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WEAVING FATE







FATE here speaking. Remember me? The one you say you can’t change…
the one you always turn to for signs? I also answer to
Destiny,
Coincidence,
Serendipity and
Divine Intervention.
I’ve many nicknames, all clearly well-known. As to whether I’m
well-loved or hated, that varies on who you speak to. One thing
I’ve constantly noticed though is how my name has always been
dragged into the whole romantic love business. I mean, why
give Cupid a job
if I’ll have to do all the work anyway? Have people ever thought of
that? Anyhow, I’m not really certain as to who started that rumor
but since it seems that I can do nothing to change that impression,
I thought I’d make a personal appearance to settle things
myself.

As you would have expected, I’ve
witnessed numerous—centuries and centuries worth of love
stories—inevitably played a role in most, in more ways in some than
in others. I won’t call myself a professional on the matter but I
was there—be it battling it out on the forefront or lounging around
suppressing my laughter in the background.

I have to say, there were romances
that I simply applauded, admiring the leads for their sheer
intensity and endurance… those that stood through time and trials…
those that turned into love epics of tremendous Hollywood
proportions… those that went on and on with their love story,
through the good and bad times, even after I threw in a few
tests.

Then there were those whorl wind
romances that simply went on ahead, drunkenly, without me… those
that started after a couple of beers… yes, those that went by too
fast I didn’t even had a chance to sign my seal of approval. Not
that I take any offense.

Thirdly, there were the
categorical rebels—those that plainly resisted me… won’t accept NO
for an answer. The word stubborn
quickly comes to mind. Oh, and
masochist. Included in
here are the one-sided love stories that went on for far too long,
closing their eyes from my placard saying NO. “No Pain, No Gain”, “Against All
Odds” and “Persistence is a virtue” are probably some of their
mottos. I can’t dabble with free will so I soon let them
be.

A fourth kind I’ve
encountered are those (and there are many of them, believe me) that
ceaselessly clung and stuck, and relied and depended on me like
6-month-olds… holding their breaths… sitting on their couches in
wide-eyed vigilance… wishing on a falling star… waiting for me to
throw in Mr.-or-Ms.-What-Not right through their backdoors…
ceaselessly asking for signs… for me to start lighting the
fireworks… like I’m Cupid
or something. Again, I AM NOT.

Finally, I sadly introduce those that
utterly frustrated me to no end… those that I work on the hardest…
those people whom I’ve pulled all the stops for just to bring them
together, for a cup of coffee… those people whose lives are much
too interlaced for them to miss a second glance at each other…
those that I can’t help but shed a tear or two because somehow,
despite everything I’ve done, my efforts still aren’t
enough….







In 1990

A little girl, in her high
yellow pigtails and her lacey pink dress with a big purple unicorn
on the front, is sitting at a swing located on one end of
Interlaced Park…
swinging ever so gently as she licks on her Twin Popsicles… a
satisfied smile on her face declaring to the world that she
couldn’t want anything more from life.

Standing close by, over by the monkey
bars is a lanky boy, in his high-waist corduroy shorts, tightly
buttoned white polo shirt and knee-high socks. He is staring at the
girl… or at her ice cream. No one is really certain. But one
thing’s for sure, he’s working up the courage to ask her to play by
the sandbox. Because with a smile plastered on her face like that,
she looks just the friendliest of them all.

But just as his puny, unbroken,
uncorrupted hopeful little heart has finally managed to get up and
talk to her, his tiny best friend calls to him. The tiny best
friend has been hanging on for dear life by the monkey bars for 2
minutes and 3 seconds now. “Jake! Jake, help me! Help!”

The lanky boy looks up and fears for
the life of his best friend. At age 7, he reassured him that he got
his back. He stretched out his arms, took a deep breath and
positioned himself onto becoming his friend’s safety net. He was
only 3 ½ months older than his best friend but he has always played
the big brother between them. He certainly won’t let anything
happen to him.

And so there goes that
first chance… for in that critical moment between life and death,
between the monkey bar and the swing set, Jacob forgot the first
girl who ever made him realize what pretty looked and felt
like.


CHAPTER 1:
INTRODUCTIONS

STORY 1

On AJ’s
Journcorder:

I saw her again today. In the entire
park, she sits on exactly one spot—the swing under that Acacia
tree. And it’s always on the exact same time of day—5:37 PM. Every
single time, she’d be doing nothing but stare off into space,
seeming oblivious to the chaos around her.

I don’t know why. She’s no head
turner, at least not compared to the women I’m surrounded with
daily, but somehow, in each of my afternoon jogs, I still can’t
help but notice her. She radiates a kind of serenity that makes me
want to look at her every single time. I don’t know. Maybe I’m
hoping to catch some of her peace myself. But then again there’s
also that sense of familiarity—a sense like I’ve known her all my
life.











