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“Benny!” Sharie screamed as she skidded up to the broken fountain with un-manicured trees and a pot holed driveway at the top of Escondido Hills. “Oh, I forgot. I’m not calling you that anymore. You’re not the man I married 20 years ago.” She paused. “Don’t recognize the car? It’s my dads. Imagine my surprise when a tow truck pulled up and repossessed the Acura.” Benjamin had heard about half of what she’d said. Hung over and still high, he stood at a window and listened in his boxer shorts. “I called the bank to transfer money to 1st Bank only to find out there is no money in our account. Not any of our accounts.” She began to sob, but caught herself. “You promised me that this” – she used words that would shock her mother and make a sailor blush – “project would be a wonderful home for our family.” She walked around throwing her hands out to the left and right. “With its twelve acres of openness, trees and scenery, and two acres of flat land that overlooks the valley.” She focused her stare on the house. “You said it had a big garage for both our cars and the kids stuff; A separate hobby shop for you and me to make things; A guest house for visitors; You said you would glamorize the horrific kitchen and make the bar a part of the family room.” Now she mocked him. ‘We don’t need a bar because we don’t drink.’ Well that’s not true anymore, thank you Collin, your new best friend and drug supplier.” She stood quiet for a minute. “The only thing you finished was that worthless pool.” She walked to the car. “I’ll survive. But, I promise that I won’t be back.” The Range Rover sped off down the hill. Benjamin spewed some expletives and went to find a drink. 

Over the next seven days, it rained. It appeared as though the sun might finally shine but the skies opened up and a torrential rain fell for over an hour. Homes all around the Escondido Hills were washed away. Benjamin’s home remained intact even though he was in no condition to understand the severity of the problem. He was passed out most of the time.


No hired help lived on the premises. The first clear day, Benjamin’s hangover made his brain scream, his body shake, and his stomach wretch. There was no sun and the cold wind whistled at about thirty miles per hour the whole day. None of the three housekeepers were coming up the hill. All the roads were closed. He had no way to numb the pain his addicted body was going through. 

The doorbell rang at 7:00 pm. His curiosity got the best of him and he went to the door. A woman stood in the shadow of the unlit porch. He’d never seen the woman before. 


“Hello,” she began. “I just arrived back in town. Apparently there has been a lot of damage in the area. I have nowhere to stay.” Benjamin’s mind had not yet figured out what she was asking. “Do you think I could stay here tonight? You have a guest house here, yes?” Benjamin nodded. He just wanted to close the door.


“Sure, you can do that. It’s in the back, I don’t think it’s locked,” he allowed. He didn’t hear her ‘Thank you’ as he closed the door and retreated back to his bed.


In the morning, the house maids arrived. That meant that the roads were open. He could drive down to the liquor store. Then, he could call Collin to bring him a supply of weed and such. Benjamin changed and went into the kitchen.


“Wow,” he said. “Is that bacon I smell?” It was and he ate one piece. It didn’t have the taste he expected. The women separately headed to the patio door, walked out, and came back in. They giggled and spoke Spanish to each other.

Benjamin asked, “What’s funny?” Only one woman, Leticia, spoke English. 


She said, “Someone in the back is singing.” She waited. He said nothing. “It’s really good. But, we don’t know where it’s coming from.” Benjamin had poured himself a cup of coffee. He took it out onto the patio. Leticia was right, the sound was priceless. Benjamin passed the pool headed towards the guest house. The cleaning women had lost interest and walked away from the sliding glass. He opened the door to the guest house, and then remembered.


“I’m so sorry,” he started. “I forgot about last night.” He closed the door, embarrassed and hustled away. Ben looked around. He’d set the coffee cup somewhere but where? He turned.


“Ah!” He yelled. The woman from the guest house was standing directly behind him.

“Here is your coffee,” she said. “I’d love to have a cup if you don’t mind?” He nodded and she followed into the house. The three maids continued to clean.


“Our guest is?” He hesitated. 


“My name is DeiAngela,” she answered. The maids didn’t seem to pay any attention.


“I don’t speak Spanish,” he excused. “So, we don’t interact much.” He handed her a cup with freshly poured coffee. DeiAngela doctored the coffee with cream and sugar. She walked out of the front door as though she had lived there for years. Ben followed. She quietly walked to the edge of the lot, stood and took another sip of coffee.

Looking out at the valley, she asked, “What shall we do today?”


He questioned, “We?” She didn’t respond. “What did you have in mind?” She turned and looked Benjamin in the eyes.


“Anything that will keep you from destroying yourself,” she stated.


