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It All Comes Down (Patti Casey) 

From the time that you set foot upon this earth to pass your days 
You are walking on borrowed ground, and you may stake no claim 
To the soil and to the water, to the creatures lying by— 
Even the breath you take is loaned from on high. 

(chorus) 
(It all comes down) 
In the end, all the works of your hand 
Though built of stone and honestly no earthly house shall ever stand 
(And it all comes down) 
Down in the end like a hand full of sand 
(And it all comes down) 
(And it all comes down) 
Down in the end 

As you walk along those borders with the deed held in your hand 
Just remember you don't own this: you are a steward of this land 
So seek wisdom and show mercy, leaving some for another day 
For you will call upon yourself the same someday. 

When you drift down like a leaf to find your final resting place 
You will return what you have borrowed, you will have to show your face 
And did you help some troubled soul? did you try to lend a hand? 
For only kindness in the end alone shall stand. 

= = = = = = = = =  

Scene 1 

He looked around. A lot of happy times here, he thought. The old chapel and the farm 
house where they had church dinners in the winter. The Grove where Vacation Bible School was 
held and church picnics down by the Spring. Lots of good memories and lots of good friends.  



Most of the kids, like him, had moved away after high school. The big cities offered more 
money and more of the opposite sex to chose from. The few that stayed seemed to … he wasn’t 
sure what the word was. Not rot or decay, but they seemed somehow stunted. It reminded him of 
the bound feet of the old Chinese women. The practice made them socially acceptable but 
crippled. Those who stayed just didn’t grow into what their lives seemed to promise. If they were 
music they would be a little flat, with the volume turned down to background level. 

Adam Brown was still wandering around the grounds, reminiscing. Angela Williams, his 
fiancé, held his hand. For her, it was a window into his past, a lesson in his family history. She 
was, for him, someone to talk to, point things out to, to share past things with. As a clinical 
psychologist, the stories were both personally and professionally interesting. She loved this man 
and wanted to marry him as soon as possible. That ‘as soon as possible’ time was approaching 
with a promotion for him. As middle manager for an insurance company in Ashville, where they 
worked and lived, the promotion would cement his career and their security. 

The Chapel, House, the Graveyard—each one held stories of his past that she was 
anxious to hear, to understand him better. He had held back for three years, not agreeing to a 
marriage she knew he wanted as much as she did. What was it that held him back? What secret 
was he keeping? This trip to “Homecoming,” as he called it. Apparently it was a kind of 
celebration of ‘the good old days’ that was supposed to draw in all those who had wandered 
away from home, from the area, from the church family. Angela knew Adam would never move 
back here, but he wanted to reconnect, just the same. And she wanted to find out his secret, why 
he hesitated to marry her. 

They walked into the Grove so he could show her the outdoor altar, where Vacation Bible 
School was held twenty years ago (he even remembered the teacher’s name). She was getting hot 
and tired, she told him. The Spring! he crowed. The perfect place to rest!  

The Spring was the prime reason the church had bought the property way back in the 
1920’s. It never ran dry even in the driest of summers and its output in gallons was far more than 
they ever needed. Situated above the farm buildings and chapel, the cold, clean water was gravity 
piped into them for every use. The excess water flowed in a small stream that ran all the way to 
town and eventually into the Catawba River. 

 Years ago, Adam told her, the deacons and other church men by hand  dug a small pond 
just below the Spring, for baptisms and swimming. It wasn’t a very deep pond, mostly waist-
deep on a grown man, except for the corner where the spring first flowed in. That part was over 
your head, a place boys could dive in from the bank above. Yes, he had done it, almost hit his 
head once. 

The water was always very cold. It could make you shiver even on a hot Carolina day 
like today. In fact, most of the pond was kept shallow so the water would warm quickly up to a 
reasonable temperature. One corner was made especially shallow for the little kids to play in.  

Even without a breeze, the dappled shade felt good. At the high end of the pond, a round, 
rusty cast iron pipe stuck out of the hillside and sparkling clear water poured out from it. The 
occasional birdcall seemed to sing along with the tune of the splashing water. It was total peace! 



Angela slipped off her sandals, and plopped her feet into the water. And immediately yanked 
them out. 

“It’s freezing!” 

Adam laughed. “It always was! Some things never change! It’s only the middle of June, 
so yeah, it’s freezing. It will stay like this until the middle of August. Vacation Bible School was 
always in August because of it. Spring water is always cold and this spring is colder than most.” 
He pointed to the left, closer to the Chapel. “Move over to that side. The water is shallower and it 
warms up quicker.” 

