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Chapter 10 – Significance 

As Allison booted her computer she chewed on her thumbnail lost in a myriad of thoughts. Grandpa needs surgery so Mom took a second job to supplement what they’ll lose when he’s off work – if he can even go back. The job isn’t just temporary; and it isn’t to earn extra spending money for Christmas. They’re having financial problems!

But Allison thoughts went beyond that. She was trying to figure out Drew’s demeanor in chapel. Something happened up there. He was doing very well then he stalled. He actually seemed confused or lost a couple times. That one line about death having a purpose – was he trying to talk himself into believing that? The black hole? That sounds so frightening. Does he feel like he’s in a black hole?

“I’m going to need some help getting stuff together for the Regents meeting in a couple weeks,” Bonnie said watching Allison carefully. “We use student data, the financials and a report on this year’s Senate issues. I’ll get the data from the registrar and the financials. Drew should be able to provide you with the Senate details. Here’s last year’s as a reference.” Bonnie handed her a file, which Allison paged through absently. 


“You okay?” Sometimes Allison seemed to have the whole world on her shoulders and Bonnie felt bad for her.


“Just some stuff at home.” Allison didn’t want to go any further, which Bonnie sensed and accepted. 

“I’m off to a training session for the rest of the afternoon so if you have any questions just ask Drew.” 

A couple hours later Allison had an outline of what she needed from Drew. “Bonnie and I got started on the Regents packet and she wants me to help with the first semester Senate recap.”


“That again?” Offhandedly he tossed out issues, goals and accomplishments, which she began to write down. A few minutes into it she stopped abruptly. “You talk too fast! Can I type it on my computer as you talk?” 


Drew’s eyes narrowed. She’s never been short with me before. She’s upset about something. “Use mine,” he suggested getting up. 

Allison sat on the leather chair and grinned. “I feel the power of the office! Corinthian leather?” She was too short for the chair and dwarfed behind the desk but he tried not to laugh to make her self-conscious.


“Someday you’ll sit in a chair like that. God’s got great plans for you. You’ll be one of those significant ones I was talking about this morning.” Then he groaned inwardly. What must she think of my pitiful performance?

“I doubt that. I’ll be insignificant, but at least I’ll be in the majority.” She looked at her earlier notes and began typing. “I can relate to black hole; I’m still not sure what I want to do when I grow up.”


Don’t bring up black holes! “You’re on the right track: He provided the scholarship and this job.”


“Or I could be on the wrong selfish track. If you ask me, grad school is an expensive but impressive way to put off the inevitable,” she said with a trace of bitterness. “I’m beginning to wonder if I should have gotten a job instead. I hope I’m not wasting the scholarship. Maybe someone else should have gotten it who actually knows what they want to do.”


 “An education is never a waste,” he said trying to gauge her attitude. Where did these doubts come from? “What would you be doing if you had a full-time job right now?” 


“Probably working at a small town newspaper covering school board meetings, writing obituaries and reading police logs; or an entry level position in an ad agency proofing copy for the latest diet supplement,” she said with disdain. “I should get a job closer to Folwell so I can help Mom and my grandparents. Part of me wants to do that for Mom, especially after all she’s gone through. I spent just a year with her in Folwell; I feel like I deserted her. And now Grandpa is having knee surgery and he’ll probably be off work for a couple months, which means no income. What if he can’t go back? I don’t see how they can make it on his Social Security alone, there’s no pension plan or IRA and I doubt they have much in savings. He’s worked hard for decades and gets nothing in return. So much for the Golden Years. They’re golden for the rich and powerful – for the Caesars. For us Josephs they’re ….”

She was agitated, but paused to type something. Drew looked surreptitiously over her shoulder at the monitor and noticed she had ‘policy’ spelled ‘police’. “Mom actually took a second job evenings and weekends at a convenience store of all places! She said it was to have a little extra spending money for Christmas, but I don’t believe it. She has to work more to support Grandma and Grandpa.” 


She stared at the computer screen as her words began coming faster. “At her age she should be enjoying life. Instead of working to make ends meet, she should be working because she wants to and doing something that uses her creativity, not selling cigarettes and lottery tickets in a place that reeks of gas and smoke! She should be with someone who can take care of her. What’s she going to do when Grandpa and Grandma are gone? She’ll be alone working two jobs and …” She stopped afraid she was going to cry. 


