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Patricia Miller was no ordinary musician. She had the voice of an angel and the heart of a child. She was a songbird with the body of a human being. She took nothing too seriously and lived for the moment making sure that even as she enjoyed life, she lived for Christ. She was barely eighteen when she got herself into the music industry, her parents had been against it especially when they assumed she would make secular music, but even after assuring them that she would be a gospel artist, they were still skeptical.  

Patricia was a born singer. It’s as she came out of the womb singing. She sang everywhere: in the shower while doing dishes, while doing laundry, while mowing the lawn, while doing homework. She did everything while singing. 

Patricia was well known by the time she was in her early twenties. At twenty-three, she had sold well over three hundred thousand of her albums in Los Angeles, Utah, Nevada and other areas across the United States.  She could never have imagined how far her singing would take her because she had become a celebrity over time. She was one of the most respected and admired young musicians in the country, and to the world of Christianity, she was admired for maintaining her personality.

Patricia worked had to manage her fame and personal time, and she always set time apart for doing things that she loved. She spent time with her family as much as she could, but tours always got the better of her time. She sometimes craved for peace and quiet where she could just read a book or sit through a good comic or romantic movie. 

On one chilly Saturday afternoon, Patricia went to the Kenwood Towne Centre shopping mall to do some shopping. She had told her mother that she would visit after her shopping spree. Luckily, that day no one stopped to ask for autographs or photos with her. She bought several jeans which she enjoyed wearing; she also bought some maxi skirts to get to wear to church with blouses that she tucked into her skirt. She added a Gucci handbag for her mother and matching pair of earrings for her twin sisters. She bought her father a gray tie that he could wear to church with a plain white shirt and dark gray pants. While shopping, she noticed how trends were changing and as a celebrity she had to keep up with the good trends.

After she had paid for the goods, she walked up to the parking lot. When she reached her car, she searched her purse for the car keys, but she was stopped by two hooded men with knives in their hand. They wanted her purse and the money she had on her but before she could reach in and give them what they demanded, a man out of nowhere jumped in and fought the two men, and they escaped. 

“Are you okay, ma’am?” he asked as he held her shaken body close to his in a reassuring way.

“Yes, I am. Thank you.”

She reached into her purse to give him a twenty dollar bill, but he declined and went his way. It took Patricia about five minutes to catch her breath and head home. She then remembered that she had promised her mother that she would pass by.  Besides, it will do me some good to talk about it and show them the gifts. She thought.

Her mother’s house was just three blocks away from hers. She had not wanted to move far away from her family because they had always been a close-knit family. Her identical twin sisters, Sasha and Marsha, always had it in for Patricia. They were five years apart, yet, were against everything she did. They were against her singing when she first started, her choice of boyfriends in the recent past and how she furnished her house. The only person who supported her was her father, and he was mostly in the sky saving someone’s life. She hardly spent time with him but knew that he loved his job and made an effort to be around them as much as possible.

Patricia parked her car by the roadside and entered the small gate by the picket fence, she walked into the entrance and took the three stairs to the main entrance before taking out her keys and letting herself in. Her mother had given her a key to their house so that she did not have to wait long for someone to answer the door and so that she could visit whenever she wanted. 

The green welcome rug was the first thing someone saw as they entered the Miller residence. To one’s left, there was a huge rack that hung coats, caps, hats at the top and held shoes at the bottom. To the right was a wall hanging of an abstract painting because Radcliff Miller was an art enthusiast. He went to any art gallery opening or showing and he bought whatever he could find on canvas and enjoyed watching movies that had art in them like ‘Longest Ride’ despite the fact that he was not into romance movies.

Patricia left her shoes on the rack and headed for the kitchen where she suspected her mother would be. The hallway to the kitchen was as expected; it held several paintings that cost Radcliff through his nose while others were gifts from fellow artist friends. One friend, Jacques, painted the entire Miller family including their dogs and presented it to them as a parting gift because he was to relocate to France to start an art gallery in Nice, his hometown. Jacques had told Radcliff that he hoped to one day own a big gallery in Paris and Toulouse.