“Sooo... Tell me, how is it
possible that a lady as gorgeous like yourself has ended up alone
on a Friday night?” AJ smoothly delivered to a sultry-looking woman
as he subtly slid on a stool beside her along the bar of Loca—a
club AJ and his friends frequented.

The woman looked up, obviously
unsurprised with the sudden intrusion of yet another male predator;
and liking what she sees, she coyly replied, “Waiting for someone
like you.”

Certainly pleased with the woman’s
welcoming response, AJ excitedly contributed in the flirtation,
“Well, well… it seems that we already have something in common
right there.”

“He shoots and he scores!”
Jake’s voice—AJ’s best friend—suddenly announced, appearing right
in between AJ and the woman, casually slinging his arm around AJ’s
shoulder, as if saying Congratulations. “Hey my man! And a
‘Good Evening’ for the pretty lady,” turning to the woman with a
curtsy.

The lady, not amused and not bothering
to hide her annoyance with the interruption, quickly stood up,
walked up to AJ, and slid ever so seductively a piece of paper
across AJ’s right palm, whispering real close to his ear a
lingering, “Later…” With that she turned to leave, disappearing
into the throbbing sea of people on the dance floor.

After ensuring that the still unnamed
woman is out of hearing distance, “I so envy you man! How do you do
it? How is it that every gorgeous girl simply flocks to you like a
shepherd? YOU truly are the master,” Jake finished, raising his
arms up in pretend-worship.

“What can I say? I can’t
help it if I won the genetic lottery and girls just can’t keep
their hands off me.” AJ boasted, gulping down a shot of
Vodka.

“Yup! You’re just missing
the humility gene.”

AJ smirked, “As if girls care about
that. If any of them did, not one of them would end up with an
arrogant no-good cheating jerk… or me for that matter.”

“Can’t really argue with
you on that. You know girls better than I do,” Jake agreed before
ordering for a drink himself to the eavesdropping bartender. “Just
a mug of beer dude!”

“Here, you can have this,”
AJ said, handing over the piece of paper with the gorgeous woman’s
cellphone number.

“I can have this…? You
sure, man?! ‘Cause I won’t pass up on Paper Girl over there. You’re
sure?”

“Look, it’s either you want
it or not.”

“I want it. Definitely do.
But why flirt like that if you’re not going to
follow-through?”

“I don’t know Jake. It’s
instinctual I guess. She’s a girl. I’m me. Or maybe I’m just bored.
I—“

“Oh no!” Jake really has a
flare for the theatrics.

“What?!”

“Is this about Soda Girl, I
mean Becky?”

“What about
her?”

“You’ve fallen for her? Oh
my! That is a laugh. I can see it on the front page of the fashion
column now ‘THE AJ Lopez has finally found THE One—the lucky girl
he wants to commit to’,” Jake declared, almost falling off his
seat.

“Are you insane? She and I
are over.”

“So… no The One
yet?”

“Why would I ever give up
being a bachelor? There will never be any ONE,” AJ replied with
certainty.

“Right on! But you sure you
and Soda Girl are over? Because Sushi girl—remember her?—Soda
Girl’s friend, the one I was sort of dating up until last week?
She’s been bugging me about Soda Girl needing to talk to you. She
wants to talk, man. Talk!”

“Talk! Of course, what
woman doesn’t?”

“She’s on a hunt and you’re
the target.”

“She can hunt all she
wants, but I’m out.”

“Still the one-month rule
huh?”

“Yup!”

“One woman, one month, one
good time,” both of them stated in unison, as if it was an
all-important article of the national constitution

Soda Girl. Sushi Girl. Paper Girl.
Jake and AJ have made a habit of giving their short-lived
girlfriends such nicknames so they don’t get attached too much.
It’s usually based on any salient thing they can associate with the
girl when they first meet them. It is a dehumanization strategy
they’ve developed so they can still sleep at night while they went
on their merry womanizing ways. This is along with the defensive
argument that says, “In our defense, we never date more than one
girl at the same time”, nor do they date them for more than one
month. But who’s really counting, right?!

“Nothing’s change then.
You’re still very much you—a real heartbreaker. Comforting to know,
I guess. So… why pass up a chance with Paper Girl over
there?”

“It was too easy. No
challenge. You can have her.”

“Heartless! Truly selfish.
And yet, I’m still dying of envy right—“ Jake stopped mid-sentence,
alarm on his face.

“What now?” AJ asked,
suddenly aware of incoming danger. Danger could only mean one of
two things a recent EX-girlfriend or his preachy manager.
Hesitantly, he turned to the direction of the smoke that set off
the alarm to find out which one: Soda Girl Becky.

“They say men are dense,
but it is the women who can’t take a hint. Yo Jake, you know the
drill. I gotta split”.

“What’s the excuse this
time?” Jake asked, falling back into the routine.

“Tell her I’m on vacation
and there’s no way I can be reached. No, tell her I’m on tour for
Gucci far far away, or better yet tell her I already got married.
Anything man, improvise,” AJ got up, swiftly exiting through the
back door.