The chair swung slowly around, he took her hand to stand and gently embraced her. The shock of being in his arms overcame her tears. His hold wasn’t tight, but she felt the strength she lacked. Her arms went around him hesitantly. 


“I’m sorry, Allison. I had no idea things were so tough for you.” What can I say to make her feel better? I want to make things easier for her. It seems to be a constant struggle! Why is God letting this happen?


And why does she feel so good in my arms?


He abruptly let her go. “Sorry,” he mumbled, trying to collect his thoughts. “I shouldn’t …. I didn’t mean ….” His couldn’t look her in the eyes for fear of what he would see: displeasure or anger for taking such liberty? His phone rang startling both of them and brushing against her shoulder he quickly reached behind to get it like it was an alarm. “Drew McKinley,” he said forcefully. She quietly and quickly left closing the door behind her. 


When he hung up a few moments later he fell into the chair, his hand going through his hair. I can’t believe I did that! What was I thinking? What if she tells someone? I could be in a lot of trouble; I crossed the line!

‘Don’t be afraid, Drew. Keep moving on. It’s what you need to do.” 


He swung around expecting to see Kendra in the chair, but again it was empty. He looked down at his hand; the ring was still there.

*****


Allison was staring at the professor, but didn’t see him. She heard his voice, but didn’t listen. Instead she saw Drew; heard his voice; felt his arms around her. Questions bombarded her so fast that she had a headache.


What did he mean by it? Was it out of sympathy? Is it something he does all the time and it’s no big deal to him? It wasn’t a tight hug, but it was compassionate. And I liked it!
*****


Deb London greeted Drew when she opened the door, “What brings you out on snowy night?” He merely smiled so she led him to where the rest of the family was gathered. Lily, eight, was at the computer. Eric, 10, and Mitch were wrestling on the floor. Drew looked wistfully at the sight. 


“I didn’t interrupt anything, did I?” he asked awkwardly.

“Hey, Drew! Congratulations on the sermon!” Mitch said jumping up as the kids and Deb went upstairs. “You were awesome. I was genuinely impressed.”


“Please, don’t call it a sermon,” he said sitting awkwardly on the edge of the couch, “and don’t be impressed with me. The last part was ….” Drew’s hand swept through his hair which put Mitch on alert. 


“What’s bothering you?” he asked, sitting leisurely on the opposite end of the couch.


Drew looked away. “Um, I need a debriefing.”


“It was great for the first time out. You’ve got the passion to talk to the kids about meaningful things at their level. Your delivery was good. It was a little short time-wise, but that’s a great way to ease the kids into it. I know Tony sprung it on you last minute and considering my scant advice, I’d give you a B.”


“I didn’t earn it. I stole the three steps from you and I totally veered from my outline at the end. Here, look at my notes,” he dug in his pocket nervously and pulled out a piece of crumpled paper.


Mitch grinned. “How many times do you think I wander from my notes? It’s the Holy Spirit at work in you.” 


“It’s not just that. I never intended to tell the kids some of that stuff!”


“Maybe He intended it for you.” But Mitch sensed there was something more; Drew was clearly disturbed and he rarely saw him visibly upset. Even during all those weeks in counseling, he never let down his guard. He remained strong and stable using humor to ease his discomfort. In the support group he was encouraging and optimistic about his future. He didn’t go into much detail about his situation and when questioned, he confidently used the predictable answer: “He knows what He’s doing and I trust Him.” 


Mitch knew there was more inside him, yet Drew was careful to not let it out. But tonight the confidence had been compromised and the discomfort was evident. “Is something else wrong?” he asked with growing concern.


Drew was quiet for a few moments as his eyes nervously scanned the room like someone was lurking in the shadows. “I crossed the line,” he said in a low, quiet voice.


Mitch sat up straight. “What line?”


“With a student.” His hand went through his hair. “I hugged her,” he said in a whisper almost hoping Mitch didn’t hear. “I wasn’t even thinking, but she was upset and about to cry.” He jumped up. “I could be in so much trouble! So could she!”


Mitch watched him pace the room for a few moments. “You hugged a female student? Drew, are you – do you have feelings for someone?”


He swallowed. “I don’t know.”


“Who was it, if you don’t mind my asking?”


He looked at the floor shaking his head almost in denial. I don’t want to implicate her in anything! 