“Wow,” Benjamin reacted, then realizing why he had a headache and where he had planned to go less than an hour ago.

“How about I walk you down to a spot I’m sure you don’t know about,” DeiAngela suggested. Ben didn’t answer. He followed her from a small distance. She got to the bottom and disappeared in the foliage. Benjamin stepped down only to find there was a narrow area that dropped down even more.


“There’s a spot through here where a trickle of water flows through,” she insisted. Ben was surprised.


“That’s neat,” he barked. “How’d you know that was there?” DeiAngela frowned.


“I know the area,” she answered. 
They came back the next day as well. Benjamin felt comfortable. This time he wriggled his fingers in the water. The flow of water was three inches wide and five inches long before it disappeared back into the rocks. The two laughed about survival tactics in the valley of Escondido. Then, they headed back up the hill. She could tell that today he was motivated to be mischievous. “Don’t go to the store yet. Make some calls to get the kitchen redone first.” He looked at her. “Wasn’t that your original goal?” He started walking again. “Making this house beautiful is very doable.” He nodded. “You can even install a new fountain yourself, maybe even today.” He squinted. “Also, send the women home. Tell them to come only on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday.”

Benjamin said, “They won’t do it. It wouldn’t be worth it for them.”


“No,” DeiAngela said. “Pay them the same amount.”


“What? I would be paying more for the same work.” She smiled.


“Benjamin, in the last eight months, how much money have you wasted?” He dropped his glance downward. At least you know they will use it wisely. Also, I think you will get more out of them in appreciation and loyalty.” He displayed a quick burst of anger.


“Who told you you could just come here and make decisions for me? I don’t even know you.”


DeiAngela stopped picking flowers on her way up and looked back. “I can leave if you don’t want my help. It’s very easy for me to disappear.” Ben was silent a little too long. The woman hurried up the embankment and on to the guest house. Benjamin followed slowly, digesting the whole situation. When he reached the level ground of his estate, he’d had a change of mind. Leticia was headed towards him. She had her hand out.


“It’s your mother,” she whispered. He took the phone.


“Hello mom,” he addressed. “I’m okay.” She stated that she’d forgiven him for hanging up on her the last seven times that she’d called. She liked the way he sounded. “I have been able to think for the last two days.” She wanted to see him. “Sure mom, that’s fine. I love melons and grapes.” She said something else. But, Benjamin wasn’t really listening. “Okay, I’ll see you in a little bit.” He hung up and headed to the guest house. He passed the pool man, a 20 year old mumbling to a song. Benjamin knocked lightly. There was no sound within. He opened the door and called her name. The 900 square foot 2 bedroom structure looked the same as it always did. She wasn’t there. 

“Hey,” he called out to the pool guy. He turned and pulled off his head set. “Did you see a woman come out of there?” He pointed. The young man shook his head. Benjamin walked to the front and stood. He stared at the dilapidated fountain. “She’s right,” he determined. I could finish that thing today.” He headed to the far side to get the old forklift. He pulled the wrapped ceramic piece out of the garage and set it in the front. Before he pulled the old one out, he called the company that would do the kitchen, gave them all of the materials information and dimensions so that the work could begin as soon as possible. The fountain had been secured three times over, as if it hung off the edge of a cliff. It took one and a half hours to wedge it out of the indentation. A small car pulled up.


“I forgot my old Bible,” DeiAngela said as she jogged to the back. She returned with tattered pieces of paper barely bound together. Benjamin walked over to the car as she got in.


“I apologize,” he said. “I was rude. You have encouraged me to do more in two days than I did in eight months.” She stared at him. “If you still need a place to stay, you are welcome here.” She smiled. 

“Thank you,” DeiAngela said. Benjamin’s mother arrived and quickly exited and kissed her son.


“Hello,” she said with her hand out. “I’m Helena Coleman, Ben’s mother.” The two women shook hands through the window for an extended moment. “I believe that you may be the reason he is sober.”


“I might have a little to do with it,” DeiAngela admitted. “He’s decided to not be distracted.”


Helena finished the thought, “By bad habits.” The two women laughed.


The woman in the car leaned back in and said, “It was nice meeting you.” The car drove off.


“I like her,” Helena said. She watched the car drive along the road below. “You’re fortunate.” 


“It’s not like that mom,” Benjamin insisted.


“I know son,” she said. Helena went to her car and pulled out the bag of fruit. The two went into the house.


After Ben’s mother left, he completed the fountain installation. It was about 9:00 pm. He opened the refrigerator and saw the bacon and tried it again. It had some flavor this time. So, he made a sandwich and sat by the pool. He took his shoes off and waved his feet in the water. He stared at the dark guest house before standing and going in the house to shower and turn in for the night.