“By the way, you’re welcome
man,” Jake waved goodbye. “And try not to trip on karma on your way
out.”











“Okay! I want everyone flawless and in
position in 5. No buts!” the stage manager called out to all the
models in the makeshift dressing room backstage.

Tonight is another fashion show where
AJ is the big-time model, the highlight, the main attraction. For 4
years now, AJ has climbed his way to the top in the fashion world-
from being an extra on print- he is now being groomed to be the
next fashion “IT” guy. AJ is 6 feet tall, lean, tanned and has a
face that could draw a shriek and/or a stare from a mile away. Yes!
He is genetically programmed to be a 21st century
supermodel.

Unfortunately, this has easily fallen
him prey to the stereotype of being a beauty with no brains, and
further more, prey to the lifestyle of endless parties, women, and
ballooning egos.

“Bravo everyone! The
sponsors and the photographers all loved the show. I’m sure we’ll
be expecting good reviews.” Alberto, the production manager,
commended everyone backstage, models and staff alike, for having
successfully ended the last show of a long series that showcased
the works of an upcoming French designer named Simone Monet. “Thank
you and good job everyone!” Alberto said, ending his speech,
receiving loud applause from everyone. “Now, chap, chap! Let’s
clean everything up so that we could all head home.”

AJ was already out of his show clothes
and into his regular rugged black-shirt-and-denim get-up just as
Alberto ended his farewell speech. He was already heading out when
his personal talent manager, Giovanni Caldo, caught up with
him.

“AJ! AJ! Not too fast.
You’re not going anywhere until after we’ve talked,” Giovanni
called out, in his tan leather trench coat and matching brown
high-cut boots.

“Not you too,” AJ sighed,
knowing too well the agony of enduring yet another speech before
heading home.

“What?”

“Nothing. Go ahead.
Talk.”

“First, let me just say,
isn’t it a miracle that you don’t have a woman draped all over you
to go home with? Your charm not working well with the ladies
tonight?”

“Look, I’m really zonked
out. I just wanna go home. Speed this up a little bit, will
you?”

“All right, all right! You
don’t have to be so heated up,” his unnaturally high-pitched voice
relenting. He figured he can’t fight fire with fire, so in a more
motherly tone, “You know you’re my favorite and most promising
talent, right?” When AJ didn’t respond immediately, he prodded on,
“Riiight?”

“Whatever you say,” AJ
finally obliged.

“So act like it. I thought
you wanted to be more mainstream. Do more TV? More
commercials?”

“Only because that’s where
the money is.”

“So what are you thinking
dating all those women? Sleeping around like that? It’s—it’s hard
enough to get you into a fashion show wherein there isn’t one
female model whom you haven’t emotionally abused with you and your
best friend’s love mantra. With the rate you’re going, you’ll
manage to antagonize all the female models by the age of 28 and
then all of us will be without a job, out on the street, begging
for alms.”

“You’re being overly
dramatic.”

“Oh, I don’t think so,”
Giovanni’s voice rising a few more pitches, if that’s possible for
a man his age. “Frankly, I don’t know what to do with you anymore.
There’s only a handful of companies who will cast you in their
commercials with your playboy, bad-ass image. You need a change of
image—an alternate personality, if you will. Be kinder, please.
Swallow an anti-libido pill or something. Just change even a little
bit—for both our sakes.”

At 26, this was the only life AJ knew,
the only life he could remember living and the only life he thought
he could afford. AJ has forgotten the man he was and the man he
could be… until he met the girl who made him remember—the girl on
the swing.











Hannah’s
Prayer:

Hey Lord! The weather’s pretty amazing
today. Alright, I guess the day itself wasn’t too bad either. But
seriously, thank You for today. The kids are really shaping up to
their full potentials. They’ve really improved on their reading and
I can’t be prouder.

You’ve really been good to
us these past months. Woven Avenue
has been a good opportunity and an excellent
choice for me and Luke. I admit that I was hesitant at first to
take on this job… okay, really hesitant… but coming back to this
place brings me so much joy that I didn’t know was still there. So
thank You, for guiding me back here. I don’t know what else You
have in store for me but I’m ready.

Oh, and Sam has been giving
me updates regarding him. He still hasn’t come to the
shop, nor in town either. Oh well, I know that I’m supposed to be
over him by now but I just worry. I’m worried that he’s not okay,
that he might be unhappy. I’m sure Luke will be furious if he hears
me still praying for him but there has been absolutely no news
about him. It’s almost like he has disappeared and I don’t know
what to think. Somehow no matter how much pain he has caused me in
the past, I still worry. And so, I continually pray that You bless
him and guide him. I know he deserves to be happy.

Well then, I’m signing off for now.
Goodnight 











“Thank you Teacher Hannah!
Ba-bye,” seven kids of ages 7-9 all said at once as they board the
mini school bus.