“Was it Allison Bennett?”


Drew’s head snapped up, his face a mixture of shock and fear. 


Mitch tried to suppress a smile but didn’t succeed. “I don’t think you crossed the line. You aren’t her professor. You aren’t her Dean. You aren’t even her supervisor. You’re both University employees and you’re both adults. You’re realizing what others in your office, me included, have noticed for a few weeks.”


His jaw dropped. “What’s to notice?”


“Bonnie says you both light up when you’re around each other.”


He was taken aback. “That’s ridiculous! Bonnie just wants to see something.” 


“Did she see what happened today?” Mitch grinned.


 “She wasn’t around.” Then a look of panic emerged. “What if the others saw it? Kim and Kevin were in their offices, I think. Where was Brian?” He whirled around as if Brian was the one in the shadows.


“Would you calm down,” Mitch insisted light-heartedly. “Your job is not at stake. But if you want to be sure about employee relationships, talk to HR.”


“Oh, sure, like I’m going to ask HR about this! Besides there’s nothing to talk about!”


“Then why are we talking about it?” he teased. 


Drew glared at him, his hand again sweeping through his hair. 


“What did it feel like?” Mitch ventured.


It flashed before him, but he couldn’t describe it.


“You liked it?”


“It scared me,” Drew muttered.


“It scared you that you liked it?”


“I did it without thinking; that’s what scared me.”


“Have you done that with other women lately?”


“Not like that!”


“Like what?”


Drew grew frustrated. “What are you trying to get out of me?”


“I’m trying to get you to be honest about your feelings. You have feelings, yet you’ve been holding them in as long as I’ve known you. Someday they will come out.”


He sighed and shook his head in resignation. He opened his mouth then closed it again. Several seconds passed. “I like her.” I sound like a fifth grader!

“Why?”


He looked up at the ceiling like he was searching the sky. “She genuine. She doesn’t try to impress or turn the attention on herself. She’s a little bit tough, but she’s also warm and supportive. But tonight she was hurting and I wanted to stop the hurt.”


“Do you find her attractive?”


“Don’t you? Most men would,” he stated emphatically.


Mitch laughed. “My opinion doesn’t matter.”


Drew began pacing again. “Yes, she’s pretty. She’s also mature, confident, intelligent, pretty and articulate.”


“You said ‘pretty’ twice.”


Drew groaned. I feel so stupid! 

“Have you given thought to a relationship someday?”


“It hasn’t even been two years! I knew Kendra for 11 years – a third of my life! How can I toss her aside so quickly and easily?”


Mitch saw that Drew was nervously twisting the ring. “You will never toss her aside. Kendra will always be a part of you,” he said firmly. “It’s been a long two years. Look at all you’ve been through? It’s affected every area of your life: home, emotions, job, health, your faith. You can’t possibly say the two years have sped by easily.”


“But I don’t want to fall in – into a relationship to forget or replace her.”


“The fact you acknowledge that indicates you aren’t going to forget her and know you can’t replace her. There’s no such thing as falling into a relationship or falling in love. You either make the effort or you don’t. It’s the prospect of facing that decision that scares you. But the embrace was a decision, Drew. You made the split second subconscious decision to reach out to someone that you cared about that was hurting. You’re moving on so let God do the leading. Don’t rush; don’t freak out when feelings emerge. You’re a vital young man with a broken heart that’s finally healing. To borrow from your sermon, when He leads and you follow, it all falls into place.”

Chapter 24 – Despair

The farmyard was exactly what Drew expected – fields, tractors, animals, the smell. But there were some added features. A handsome corral was filled with beautiful horses where a couple long-spindly-legged foals stuck close to their mothers. A long red building next to the corral had a large elaborate W at the roof peak. Saddles on sawhorses were on either side of the double doors. The leather and silver hardware gleamed in the sunlight. They seem too fancy to use; are they for display? 

The towering red barn also had a W at the peak. Parked in front was a newer black extended cab pickup with the W on the door and a loaded gun rack in the back. The house was a white farmhouse-style two-story with a quaint front porch complete with Adirondack chairs and a swing. The shutters also sported the W. 


The idyllic setting was an oxymoron to reality, Drew thought sadly.