Benjamin slept through the night and woke up to the beautiful sound of music. The acapella sound was refreshing. It meant only one thing, DeiAngela was back. He hurried and approached the guest house, and knocked. She opened the door.

“Good morning,” he greeted. “If you are up for it, where shall we explore this morning?” 

“I am up for it,” she confirmed with a smile. “I know the perfect spot to take you.”

When they returned a few hours later, a crew was waiting to demolish and recreate the kitchen. Benjamin saw them waiting and hustled up the rest of the hill in a jog.


“Wait,” DeiAngela said. “Let me pray for your day.” This was new to Benjamin. But, he liked the idea. 

Later, when lunch arrived, DeiAngela offered to help sort through the chaos that consumed his office desk. He agreed. She made piles for him and over the next four days taught him how to determine the different actions to take, including ‘Do something now’. 


“For now, make your calls at the end of the day. Leave a message. Hopefully, they will call you back the next day with an answer to your request or situation,” she advised. He had over 168 messages from clients, vendors and collectors that needed to be addressed.


Each morning, Benjamin and DeiAngela walked adventurously. They talked. And, she prayed for the day. And, then Benjamin called his clients, negotiated for them, and worked on the house. Around one o’clock he would intrude on her Bible study in the guest house. They would discuss whatever she was studying and then take off or eat lunch in the main house. 

On Sunday morning, DeiAngela was leaving when Ben came out. “Where are you off to?” He asked.


“This is the day for worship,” she answered. “I’m going to church.”

He asked, “What for?”  She looked at him.


“Oh, you’re serious. To worship God and fellowship with other believers,” she said.


He responded, “You don’t think the church thing is a scam?”


“You grew up privileged,” she reminded. “You never needed the church to provide for you or to encourage you in God’s word. I guess you don’t tithe either?” He shook his head. “Come go with me. You can drive. Besides you might know the pastor.”


They walked in to church together. She spotted the man from a distance, “That’s the pastor. Go and introduce yourself. I’m going to the women’s room.” She walked away and he did as prompted. They made eye contact on his way over.


Benjamin said, “Tom Hansen?”


“Ben Coleman,” he returned. The two laughed and quickly updated on lost time. The music got load and Pastor Tom had to go up front. A second later, DeiAngela was by his side. They went in, sat, and listened to Tom preach his sermon. A collection was taken and a last song was played.


“I’ll meet you at the car,” DeiAngela whispered. A few minutes later, the church goers exited. Ben reconnected with the pastor before exiting to the parking lot.


On their drive, she said, “A lot of families are supported by the money that the church receives.” He said nothing. “Besides the bro-mance with the pastor was it worth your time?”


“Yeah,” he thought about it. “I walked into a conversation about debt. A few guys were encouraging a man to pay cash. That way he had no debt.” He added, “It was interesting. They really had his best interest at heart.”

She asked, “Would you go back?”


“Sure,” he said. “I’ll go if you’re going too.”


 “Let’s plan on it,” she agreed. “Next time bring your Bible.”

“I don’t have one,” he claimed.


“On the mantle, signed by your mother,” she corrected. Ben raised his eyebrows.


After lunch, Benjamin dressed to begin a project. “You’re not working today,” DeiAngela scolded. 


Ben asked, “Why not?”


“It’s God’s day,” she said. “Send your wife flowers. And then, how about we go fishing? You have a boat.” 


“You saw the divorce papers. Why would I send her flowers?”


She asked, “Do you still love her?”


“I love her very much,” he admitted. 


“Then, be a better man than ever. Set it up so that every Monday she receives flowers from you.” He shrugged as if he didn’t see the point. “You screwed up.” He moved on.


“I haven’t had the boat out in two years,” he admitted. “We can go to San Diego after I find a florist close to Sharie.”


“In the charge, include a $15.00 tip,” she encouraged. 


“Your awfully generous with my money,” he sniped.


“I know you want people to give you their best,” she explained. “So, give them a thank you in advance. And, if they screw it up, show no mercy.”


“I guess,” he surrendered. 


Over the next five days, DeiAngela presented a pattern for Benjamin to follow. They were routines designed to keep him engaged in the house and work. And, to avoid the reckless living that delivered divorce papers to the door. She also told him to try carrying his phone again. He refused.