“You’re always welcome!
I’ll see you tomorrow, okay? Marcia, remind your mom to get your
flu shots. And Bobby, quit biting your fingernails. I’ll be
checking for marks tomorrow,” Hannah reminded everyone, waving
goodbye.

Another day has ended for these
special children whom Hannah has taken under her wing for more than
half a year already. She works for an international organization
that helps special kids all over the world—the differently abled—to
build on their confidence by helping them learn skills they can use
to be more productive and more independent members of society.
Hannah has chosen to work with blind kids, teaching them how to
read Braille.

Hannah was still standing by the
sidewalk, waving goodbye, when… “Miss, this is a hold-up,” a stern
voice suddenly came up from behind her. “If you know what’s good
for you, you’ll simply follow what I say. Don’t turn around.
Quickly empty your pockets and hand everything to me.” It was Luke,
Hannah’s best friend, holding up an index finger against Hannah’s
back.

“Luke!” Hannah blurted out,
startled, turning around to face his ‘assailant’.

“I see you’re as sharp as
ever!” Luke exclaimed, amused.

“Please don’t ever do that
again. I don’t think your patients will appreciate it if they found
out that their doctor is going around pretending to be a robber,
giving people a heart attack,” Hannah reprimanded.

“Aye, aye captain!” Luke
mocked further with a salute.

Hannah laughed, “You’re early.
Why?”

“My last appointment got
cancelled and so I thought I’d drop in early to see my best girl.
Maybe grab an early dinner?”

Suddenly, Hannah’s glowing expression
was tainted with sadness and guilt. The last couple of years have
really been difficult for Hannah, with all the changes and the
adjustments she had to go through. It’s been better but it still
takes every ounce of her will to get up in the morning and make
something good out of it. She knew the ‘better’ couldn’t have come
without the help of her best friend Luke. Luke has been her clutch
through all the pain and turmoil that has become her life. She
wants to do more for him, to show her gratitude but for now all she
can manage is a self-pitiful and guilt-stricken, “I’m
sorry.”

“What ever for? For ME
pretending to assault you?” Luke asked, trying to lighten the
mood.

“You know precisely why—for
me being so dependent on you like this- sending me and fetching me
to and from work. For you always having to consider and pencil in
my needs.”

“Oh please, don’t start
with me. You know I love doing all these things for you. You are my
family now—my only one—and so I need you to let me be that person
for you too,” Luke pleaded, getting barely a nod from Hannah who’s
now on the verge of tears. “Alrighty then,” Luke exclaimed, trying
to lighten the mood. “Why don’t we walk around the park first, get
some fresh air before that dinner, and get those tears back up
before they drown me to death.”











Hannah’s been enjoying her time on the
swing again. Ever since coming back to her hometown, her time on
the swing has been her source of solitude and tranquility- a time
and place for her to think, to sort out the clutter of thoughts and
emotions she still bear… a place to be herself.

The swing is located at the
outskirts of the lush 1-hectare Interlaced town park. It’s her
favorite spot because she knew it provided a view that overlooked
everyone and everything else, yet at the same time, it is
well-shaded and occluded from the watching eyes of the world around
her. She likes it that way. Thus, except for the occasional
overshooting balls of kids playing around the park, it is rare for
Hannah to have any kind of visitor. On that particular afternoon
though, she’d have a special visitor—the kind that only
I could
bring.
















STORY 2

They’ve known each other for years.
They grew up in the same church, shared the same worship service
every Sunday and even joined the same youth group activities for as
long as they could walk. They are 19 year-old Nicole Lopez and 20
year-old Jacob Allcan.

Nicole is the girl-next-door type with
her fair skin and bouncy bob hair, framing her small heart-shaped
face that’s dotted with a pair of big innocent eyes. She frequently
sports knee-length Capri pants, a polo shirt under a vest, and a
matching pair of flats. She’s an only daughter of two really busy
workaholic parents. She’s a member of practically every
organization at her college (i.e. Hiphop Dance Club, Debate Team,
Green Earth, Math Club) and campaigns for all sorts of causes and
so she is often seen going around asking for petitions to be
signed. She’s also an extreme sports hobbyist who specifically
enjoys go-cart racing, paragliding, and scuba diving. But lo and
behold, on top of her easy-going attitude, she is also a certified
beauty making it easy for every guy to want her and for every girl
to envy her.

Jacob is no different. He is the Go-to
Guy. His dark brown hair and his tanned lean physique serve as
testament to his favorite sole sport- swimming. He is tall, with
piercing dark brown eyes, a chiseled nose and a disarming smile.
He’s comfortable in a pair of well-ironed slacks and a dark-colored
polo shirt that make him look like he just stepped out of a prom
suit catalog every single time. He is a student leader as he is
currently vice president of the student council of his university.
He’s been serving as a Bible school teacher/councilor for 4 years
now and has grown to serve as the big brother the Sunday school
kids look up to. Old-fashioned and diplomatic in speech, he is
constantly ready to jump at the chance of helping others and always
with a creased forehead of concern for any fellow earthling. He is
typically described by everyone who knows him as conservative, a
worrywart and a real 20th century gentleman (take note: 20th
century).