As he walked towards the house a large swarthy man came out of the barn wearing jeans, expensive cowboy boots – were those actual spurs? – and a Texas-sized cowboy hat. Drew chuckled: Some things certainly lived up to their stereotype! The man approached him, took off his hat and extended a hand. Drew recognized him from the funeral where he stood beside his ex-wife in a show of family togetherness. 

“I’m Russ Whitney. You must be Luke. I wasn’t expectin’ ya this early. My groom’s gettin’ Belinda ready. We want her lookin’ her best, ya know,” he said with a friendly grin pumping Drew’s hand so firmly that it hurt. “Would you like a beer or somethin’ while ya wait?”


Drew shook his head; he wasn’t surprised Russ didn’t recognize him. “I’m sorry, but you’re mistaken, I’m Drew McKinley from Riley University. I came to see Chris. Is he around?”


Russ immediately scowled. “You made a worthless trip. He hasn’t been ‘round here since February. Haven’t heard from him, neither. What’d he do? Go AWOL on ya?” The scowl turned to an almost-sinister sneer.


Drew’s resolve deflated, but he pushed ahead. “Chris has been struggling and I want to help him. He dropped out a few weeks ago, moved out of his apartment and doesn’t answer his phone. I’m sure he’s found another place, and he’s all right, but --.”


“He dropped out?!” Russ bellowed in interruption. “I spent thousands of bucks at that good-for-nothin’ school! What does he have in his brain? He must be as crazy and stupid as his brother!” He let out a series of expletives. 

Drew took an involuntary step back; he had forgotten what swearing sounded like. “Please, don’t use that language around me, Mr. Whitney.”


Russ burst out laughing spewing more curses. “No wonder he’s AWOL. You don’t live in the real world.”


Drew ran a hand through his hair. “Chris had been doing very well until Thanksgiving. He became antagonistic and short-tempered and it worsened after Jason died.” Drew stopped not sure if he should continue. There were privacy laws, but Drew knew he had to get through to Chris’s father. “In January he was involved in a hit-and-run in a Riley parking ramp that resulted in damages to another student’s car; his car, too, was damaged. In February he was picked up DUI. I’m worried about him, Mr. Whitney. He’s going through an extremely difficult time and he needs the support of friends and family. I thought he might have come home.”


Russ’ eyes threw daggers at him throughout his explanation. Drew knew a blow-up was coming and he steeled himself for it.


“Where do you get off sayin’ my son’s problems began when he came home at Thanksgivin’? Are you sayin’ we’re to blame for his stupidity? I got news for you, whatever your name is, my son didn’t know he had it good. I gave him the chance to co-manage the entire operation but he refused. This multi-million dollar enterprise wasn’t good enough for him. He wanted to go to a high-priced college so he could be a big executive and make more money than me to put me to shame! Well, look where that college education got him? He’s a drunk run-away with a criminal record. I shoulda known he’d turn out to be a loser just like Jason. Let me tell ya, if he does come back I’ll set him straight!”


Drew had continued to back up during Russ’ tirade, who kept advancing toward him. He saw his fists were clenched, his face was red and eyes wide with rage. 


“Now get outta here before I call my groom to kick ya off; believe me, he will and it’ll hurt! I’d kick you off myself but I don’t bother with useless men who are failures at their jobs.” 

Drew bristled at the last comment and he squared his shoulders in determination. “Mr. Whitney, I’m not accusing you of anything. Chris shared with me Jason’s struggles and it’s had a profound impact on him. But through loving intervention and counseling, he can overcome this. He has so much potential and I know he’d be a success at whatever he chose to do. Please, don’t give up on him --.”

Drew heard it before he felt it and suddenly he was on the ground. Russ stood over him with clenched fists; one which had connected on Drew’s left cheek. A long string of deep-throated curses followed, punctuated by a growled, “Get off my property now or I’ll get my gun.” 

Russ swung around and stormed off, his long forceful strides kicking up clouds of dust. He threw his cowboy hat into the corral as he disappeared inside the barn slamming the door. Drew stumbled to his feet unsure where he was. He glanced around; the yard was void of any movement. The truck and its gun rack sent a sick chill through him. He practically ran to his car, immediately locked the doors, didn’t bother to buckle up and started the ignition praying it wouldn’t stall. With his eyes riveted on the gun rack he drove quickly out of the yard. 