They moved and she managed to keep her feet in the water long enough to cool them 
down without icicles forming on her painted toe nails. She put her sandals on again and they 
began strolling around the edge of the water. Adam was rambling about which tree he’d fallen 
out of and how he and his buddies had built a snow fort right next to the pond one winter. Angela 
was half listening, admiring the blue and yellow flowers that seemed to grow half way in water, 
the cattails that grew completely in the water, and a dragon fly that was darting aimlessly among 
them. 

Without warming, Angela grabbed Adam’s arm and pointed at the water about ten feet 
away, at the deep end. 

 “Oh my God! Adam! Someone’s down there! Look!”  

Adam looked and saw nothing but the reflection of the clouds. 

“I don’t see anything. And it’s not deep enough…” 

Angela ran closer, looking straight down and pointing, screamed.  

“There’s a girl down there!” she pointed. “She’s drowning!”  

Adam ran over but still, he could see nothing there but the reflection of Angela and 
clouds. Then he laughed. 

“Oh no!” he said in mock horror. He picked Angela off the ground and in one sweeping 
motion, laid her on her back, almost on top of her.  

“Does she need some mouth-to-mouth…”  

Angela slapped his face and struggled to push him off. “I’m not joking!” 

“What? Oh shit!” 

He leaped up and without hesitation, dove into the water.  The water was clear and icy 
and he opened his eyes for a moment. He saw no one. He swung his arms wide around, his hands 
cupped to pull him deeper, but the only thing he felt was water. He reached down: the bottom 
was hard clay. After ten seconds, he came up, gasping from the cold water. 



“I can’t find anything!” he says.  

“She has to be there! I…” 

He  dove under again, swimming in a widening circle, hands reaching, eyes open. But 
again he came up empty handed. “There’s no one’s here!” 

“I swear, Adam! There was a young girl, long blonde hair. She was laying on the bottom 
of the pond, reaching up, trying to scream.” 

  



Part 2 

As he climbed out of the Spring, Adam was shivering so hard he could hardly stand up.  

“Well, she’s not there now. Let’s go back to the car. I need to warm up.” 

The car windows were shut tight and the temperature inside was so hot the steering wheel 
was untouchable. Still, Adam turned the blower on full blast and dialed up the heater. Angela 
rolled her window down and stuck her head out to breathe. When his shivers subsided, Adam felt 
his annoyance with Angela being to rise until she point at his forearms. 

“What happened to your arms, honey?” Angela asks. 

He held them up in front of himself, turning them back and forth to examine them. They 
were covered with multiple scratches, angry red and some deep enough to draw blood.  

“Damn! I look like I’ve been through the briar patch!” 

 “They look like finger nail scratches…” Angela hesitated. 

“There was no one there to scratch me!” Adam snapped.  

“Well something got you! They need some attention.” 

The car was already running. Adam put it in gear and they joggled their way down the 
rutted  dirt road to the paved county road. At the turnoff, the caretaker for the church property 
was standing at the end of his driveway. The church provided him a small house there and he’d 
been mowing the patch of lawn between the dirt road and his porch.  

Adam  pulled over to the edge of the road and the caretaker,  Billy Williams shut off the 
mower and walked over to greet the two.  He was the same age as Adam, but where Adam was 
dark and slim, Billy was a blonde, blue-eyed hunk with a scruffy beard. At least, that's what 
Angela saw. 

“Howdy, folks. Oh, Adam! Didn’t recognize you. It’s been a while.” 

“Billy,” Adam nodded. “Back for Home Coming. This is Angela, the future Mrs. 
Brown.” 

“Miss Angela, good to meet you. Hope you enjoyed the tour?” He smiled as he looked 
her over.  

“I did, thank you. So nice to get out in the country.” 

Billy looked down where Adam’s arm rested on the car window. “What in the world, 
Adam? Where’d you get them scratches?” He glanced at Angela, then back at Adam. “Look at 
you! On both arms! And you’re all wet!” 



“He fell in the spring, trying to get something for me,” Angela interjected. “We aren’t 
sure where the scratches came from. We were headed back to town, for something to put on 
them.” 

 “Clay bottom on the whole spring—that’s why it holds water. And I keep it clear of 
branches.” He looked again to Angela, his face hardening. “I got some mercurochrome in the 
house…” 

“We’ll be fine,” Adam answered as he met Billy’s eye, his face just as hard. “Thanks for 
the offer,” and he let the brake slip enough to move the car a few inches forward. Billy jumped 
back. 

