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John Bowman didn’t hurry out of his car with his coffee on this Sunday morning at 6:42 am. Even though the gates to the church were open, he knew that no one, save the maintenance man was around. Instead, he had a pity party. His car wasn’t straight in the parking spot. It never was. But, this time he knew it. He used the misalignment as a life example. ‘Off, the way I feel most of the time,’ he complained. His lackluster Christian faith had delivered nothing but silence even though he begged God to change the situation. He had given up on reconciling with his wife of 25 years. She had chosen a woman to replace him. At 59, he was relieved that they had no children to heap the failure onto.


He took a sip of coffee, and look around. A woman, her mother and a six year old girl turned to walk down the alley and parking lot. John briefly smiled. He had no family. He was an only kid and his parents had both passed away. He set his coffee down and returned to his thoughts. A woman screamed. John looked and threw the door open. When he put a foot out, and nearly stepped on a dime. At the end of the alley, the older woman was on the ground. The younger woman was wrestling with one man while the other stuffed the child into the back seat. The wrestling stopped when the man gave the woman a full backhand slap that sent her stumbling backwards. That man scrambled away to the driver’s seat and fish-tailed the car left onto the highway. John picked up the dime, closed the door, pulled back and floored the car in the opposite direction. 

John turned right at the end of the alley. The triangle between the alley and the two streets crossed after about two blocks. John tipped his head back in thought then reached behind and under the passenger seat and pulled out a pellet hand gun. He placed the gun between the door and the seat. When he pulled to a stop at the light, two cars were ahead of him. The Ford Taurus with the abducted girl was first in line waiting for the light to change. John’s light changed and he delayed after the two cars crossed the intersection. For a moment, fear overtook John. Then his mother’s words came to mind, ‘If you find a dime, you’re about to bless someone.’ The car coming up behind him honked. Suddenly feeling empowered, he pulled his phone and set it between his legs. Then he floored the gas. When he entered the intersection he immediately tuned the steering wheel, raised his phone and took a shaky picture.
John’s Lincoln car spun the smaller Taurus nearly 90 degrees, striking it at the front corner. Wasting no time, he jumped out of the car with his pistol pointed. He snatched the door open and pulled the girl out. The two men inside were shook up. The driver had blood on his forehead. John back up and went around the backed up cars. In his rear view mirror, he saw the two men get out of their car and stumble away from the scene. 

When he pulled up to where the alley and the street met, the women were nursing each others wounds as they sat on a wall in tears, waiting for the police. Within seconds, two police cars zoomed around them and took the urgent information. John showed the picture he’d taken before he crashed into the men. The sergeant enlarged the photo, called over another officer, and called dispatch.

“This is a dangerous man,” he informed them all. An ambulance showed up and the police pursuit took on a different priority as other police cars hurried after the two men. Before the women left in the ambulance they promised invited John to dinner that Friday.
A year after the near kidnapping, John’s life had settled back into his routine had an added wrinkle. He met with Diana, Martha, and Stefanie once a month for either a movie or dinner. The Gonzales family’s gratitude had turned into a good friendship. Diana was older than John. And, John felt satisfied to be a father figure to Martha. 

Some time after the friendship, John began to have a dream about traveling. It was always to the same place, Puerto Rico. Over time the dream revealed more and more information. At the international airport, he’d be standing in line looking at the ticket. It was dated November 17th. It was a one way ticket. He saw himself walking around the lobby of Condado Vanderbilt Hotel in Puerto Rico. The dream continued until he checked the fair for both the plane and hotel. John thought, ‘I don’t have the money for that kind of unmerited expense.’ He was satisfied with that conclusion. Two days later, he showed up at the accounting office to find everyone excited.