He drove a few miles before he pulled over and let the confrontation sink in, his heart thumping, his breathing fast and shallow. Touching his cheek and looking in the rear view mirror he saw a thin stream of blood along the corner of his mouth. 

It hit him with greater force than Russ’ fist: Chris has been beaten up by his own father! How long has it been going on? Have the others been abused, too; his ex-wife? Why didn’t I see it before? I could have done something!

His eyes scanned the land like he was hoping to see Chris come walking up the road then saw a cloud of dust rapidly approaching behind him. “With my luck it’s Russ Whitney tracking me down.” 

He sped away, made a few turns and the dust behind him disappeared. He drove aimlessly down gravel roads and watched tractors moving slowly in the middle of vast fields. The darkness was settling in rapidly and fearing he’d get lost in sheer blackness, made his way back to the interstate. 


Chris, where are you? I’ve got to help him; he can’t go home; he can’t wander around. He’ll self-destruct just like his brother.


Allison’s face floated before him but he shook his head as if he could physically erase her from his brain. Please, God, take it away.


Few headlights pierced the darkness as his car moved mile after mile. He opened the window for fresh air. Behind him he caught a glimpse of lightning in the distance. Imagine what a thunderstorm must look like moving across the plains. No wonder storm chasers like the prairies. They watch as a small cloud forms then wait until a funnel dips down to earth and begins to roar across the prairie right towards them! From calm to fury in a matter of minutes. Didn’t Allison talk about her father watching a tornado? No! Stop thinking about her!

Fury. How often did Chris have to deal with what I faced today? And Jason, Matt and Leann? No wonder she moved hundreds of miles away. No wonder Jason became an alcoholic – and now Chris. I can’t fathom the misery and desperation! God, why don’t You help people who suffer like that? You just sit up there watching. Did You watch as he beat up Chris? As Jason put the gun to his head? You know everything! You have the power to help, but You don’t! What kind of love is that for the people You created? 

Or have you washed Your hands of us thinking there’s no hope so why waste the time? I can see why. Teenage girls get pregnant and decide to have abortions to take care of the ‘mistake’. Gangs shoot up neighborhoods killing innocent people. Parents abandon or beat up their children. 

Why don’t you fix the problem? Maybe You can’t.  Maybe You’re not as great or powerful as everyone says You are. I keep asking why You took them; why You left me here alone. But You never answer! Do You even exist? I’d be better off without You and Your tough love. A lot of good it’s done Chris. Look what your tough love did to Jason! Maybe he had the right idea. If this all there is in life it can’t be any worse in death. 

The road ahead of him disappeared in the darkness; the headlights barely pierced the black void. There wasn’t a car around and he was alone on a stretch of highway in the middle of nowhere. Or am I already dead and this is hell? Is it utter loneliness and being in the middle of nowhere for eternity; the horror of being alone in never-ending blackness? Is hell absolute blackness like inside a casket? Kendra, are you in a black void? 

Why wasn’t I in that car? I could have stopped it; I could have saved you and our baby. It’d be walking and saying “Mama.” But we’ve been torn apart and I can’t even see you! I want to see you! I want to see our baby!  The three of us should be together!

“Maybe we can,” he whispered. What a reunion it would be! Just being able to see your face; to touch it; to kiss your lips and wrap my arms around you! What would we say to each other after being apart for so long? Do you know all I’ve been through? Of course you do; you’ve been with me all along. Now I want to be with you and our baby. Will our baby always be a baby – a soft bundle in my arms like Eliza? You said with such certainty that it was a girl.


He looked in the rearview mirror. There was no lightning; there were no lights. He didn’t see any lights up ahead. He looked to the right; the ditch seemed deep. Just beyond was a fence. 

75. 

Just one turn of the wheel. All it takes is one hard turn of the wheel and it’ll flip. There’s no one around to get in the way or get hurt. It’s so dark no one would discover it until morning. How painful would it be? Would it be instantaneous like Kendra’s death? Would I open my eyes and be face to face with her? His foot gently pressed down on the accelerator.

80. 

Would people wonder why I was out here? Would they assume I fell asleep at the wheel or an animal ran onto the road? They’d never know I had been in North Platte looking for Chris. What will Chris do when he finds out? If he ever finds out. What would my family think? Would they be comforted knowing I was with her again? His hands gripped the wheel as the sweat broke out on his forehead.

85.

