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as Karen stood over her children, watching them sleep. 

Mart at the far end of 

-imposed ritual. Not for that. Not 

even for Mike, who had demanded they needed the money 

when she had applied protesting. 

 

it? 

 She had woken again an hour ago, with a stiff neck and a sore back, propped sideways in the rocker. 

realized she needed to look at her bank account. That would help her make some decisions.  

 It suddenly seemed that she had an awful lot of them to make.  

 A review of their money showed that Mike had told her the truth, at least about this one thing. It 

must have been a sign-on bonus. There were several thousand 

the day before; more than enough to keep them going for a few weeks, if she chose to quit.  

 What else could she do, anyway? Who would watch the children? Mama was getting too old for 

such a long, daily responsibility. 

 Nothing Mike can do about it, now is there? she reassured herself. 

 

 

  to leave town for a meeting. Feed Evan and take him to the park today. Then you 

h in months. And it seemed wrong, 

somehow. Phony.  

 

get going. If nothing else, she still had a strong sense of responsibility when it came to an employer.  

 That thought made her frown.  

 You care more about a podunk job with an absentee employer than you do your own children. She 

looked down once more at the sleeping children.  

  

 She had such confused, mixed-up feelings about her only daughter these days. Hannalee was far 

more mature for her age than Karen had ever been. She was also far more protective over Evan than her 

own sisters and brother had ever been towards her.  

 rl up in  arms, not her own, 

was galling.  

 Evan was different than other children, too. He was still very much a little boy, a needy one that 

s 

quiet independence grieved Karen, his dependence on Hanna was like a constant knife, thrust through and 

turning in her heart. 



 

else to take care of her. Been so caught up in her own private world of misery for so long any idea as to 

how to walk back over the bridge of reconciliation to Hanna was lost to her.  

 

at her 

supposed. Another lost time where she would have gladly gone to comfort him, to gather at least one of her 

children to her bosom and find solace from his sweet little soul.  

 But once again, it was robbed from her.  

 How had it ever gone this far? How had she gotten replaced?  

 When did they form an island unto themselves; separated, isolated from her, their mother?  

   

  

 

and then abandoned them in favor of a dying sibling. What else could I expect? 

 She saw it all again with the clarity that had been forming in her mind over the past few weeks

ever since she and her mother had re-connected. It was almost as though a veil had been lifting from over 

her eyes, a chisel had been chipping away at the tall, formidable wall she had so carefully built around her 

heart. 

 

feeding, caring fo

recourse.   

 She could never be home.  

 Mike could never be bothered.  

 Not with babysitting. Not with nurturing. He was too busy. 

  

 She pushed the searing pain from her heart again at the thought of his morning departure. 

  Or she let out an exasperated huff, the lack of it. She knew in 

it on his income, small as it was. 

 

 And they had been happy, too.  

 That thought chased her around the age-old tree for the hundredth time: had they ever been happy? 

She and Mike? It had seemed so in the beginning. At college. The early years. And when Hannalee was born 

 

 So, what happened?  

 Why does God hate me? She groaned inwardly.  

 The question was on the tip of her tongue day and night: Why did You take my precious babies 

away?? 

 there never was she turned to go, her hip bumping 

against the small end 

table and flipped open as it landed. Karen bent to retrieve it and her eyes fell on the top of one page.  

 

 Love is patient, Love is kind, 

 Love will always help you mind. 



 Never wants to have its way, 

 Never wants to take away. 

  

  

 A yearning sprang up within her so suddenly, from so deep inside it made her gasp. What in the 

world?   

 Mama?  

 Is this what you are teaching my children on these long Sunday afternoons  

 She gently closed the book and held it cross-armed to her chest. A world of lost memories swirled 

and wrapped around her like a warm, wooly blanket. She closed her eyes and could almost hear the melodic 

his voice as he sang another new song to the children.  

  

 To teach them how to live with and treat each other.  

 To teach them how to live in the world without staining themselves WITH the world.  

 To teach them about the God he loved and served and lived for with every moment of every day

and may the whole world know about it, too!  

 

 

 

ere once totally intermingled in her mind; kind and soft-spoken and always 

waiting with arms wide open.  

 She reveled now in the sweet memories, wondering if she could ever find her way back to that kind 

of place one of safety, security, and peace. 

 When had that all been driven away? her aching heart began to demand with each sorrowing beat. 

What stole it all from me?  

 what happened?  

 Worry, ever-present in her eyes, 

it happened, on the rare occasions she was able to be bluntly honest with herself.  

 Oh, she was well aware.  

 But like everything else in her life, she kept it firmly chained within the dark castle of despair that 

dominated her soul and the key was nowhere to be found. 

 -year gap between her and next sister 

Betsy) she and her parents faced her last few high school years, just the three of them together. Papa had 

time was consumed with caring for him. Karen began fending for herself, skipping time with God in favor 

to call to her. 

 And her heart grew restless.  

