still, make the shuttle.

“Yeah,” she said. “Why not?”

She didn’t stop believing.

She still felt God. Sometimes, in the way the morning light hit the window. Sometimes, when her flute hit the perfect note in rehearsal, she felt her chest vibrate with it. Sometimes, when she saw a verse on someone’s tote bag or a TikTok about “Jesus in the waiting,”

But her connection felt like static. Like a call that wasn’t dropping, but wasn’t quite coming through.




Late one afternoon, she passed a group sitting on blankets behind the chapel. Someone strummed a guitar gently, old worship songs she hadn’t heard in years. A few students had their eyes closed, one with hands lifted, swaying softly.

It was so… still. Her steps slowed. She almost stopped.

The wind picked up slightly, rustling the leaves, and she caught a whiff of honeysuckle and sunscreen. A girl hummed softly behind the strumming, her voice just off-key but sincere.

For half a second, it felt like camp. Like home. Like those late-night revival services where the Spirit moved quietly, without drama.




“Jolene!” Mason’s voice called from across the lawn. “C’mon! Icees before practice!” She hesitated, her heart tugged. Then turned.

“Coming!” She didn’t look back.




That night, she sat at her desk, exhaustion hanging off her like a sweatshirt one size too big. She opened her prayer journal.

September 8. She wrote it carefully. Then paused. Her pen hovered.

What would she even say? Hi, God. I’ve been kinda ghosting You, but like, not on purpose?  The honesty tasted bitter.

Her phone buzzed. Brynn again: “Midnight ice cream run. Hall 2’s got sprinkles. U in?” Jolene closed the journal gently. She didn’t mean to forget. She didn’t feel like saying sorry tonight.

Back in the hallway, the elevator dinged, and she saw a flyer half-dangling from a corkboard:

Worship Night • Wednesdays @ 8PM • Behind the Chapel And below it, in soft script:

Where your treasure is, there your heart will be also. —Matthew 6:21

She read it twice. Smiled faintly. Thought: I should go next week.

Then, the elevator doors opened. She stepped in.








  
  
  Set Apart

  
  




The sky had shifted. Somehow the blue of September had deepened into something slower, something wiser. Afternoon light filtered through the trees in long golden strips, softening the sharp lines of campus. Students still rushed, still laughed and spilled out of buildings like water through a cracked dam, but Jolene walked slower that day.

Not because she was tired. But because she didn’t want to go back to her dorm just yet. Her earbuds hung loosely around her neck. No music played. She had started a worship playlist earlier but paused it halfway through. Something about it felt too honest. Too expectant. She wasn’t in the mood to worship, but she couldn’t bring herself to listen to anything else either.


She passed the fountain on the south lawn and sat down on the low stone edge, legs crossed, elbows resting on her knees. Her backpack slumped beside her, heavy with books she hadn’t touched yet. The campus clock tower chimed in the distance. Four o’clock.


Jolene stared at the water. It rose and fell in rhythmic waves, catching flecks of sunlight and scattering them in every direction. The sound used to calm her, at home, she’d sit near the creek behind her abuela’s house, let her feet dangle in, and sing hymns under her breath. Sometimes her little sister would come join her, making up harmonies. Sometimes they’d bring snacks. Sometimes they’d pray.

The thought came unbidden, but it landed heavy: I don’t sing anymore. Not really.


Two girls walked by behind her, arms full of textbooks, deep in conversation. One of them said something about a prayer group meeting that night in the chapel basement.

Jolene turned her head slightly, just enough to watch them disappear down the sidewalk. One of them wore a T-shirt with a verse on the back:

“Be strong and courageous.”

She knew that verse. Had posted it to her story a dozen times during senior year. Had worn it on a lanyard to youth camp.

Now it just felt… far.


Back at the dorm, Brynn was sitting cross-legged on her bed with a towel wrapped around her head, tapping through her phone and chewing on a Twizzler.

“Girl, you look like you saw a ghost,” she said without looking up.

“I’m fine,” Jolene muttered, dropping her backpack onto her desk chair and flopping face-first onto her mattress.

“Midterms creeping up?”

“No. Just tired.”

Brynn made a soft hmm sound. “You ever think about… I dunno, like, if we’re doing this whole college thing right?”

Jolene turned her head slightly. “What do you mean?”

Brynn shrugged. “I mean, like… we used to talk about going in strong, you know? Staying grounded and focused and whatever. But now it’s all Taco Tuesday and missed alarms and Bible verses on key chains we don’t even read.”

Jolene pushed herself up slowly. Sat cross-legged. “Are you feeling weird too?”

Brynn laughed, but there wasn














































OEBPS/95b78feba3b3c83be78e4a2624858f66b5a00dd3_smallRaw.jpg







OEBPS/images/fe0dae4978bb40d036113cadf50a4139_smallRaw.png
P

v (

>
7

— AUTHOR —

N "'“—i*';'f:: e CINEMATIC FANTASY STORYTELLING -














