“This Silly Woman

By Jen Schroder
Mammoth Lakes

There was once a silly woman who had
spent the better part of her adult life looking
for something or Someone, never sure what,
Shehad donealotof silly things by this time,
silly and painful. In fact her life was became
quite frantic.

One day she picked up a book about
Christand Christian livingandbegan toread
by her condo complex pool. The pool was
alive with splashing children seeking relief
from the sweltering sun. The silly woman
settled near the edge of the pool near her
neighbor and began to read.

It wasn’t long before she noticed a dis-
tinct thin, oblong halo of lightencircling the
sun in the clear blue sky. How odd, she
theught, and mentioned it to her neighbor,
who agreed she had never seen anythinglike
itbefore. Theyboth stared at the halo, which
stretched out across most of the sky.

Thesillywoman went back to het reading,
but felt continually interrupted by the halo,
almostas if it was calling to her. She looked up
at the sky, and, aware of the many people
close by, whispered an exasperated “What?
What? What do you want?” The only re-
sponse was the dancing lights of the water

oning her in. “Nope, no way. I've got a
hotdatetonight, my hairis justthe way Iwant
it. My makeup would run. Thereis no wayI'm
getting in that water, Nope. No way. Not.”

Silence. Dancing lights. Calling. An ur-
gency that grew until finally she shouted
within: “OK, fine. One time. I'll just jump in
and get out one time, just in case, But this is
the stupidest thing I have ever done.”

Kids were still splashing; there was activ-
ity everywhere. Nobody noticed the silly
woman as she grudgingly jumped in the
water just deep enough to submerge com-
pletely. With her last glance at the pool
before she went under, she noticed nothing
unusual, but within the few seconds it took
to jump in and pop her head back out,
everything changed. She emerged to find the
sky thick and dark with thousands of bees.

Everyone by the pool started diving for
cover under towels, low to the ground where
it wasn'’t so thick, or into the pool. The silly
woman stayed as low as she could in the
water, as the bees were getting thicker, black-
ening the sky. She had never seen anything
likeit. It lasted about 10 minutesuntil the bees
dispersed. Many bees had gathered across the
pool to a hanging branch. The silly woman
and a young child walked to the branch and
peered at the bees as they collectively hung
from the branch. “It looks like a heart!” ex-
claimed the child, and it did. No one, not a
man, woman or child had been stung.

Theonlyconclusion thesillywoman could
come to was that the bees must have been or
symbolized her sins, and she had beeq for-
given. She tried in vain to come up with a
different conclusion, as her sins were so very
many that they blackened the sky. It was
humbling to see the vastness of them and she
said nothing to anyone of it for years. :

In the 10 years that passed, the silly
woman committed many of the same sins.
Sadly, the silly woman misinterpreted the
event as a simple pat on the back from God.
She felt she must be doing something right if
God was giving her so much attention. She
had no idea that this was a pursuit for her to
come to a better life, to come to him.

It wasn’t until this silly woman came toa
crisis 10 years later that God exploded into
her life and she realized how wrong she had

e am this sy 3?3&22 R oory e
i Fred Westhely
e o
lc)cr)erftzr(':\:?, ﬁgg lti}llczglrcecfv:(':hat needs a good

-wh

slap on the you-know-wh

I still get it wrong. .

wa}”l{xoe %oéigrtl?s, if wegtake the ;nt%llgs(t)élrtg;

i k through the
Iy ba{ely e 11 as reading a book
doing something as sma i
s, he will be there, walting |

?111) (;?tiﬁi;}ied. If yo(tix dﬁnl;tixgdll?;eo :‘nag(og;

j ray and as! 3 . ;

gﬁzér}ltl;,ty%u{vill feel his presence in ‘g’g?ste
ever unique way he knows you can

him. Hopefully you'renotso fargone thathe

at to tell me which -

has to do as much as he had to for “this silly

woman.” MT

Wystery Amoang Uy

® EEECE e

.