How fitting it would be: Driving on a dark highway alone like I’ve been doing for over two years. I wouldn’t be alone anymore. Or would I go to hell and we’d be separated forever? It can’t be any worse than this! Would they bury me in the family plot in Hartford? Would they move Kendra to Springfield? I hope so. What would Allison think? Her life would go on. She’d marry and have children and forget all about the man who was haunted by the ghosts of his dead wife and child. 

90.  


No! Leave Allison out of this! Satan wants to bring her to ruin, too, but she’s done nothing wrong. Leave her alone; in the name of Jesus Christ leave her alone! Don’t think about her! It’s wrong; it’s a sin. Think about Kendra and being with her and our baby again.

95.


Make it go away, Lord, or I’ll go mad! I’d rather be dead than go through this day after day. One sharp turn of the wheel, Drew, and it would be over. His breath came fast. He looked at the ditch, at the road and at the ditch again. 

100.


“Forgive me, Lord,” he uttered. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Now! 

The piercing scream of a siren jolted him and flashing red lights flooded his car. He instinctively slammed on the brakes pulling over to a screeching stop as the ambulance sped past. He let go of the steering wheel and turned off the ignition as if they were red hot. The throbbing of his heart pushed nausea into his throat and he gagged. Dizzy and exhausted, he lay down in the seat. Help me! I don’t know what to do. I don’t know where to go!  Several minutes went by in deafening silence. The cold air from the open window chilled him and when he sat up a sign just a few feet ahead read “Rest Area.”
*****


“Dr. McKinley, this is Pastor Mitch London at Riley University. Drew’s in trouble and I’m hoping you could fly out right away; today, if possible.” … “He called me from a rest area west of Grand Island at about midnight Saturday. He said he wasn’t feeling well and didn’t think he should be driving.” … “Dr. Cavanaugh and I went to get him and brought him to my house. We talked a little while, but he was distant; almost dazed.” Mitch’s voice faltered, “He, uh, admitted he thought about killing himself.” … 
“He was on his way back from North Platte after looking for a student he was mentoring who was picked up DUI and dropped out. He didn’t find him; instead he realized the student has probably been abused by his father for years. He tried to talk to the father but ended up getting punched in the face.” … “No head injury, just a bruise and a cut lip.” … “He slept about five hours Sunday. Tony came over and we talked and prayed. He fell asleep on the couch just after 9 last night and didn’t wake up until 7 this morning.” …  “No, I don’t think he’ll do anything. We just had breakfast and he seems better, apologetic, embarrassed. He agreed to take a few days off.” …  “It’s emotional and spiritual. He’s hating God and doubting himself. He’s developed feelings for a young woman, yet he’s still grieving Kendra.” … “Saturday night was a cry for help and while we helped him through that, I fear the crisis isn’t over. He needs family right now.”
***** 

“Hi, Bonnie, I’m taking the week off. Check my calendar and cancel any appointments. Tell Kim she’s in charge.”


Bonnie listened to the all-too-short voicemail three times then hung up listlessly. 

*****


Sitting on the floor of the storage unit Drew found the album in the bottom of the box and slowly paged through the photos. He chuckled at the photo of her nephew dressed in a little white tuxedo holding the satin ring pillow. He’s a teenager now. The wedding party was a vibrant mixture of red dresses, white flowers and black tuxedos. Sandy and Becky never liked the dresses. They felt like fire hydrants. He turned another page and the smile softened. She was exquisite. I’ll never forget that day. It was the best day of my life.

“Mine, too.” 


“So much has happened since then. Most of it bad; especially the last couple months. I haven’t felt this awful or hopeless since I lost you.”


“Why?”

“I betrayed you.” He turned a page and the photo of her silhouetted in front of a stained glass window came into focus. He touched the print as if he could feel the silkiness of her dress, the softness of her skin. “Please forgive me, Kendra,” he whispered. “I didn’t mean to feel that way about her; it wasn’t right.” 


“I’m not going to forgive you because there’s nothing to forgive, and don’t apologize for being a man who wants to love.”


“I love you and our baby. You are everything to me!”


“That’s been part of the problem, Drew. He needs to be everything to you.”


“But I can’t turn my back on our life together! It went so fast and now it’s over.”


