PAGE  
3

6/2017
The Disappointment of Great Faith
By
FerRell Johnson
A woman, known in her youth as Red Riding Hood, got a message to come to her great grandmother’s for a stay. Her great grandmother was old. So, it appeared somewhat urgent. Red Riding Hood preferred to be called by ‘Tip’. She despised her written name. Her father named her. He combined her mother’s name, Tipper, and his name Rico into Tipico. The name was often perceived as ‘Typical’. Tip did everything she could to be different, extraordinary, even extreme.
Tip lived with her mother since they were both widowed. For years, it was simply convenient. Lately, Tipper consistently urged her daughter to make time for her great grandmother whose name was Faith. She was nicknamed ‘Great Faith’. Finally, Tip cleared her calendar and set her mind on the effort to arrive at her house.
When the day came, she left early as it was a day’s travel. A half day into the journey a torrential rain forced her to return home. For two more days the streets were flooded. On the forth day, the rain eased and Tip took a risk and set out for the adventure. The rain was gentle and within an hour the skies were clear. Time passed quickly until the sun became a monster. She had prepared well and pulled a wide brimmed hat from her backpack and continued in her pursuit.
Ahead of her, a man crossed the road. She knew him from her youth. He had been her first love. He stopped.
He called, “Tippy!” He was the only person that used such a name. “Why you look magnificent.” He hugged her and kissed her cheek. He walked alongside of her and quickly made unending conversation. He also used the time to compliment her several times. He offered to make the trip with her. He claimed that it would give them a chance to catch up on their past. However, Tip had stopped listening. She recognized that she felt really good about herself. Suddenly, she froze.
He asked, “Is something wrong?” She blushed at his discovery.
“My Bible,” she claimed. “I thought I left it. But, it’s here.” She patted the bottom of her backpack. They walked and he continued to talk. She thought about the situation. This man that she hadn’t seen in years made her feel good about herself. Why didn’t she already feel satisfied? She also noticed that her pace had slowed and that she was smiling at the dirt in front of her. Now she became angry. Her trip was not about bringing her past around. It was not about possibly falling in love. To arrive at Great Faith it would take focus.
“This is not the right time,” she began. “I must make this trip alone. I am sorry.” He complimented her again and promised to find her when she returned. She could feel his eyes as she continued on. When she looked back, he had disappeared.
The next two hours passed quickly as her thoughts reviewed her past attempts to connect with Great Faith. Time, distractions, her kids, her job, her health, something had always kept her away. It took effort. Tip determined that this time would be different. She tripped and nearly fell. The dirt on the road had become soft. Tumble weeds and grass surrounded her along with tall trees. The trail stood out in the green vegetation of the area. The trail ahead sloped downhill. She elected a spot to stop and eat a sandwich. The water in her canteen was cold and rich. It tingled as she swallowed. Tip stretched out with her backpack under her head and nearly fell asleep. Alarmed, she jumped to her feet. She had to arrive at her great grandmother’s before night. The thought alarmed her and she hurried back onto the road.
After some time, Tip had made great progress. If she continued, she would arrive as planned. Up ahead, she could see countless people scrambling about. Young and old, men and women were feverishly picking something up. It was money.
When she got close, she asked, “What happened?”
Someone answered, “Money fell out of the sky last night. Everyone that lives nearby heard an explosion. But, no one knows what it was. It must have been a plane, the way the money is scattered.” He turned from her and hurried to a spot. “It’s free. Just pick it up.” Tip’s eyes got big as she picked up a $50, and $100 dollar bill. She took another step and bumped into an old lady. Tip caught herself, and looked around. It was as though the people had lost their minds. She looked at her hands and released the $100 dollar bill. The $50 bill stuck to her other hand and she stuffed it into her pocket. She walked back onto the road and purposely didn’t look back.
Midday, she became very tired and stopped for a drink of her water. The terrain had gotten tough. It had become more dessert-like and the sun was wicked hot. As she entered a town, vendors were everywhere. Tip ignored most of them until a woman with dresses approach.
The woman asked, “Where are you going?”
“To my great grandmother’s house,” Tip replied.
