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All Michael O’Connell wanted was to enjoy his measly cup of Starbucks’ finest in peace, enjoying the sights and sounds of downtown Miami. Was that too much to ask? Of course, it was. Especially with this loud Bible thumper standing on an old wooden crate on the street corner across the street. 

“No one knows the day nor the hour that the son of man cometh,” the preacher bellowed. “We don’t know when we will die so we are cautioned to be ready. Are you ready to meet Jesus on the other side?”

Michael rolled his eyes and shifted his café chair away from the small crowd gathering around the loud fool on the orange crate. This preacher man was starting to sound like his mother. Thoughts of his mother prompted him to check the time on his iPhone. He had promised his mother a visit before he headed out of town again. 

A motorist, waiting at the stoplight, rolled down his window and heckled the self-righteous Bible thumper. 

Michael would have joined the heckler if he himself wasn’t a respectable young man. 

The preacher took a deep breath and kept yelling. “Today is your day. God said in his word, I stand at the door and knock. If any man hears my voice, harden not your heart. Give your heart to Jesus Christ today before it is too late.”

Too late?

Michael looked at his cell phone again. If he didn’t catch a cab now, he would be too late to visit his mother. Her nursing home kept strict visiting hours. For the amount he paid them, he should be able to visit anytime he wanted. 

He left his morning paper on the table and lifted his arm to hail a cab.

“Young man,” the preacher yelled.

Michael froze. Was that nut job preacher looking at him?

“Yes,” the preacher continued, “I’m talking to you there with the fancy coffee waiting for a cab. Have you given any thought to where you will spend eternity?”

Michael could not believe it. This man was actually yelling across traffic to him about eternity. The nerve! 

He threw propriety out the door and yelled back. “You have nothing better to do with your time.”

“Jesus loves you.”

That sounded weird to Michael. A strange man telling him that another man loved him. 

“Doesn’t that sound a little bit gay to you?” he mumbled to himself. 

“What was that?” the preacher asked. 

“Why don’t you get a real job and stop harassing hard working people with your fables.”

Thankfully a cab finally pulled up. He happily left the crazy preacher man to his own worthless confused babblings, standing on his box on the corner. 

He would meet his just end, Michael was sure of that. Within the hour surely, a policeman would cart him off for disturbing the peace. 

Some people were just so blind to the truth.

Thanks to his efficient and well-paid cabbie, Michael arrived at Shady Acres Rest Home in under fifteen minutes. He found his mother reading her Bible, smiling and smoothing the pages with her wrinkled hands. 

He sat down in a chair facing her and waited. She continued reading.

He crossed his arm and cleared his throat. His mother kept reading. 

Shifting in his chair, he crossed his legs. She finally looked at him. 

“Momma, how much time do you spend with that book? An hour, maybe two a day. Another hour talking to someone you have never seen...that’s 3 hours wasted on a notion that there is some Supreme Being somewhere.”

Giving him one of those never-you-mind smiles of hers, she closed her Bible. “Not a day goes by Michael that I don’t pray that God will remove the scales from your eyes so you can see the truth.”

“Well maybe you are the one not seeing the truth. You spend so much time at that Church, when all they do is preach about offering and tithes. All they want is money and I hope you are not giving them any of the money I give you every week.”

She shook her head. “I know that Jesus is speaking to your heart. I just don’t know why you keep resisting Him.”

He couldn’t take it anymore. Why was his mother so stubborn? Maybe her mind was indeed slipping, like his sister had suggested. 

Michael stood up and paced the tiny living room. 

“I really hate talking to you sometimes,” he said, not caring about the rough tone he used. “We can’t have a conversation without you bringing that up and I am getting real tired of hearing it. One day you are going to wake up to the reality that this Jesus and that Bible you love to read is a complete waste of time. It is not real and you will regret that you did not take the time instead to enjoy life as it is.”

She reached under a cushion on the couch beside her and pulled out a little brown leather book. He knew what it was before she extended it to him. The tender way she cradled it in her hands like it was a rare relic.

She bowed her head as she spoke. Her words were so soft that Michael thought she was praying to herself, like she often did when he came to visit. 

But then he realized she was talking to him. “Please take it, honey.”

His heart melted. She was going to cry. Ever since dad died, it killed him to see her cry.

She kept talking. Slowly. Softly. “I know how you feel Michael and I know you can be as defiant and stubborn as your father but you shouldn’t draw conclusions without knowing the facts. Can you at least read it?”

“Momma,” he whined. He hated it when she begged him like this. It was pathetic and made him feel uncomfortable seeing her so vulnerable.

But when he looked at her. Really looked into her eyes this time. She did not look like she was groveling. There was a calm yet determined resolve to her gaze. 

For some odd reason he felt compelled to comply.

“Son, this could be your last chance.”

He nodded at his momma and he took the small leather book from her. “Sure.”

“Thank you, honey. Always remember, Michael, I love you, but God loves you more. I’ll get us some hot tea.”

Michael gave her a fake smile and waited until she was puttering around in the kitchen to place the Bible in the trash can under some crumpled tissues. 

“And how about some nice tea cookies, Mikey?”

From the kitchen next door, he heard water running, drawers opening and closing.

“Sounds nice, momma. My flight leaves in about three hours. I do leave soon, though. Need to get to the airport early to go through all that security they have nowadays. It’s ridiculous.”

“Never can be too careful these days,” she replied. “You don’t want a terrorist hijacking your plane. I pray for you so much when you travel, you know, especially since they flew those planes into the Twin Towers.”

As his mother prattled on and on about 9-11, his mind wandered. He thought of how nice it was going to feel to sink his toes into the sand of Punta Cana with the woman he loved sitting beside him. With a flick of his finger, he scrolled through her text messages from last night. 

He couldn’t help but grin as he read them. She was indeed a naughty girl for sending him these kinds of pictures. Two weeks with her was going to be pure heaven. He was glad he had bought the island, instead of renting it like the real estate agent had suggested. 

His mother startled him. He almost dropped his phone. 

“Michael, please don’t go.”

“Momma, it’s just for two weeks.” He pocketed his phone, hoping his face wasn’t red from embarrassment. “I haven’t taken a vacation in years.”

“I saw how you were reacting as you looked at your phone just now. You’re not going to be alone in the Dominican Republic, are you?”

He waved her off. “I’m taking a vacation, momma.”

“She’s a married woman, isn’t she?”

“I am a grown adult.”

“Otherwise, you would have brought her to dinner. You would have introduced me to her. You would not be running off like a ...” 

She hung her head as she placed the tea tray on the table beside the couch. 

“Oh, son. Where did I go wrong with you? I tried to raise you right. Teach you and be an example of Jesus’ love for us. Jesus gave His life for you, Michael, and you constantly ignore His call on your life.”

“Stop preaching to me, okay. I don’t need God. You can believe anything
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