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“Every new beginning comes from some other beginning’s end.” Seneca

It was the ideal beginning to the perfect Sunday. The autumn sun had risen slowly, casting a magnificent golden glow on the sky, while fluffy white clouds floated lazily by. 

“You ready?” Christian swallowed the last of his coffee, followed up with a bite of his strawberry bagel.  

“Yes, I’m coming.” Luna traipsed down the winding stairs of their luxurious home. 

Christian stuffed another piece of bagel into his mouth while standing in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows of their family room. He marveled at the massive black walnut tree swaying gracefully in the breeze. Its leaves, rustling together in perfect harmony as they skipped across their professionally landscaped front yard, reminded him he was a far cry from the nonstop chaos of New York City. The five months they had been in Tennessee, the slower pace of southern living was proving to be a refreshing change, and Christian savored every moment.

Luna appeared from behind, slightly startling him. “Honey, why would you eat that now? You should have eaten before you got dressed. You know you can be like a kid when it comes to spilling food on your clothes.”

Christian quickly popped the last bit of bagel into his mouth. He turned toward Luna, smiled, pecked her on the cheek, and walked ahead of her to the garage entrance. “No worries, I didn’t waste any this time. Come on, let’s get out of here.”

Entering the large space, Luna went and stood between their cars. Eyeing each vehicle she said, “Yours or mine?”

“Yours,” Christian replied, strolling up to his wife’s car. 

“Okay, but you’re still driving.” 

“As if I didn’t already know.” Christian chuckled, opened the door, allowing her to get inside and seated before going around to the driver’s side.

“Where to first?” he asked, taking a glance at the clock on the dash.

“Um, let’s stick to our plans and go to Holy Rock first. I know we’re leaving home a little later than usual, but we can still make it in time for the nine-thirty service. After we leave there, we’ll head to New Holy Rock.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” replied Christian.

Luna smoothed the hem of her dress with her hands and then looked inside her purse, removing a small designer compact. Opening it, she gazed at her reflection in the mirror. She used her tongue to remove any lingering lipstick from her teeth, and then gently closed the compact and placed it back inside her purse. 

“You know, bae, we’ve been doing this since we moved to Memphis.” Christian sighed and gripped the steering wheel. “I’m ready to decide on a church home,” he said, as he looked both ways before pulling out of their driveway.

“Okay, I understand we’ve been visiting quite a few churches, honey, but I don’t want to rush anything. I want us to be comfortable and feel accepted wherever we decide to join. I don’t want to church hop. I want to work in a ministry, maybe a children’s or women’s ministry.” Tugging gently on his suit jacket, she said, “Anyway, it seems like we’ve narrowed it down to either Holy Rock or New Holy Rock. They’re the two we’ve visited the most.”

“I’m just saying, after today, I’d like us to make a decision. For me, it’s New Holy Rock,” Christian said.

“I’m not surprised.” Luna shrugged and turned up her lips. “If I had to choose right now, I would choose Holy Rock. They have a ton of ministries and they do so much in the community and for the city,” Luna said, reaching over and affectionately kneading Christian’s free hand.

Christian looked over his shoulder to make sure the road was clear. He steered the car into the far right lane and drove toward the merging lane leading to I-240. 

“Don’t get me wrong; I enjoy both Pastor Stiles and Pastor Khalil, but I like Pastor Khalil’s preaching style a bit more. Plus, Holy Rock has a more diverse congregation and three services we can choose to attend. New Holy Rock is, well, think about it, they already have a lot of drama going on.”

“Drama? I don’t follow you.”

Luna gave him an awkward look. “Uhh, their senior pastor is serving twelve years in prison. That’s enough drama in and of itself. You’re his attorney. What is it going to look like for you to be part of that congregation? I don’t know, Christian. The man has a felony record and two ex-wives under his belt. Can you really sit under the leadership of someone like that? Do you expect me to?”

“What does his past have to do with where we join? If they preach and teach the Word, then that’s all that should matter,” Christian said. “And I guess you forgot it’s his brother whose the pastor, not my client.”

“I know that.” Luna sighed and scrunched her shoulders. “Still, it just doesn’t look right, especially for a senior pastor. Don’t get me wrong, I do like Pastor Stiles. I think he’s a good pastor, but remember, he’s only the interim pastor. On a positive note, it does have a ministry or two that I could probably join.” 

“Remember it’s a smaller congregation than Holy Rock, so it’s not expected they would have all the ministries and outreach programs like his son’s church,” Christian added. 

“That’s true, but at Holy Rock we could meet a lot of people, make a lot of connections. I think that would be great, especially for you.”

“You’re right; I can see your point,” Christian said. 

Upon arriving at Holy Rock, they found a parking space on the street after seeing a parking lot full sign blocking the entrance to the huge church.