“Well,” she suggested. “Turn the ringtone back on.” Benjamin blinked. “Try it. You have more control than you think. You can always turn it back off.” Every day, Ben had things he did as routine. But, DeiAngela always introduced something he hadn’t seen or that he was unaware of. She showed him how to search the Bible for answers to questions, how to pray and how to hold his tongue for at least forty seconds. “People will appreciate your listening skills.” 
“You know, I have been here for nearly three weeks,” DeiAngela said. “At some point, I must leave.”

Ben said, “Where will you go?”

“I have some choices,” she said teasingly. “But, I’m not positive.” Benjamin stopped what he was doing and looked at DeiAngela.
“You’re going to make me track you down aren’t you?” She laughed.
“You’ll have absolutely no luck,” she said. “Not in this lifetime.”

“Wow,” he bellowed. “You give me no credit.” A truck was headed up the driveway. Benjamin gave the driver his attention. “What are you here for?” The driver told Ben and he directed the truck and crew where to go. He looked around. The front door was open. He followed the trail. 
“Change your shoes,” she said as she stood in the living room. “Lets go climbing?”

“Just grab me a pair,” he said. “I have to tell these guys what I want done. And, I’ll meet you in the front.” DeiAngela agreed. 

As they headed down the road, Benjamin said, “So what do you think of the current president?”

DeiAngela said, “What do you think of the past presidents?” Benjamin stopped walking as she continued on.

He said, “Why is it, whenever I ask you a question you ask me a question?”

“Isn’t it a Godly quality?”

“No,” he answered. “That’s not godly at all.” The two were gone for two and a half hours, and were exhausted when they returned. Benjamin checked on the progress in the garage. He changed his shoes and helped the men load the broken cement into the truck. Five loads and eight hours later the driveway and the garage floor were smoothed dirt.
As he walked to the front, he retreated to the back again. “Pedro, do you think you can triple your crew and clear all the cement out of the front as well?” The man walked to the front and took a look. He walked around the fountain and the opposite corner of the house. It was more of a detailed area as there was inlaid brick, which was staying intact.
“Yes we can do that tomorrow,” he confirmed. 

Ben explained, “When I lay the cement, I want to be able to do as much as we can.” The men cleaned up and drove away. Ben watched as Pedro and his crew drove down the hill. He turned and looked at his home. A lot had been accomplished.

DeiAngela rounded the side of the house with, “Let’s go for sushi tonight?”
Benjamin nodded. “Let me take a quick shower and we can go.” She reorganized the bills on his desk.

“Did you pay the city fine?” He yelled back that he hadn’t. “Send them their money and include the proof that it has been corrected. It’s here on your desk.” He agreed. “In fact, let’s drop it off at the post office on our way down.” 

While at dinner, DeiAngela excused herself. In the silence of the restaurant someone shouted, “Benjamin Coleman!” Ben turned. 

“Hey Carla, hey Fred,” Ben greeted. He stood shook their hands and sat back down. 
“We saw you come in” - Fred took a breath - “And, thought we’d say hello on our way out.” They took a moment to notice that the table was set for two.

Carla said, “I heard about you and Sharie.” Ben nodded.

Fred added, “Hard to get use to eating alone.” Ben frowned.

“No,” Ben disagreed. “DeiAngela, a friend, is in the restroom.” The couple looked at each other confused.

Fred took his wife’s arm. “Good for you,” he said. “Well have a good night.” The two walked and continued to look back as they exited the restaurant. The waiter walked up and set two dinner plates on the table. DeiAngela walked up. Ben stood and pulled her chair away. She sat down, and eased towards the table.

“I’ll pray,” she insisted. They gave thanks and began to eat.
“You just missed some old friends of mine,” Ben explained. DeiAngela smiled.
“I’m sure that you have lots of friends,” she said. “Some I am sure you would prefer, would just disappear.” 
“I never was fond of either one of them,” he admitted. They both laughed.

By Saturday evening, all of the trash at the back had been hauled away. Everything was painted inside and out. Even the new cement was dry. Ben and DeiAngela ate delivered pizza. It was cold as it took an hour and a half to arrive. DeiAngela sat in a comfy chair and read. Ben stared at the ceiling sprawled out on the couch. He had the music whispering throughout the house.  
“I can’t believe this house is complete,” he stated. “And, you’ve been here the entire time, 29 days. I have been sober and straight all that time. And, look what I accomplished.” 

“You,” DeiAngela said. “You have done incredible. You got everything completed that you wanted. But, you also have the opportunity to be a changed man, a man that walks with God.” Ben nodded

“Thank you for all that you have taught me,” he complimented. “I was blessed that you came along.”
The next morning, Benjamin knocked on the guest house door. “DeiAngela, come on or we’ll be late,” Ben commanded.

“I don’t think I’m going today,” she said. She didn’t appear to be herself. He didn’t press the issue.

