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Hope Theological Seminary. The last place on earth I want to be.

They’re expecting me. I’m assigned a dorm room and told I was the odd number student. No roommate. Just me. All by myself.

What I wouldn’t give for somebody to talk to right now. As it is, I’m talking to myself.

“Hey, you like quiet. It’ll be easier to study.”

I don’t want to study. I want to go home.

I trudge down the hall, glancing around to take everything in. This place is pretty ugly. That yellow paint color was probably applied twenty years ago, and it likely didn’t look good even then.

How can I spend the next several years studying here?

“You’ll get used to it. It’ll be okay.”

Yeah, right.

My room is at the end of the hall. I’m in the very last room, as far away from civilization, company, and classes as I can get. That’s almost a comfort. Nobody will see me cry tonight.

I’ve come to the door, so I grasp the knob and pull it open. I peer in to see what kind of room I’m expected to become a pastor in.

The cramped dorm room is uninviting. Small. Drab. Run down.

This is not home. Not by a long shot.

Still, I’m here, so I drop my bags on the floor and have a look around.

Beat-up dresser. Scuffed floor. Peeling paint. All in shades of dingy gray that might have been something worth looking at a decade or three ago.

But wait. The afternoon light from the window draws my eye to something colorful on the bed.

An afghan?

I almost run to the beautiful spread. I gather it into my arms and inhale the scent of yarn, relieved that something happy exists in this forlorn place.

It’s a rich, royal purple, but this primary color has been intricately interspersed with gold. The blanket is gorgeous, breathtaking. Somebody went to a lot of trouble to make this.

And it’s brand new. I know nothing whatsoever about how these things are made, but I can at least tell that this yarn hasn’t frayed. It’s very soft.

Somebody made this... for me.

Who?

There’s got to be someone on campus who knows. I stumble out of the room, still hugging my beautiful afghan.

I nearly run into the janitor. He’s preparing to vacuum the hall. I hold out the lovely yarn to him. “Where did this come from?”

He looks up from his machine, a little surprised at my question. But he smiles good-naturedly and holds out his hand. “You’re one of the new students, aren’t you? I’m Rob. What’s your name?”

I shift the blanket and free my right hand to grasp his. “I’m Joseph.”

Rob’s grin gets even larger. “How do you like it here so far?”

You had to bring that up...

“It’s... nice, I guess.”

The grin lessens.

“I mean, I miss home.”

And this is the last place in the world I want to be.

Rob’s smile softens sympathetically. “Hope you’ll feel at home here soon. It’s a nice place.”

I nod. Then I hold out the blanket again. “Do you know where this came from?

Must be a near and dear topic, because Rob’s grin is going to encircle his face if it gets much bigger. “Group of young people at Fellowship Baptist decided to make something for each new student.”

I barely manage to thank Rob before I dash off. Back in my tiny room, I carefully spread the afghan out on the bed before I dig out my laptop.

As if the ugly paint wasn’t bad enough, the connection here is slow. It takes much longer than I think it should before the search engine shows up and I can type in the name of the church. I drum my fingers as the map loads.

“Why does this matter?”

Somebody went to a lot of trouble to make this. It’s polite to thank them, right?

“Sure. But can’t it wait until tomorrow?”

Maybe it’s because... it’s the only homey thing here, and I want to know who...

The site finally loads. Fellowship Baptist isn’t too far away. I find a link to their website and look up the service time for Sunday morning, tomorrow.

I’m going.
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I squirm in the knobby pew. I’ve never found one that was comfortable. But I’m here. And maybe the mystery will soon be solved, whatever that mystery is. Somehow, I’m not sure if I’m more interested in knowing who made this blanket, or if I just want to know why I care so much.

Both are valid, I suppose.

I unfold my bulletin, checking over the service plan. Songs, prayer, sermon. The usual. I turn it over and find a section with announcements.

“Molly Swanson’s baby shower is on Tuesday at 11 AM. Lunch will be provided afterwards.”

“Join us for Bible Study on Thursday night at 6:30 PM. We will be starting a new series on the grace of God. You won’t want to miss this amazing study.”

Ouch. I hope that pun was deliberate.

“Stitches for Christ will meet for lunch downstairs immediately following the service. If you’re interested in joining, see Lisa Ressman for details. Or just show up! New members are always welcome.”

Bingo.
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I shake a few hands once the service ends. People are friendly. I could feel at home here if I came back. But right now, I’d almost rather nobody noticed me, because I’m anxious to get downstairs.

I see a few girls heading for the doors, so I figure it must be time for the meeting. I’ll give them a few minutes to get settled, then “just show up.”

“They’ll think you want to join their club. They’ll probably laugh at you.”

I hadn’t thought of that. For a moment, I consider giving up on the whole thing and heading back to my dorm. Nobody will laugh at me there.

But the afghan is there, too. And I’ll never know...

I’ve got to do this.

Swallowing, I move to the door, hoping no friendly parishioners will distract me from my resolve. If I have to shake another hand, I might lose it.

With the mystery’s end almost in sight, I clump down the stairs and stop outside a pair of windowed doors. I peer through the glass before entering.

Six girls, probably all between the ages of eighteen and twenty-something, gather with their backs to me around a table filled with sack lunches. Scattered on the floor by each chair are baskets and bags filled with crafty stuff that I couldn’t classify if I tried.

“If they ask what craft you do, what will you say?”

I don’t know
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