“Well, you surely don’t want to give the wrong impression,” the woman tactfully said. She quickly searched through her assortment and pulled out a dress and held it against Tip. It was a beautiful summer dress. “The yellow flowers with the white background are perfect for your red hair.” She pulled Tips hand up to hold the dress for herself. “I will sell it to you for $75.” Tip handed it back and stepped around the woman and began to walk away.
“I have a $50 dollar bill if you want to sell the dress to me,” she concluded. The woman caught up, held her hand out and handed the dress to her with a smile.
“You will make a good impression,” she said and waved goodbye when she received the newly minted bill.
With great satisfaction, Tip approached the last town an hour before her arrival at Great Faith. There seemed to be a big celebration. She entered the city in search of a place to shower and change into her marvelous dress. A woman recognized her.
The woman shouted, “Tip is that you?”
“Yes,” she said with caution.
“I am a friend of your mother,” she explained. “We used to go to lunch every Saturday when I lived on Pasley Street.” Tip smiled.
“My mother very much enjoyed those lunches,” she confirmed. There was a moment of silence. “I was looking for a place to shower before I travel just up the road to my great grandmother’s house.” The woman looked confused.
“You aren’t going to stay for the festival?” Tip shook her head as if asked to swallow poison. “But, your mother has been here many times over the years. It’s a tradition of the saints.” The woman got no response. Tip was not amused by the nice flowers; the balloons; tables of food or the music that filled the air. “In fact, I am sure that that she was headed to her grandmother’s home as well. Surely you can stay the night, enjoy the festivities and continue on. You could arrive tomorrow morning fresh and lovely.” Tip felt herself giving in and the woman knew it. “I will find you a place for the night.” The woman locked arms with her and led her away.
It was as the woman had said. The gala was spectacular. There were many bands that played a variety of music. The tables of food were terrific, as well as the assortment of wines and beers. Tip gave in and indulged herself.
When she woke up the next day, her head was pounding. She could not determine whether it was the wine or the sodium from the rich and tasty food. Tip reasoned after her shower that it was possibly the heat of the mid morning air.
She put on her new dress that she’d worn to the festival and nearly screamed aloud. A large brown stain engulfed a section of her right side. She stared in the mirror at her flawed appearance. Her excitement waned. Tip gathered her things into her backpack and walked out. The steps down the flight of stairs felt painful. Her sore muscles added to her disappointment.
At the edge of town, a man called out, “Miss Tip!” He caught up to her. “We need you to help clean up.” He sounded desperate. “It shouldn’t take long. Most of our guests that have enjoyed themselves have already left.” She adjusted her backpack, looked up the road and back to the festival. “Hopefully, it won’t take long.” She followed the man. Time passed, and the sun set once again.
Exhausted, Tipico Light slept in her room another night. The next morning, she was desperate to move on to her goal and walked out within ten minutes. Tip could see people gravitating toward the north. In a slow blink of defeat, it was obvious no one would travel the road any time soon. The fire was just outside of town. It covered the road, the sky, and both sides of the road. Many of the people hurried as close as they could to see how they could help. Tip stepped back under an olive tree. She looked across at a man smoking a cigar. He stared away from the fire. She liked that about smokers. They were allowed long stretches of uninterrupted silence without being judged as dangerous. She looked to the fire again, and like the smoker, turned away.
That evening, the fire had passed the road. Tip slipped into her jeans and quickly slipped out of her dress. She pulled on a blouse, turned and walked south. The woman that had invited her to the festival saw her.
“Tip,” she said with concern. “You’re going in the wrong direction.” Tip shook her head.
“I’ve given up,” she confessed.
“But, you’re so close,” she insisted.
“I knew it wouldn’t be easy,” she admitted. “However, it’s taken too long. There have been obstacles and challenges.”
The woman pointed, “But, it’s right there!”
“I don’t have any more time now,” Tip said. “The fire was just the last straw. I have to return to more pressing things.” Tip eased away as the old woman watched.
A man walked up. He saw tears in her eyes and asked, “What’s wrong?” She took his hand and walked with him back towards their village. Suddenly, she stopped and looked him in the eyes.
She said, “That nice woman I told you about? She lost her courage. She let tradition and works get in the way of arriving at Great Faith and tried to justify it.”