“Well,” he said. “You’ve gotten me in the habit. So, I’m going to church.” She smiled.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” she encouraged. 
When he arrived, Benjamin found the same group of men hanging out that he had previously enjoyed the fellowship with. When it was time, they all headed in for the service. The sermon made him angry. He questioned, ‘How can pride be a sin?’ He would ask DeiAngela to show him the Scriptures and explain it. She would know. It was a great excuse to hurry home.
As he pulled up to his home, he didn’t take in the freshness of all that he had accomplished. The estate was beautiful, clean, and quiet. Benjamin hurried passed the pool, and called out, “DeiAngela, DeiAngela!” He turned and headed to the edge of the lot and scoured below. She could have merely gone for a walk. That didn’t feel right either. He went back to the guest house and meticulously observed. There were no water spots in the sink, or the shower. The coffee pot that he had bought her still had a seal over the lid and the can of coffee unopened. There were no ripples on the bed linen. No one had sat on its edges. It was if no one had been there at all. Benjamin’s phone rang. He ran to the office off the kitchen. 
“Hello,” he addressed. “You sound happy.” She made his face light up. “Sure, I would love to see my kids.” She told him some formalities before they hung up. 
When he got to his mom’s house, Katie, Ginger, Rebecca and Michael were ecstatic to see him. Helena said, “I told Sharie that she should stay, but she wouldn’t consider it.” Benjamin took the kids about 30 minutes away to a miniature golf park. It had go-carts and rides as well. 

At the end of the day, Ben said, “Thanks guys. I had a great time.” To avoid any hostility, he took them back to his mom’s house and she took them home. Ben hoped that DeiAngela had returned. But, the place was silent. 

Sharie met them all in her driveway. Helena followed the kids in to the house. She stopped at the kitchen, “How beautiful!” Sharie twisted her head. “What?”
She asked, “You didn’t know?”

“Know what?”

“Benjamin sent them,” she said. “It’s the third batch. They usually come on Monday. But, those came today.”

“Really,” Helena said. “He has never given me flowers.”

“I was sure that you put him up to it,” Sharie suggested.

“No, I hardly talk to him now,” Helena admitted. 
Sharie responded alarmed, “Why?”

“There’s a woman there. She’s coaching him,” She answered.

“That figures,” Sharie dismissed.

“No, I met her,” Helena defended. “I doubt anything’s going on. He’s sober and the house looks great. She’s even got him going to church.” Sharie paused as she wiped a counter to see if Helena was serious. “That’s why I don’t call everyday. I’m not worried.”

Monday morning, the help let themselves in through the front door. Benjamin was seated on the couch with a cup of coffee. “Good Morning sir,” they all greeted. He acknowledged them and they went on into the kitchen, bedroom, and bathroom. It was as if they wanted to inspect the place before they started. He finished his coffee and decided to call some clients. Like DeiAngela had exampled, he later took a walk with his Bible, considering and expanding on anything that he read. He considered calling the police and reporting a missing person. But, he had just enough information to be the primary suspect. He drove to the church.
“Hey Tom, thanks for seeing me on short notice,” Benjamin said as he walked into the pastor’s office. They both sat down.

“What’s up Benjamin?” Tom said. “How can I help you?”

“The woman that brought me to your church,” Ben thought about his statement. “And, introduced me to faith, she has disappeared.” Pastor Tom thought for a minute.
“I don’t recall seeing you with anyone.”

“No,” Ben defended. “Yesterday was the first time, in my three visits, that she wasn’t with me.” Tom didn’t remember and shook his head.

“Doesn’t matter,” he insisted. “You say she disappeared? Who is she? Did you go to the police?”

Benjamin explained, “I have not gone to the police. I don’t really know her. We had the floods up in Escondido, and she showed up at my door.”

Tom said, “What does your wife think about this? Sharie Bigalow  right?”

“Yes,” Ben said. “We’re in the midst of a divorce. She knows nothing about DeiAngela.” Benjamin went through the story of allowing DeiAngela to stay in the guest house. And, how this stranger had come in and helped him to put his addictions behind him, and to complete the project of making the house new again. 
“Do you think Sharie has something to do with the disappearance?” Ben stood up.

“No, she definitely has nothing to do with it,” Ben sided. “Look, I’m sorry for troubling you with this. I don’t have enough to share for you to help me. I have to go.”

“Well, I am sorry too,” Tom said, following behind Ben. “But, I would ask everyone that has seen her. Consider calling the police. At least if the worst comes of this, you would have told them something.” 