 All of a sudden, her parents had seemed older than she ever remembered and terribly old-

fashioned.  

 Flashy brochures of a particular University came to her attention. It was huge and modern, offering 

dozens and dozens of course choices d the opportunity to experience: 

a thought not ever 



more traditional entertainments, like books and board games.  

 

them, presenting it to Mama and Papa in the best of light, always bringing the conversation around to the 

facts.  

 

nor even the professors particularly the ones in the Arts Department. The thrust was 

easier to relegate her  

 -On-Her-Own time. 

  

 at 

 

 What could be wrong?  

 were  

quite the way her rose-colored glasses were seeing.  

 her away more and more from her family, luring her away from times they 

y what bothered him about 

First Church. He always had his sights set on the huge campus of the mega-church near college, the one 

pulling 3,000 people in at a time. 

  help 

church. 

 Suddenly, the bleakness of her world descended on her.  

 Maybe Mike had never known God in the first place.  

 l fallen apart

in the world without the weight of us dragging him down. 

 What once seemed good had become so far away and long ago. And now had surely been swallowed 

up in the bad. She barely remembered anything about those years.   

 The past several years she did remember and would give anything to stop. Her solution? Live in 

a carefully controlled, self-imposed exile from her feelings.  

 Unfortunately, her family had gotten dragged into the same banishment. 

 She reached over and gently replaced the notebook, wondering what could be happening in her 

 

 Mama has to have something to do with this.  

 She turned to leave. There was nothing to be done standing here, and she at least had to make an 

appearance at the Mart.  

 

 

 

 Mama.  



 If there were anyone in the world that could convince her God was still good, it would be Mama. 

was worse than before, and she was devastated. Yet, there was a part of her inside that just kept feeling

stronger, somehow.  

 

talked to in years.  

 God?  

  

wrong  

   

 She knew that she might as well be honest. She knew He heard it all anyway. 

  

anymore.  

  

  

 

 

lingering on the grass. It looked like a field of green diamonds, glittering all the way down to the river. 

  

   

  

  

 nyone had heard her or not.  

  

 

 

 

 The click of a door closing confused Hanna; it should have slammed, not closed gently. Her 

consciousness arousing, she opened her eyes. Not to the forest, or even to the Office door.  Not to the sight 

of the Lord waiting for her but to the gentle, yellow walls of her room and the feel of Evan's little body 

pressed tight against hers.  

 

moaned and started to roll away from her.  

 Shhh... she whispered fervently to him. She needed time to think her way through it all. Shhh. 

okay. Go back to sleep. His breathing grew deeper again, and she relaxed onto her back. 

 Everything. Everything that had just happ

still re-

The sensation of the water-that- - er to the sight 

 

 The Office.  

 And the Book. 

 At the thought of the Book, her eyes searched the ceiling and her mind began to swirl.  

 Just like the first time, she wanted to believe it all. But the thought lingered: could it be real or 

-flopping between those two options. Even though her first adventure was 



making her wonder. And sometimes doubt.  Nana had been so excited for her, had told her that the 

Lord was show but she was 

 

 Not her parents, anyway.  

 And now there was a thorn amid the roses.  

 You promised nothing was going to hurt me, her mind raged.  

 So, what was that Book all about?  

  

 She wanted desperately to hang on, believing the good in spite of the bad. But no matter how she 

last few moments had left a gaping wound, and the joy and 

wonder of the entire whatever it had been was slowly oozing out of it. 

 Dreams.  

  

 Not God, not Jesus.  

 Just my own imagination forming an incredible dream. Who ever heard of having Jesus show up, 

 

 The thought had barely formed before a flash of brilliant light appeared to her left. And Kamali, in 

all his angelic glory, stood beside h since her bed was shoved tight up against that 

 

 But stand there he did! 

 

showing you 

answer, from within his garment he drew a white paper, rolled up into a scroll and tied with a deep purple 

ribbon.  

 e has explained it all to you in here. And that any 

 

 Handing the scroll to her with a polite bow, he smiled and disappeared again as suddenly as he had 

out of a hidden doorway and back again. 

 

feel quite solid, maybe.  

 Curious.  

 She found the edge of the paper, and started to unroll it, holding it up over her eyes to read. 

 

 

  

  heart just a short while ago and so I have come! We have had many 

have enjoyed My presence as well. You have learned much, grown much, and are truly on the path to 

becoming a faithful Servant of God.  

 

especially set aside for us to meet together in. You have seen how beautiful it is already! This reveals the 

beauty and purity of your soul, bathed with My Blood from the Cross, all sins forgiven and washed away. It 



will grow and expand and become even more beautiful as your spirit and soul grow and expand in Love and 

Obedience to Me.  

 

experienced here in the Garden or in My country, to which it is connected. Do not allow the Evil One to 

rob you of the joy, to tempt you to dismiss it all as simply long, wonderful dreams. For it has not been 

fantasy, or dreams, or nonsense as Kamali explained to you in the very beginning.  

 this is all very, very real. More real, in fact, than the world you are aware of each 

day. This is the world of My Spirit that we explore together. My world, which speaks and interacts with your 

spirit.  