“We won some lottery money,” someone told him. “Your portion is $3,906.” John rolled his eyes. He didn’t try to explain his reaction. He didn’t think anyone would understand. Later that day, he got up from his desk only to discover a dime at his feet. He conceded, ‘I will transfer money today and make the arrangements tomorrow.’ In his mind, October didn’t leave him much time before he would be traveling.
John took a week off of work and headed for the Los Angeles Airport, in California. He wanted to take a shuttle, but Martha wouldn’t hear of it. Martha wanted to park the car. John insisted on curbside. She pulled next to the sidewalk and turned the car off. Stefanie hurried out and pulled John’s suitcase from the trunk. After she dragged it over to him, she held on to him in a tight squeeze. He bent a little and she whispered something in his ear and kissed his cheek. Martha hugged him and shed a tear.
John said, “I’ll be back.” 

Martha responded, “Promise?” He nodded. She kissed his cheek and said good bye.

John arrived and hurried off to the hotel. He was anxious to see how accurate his dreams were on how it looked inside. The sign was absolutely the same. But, he argued with himself about how little or much the lobby matched. When he checked in he went immediately to his room, and waited. After a few hours, he felt foolish and went to dinner. Later, he checked in with the Gonzales family to let them know that he had arrived safely. He lay on top of the bed and kicked off his shoes. He found that he was excited to be away from home. No matter how he looked at it, it was a vacation. ‘Tomorrow, I will tour the city,’ he muttered as he fell asleep.

He woke up at 11:00 new time. John dressed quickly and headed out. It was easy to get on a tour and see the history of the popular town. He’d never been anywhere, even on his honeymoon. Everything was exciting. Everything was new, new buildings, new culture, new people and a situation difficult to understand. He was simply waiting on God.

By the end of the second day, John Bowman was exhausted. He’d taken two different tours and bought souvenirs for the only three people that mattered to him. A beautiful deep yellow and mango colored salad bowl from a potter, sandals and a necklace for Stefanie, and a middle of the ocean blue knee length short sleeve dress for Martha. 

Day three was the first day that he felt no pressure to accomplish anything. He had brought two Grisham books that he owned but never read. The first half of the day he read by the pool. The second half, he walked along the beach and plopped down here and there to read. A shower, fresh clothes, and a good appetite led John to a local hot spot that entertained and fed their guests. He laughed for a couple of hours and just felt empowered not to feel like the odd person in the room. On his way back to his room, John had never felt so content to be John Bowman. He whispered, ‘Thank you Lord, for everything.’
To his surprise, the curtains were open and the sun beamed in when he awoke the fourth morning. He threw back the covers back and slung his feet onto the floor. There, in plain view, a dime lay on the floor. John’s eyebrows raised and he paused for just a moment before he showered, dressed and exited for breakfast. He changed up and ordered a local dish and found it absolutely delicious. About halfway through the meal, John got a stomach cramp. The restroom was twenty feet away. 

But, a voice said, “Go to your room for the bathroom.” John looked at his food, then over at the close restroom. The cramp was getting intense. “Go to the fourth floor and use your bathroom,” was repeated. So, he got up, left the bill money and hurried to the elevator. His problem, once on the toilet, was solved quickly. 
The same voice said, “Wash and go into the hallway. I will tell you what to say.” John was nervous as he washed. But, the prompting was obvious. He opened the door and walked out.

“Ambassador,” he announced. “The surgery will be successful. The Dr. Wang will call you in 40 minutes. There will be no need for a second operation. Vote what is in your heart that your conscious might be clear.” Three men grabbed John and quickly whisked him away. He was detained by security and then the police. John was pulled into a room where he sat and waited for 35 minutes. The door opened and a man sat across from him.
“Sir,” he addressed. “How did you know about my wife?” There was a pause. “Do I know you?”

A little irritated that the whole thing had not seemed like a blessing at all, John said, “You don’t know me and I don’t know your wife.”

The man snapped, “Well, how did you know all of that information? Who told you? This was a personal matter.” John could see that the man was becoming irate. John dropped his head and put his hand on his forehead. He saw a dime on the floor. In that second he found the courage and stood up.