On the drive home Benjamin had decided that the most reasonable thing to do was in fact to ask questions, just like Tom had suggested. So, when he arrived back home at 5:30, the three women that clean his house, were still there. He called them together.
“Leticia,” he started. “The woman that has been here for a month, when was the last time that you saw her?” Leticia looked confused. Then she looked at the other women.

“What woman,” she answered. “I have seen no other woman here but us.” She explained in Spanish to the other women what Ben was asking. They had seen no one.

Ben asked a different way, “You haven’t seen me walking around the house and property periodically talking to someone?”

“No. I have seen you walking around talking to yourself. I thought this was better than you stumbling around drunk or on drugs,” she said. He thought for a second.
It came to him, “What about when we all heard singing?” She nodded.

“Yes, but I never saw anyone,” Leticia assured. The cleaning towels were taken to the laundry room and thrown in to the washer. The ladies got their belongings and left. He turned off the stereo and sat down to eat. With each bite, he asked himself, ‘Am I a sane man?’ When he had finished, he determined that he was not only sane, but a better person than ever.

For the rest of the week, he checked with people that had come to the estate. No one had seen anyone else. He did a real estate search in the immediate area and found no owner by that first name, or close to it. He thought it bizarre that her last name never came up in conversation. But, Benjamin kept the routines that he had established through DeiAngela. He even went down the side and found where she had showed him the hidden water way. It was there.
On Thursday evening when he turned the stereo back on, he noticed that a book was on top of the tuner. It was a tattered Bible. It was DeiAngela’s Bible. He opened it to the book of Hebrews, where the string marker was in place. The page on the left was part of Chapter 11 and part of 12. On the right was part of Chapter 12 and part of Chapter 13. Her words came to mind, “Nothing is by accident. There’s a purpose to everything.” Benjamin sat on the couch and read Chapter 11 and placed the book on the coffee table. He wrote his bills out, transferred money, ate and went to bed.
Friday his mother called and left a message that she was coming by on Saturday. He read a half page in DeiAngela’s Bible. He felt strength from the Scriptures in Hebrew 12. But, he wasn’t sure what his friend had in mind in Chapter 12. When the door bell rang, he went and greeted his mother. 
“Oh my goodness,” his mom said. “You look great!” She walked in and began her own tour of the house. “These are wonderful color combinations. And I love the furniture.” 
“Yes, it came out better than I expected.” he said. “Sharie picked it all out months ago.”

She complimented, “It looks beautiful!” She walked around the sides and back of the house. “Is that where DeiAngela is staying?”

“It was,” he said. “But, she’s gone.” It dawned on him that his mother had met her. “Mom, you saw her right?”

“Yes dear, why?” He thought about it and decided to give her the short version.

“No one saw her. So, when she disappeared no one could help me. You’re the only person that admits to having seen her.” Helena smiled.

“In life, there are many things that we can’t explain. Don’t let it trouble you. She blessed you,” Helena said as she opened her car door.

“You’re leaving already?”

“Son,” she said as she closed the car door behind her and lowered the window. “I knew that my prayers were answered because she was like an angel brought down just for you. I’m just not worried anymore. And, I have things to do.” He kissed her and she drove away. Ben watched from the edge as his mother winded back and forth down the road. He went in and plopped onto the sofa and opened DeiAngela’s Bible.
“Chapter 13,” he whispered. In the second sentence, he read aloud, “Show hospitality to strangers, for by so doing some people have shown hospitality to angels without knowing it.” Ben blinked and read it again. He sat and reviewed everything that had occurred over the 30 days she had been on his property. He shrugged. He didn’t know what to think. Her not being a real person didn’t seem possible. He put his mind on other things, changed his clothes and left for an appointment in San Juan Capistrano. 

On Sunday, Benjamin eluded his men’s group, slipped in to church and sat down. Someone touched his shoulder. “Excuse me,” said an elderly woman. “Are you Benjamin?” Ben smiled and nodded. “Where is your friend? DeiAngela, I believe is her name.” Benjamin stood up.

He said, “You say her?”


“Yes,” the woman thought about the question. “Well, not today. But, I met her in the women’s room one Sunday.” She paused. “We shared a laugh. I saw her sit with you.” Ben sat down again.


“Yes, she is a friend of mine,” he said. “Unfortunately, she is not here today.”


“You are lucky,” she whispered. “She has a way about her that lifts people up. I glowed the whole day after church that day. She just inspired me.” She patted Benjamin and walked away.