  

  

 

   

 The paper had been drooping lower and lower as she read, her arms tiring of the position, but her 

mind was oblivious to it as she tried to process what she was reading. Trying to understand how if it were 

NOT real how He could possibly know what she had JUST been thinking and put it all down in this paper?  

 She scooted up into a sitting position and continued reading. 

 

 

 

for My Spirit to meet and interact with yours. You can use this imagination to make lovely things, compose 

sweet songs, draw beautiful pictures

Heaven, and brings back with it Heavenly-inspired things to bless the world with. This is as My Father 

 

 

   

 Up until this point she had been reading the scroll to herself, the words resonating within her own 

mind. Now, however, she was sure she heard someone draw a deep breath then let it slowly out again.  

 A voice, almost as familiar as her own by now, picked up the reading from here on. 

 

 

  

too. You are surrounded with things that are not lovely movies, TV shows, 

books, video games. Yes, these things grow in someone's imagination, too. But the thoughts planted in their 

minds, the imaginations that they experience are not from Me. Nor are they always from within themselves.  

 nemy, Dear. You may remember Me telling you that the first time we met. Everyone 

who loves Me does. We will talk more about him and who he is, what he does, as time progresses.  

 cannot hurt Me 

personally, so he attacks those who love Me instead, which brings Me great pain.  

 

ideas and thoughts into a person's mind, into their imaginations. Much of what is seen in the movies, in the 

but unseen. Coming from the world 

of the spirit. Because this world is unseen, people in general dismiss it, and the dangers of it, and think 

nothing of allowing it all to enter their minds and hearts, not knowing the dangers they are exposing 

themselves to.  



 

these things, although I have been diligently protecting you from their harm for many years. 

  

 

 

 Hanna had been following the text with interest, but some detachment like reading a well-written 

science or history lesson in school. But THIS line caught her up short.  

 The voice stopped as her eyes did. 

 Chosen me? How? Why? From the beginning of what? And what does it all have to do with my messed-

up family? 

 Her hands dropped to the bed, crumpling the scroll and tearing a portion of one corner. She 

fingered the tear, wondering what to do with these thoughts, these new ideas that made her heart pound.  

 The Voice began again, quietly. 

  

 

   and learn of Me, and about the 

ways of My Kingdom. There is much I have planned for your life, if you are willing. Part of the reason I 

have chosen to come to you is to alert you to these dangers I have spoken of. We will talk about these things 

in time, as well. 

 but very 

few hear Me. Very few are willing to set aside the noise and busyness of their lives to listen for My still, small 

voice within them. The older a person gets, the harder it can become to hear because of these things. This 

is another reason I have called you now your youth.  

 

imagination and call to Me I will always, always come. That is My most solemn promise: I will always be 

there for you. Know that, when you do not see Me, when we are not together in My world, I am walking 

right beside you, here in your world. Never be afraid to call out for Me, no matter the circumstance.  

  

  

 

 The voice grew intense at these words. Not stern. Not frightening. But very, very intentional. In 

nearly the same tone, He finished His message. 

 

 

  dear Hanna: be careful with this Garden. Tend to it with great 

care! Together we can keep it always a glorious place to be. But if you become careless and wander from My 

path for you, the Garden too will feel the effects of your wandering.  

  you now to stay close to My side. Read My words in your Bible. Talk to Me and the 

Father in prayer about everything and everyone that concerns you. Talk to Me all day long, about anything 

you like. Treat Me now as your closest Friend, for that is indeed Who I will be if you choose. Walk with Me. 

Meet with Me often in our Garden. Let the Light of My Love for others shine through you as you grow in 

Me and it will be a strong force for your own healing, and the healing of your family.  

  

 

 



 

but every word had been engraved on her heart, the very seat of her Conscience, ready to be retrieved in a 

hands in her lap, no longer holding anything, eyes focusing on nothing in 

particular. 

 

waffles today? Mom bought  

 Evan finished with a noisy yawwwnnn and an outstretched arm. Suddenly, he flung the covers back, 

scrambled off the bed and dashed for the door. A little dance accompanied his efforts to open the ancient 

lockset, and success sent him flying down the hallway. The slam of another door announced his 

destination accomplished! 

  

 Well, that was a rude awakening! she complained ruefully, rolling to the edge of the bed and sitting 

up. Stretching, she gathered her unruly hair up into a knot at the top of her head, then let it fall again, 

 

 real.  

 

 

 This ought to be some circus to watch, 

down the stairs.  

 Well bring on the clowns! 

 She padded across the room, and reached to close and lock the door, preparing to change her 

clothes. Something fluttered against her mirror with the suction of pushing the door shut.  

 ere. 

 The note was cryptic but surprising.  

  

 Wondering what was up now, she just shook her head.  

 Like I said, Lord. Welcome to the circus!   

 

 


