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Sometimes life presents me with clues to a mystery that I didn’t know needed solving. That’s what happened to me last year in a coastal community church where I was working temporarily.

After services last Sunday night, Miss Katie Stubberville asked me to drive her home because her husband, the head elder, was going to be in a long and boring meeting, and she didn’t want to wait.

Plus, she needed to catch up on at least four Netflix series.

Apparently, they didn’t think to simply arrive in two separate cars. Mr. Stubberville was in such a big hurry to get to church that the thought didn’t occur to him.

I didn’t know much about Miss Katie but would come to learn that she was perhaps the most anxiety filled person I have ever known in my life, and I thought it was my duty to find out why.

Of course, I said, “Sure not a problem. I’d love to take you.”

Because it was summer in the south, the sun went down late, and kids could play until at least nine o’clock.

But it wasn’t sunny that day. A low-pressure system was hovering over the entire gulf coast for the past three days. This was absolutely strange because most storms like this are pushed along by other storms or weather fronts. The problem was, there were no other fronts out there to help us out and move this deluge-producing storm out of the way.

On any normal Sunday, I’d be out playing volleyball, starting up a board game, or conducting a covert hide-and-seek mission with the teenagers. That’s what I was hired to do – babysit teenagers for parents who were too busy with their own lives to care about what their children did.

At the time, I was a punk twenty-two-year-old college senior at a small college in a different state. The church had hired me to be a summer intern youth minister. I had no idea if that was the career path I should take. By then I was having a lot of questions about the way we did church. The thing is no one could adequately answer my misgivings or simple questions. Just follow the pattern was the only advice I received, which sounded more like a fast-food marketing plan than encouraging people to know God better.

So, I took the summer internship hoping that it would help me see the light, so to say.

Taking an elder’s wife home was an easy assignment that I surely would have no problem executing.

Right?

The thing is though it started to rain and along the coast, sometimes it can rain for days.

Such are the benefits of living in a sub-tropical region.

Of course, the nighttime made it worse. Poor visibility. Sheets of rain pouring splattering on the windshield. Lightning and thunder every few seconds.

It could have easily been the setting for an Alfred Hitchcock movie.

I trotted out to my Ford F-150 and cranked it up.

Of course, after having gotten completely soaked because who needs umbrellas right?

I needed an umbrella, but it didn't matter because I was soaking wet.

But what I did do for Miss Katie was to pull under the covered drive so at least she wouldn't get wet.

Miss Katie was probably around forty or forty-two years old.

Pretty woman.

They had three kids who as far as I could tell, followed in their mother’s footsteps and oozed insecurity and anxiety.

I had known that Miss Katie was a little nervous and anxious at times around anybody, not necessarily me. She was just a nervous person.

Little things would set her off.

Like someone's cell phone going off in a bible class just sent her over the top.

It was like a tornado warning system went off instead of somebody's simple little iPhone piping out a simple pop song ring tone.

She acted accordingly as if it were a tornado warning or as if it were the Russians about to drop an atom bomb on us.

Her reputation got around the church.

Again, I was new there and was simply trying to make up my mind if I wanted to become a youth minister, a merchant marine, or a river boat gambler.

Life on the river sounded exciting.

Most of the church kids were nice and I got along well with them.

A few were on the edge of total destruction.

The way most parents saw it was that I was hired to come in and fix them.

Little to no thought was given to whether the parents themselves needed fixing.

The parents I dealt with definitely needed help in the form of useful parenting skills. Unfortunately, I was of no use in this area.

I rolled to a stop under the covered area. My truck was littered with a little bit of everything. There were a few tennis rackets in the front seat that I had to move before she could sit down.

I quickly dispatched the assorted trash on the floor to the back seat.

Miss Katie hesitated before she sat down, which should have been my first clue that this simple act of driving her home might be more trouble that it was worth.

I reassured her that everything was going to be okay.

The weather was not going to bother us, and I'd get her home safely in just a few minutes.

The church building was located by a canal just north of town.

And in that part of the county there were no streetlights.

Which simply amplified the darkness.

It was a proverbial dark and rainy night. And I was transporting a woman on the brink of a nervous breakdown. I just didn’t know it yet.

In just a few minutes I’d drive less than five miles to her house where I would deposit her and return back to the church building where I needed to spend a little more time with two particular young ladies close to my age that I had noticed earlier in the evening.

Which of course was my job.

With Miss Katie secured in my truck’s passenger seat, we were ready to go. But before I could drive less than ten feet Miss Katie decided that it would be a good time to go into panic mode.

Let me remind you that we were in a reasonably new truck with no problems.

Drove wonderfully.

Had comfortable leather seats.

Had her choice of musical entertainment, which she demurred.

All Miss Katie had to do was close her eyes or just think of something else besides the inhospitable weather, which was attacking both of us at the time.

“Stop. Stop,” she demanded. “Just a minute, please. Let me catch my breath before we go any further.”

Excuse me. Miss Katie, have you been smoking marijuana again?

No, of course I didn’t say those things out loud. But they went through my mind.

“What's up Miss Katie?” I said.

Between bouts of heavy breathing, she said, “Oh nothing, I just....” She then continued with a long selection of short statements:

“This weather.”

“I just can't.”

“I just can't.”

“Can you just hold on for just a minute before we drive another foot?”

“Yes, ma'am. Absolutely,” I said.

“I'm here for you, Miss Katie.”

I said “Miss Katie” like I had done numerous times since starting work there.

Unbeknownst to me, this had gotten under her skin. 

“Now come on Jonathan, you know my last name, right?” she said.

“Uh, yes ma'am. I do.”

“But here in the south,” I explained, “we call every woman Miss so-and-so. That is, Miss and then whatever her first name is.”

“Interesting,” she said.

I don’t think she appreciated my southern-ness.

Apparently, Miss Katie had moved to the south the previous year with her husband and three children from the great state of New York and were simply not accustomed to many of the mannerisms and colloquialisms of the Southern dialect.

“Ok Jonathan. You can go now,” she said calmer than before. “But make sure you have your windshield wipers on, OK?”

“I can't stand it if we don't have the windshield wipers on,” she said.

I had no idea what she was talking about. We were driving in a thunderstorm and she, out of the blue, tells me to put on my windshield wipers.

Is there a hidden camera in here?

This was getting weirder by the moment.

“Well, yes ma'am. Of course, I have my windshield wipers on because it's um it's raining,” I said not trying to cause any problems. I mean who asks these kinds of questions.

Turns out, people with high anxiety.

“Are you trying to sass me?” she said.

“Oh no ma'am. Not at all,” I said. “I'm just pointing out the fact that it's raining, and I usually turn my windshield wipers on when
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