When church was over, Benjamin hurried out to his car. “Ben!” He heard. Footsteps approached as he got into his car. It was Pastor Tom. He asked, “Any luck?” Ben shook his head. “Well, I’m sorry my friend.” Then he said, “It may not be worth much. But, her name means God’s angel or angel of God.”
“That almost seems obvious. But, I never thought of that,” he replied. They laughed and Tom headed back into the church. Ben repeated, “Angel of God.”

Sharie had finished her weekend laundry and entered the oldest girls’ bedroom with a basket of clothes. The two girls were sitting on the floor against the bed. Their backs were to their mother. 

“Grandmother told me that daddy’s house is done,” Katie said.

Ginger said, “So?”

“I think we’ll be moving soon,” Katie answered. Sharie sat on the closest bed undetected because of music in the room.

“Shut up,” Ginger barked. “Mom hates dad. She would have thrown those flowers” – Ginger pointed – “in the trash if I hadn’t brought them in here.” She changed to a softer part of the ordeal. “Remember when you said, ‘When did our room become a garden?’”

“Oh yeah, we almost died when the Stargazers opened,” Katie recalled.

“Shut up! It was like 50 broken bottles of grandma’s White Shoulders perfume,” Ginger said. The girls laughed. Then silence. Sharie almost walked out.

“Anyway,” Katie continued. “You didn’t see the look on mom’s face when that man knocked on the door and gave her the keys to her new car.” 

“He’ll just disappoint her when the truck shows up again and hauls it off,” Ginger said.

“That won’t happen,” Katie insisted. “Dad paid cash. In the envelope the guy handed mom was a pink slip.” Ginger frowned. “That means mom owns it and no one else can take it.” She paused. “Mom had tears in her eyes.”

“Shut up,” Ginger said staring off as though mesmerized. She looked at her sister. “Go dad. What got his motor running?”

Katie answered, “Grandma says it was an angel.”

“Do you think it was a real angel?”

Katie said, “She said she saw her.”

“Yeah but that’s grandma,” Ginger suggested. “She’s old and not far off being an angel herself.”

“That’s mean,” Katie said with a giggle. “Anyway, whether real or not, she whipped dad into shape. And, it happened, all in a month.” Sharie walked away.
Ginger countered, “Without drugs it was 30 days of reality.”

“No,” Katie insisted. “He had an angel. So, more like 30 days of purity.”

Ginger joked, “Our dad? Shut up!” They both laughed. 

Katie said, “Grandma says he’s better than ever.” Sharie walked back in.

“I’ll be back in a couple of hours,” she told the girls. “Watch your sister and brother.” She walked out and sped away in her car. Sharie glanced at the sealed envelope on the seat across from her. Benjamin had signed the divorce documents. She would mail them to the attorney and that would be that. If a woman was helping him, surely there were benefits that he should be ashamed of. No more tears, no more women. No more begging him to come home. If he was in a good place, then good for him. She was moving on.

For the next four days, Sharie slept restlessly. She had dreams of chaos in her family, all without Ben. She saw the kids as adults. One was a prostitute. Another was a homeless drug addict. Her son was arrested for armed robbery. And, the last one disappeared after dropping out of school. One morning, she made a decision, “It’s Benjamin’s fault. He brought all of this on our family.” With that, she dropped her old number, and got a new one. Then, she called her mother in law.

“Helena,” she addressed. “This is my new number. Your son is not to have this number.” Ben’s mother could tell that Sharie was on edge. She wasn’t going to argue about anything. “And for now, please come on Fridays or not at all.” Helena didn’t take the new twist well. Neither did she take it poorly. Her son had put his wife through hell. Now, his wife wanted to pay him back, regardless of the changes that he’d made.

Sharie adjusted to the ‘no Ben’ changes that she’d made. Then after a planned meeting with a girlfriend for dinner, she was hit by a big rig truck. Her critical condition lasted a week. Only Benjamin was not allowed to visit his ex-wife. Late one night, at the hospital she woke to find a woman sitting in front of her that she’d never met. Sharie asked, “Do I know you?” The woman said nothing. She asked again. No response as the woman stared at her with a friendly look. She pressed the nurse’s button. It didn’t work.

The woman finally spoke, “Why do you continue to punish yourself?” Sharie blinked her eyes trying to overcome her limitations from the drugs.

“I’m not punishing myself,” Sharie defended.

“Then release your anger,” she insisted. “Love the man that loves you.”

Sharie snapped, “He had his chance. I wasn’t important enough.”

“But you are now,” the woman said.

“Who are you anyway,” Sharie demanded and then went on. “That’s over.”

“I’m sorry to hear you say that,” the stranger stood. “This inward fight will keep you here.” Sharie screamed profanity at the woman before breaking down in tears. “You will not leave this hospital unless there is a change of heart.” Sharie threw the blanket back ready to attack her. But, no one was in the room.