So what then is the problem between
these two utterly gorgeous people? If this boy and girl were to
play in a dating game show, they will certainly be a match,
right?

Maybe. But with the kind of schedules
these two have, even I will have a hard time pairing them up. It
certainly is no surprise they each don’t have a love life. Or
rather they CAN’T have the love of their lives. Anyway, more
unfolding of that later.

I’ve really tried everything you know.
Their lives are as intertwined as could be. And yet, Nicole and
Jacob remain nothing but mere acquaintances. Mumbling uncertain
Hi’s and Hello’s whenever they pass by each other, extending
handshakes as they greet one another the occasional holiday cheer,
or sharing accidental glances—these were all they have.

Oh, did I mention that the Girl is
actually in love with the guy? At least, Cupid has done his part on
that. But the Boy… My! He is absolutely blind to the Girl. Blind, I
tell you. Well, Cupid may have some role in that too. He’s shot
Jacob with his love arrow, just not love for my bet Nicole… with
some other girl who I think to this day he is still pining away
for.

Well, I suppose masochism in the form
of an unrequited one-sided love is the IN thing for the youth
nowadays. But don’t you think these two deserve more than the
average daily heartbreaks they’re getting? Well, I have just the
plan.











“Hi Jacob!” a couple of
high-pitched adolescents greeted Jacob just as he was passing by
one of the church’s conference rooms. He was just leaving after the
weekly youth fellowship.

“Hello there, Ms. Anna and
Ms. Diane!” He’s the type who easily memorizes people’s names and
he feels compelled to call people by their name as a form of
respect. “Are you waiting for Miss Nicole? You have that purity
class with her, am I correct?”

The girls enthusiastically
nodded.

“I heard you have a
calculus exam coming up as well? Just approach me if there’s
anything I could help you with, okay?”

“Okay!” the girls
immediately agreed.

“Well then, God bless you
girls. I’ll go ahead for now,” Jacob waved goodbye, still flashing
his pearly whites.

“Thank you,” the girls
excitedly replied before launching into another
gigglefest.

“Hey Jacob! Got a minute?”
Pastor Michael, the senior pastor and Jacob’s personal discipler,
called out from his office across the hall.

“Pastor Michael! Good
afternoon. Certainly sir. Is there something amiss?” Jacob asked as
he entered the room, gently closing the door behind him.

“Amiss? Oh no—no problem at
all. Why do you always think something’s ’amiss’? I’ve told you
before, for your age, you worry too much. You wouldn’t want
wrinkles to be a concern of yours before you reach 30, believe me.
I merely wanted to catch up on what’s going on with you—your future
plans more specifically.”

“Future plans? Sir, I still
have a year of college left. I’m afraid I’m still doing some
pondering myself, Pastor Michael.”

“Taking up chemistry if
Alzheimer’s hasn’t gotten to me, right?”

“Yes, that’s
correct.”

“But besides chemistry, you
have any other interest, like working in the ministry? Serving
full-time as a pastor, I mean?”

“Uhm….” Jacob started, the
sudden query throwing him off guard. Sure, he’s practically being
groomed to be a pastor all his life but he won’t remain at his
university studying chemistry if he has decided his
path.

Before Jacob could think of a better
way of phrasing his response, the pastor continued, “If I were to
vote for the most likely person to become a pastor, you’d be high
in the running I must say. And with your popularity around here,
I’m sure we won’t have much problem with our number of
attendees—especially the females. If you know what I
mean?”

“Ah, I- I don’t know about
that Pastor Michael. It’s true that I have been giving it some
thought but to be completely honest sir, I- I’m afraid I can’t
really provide you a definite answer,” Jacob replied, uncertain as
to how his discipler might feel about his hesitancy to enter the
ministry.

Pastor Michael laughed, trying to ease
the obvious tension from Jacob. “You know there’s no pressure here,
right? You take your time deciding. It really is your life. You are
called when you’re called, as they say. It doesn’t matter whether
you end up preaching at a pulpit or somewhere else. I’m certain
you’ll make the whole congregation proud of you… as you always
have. Just remember to continue honoring God in the process of
learning your heart’s real passion. Be well to keep that in mind,”
Pastor Michael finished, reassuring Jacob with a smile, but leaving
him feeling more pressured than ever.








On Nicole’s
Diary:

I saw him again today. It’s Sunday so
I got to see him. I was with the choir. He was with the other youth
leaders, sitting predictably on the 3rd row on the left, several
feet from me.