“God told me to give you that message,” he said. The Ambassador simply looked at him. “Check the timing. I was at breakfast fifteen minutes before those men grabbed me. I had come out of my room, a room that I have had for four days. Coincidence? No way on God’s good Earth.” There was silence. “Did the doctor call you?” He nodded. “Was the surgery successful?” He nodded. “Does she need a second surgery?” He shook his head. “Then why am I being held like a terrorist? I couldn’t have known any of that information on my own. It was Almighty God. I just pray for your sake that you do your part.” The Ambassador stood and walked out. A short time later John was released. 
After dinner, John called the Gonzales family. As usual, Diana answered the phone. He began to tell of the day’s adventure when suddenly Martha took the phone. She asked, “John, are you okay?” John smiled. He was cared about. It was a good feeling.

“I am,” he assured. He started again and told her the whole story. She asked him when he would be back home.

“Maybe in two days,” he guessed. John changed the subject. “You would love this place. There are bad areas. But, some places are just beautiful. And, I already bought you all souvenirs.” He finished the conversation, hung up and went to sleep.
The next evening, there was a knock at the door. It was the Ambassador. John invited him in. His security men stood watch in the lobby.

“I’ve checked up on you,” he started. “You’re a numbers man, having worked the same job for over ten years.” He walked over to the window. “Ambassadors don’t usually get involved in local politics. However, I voted myself into the council and agreed to help with the conflict over the budget here. I need you at the meeting tomorrow night. Can you be there?” It sounded exciting and John agreed. “Excellent, I will send a car at 5 to pick you up.”

The council meeting was close to a shouting match over the city’s budget. While a councilwoman was fielding an unrelated question, the Ambassador turned around and addressed John, “Something is terribly wrong within this budget.” John handed him his binder with the notes.
“He’s talking about increasing new construction spending by 71% according to my calculations the current economy cannot support it if the occupancy rate of existing dwellings is 68%.”
“No,” the Ambassador insisted. “It’s 86%.” 

“The numbers look better than they are. There is no seasonal adjustment or vacancy percentage anywhere. And, his brother-in-law owns the construction company that most of the contracts are awarded to,” John said. 

“What do you suggest?”

John advised, “I suggest 39% allowance for new construction. A 17% increase in the road improvement allowance. That will make your Department of Public Safety, your Building and Safety, and Transit Department people happy. And, a pay increase of 10%. According to the notes, they have asked for pay increases for years and never got them. The mayor will be livid. But, he too many other members will be satisfied. It will work. Also, no more free parking, except for employees.” The Ambassador was a hero. 
“John, be my lead counselor,” he asked after the meeting. “The pay is okay. However, I have three years left before there is a new president. I will be leaving in one year to pursue other interests. I will insist that you get this position. It pays shamefully well and it includes a very beautiful house.” He waited. “Well?”

John asked, “How soon do you need an answer?”

“Can you let me know by Monday?” The Ambassador asked. “That will give me time to find someone else if you are not interested.” They shook hands and John was driven back to his hotel. 

Martha opened the door to find John standing there. She blurted, “It’s Thanksgiving! When did you get back?”

John answered, “A few hours ago.” She hugged him and the family made a spot at the table for him. After dinner and handing out souvenirs, John called everyone into the kitchen. He spoke while he washed the pans, “I have been offered a job with advancement already negotiated.” No one was excited. 
Diana said, “Are you going to take it?” John gazed across the three of them. This reaction was not what he expected.

“Probably so,” he admitted.

Stefanie reasoned, “So, when you leave, we might not see you again?” It sounded sweet.

“No, I will see you often,” he committed. “I will come every two months.”

“That’s too long,” she determined as she walked away defeated. John nearly burst into tears.

Martha murmured, “This is good news, bad news. Good for you, and bad for us.” She grabbed her coat next to the door and left the apartment. John finished the dishes. He went to say good bye to Stefanie but her door was closed. On his way out, Diana held him for a long time before he stepped out and she closed the door. The celebration had turned gloomy.
Over the next two weeks, John had left several messages at the Gonzales household. It was difficult adjusting to the distance the family had placed on their friendship. For the first time in over two years, John was lonely. He hadn’t expected Martha to be effected. He didn’t expect to miss her either. His last message told the particulars about his upcoming flight. He told them that for his trip out, he would need to get settled and that he would not return for eight weeks. “But, I have already purchased my ticket back here to see you all,” he concluded. The shuttle he had arranged was scheduled to pick him up at 11:00 am. At 10:00 am the door bell rang. John thought, ‘Their too early.’ He opened the door.
“Martha!” John had no time to be shocked. She threw herself around him. She was sobbing. “It’s okay. It’s okay. I’ll be back.” Martha shook her head and wiped her eyes.