A few days later, Sharie said, “Doctor, where have you been? I thought I would have been released by yesterday.” He shook his head.

“No,” he said. “We discovered sepsis.” He thought for a minute. “Give us another day or two.” He walked out before she could consider what to ask next.

Helena Coleman shared her thoughts with a friend, “Sharie has been in the hospital for three weeks now.” She waited for the friend on the phone to respond. “Yea, I just moved in. How else can I take care of my grandkids, get them to school, feed them and make sure that they go to bed at night?” Sharie’s condition had not improved. And, her body was getting weaker.
At the end of the next week, Ginger said, “Mom told me to call dad and have him go to the hospital.”

“Shut up,” Katie blurted. 

“Hey,” Ginger announced. “Don’t use my words.” They both laughed. Ginger turned serious. “Mom thinks she’s gonna die. She’s turning everything over to dad.” Katie shook her head as Ginger began to cry.
Katie said, “Grandma doesn’t think that will happen.”

Heavily medicated, Sharie was captivated by a spider in the corner above her bed. When she brought her gaze back down, there was a woman in her room. It was the same woman that appeared before. Sharie began, “Is it time?” She got no response. “I described you to Benny. It’s cool that not everyone can see you.” Sharie chuckled. “He said that you don’t like questions.” The woman said nothing. “I apologized to him.” She thought about it, and continued. “He hurt me bad. But, he wasn’t in his right mind. And, then he was. I wouldn’t forgive him. I wouldn’t let him love me again.” She looked at the angel. “I let my anger cause all of this.” She moved her hands along from head to knees. “Now that I have surrendered, I have made peace. But, it’s too late.” She felt dizzy and remembered the sound of the computer releasing medicine. She couldn’t keep her eyes open. “It’s okay. He’s a good man. He’ll take care of our kids. I’m ready,” – she paused, caught her breath – “to go now.”
“Ms. Coleman,” the voice said. Then louder, “Ms. Coleman,” Sharie began to move around. She opened her eyes. The doctor leaned into her face. “Good morning!” Sharie looked around, surprised to still be alive. 
“Doctor? Doctor Thomas,” She addressed. He nodded. Sharie wriggled her fingers. She mentally checked everything to see what worked.

“I have good news,” he informed. “You are out of the danger zone. I don’t know how it just retreated. But, I find no trace of the infection.” Sharie looked around the room. Her mind embraced that she was alive, and she smiled. The doctor was a little giddy. “It took 30 days but the impurity is gone.”

Sharie mumbled, “It took me 30 days to get purity.” The doctor laughed. “Thank you God.” The doctor shared some other pleasantries and routine procedures that needed to be said. When he left, Sharie relaxed and fell back asleep. Visitors came and went throughout the day as she slept. Around six in the evening, she opened her eyes again. The woman that had appeared before stood at the end of the bed.
“I remember now,” Sharie said. “Benny said your name is DeiAngela.”

The woman said, “Put your clothes on.” DeiAngela pulled the woman’s things from the closet and laid them on the bed. Sharie did as requested. “Follow me,” she said as she headed out of the room. No one asked any questions as they made their way down the corridor, went into the elevator, and left the hospital.

The drive took over an hour. Nobody spoke including the driver. When the car stopped and the driver opened the doors, she could not believe her eyes. The car drove away.

“He finished this for you and the family,” the woman said. Taking her by the arm, she led her to the edge. “The sunset is a great moment that God created.” Sharie closed her eyes and breathed the avocado scented air.
Benjamin’s eyes lit up. “What do you mean mom’s missing?” Katie was on the other end of the phone. He checked his watch, 8:00 pm. “I left at 5.” Katie sounded in a panic. “I’m almost home. Let me shower and change. We’ll find her, okay?” Katie accepted her dad’s promise. Ten minutes later he pulled around the fountain and headed into the house. He went straight into the master bedroom and wrestled his shoes off. He paused then frowned. Alarmed, he stood up and walked to the stereo. He turned it off instead of changing the station back to the music he liked. He heard breathing and turned towards the couch. Ben walked over and stroked Sharie’s head. She opened her eyes. He sat down next to her.

“Surprise,” she whispered. “I love your place.” He ignored her statement.

He asked, “How did you get here?” 

“Your angel brought me here,” she said.

“We have to let everyone know that you’re okay,” he insisted as he pulled his phone out and stood. She pulled him back and looked into his eyes. He liked what he saw, and smiled.
“Hi Benny,” she addressed.

The End