I’ve known him from the time when
lollipops and Ewoks were all I needed to make me smile, and yet, I
am still but an acquaintance, just another familiar face in the
crowd. I realize I’m being incredibly stupid and a masochist.
Harboring these feelings for him for years have done nothing for my
self-confidence nor my love life but here I am prolonging this
imagined love affair that has gone far longer than the length of
some actual relationships I’ve witnessed. BUT… but I can’t help it!
He is like a ray of sunshine that has sauntered into my life and I
simply can’t bring myself to look away. It is much too beautiful to
shade myself from.

16 minutes and 44 seconds (yeah, I
counted) is just about the lengthiest encounter we’ve ever had. It
was I believe when I managed to trip over the church steps when I
was 15 years old and he was 16. He was trying to help me up, asking
me repeatedly with his signature forehead--worrywart-crease and
with such concern in his voice if I was alright (and I believe that
was the beginning of my downfall), as my left knee begins to bleed
itself pale and lifeless. Probably thinking I needed more than his
concern, he hurriedly carried me up the steps and onto an empty
conference room after pulling out from his backpack a first-aid kit
(He has his own first-aid kit, I know. How much more can a knight
in shining armor can he get?). So between my clumsy moment up to
the laying of the band-aid, all I could do was stare at him as if
words have left me like no debater has ever experienced. And then
that was all. He called another church member to bring me home
since he has a meeting, asking for the last time if I was alright.
That was unfortunately and unglamorously all. The end. After that,
we were back on the occasional small talks of no more than 3
minutes. Still, that one moment was enough for him to have held my
heart- hook, line and sinker. 16 minutes and 44 seconds was all it
needed.

It’s been 4 years since I’ve DECIDED
to fall for him. It’s almost like each of the 4 minutes and 11
seconds of our fateful encounter have been enough for me to match
those minutes for 1 year of waiting and hoping. He has become a
staple cast member in my dreams. I’ve written volumes of dialogues
in my head that would put Socrates in shame with the numerous
imagined conversations I’ve had with him. I’ve permanently damaged
the novelty of the name ‘Jacob’ to my closest friends with the
hundreds of times I’ve subtly tried to slip it in our talks. He has
become a disease now as he is an addiction in my life.

I’m not really expecting anything
though. It’s one thing to hope and another to expect. I just
couldn’t bring myself to do that…simply because the disappointment
might be too much. Besides, I know I can’t do anything about it. I
WON’T do anything.

So I thought that’s how things will
end for my one-sided love affair…that is, until Pastor Michael
informed me that I was chosen to co-head the church anniversary
celebration this coming summer—with Jacob.

So now I’m thinking that things may
finally change. I’m not crossing my fingers though, I’m raising my
hands, palms facing each other, knees touching the ground, that
they will.


CHAPTER 2: FIRST
IMPRESSIONS

STORY 1

The Frisbee glided past Hannah, and
right on target, it landed just at the tip of her toes.

“I’m sorry about that!” a
male voice called out.

Hannah smiled turning towards the
voice, “Is that the best pick-up line you could come up
with?”

“Oh I…” the guy stammered,
taken aback at how he had been directly told of his lame
attempt.

“Please madam, pardon my
friend here. He simply doesn’t know what to do with himself,”
another male voice interrupted, in his best English accent. “By the
way, I’m AJ- AJ Lo—“ AJ extended his hand for a handshake, but
Hannah didn’t reach out to do the same. She continually stared past
them.

Though at first surprised to hear
another man’s voice, Hannah quickly understood what was going on.
“Actually, I was kidding the first time. But apparently, you guys
aren’t. You actually plotted to pick me up?!” Incredulity and
annoyance now evident in her voice. “I don’t know if I’m going to
laugh or be sick.”

Clearly unprepared for Swing Girl’s
reaction, AJ protected his ego with humor, keeping up the charade,
“Pardon moi mademoiselle. We’re making you sick to your stomach? Is
that correct? Why, are we not up to your standards?” AJ didn’t
think he’d find a woman this early in his life that repulses him
and that would make him feel so… unattractive, so unattached to his
charms.

“I’m sorry sire,” Hannah
replied, joining in with the British act. “I didn’t mean any
offense at your character. It’s simply that your little game here
you and your friend are playing is not something that I’m familiar
and comfortable with. I find it rather insulting that you would
think I am someone whom you can PICK UP. Obviously, I didn’t end up
in a secluded area in this park if I wanted to be one of your
victims. This isn’t a bar, for Pete’s sake. Now, if you would
please excuse me, sire, I have to get going.” Hannah hurriedly
stood up from her swing, extending what appeared to be a walking
stick; and with one graceful movement, she turned on her heel and
left, not once turning back.




Hannah’s
Prayer:

Luke’s shifts at the hospital have
been pretty intense lately. I hope You bless his health, my Lord.
I’m really worried. Also, God, about our mission here, I think we
can move on to another area in a few months. Things are finally
coming into place. We’re getting more sponsors, more volunteers.
Thank You for that.