She said, “It was no big deal in the beginning. We all got together once a month for dinner or a movie. When my mother couldn’t go that one time, we got to talk. I liked it. I wanted more. So, we got together every week.” She was silent then turned away for a moment. “We have had conversations that I have never had with a man.” She paused. “I love you John.” He smiled.
“I love you too,” John said.

“No,” she spewed. “You would never ask me for more because you are a gentleman.” She closed her eyes. “Marry me and take me with you. I want to be your wife.” John froze.

“But you could have a younger better man,” John insisted.
“Impossible,” she said. “I don’t know any man that would go after a car with a man in it wanted by the FBI.” She went on. “How many men would take the reward money for his capture and buy a family, my family a car? Even fewer would pay for the insurance on the car for two years in advance.” He said nothing. “Most of the men that I know would have bought themselves a flashy new car. But, you barely upgraded. And then” – she got a little loud – “You took the remainder of the money and donated it to your church’s benevolence fund. I had never even heard of such a fund. But, you even specified that the money was only to be given to families behind on their mortgages. Who does that?”
“I have been in that situation,” John admitted.

“My point is that I have never met a man more generous,” Martha whispered. 

“I am too old for you,” he declared. “You are 38, with no flaws. I am a 61 year old blind, decrepit, and senile man.” She put her hand over his mouth.

“If your answer is no, I will go away,” she committed. 

John reflected a moment. He would have never guessed that his life would turn out as it had. He was the United States Ambassador for Puerto Rico. How had his life made such a change? A thought came to mind, “God brought the dimes back.” It was true. He acted with courage when he saw the dimes because he believed that Almighty God had empowered him to handle every challenge at hand. His phone rang. He didn’t recognize the number.

“Hello?”

“Johnny,” the caller said. He recognized the voice instantly.

“Laurie?” He continued, “Is everything alright?”

“It is,” she confirmed. Now he was somewhat annoyed. What was she going to harass or belittle him about now? He waited in silence. She huffed. “I have seen you several times on the news. You look good. You speak with confidence and people seem to believe you.” She was silent again. 

Finally, John asked, “Is that bad?”

“No, not at all,” she insisted. “I called to say that I am happy to see the great life you are living.”

John responded, “Thank you very much. That means a lot to me.” He heard her sniffle.

“I also called to say I’m sorry,” she confessed. “I’m sorry for how horribly I treated you.” She was crying. “I hurt you and I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay,” he assured. “It’s okay.” She hung up. John looked at the receiver before he hung up the phone. 
Someone walked into his office. “John, do you have change? I need to feed the meter. I brought my mom’s car,” he asked. John pulled his desk open. The only thing he could find was a dime. He handed it across the desk.
The man despised the coin with, “A dime’s worth?” John stood up and walked to the window.

“It could change your life.”

“What? Nothing can change my miserable life,” the man said.

“God can make your life a journey, and start it with that dime,” John insisted. The two men’s eyes met. And, as he backed out of John’s office, he gripped the dime tightly. He stumbled, and bumped into someone.

“Oh sorry Mrs. Bowman,” he said.

“That’s okay,” Martha said. She moved passed him.

Stefanie greeted, “Hi dad!” She’d called him dad for the two and a half years they’d been in Puerto Rico. She set her heavy load down. 

Martha said, “Go see daddy.”

“Come here, King David,” John coached with his arms stretched wide. The little boy giggled as he wobbled and walked to his dad. John picked him up. “And, where is King Solomon?” A little face peaked around the corner.

Solomon said, “Bo daddy!” Martha scooped him up and walked over to John. 

She kissed him and asked, “Are you good?” John smiled.

“Never been better,” he revealed.

The End