“Hi, mum.” She said as she hugged her mother’s back. Patricia was always fearful of anyone holding a knife, and she wanted to be far away from the one her mother held.

“Hi, baby. Who are you doing?” she paused. “You seem shaken dear, is everything okay?”

Patricia narrated her story and expected pity from her mother who instead said:

“Honey, that is just too coincidental. How did he just appear like that? Had you seen him walking about? It is just too coincidental for me. Be a careful dear. It seems like a set up to me.”

“Where are the twins?” Patricia asked to change the topic.  

Her mother continued cutting her onions. She was preparing some coconut rice with baked chicken and peanut sauce which was a family delicacy. 

“Oh, they went to Jamie’s place. They will be back soon.”

Jamie was a neighbor with cerebral palsy, and the twins loved him. He was just ten years, but they loved babysitting him. They were sometimes paid by Jamie’s mother, but they never babysat him for the money. They just adored the boy and found him to be a fun company, and he equally enjoyed his time with them. They played chess with him and taught him new songs that he would try and sing along to. Although he was in a wheelchair, when he was with Sasha and Marsha, he felt like an average person. They treated him like he was.  

Patricia and her mother heard the door shut and the sounds of people giggling.

“Pat! You’re home.” They hugged her simultaneously. 

They took their sister to their rooms and showed her their scores. They were studying psychology at the University of Cincinnati. 

They had a few girly chats and Pat told them about her ordeal.  

“Some people are just so cruel. How can they do that to you?” Sasha said.

“I just hope you meet Mr. Mystery man again,” Marsha added.

Patricia laughed then heard her phone ring. It was work.

“Hi, Pat. We need you in the studio now. We have a crisis.”

She rushed to the Kitchen and briefed her mother and asked her to save her a plate.

The drive to the studio was quiet. She did not want to put on the radio or hear her music. Instead, she prayed the whole way:

Father, I do not know what has happened but may your will be done and not mine. Just give me the serenity to handle what I cannot change.

The studio was where Patricia sang her songs and prayed for inspiration to write others. She already had three albums namely: Oh my soul, Risen and Just as I am. She blended hymns and pop and had her unique genre and her audience loved the message. She did not want to be those gospel artists who sang to gain fame and wealth because she knew all that was vanity. She wanted to spread the message of salvation and to know Jesus Christ in a personal way. She wanted people to know that God existed and He was waiting for them. Her album ‘Risen’ was centered on Easter. She had seven songs, and they all had the main theme of salvation.

One of her favorite songs in the Album was ‘His Vast Love’ which she sang with all her heart after having an accident when she was traveling to Ohio from Los Angeles. Her plane had malfunctioned, and they were sure that they would crash, and she had told herself that if it was her time, she was ready. She was ready to be with her maker and that she had used all her talents well. She had not led a perfect life, but she knew her faith and trust in Jesus would save her. Fortunately, just like in the movies, the plane worked in the nick of time, and they were safe. 

She wrote that song after three weeks of therapy. She needed to get her trauma out of her system and ‘His Vast Love’ helped her through it. In the song she had a verse that meant a lot to her: 

Though I do not understand how things happen, you see me through;

Through the tempest you pull me through;

Though I know not what I do, you do not judge me as men do;

Your vast love, Lord, has seen me through, your vast love caused Jesus to take the cup of suffering and die on the cross for me, to resurrect for me, to make me as white as snow;

Though I am Adam’s helpless race, your immense love, you have shown me. 

“Miss Patricia, come this way.” The security guard led her away from the entrance of the Studio, and she wondered why he had done that. 

“Aaron, what is going on?” she asked as she came out of her Chevrolet. 

“Sorry Ma’am but I have some bad news, I am not at liberty to tell you but the studio burnt down last night.”
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