And… alright, I know I have to do
this. I need Your forgiveness—for not being so open-minded earlier
today. I know You know. There was this guy and his friend who came
up to me. They attempted something… and I kind of lost my temper.
Ok, I did lose my temper. I’m sorry. They probably didn’t mean
anything by it. It was even flattering I suppose, by some cultural
standards. I guess I just felt disrespected. I don’t really
appreciate the concept of being PICKED-UP—especially with all the
pretentious lines that come with it. It seems too deceptive and
dishonest. Why can’t people plainly introduce themselves? Are most
people really that scared of being themselves?



“I didn’t think girls like
that still exist,” Jake announced. He and Jake are on a fierce and
serious emergency conference in AJ’s living room, brainstorming for
theories as to why the harsh brush-off from Swing Girl earlier that
afternoon.

“Yeah, almost like an
endangered species,” AJ agreed.

“I was thinking more of a
mythical creature but your nature vibe also works too. She’s
intensely prude, dude. Don’t you think? Doesn’t she know it is IN
FACT a huge compliment to be picked-up by us? Us! Man, if I were
you, I’d stop thinking about a girl who’s obviously trapped in the
17th century.”

“Still… I-I don’t get it!”
AJ blurted out in response, baffled and offended.

“I hear ya! Maybe- maybe
she’s blind,” Jake offered. “She had that cane thing.”

“Nah!” AJ and Jake said in
unison, quickly dismissing the idea. “Impossible” clearly running
through their minds.

“Hey, where’s your laptop?
Let’s google her,” Jake said, getting up from his seat.

“We don’t know her name
remember? We never got to that?” AJ answered, almost
annoyed.

“Right,” Jake agreed,
quickly slumping back on his seat. “Hey! I know! How about we hire
a cartographer- you know, the ones in the police stations? Let’s
have her sketched,” Jake said, delighted with himself for another
brilliant idea—or so he think.

“Yeah, and what? Hope she
has a criminal record so we could get a match? Seriously man, how
did you pass college?” AJ said, now truly annoyed.

“Alrighty!” Jake said, his
hands up in feigned surrender. “You don’t have to keep shooting the
messenger. Still, can’t believe you were rejected man! I never
thought I’d see the day. It was… surreal. I think I like Swing Girl
already.” Now, it was Jake’s turn to turn on some
antagonism.

“Now, can I shoot the
messenger?” AJ said, giving Jake a murderous look.

“Hey, I’m just saying.”
Jake said, suppressing his laughter.

“Maybe…,” AJ started, his
voice relenting. “Maybe I’ve finally been hit with what they call
personal preferences. There’s no way I’m every body’s type, right?
It has to happen sometime. It’s like saying there’s no hard
feelings. It’s just the way it is.”

“Or maybe you’ve just lost
it man! You’ve lost your edge with the ladies, if you know what I
mean,” Jake said, now on full-teasing mode.

“Oh yeah? So what?! It’s
not like she’s that pretty.”

“Really?”

“Really. Come to think of
it she isn’t my type either. There’s no way she’d compare to any
one of the models I’ve dated and are dating.”

“Sourgraping,” Jake
muttered under his breath.

“What?”

“Nothing. Just admit
defeat, and quit being a sore loser. It doesn’t suit
you.”

For once, AJ had nothing to add but a
resounding sigh.

“Hey man, you know I’m just
playin’, right? How about looking at it as a challenge? You’re
always rattling on about how easy it is with women nowadays. Well,
here’s your perfect chance to prove yourself. I’ll even bet you on
it.”

“Finally man, some sense
coming from you,” AJ said, suddenly getting up and slamming his
fist on an arm couch. “Just wait and see, even Swing Girl can’t
resist me,” AJ finished with firm resolution and renewed
self-confidence.




STORY 2

“Good afternoon, Miss Susan. Are the
kids still in? I merely wanted to drop by and see how they’re
doing,” Jacob greeted Susan, the Bible Class Coordinator who was
sitting by the church lobby, waiting for her ride.

“Jacob! My, did you get
yourself a tan! Looks good. It’s so good to see you. You seem a lot
taller too? Did you sneak another inch into your height? I thought
you won’t be back ‘til tomorrow?” There’s just no stopping Susan
and her armament of words.

“Supposedly, ma’am. But we
thought we’d surprise everyone by arriving a day early. Also,
father had an emergency business meeting to attend to.”

“And the first thing you do
is come to church. You’ll really make a good pastor someday. No
doubt about it,” Susan beamed.

“Ah Miss Susan, truth is,
I’m still giving that some thought.”

“Of course you are, you
always are thinking about things. You’re no Grandma for nothing, aren’t
you?”

Jacob smiled, wanting to quickly
change the subject. “So ma’am, are the kids still in?”

”Oh yes. Yes! Uh, no. No. I
believe they’re with Nicole.”

“So Miss Nicole did
substitute for my classes this couple of weeks?”