“Well, one thing we know about Holy Rock is if we want to park on the lot we have to arrive early,” said Christian, parallel parking the Acura.

Christian got out of the car and opened his wife’s door.

Luna grabbed her purse and got out. “We have a long walk. I don’t like this.”

“Look at the bright side; we’ll get some of our daily steps in.” Christian smiled and wrapped an arm around his wife’s waist as they walked along the sidewalk leading to one of the multiple church entrances. 

Royal purple carpet and purple cloth covered pews accentuated the divine beauty of Holy Rock. Different styles of paintings of Christ and other Christian symbols hung strategically throughout the massive sanctuary. 

“This really is a beautiful place of worship,” Luna whispered, looking around, as they followed the crowd into the sanctuary.

“You say that every time we come here,” Christian remarked.

“Because it’s true.” Strolling hand in hand, Luna gasped. The sanctuary was filling up fast. The balcony extended around the whole upper portion of the church, and there were people quickly filling those seats as well. 

“I’m glad we got a seat down here. I wasn’t looking forward to sitting in the balcony again,” Luna leaned in and whispered.

“Neither was I,” Christian agreed. 

The two of them looked toward the front of the sanctuary as a booming voice approached the pulpit proclaiming, “This is the day the Lord has made.” The voice poured from an average height man with a fair complexion and a stocky build, attired in a chocolate brown suit that appeared to be at least one size too large, and hung loosely even on his heavy frame. 

“We will rejoice and be glad in it,” much of the congregation bellowed, including Luna and Christian.

When the man finished his prayer and scripture reading, majestic purple curtains cascaded down from the top of the sanctuary, opening wide to unveil Holy Rock’s award-winning choir. 

Luna rejoiced, raising her hands in praise, singing along with the choir as the words to the songs appeared on projectors hanging on each side of the towering sanctuary walls. 

Christian was more subtle with his praise. While Luna stood to her feet, he remained seated and nodded his head as he sang along.

Pastor Khalil appeared from the front side entrance and charismatically walked to the pulpit as the choir proceeded to sing the last stanza of their third song.

“Praise the Lord,” Khalil said and started singing the song again, revitalizing the choir and the congregation as he strolled across the pulpit performing like a Kirk Franklin clone.
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“Each day is a new beginning, the chance to do with it what should be done, and not to be seen as simply another day to put in the time.” C. Pulsifer

“I liked Pastor Khalil’s message and how he delivered it. He’s a bit theatrical, but he still preaches the word. He may be young in the ministry but he preaches like someone much older. And boy can he sing! He certainly has charm and the ability to draw people into what he’s saying,” Luna said as they left Holy Rock.

“That’s obvious from the packed sanctuary. I like that he has a livestream on Sundays and a podcast a couple times a week. It shows he’s keeping up with the times and doing what it takes to reach people whether they are physically in the church or watching online,” said Christian.

“Right.” Luna nodded. “Oh, and the choir, oh my gosh, they are phenomenal.” Luna placed her hand across her heart, shaking her head and exhaling.

“Yep, I enjoyed them too,” added Christian, approaching the interstate and headed toward New Holy Rock. 

Fifteen minutes after leaving Holy Rock they arrived at New Holy Rock. 

“One thing I like about New Holy Rock is not having to walk a mile,” said Luna, holding on to her husband’s hand as they made their way to the entrance. “A check for convenient parking." Luna made a checkmark gesture in the air.

Christian chuckled. He held the door open for Luna as they climbed the final step.

They easily found a seat inside the sanctuary. Moments later the service started. 

The more he heard Stiles’ preach, the more Christian felt a spiritual draw to the man. Today’s message was a powerful word about relationships and God’s perfect timing. Christian had learned over the years, mostly because of his dear wife, not to fight against his spirit. Luna was always talking about how the Holy Spirit operated and that people should take time to listen to their spirits more often. 

At the end of New Holy Rock’s 90-minute service, Luna and Christian stood in line with other congregants so they could say hello to Pastor Stiles.

Moving along in the line, and almost instinctively, Christian placed his arm affectionately at the center of his wife’s back and kissed her on top of her head. She looked up at him and smiled. 

“It was nice to see the two of you again in the congregation this morning,” Stiles said when Christian and Luna approached.

“Thank you, we enjoyed the service, as always,” Christian responded.

“Your message was right on time,” Luna followed, reaching out to meet Stiles’ extended hand. 

“Thank you, Sista Black.”

After Luna's handshake, Christian extended his hand towards Stiles for a cordial exchange between the two gentlemen.

“Yes, I agree with my wife. Your sermon was definitely on point.” 

“Thank you. I wish I could take credit, but it’s all
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