“You aren’t turning your back on us. You’re going forward. It’s what He wants for you. As much as it’s hurting now, you’re feeling alive. All those emotions you’ve stuffed your entire life are emerging because He’s making you face things you’ve never dared to face. Don’t push Him away!”


“I don’t know if I can face much more. It almost pushed me over the edge Saturday night.”


“He pulled you back.”


“But for what? I’m sitting here in a storage room full of memories when there’s so much I need to do. What a waste!”


“Yes, there’s more you need to do, but that will come in His time. You have more things to face and it won’t be easy, but you’ll come through it a godly man.”


“Then tell me what I’m supposed to do!”


“He’ll tell you.”


The photo came into focus. It was of him, Kendra and his parents. He never realized before that his mother wore a purple dress that day.

*****


Allison wandered from office to office; no one was there and she wasn’t surprised. After all, Drew hadn’t been in chapel that morning. He wasn’t in the cafeteria. His office was dark and the laptop wasn’t on his desk. Neither he nor Mitch had been in church Sunday. Gene had taken both Drew’s class and the service saying “Drew couldn’t make it today” and “Pastor London was called away to help someone”. She knew Drew was the “someone.” When Renee questioned her she had no words and Renee compassionately let her be.


She sat at her desk exhausted. The weekend was agonizing and she couldn’t wait to get to campus that morning. She was crushed when his car wasn’t in his parking space. Her classes were useless and lunch was a waste. When Bonnie explained he was taking the week off she wondered if he’d ever come back. 
*****


Drew sorted through the papers and files filling up the recycling bin and wastebasket. He found the dissertation file: hundreds of pages of conjecture, rhetoric and million dollar words that meant absolutely nothing to him. He put it in the recycling bin in relief. “Perhaps it’ll be recycled as a Bible.” 


He took the heavy stack of textbooks and Bible study books from his desk and put them in the box that was filling up. He picked up the photo on the shelf, wiped the glass with the cuff of his shirt and put it carefully in his briefcase. Sitting down at the computer, he opened a new document.

Tony,


Thank you so much for the opportunity to serve as Dean of Student Life at Riley University these past three years. Riley is an outstanding University devoted to its students and is committed to serving God. It’s been a privilege to serve here. 


However, it is both in the best interests of the University and its students that I resign the position of Dean of Student Life effective immediately. I will contact Human Resources upon your acceptance of my resignation to complete the necessary exit procedures. 


Again, thank you for the opportunity to serve you and Riley University.


Blessings,


Andrew McKinley

Drew opened a new e-mail message, attached the document and hit “Send.” 


He looked up a number in his Rolodex and dialed. “Lyle, this is Drew McKinley. Could you give me a call as soon as you can? I want to put the condo up for sale.”


Next he went online checking flights to Hartford, frowned at the airfares, but booked a one-way ticket for the next morning. He perused the online career section of the Chronicle of Higher Education and made some notes. Going into the bedroom he brought out the suitcase from the back of the closet and packed a few casual clothes. The bed was still un-made so he started to pull up the sheets, but they looked so inviting that he lay down instead. Closing his eyes Drew let the memories – bittersweet as they were – engulf him. 


He saw his kindergarten teacher leading him to his little desk as his mother lingered in the doorway.


He saw his father throwing a baseball slowly and low enough to the ground for a four-year-old to hit; he missed.


He saw himself as an 8-year-old on his knees by the bed praying with his father asking Jesus into his heart.


He saw his mother taking a picture of him in his high school cap and gown.


He saw Kendra sitting across the table in the student union.


He saw her walking down the aisle on her father’s arm.


He saw Tony behind his desk interviewing him on a sunny late-winter day.


He saw the smile of the obstetrician. 


He saw the white casket being put inside the white hearse.


He saw Allison at the Regent’s meeting.


He saw them walking through the park.


He saw her with Eliza nestled in her arms.


He saw the red car with the bashed-in rear fender in the ramp. 


“Drew, she needs you.” A clap of thunder shook his bed and he sat straight up. The room was dark; the clock read 9:12. He heard another rumble of thunder and a bolt of lightning illuminated his bedroom. Somewhat dazed he jumped out of bed, but when he stood his legs buckled and a wave of nausea swept through him. Like a flood the dream came rushing at him: the storm, the ramp, the Exit sign, footsteps and Allison’s car! 


He ran down to the garage his mind racing with fragments of visions. 