“Yes she did. And if I
remember correctly she brought the kids to the video arcade for
their class this afternoon. They should be back any minute
now.”

“The video arcade? For my
Sunday school class?” Jacob asked in disbelief, his voice a notch
higher.

“Yes, isn’t she a darling?
She knows exactly what the kids want. She’ll make a good mother
someday. Anyway, I have to get going my dear. My ride’s just in. Be
a sweetheart and give your parents a hug for me, okay?”

“Ah… certainly Miss Susan.
Thank you. Be careful on your way home,” Jacob waved goodbye,
somewhat absent-mindedly, the information still swirling in his
head. Why would Nicole bring the kids—MY kids—to an amusement
center during Bible class? What could she possibly teach them
there?

“Thank you Teacher! Let’s
do that again ok?” a young boy’s voice said, breaking through
Jacob’s train of thought.

“Yes, let’s! And let’s
bring Teacher Jacob too!” another excited boy added.

“Absolutely! We bring
everyone you want next time,” Nicole promised. “Now, go wait in the
playroom for your rides, ok?”

“Ok teacher!” All 11 kids,
between 7-11 years old, said in unison. “Ba-bye!”

“Alright, goodbye!” Nicole
waved goodbye, a big smile on her face.

And as soon as all the kids have gone
off inside the playroom, Jacob came from behind a pillar,
deliberately stepping into Nicole’s direct line of vision. “Miss
Nicole!”

Astonished to see Jacob suddenly
standing right in front of her, Nicole nearly fainted, barely
managing a greeting, “Oh, I- ah… hi. You’re—you’re
here.”

“Yes, we arrived earlier
than expected. It’s supposed to be a surprise,” Jacob replied
sternly, rushing to explain.

“Oh, well… ah… how was your
trip?”

As if trying to control his temper,
Jacob took in a deep breath before speaking again. Completely
ignoring Nicole’s question, “I’m afraid I need you to explain
something for me.”

“Oh, o-ok,” Nicole managed,
clearly aware of the hostility in Jacob’s voice and look. “What do
you need me to- to explain?”

“Why did you bring MY kids
to the arcade?” Jacob asked, anger surfacing in his tone. “You
realize that their minds are very impressionable at this age and I
don’t think it is wise nor prudent to tag them along to such a
place simply because you think they’d like that or that they’d like
you for it. We don’t mold our lessons for their liking or
enjoyment. They have to learn the right values early on if we want
to be effective at all.”

Clearly surprised and hurt by Jacob’s
words, Nicole was left speechless, trying to suppress the tears
that are threatening to fall down her face. This is certainly not
the first REAL conversation she hoped to have with Jacob at
all.

When Nicole didn’t answer at once,
Jacob added, “Besides, what exactly do you have to teach them
there?”

Still hurt, Nicole tried to
regain her composure and confidence. “Actually, there are a lot-
things that someone as narrow-minded as you apparently won’t
understand.” She’s quickly recovered and is now in full battle
mode. “You clearly know nothing about me and yet you’ve managed to
insult me in more ways than one in your little speech. I’m sorry
you feel that way about me but I’m not apologizing for anything I
did with YOUR kids. If that is all, I’m leaving now,
Pastor Jacob.” With
that, Nicole immediately turned and ran off, not wanting Jacob to
see the tears that are now uncontrollably streaming down her
face.



On Nicole’s
Diary:

How dare he imply I care less than he
does about those kids? How dare he think I am less of a teacher
than he is? Who is he to spell what’s right and what’s wrong? How
did I ever like him? Arrggh!!!



“Aloha! Welcome Back Teacher Jacob! We
missed you!” All the kids in Jacob’s class recited in unison,
emphasizing what the fully decorated 5x 3 feet banner read, with
its hot pink and floral design. Jacob couldn’t have missed it as he
walked into Sunday school that morning. He was undeniably moved by
the gesture.

“Kids! That’s beautiful!
Did you paint this yourself?” Jacob asked, bending down a little to
better see the faces of the kids now standing to gather around
him.

“Did you like it? Did you?
Huh?” an 8 year-old David asked him, pulling on the side of Jacob’s
trousers.

“I absolutely love it.
Thank you David.”

“Teacher Nicole was right,”
a 7-year old Joanna said.

“Miss Nicole?” A drop of
guilt just fell into a crack in Jacob’s conscience.

“Yes, she helped us make
it. She said you’d appre-appree- ciate it!” Joanna finished,
obviously proud for having used another difficult word in a
sentence.

“I do appreciate it- very
much. Thank you Joanna!”

“Then can we invite Teacher
Nicole again?” 9-year-old Mark spoke this time. “I want to go to
the arcade!” Mark added, much to the delight of the whole
class.

“Yes kids, about that….”
Jacob started.

“I kind of miss Bob too!”
Mark interrupted.

“Mark? What did I say about
interrupting when someone’s talking?”

“Sorry Teacher Jacob
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