“Wait!” Angela shouted. Billy approached the driver’s window again, and almost stuck 
his head in. Adam moved to avoid him. 

“Are there any families with children on the grounds right now?” 

“No Ma’am. You were the only two on, as far as I know.” 

“No teenage girl with long blonde hair?” Angela  persisted. 

Billy’s look changed to a combination of anger and… pain?  

“No Ma’am. No one on the grounds like that.” 

“Thanks Billy. See you tomorrow,” Adam said, and without waiting, drove off.  

“What on earth was that?” Angela put a hand on Adam’s shoulder. She could feel his 
bicep tense. 

“Billy and I never got along in school. He had the brawn and I had the brains. He got the 
money but I got the girls. Apparently,  he still isn’t over it.” 

“Apparently, he’s not the only one.” 

Billy Williams walked up on the porch. 

 “Pa, who was that?” A slender girl with long blonde hair and very pale skin called to 
Billy from behind the screen door. 

“Nobody you’d want to know,” he growled. “You got your school work done for the 
day? Home schoolin’ ain’t no joke.” 

  



Part 3 

The next morning, Adam and Angela made the turn off the county road to the Church 
driveway just after nine a.m. Adam had opted to not stay ‘in town’ but rather get a nicer room in 
a larger town ten miles away. The day was already hot and muggy, worse than yesterday. As 
they got out of the car, Adam looked over at Angela. 

“Mind if I introduce you to my Mom?” he asked. 

 She looked at him, one eyebrow raised. 

“Show you her grave, say hi, and show you some of my favorite stones?” he asked. 

“Sure.”  

The grave yard was laid out beside the Chapel on a gentle slope. The Pastor’s headstone 
was the closest to the church with the oldest stones ranging around it in a semi-circle. Celia 
Brown’s grave stone was small, almost flat, only her name and dates engraved on it. 

“She died five years ago,” he said softly as he traced the last date with his finger. Angela 
knelt down beside him. “She was old, she was happy. Never left the County.” He smiled sadly. 
“Never needed to!” she would always say. “She always wanted to visit Knoxville. Or Lexington, 
or almost anywhere there was a big library.” He pause again. “She never said that without 
immediately denying that she really wanted to.’ Too much trouble’, she would say. ‘Too many 
people, too expensive. Too much sin!’ 

Adam and Angela continued wandering around the graveyard after that, and he 
introduced her to dead relatives and high school friends.  

At one point, Angela commented. “I thought all gravestones are supposed to face east. 
Something about resurrection or something. Most of these face the Pastor’s Stone.” 

“They all do. That’s the way Pastor wanted it.” 

“No they don’t.  Some face the opposite way.” 

“Where?” 

“Well your mother’s for one. And here! Here’s another one.” 

They were standing in front of  one of Adam’s favorites, a old stone about four feet high, 
a rounded top,  with a poem and a stylized willow tree carved on it. He had to look twice, to 
realize Angela was right —the carving was on the side away from the pastor’s stone and the 
church.  

He was silent, and then said, “I used to clean the moss off the picture so I could see it 
better. But yeah… the moss is all on the other side now. Weird.”  

He went back to his mother’s stone. “It slants the wrong way! It’s supposed to slant 
toward the Pastor’s stone not away. Damn! Who changed it around?!” He was getting angry. 
“Where’s Billy?! If he’s been fu— ” 

“Adam! You’re in a graveyard! Have some decency!” 

“What?!” 



“Billy hasn’t got the brains or the time to do this stuff . Anyway, your mother’s stone 
isn’t the only one that is facing different.” 

It was true. The more  the two of them looked, the more stones they found. Oddly, the 
stones that were ‘wrong’ were clean and standing straighter than many of the others. 

“It’s time to find Billy,” Adam said. “Find out what’s going on here.”  

 



Part 4 

Adam found Billy in the kitchen, working on a dripping faucet.  

“Give me five minutes to finish this up,” he told him, “but off hand, I have no idea what 
you are talking about.” 

Adam walked around the graveyard and took a couple of deep breaths trying to settle 
down. He left Angela in the kitchen ; she had started talking with the women who were working 
there. When Billy showed up, Adam asked him what was going on with the grave stones. 

“Nothing. Why? What are you seeing?”  He actually was concerned: his home depended 
on things going right.  

“Some are facing the opposite way they used to.” There was a stunned silence.  

“You sure you remember right?” 

“Very sure.” 

“Let’s take a look, then,” Billy said. “I haven’t seen anything unusual, but I see them so 
often maybe I’m just not noticing something.” 

The two of them did a quick survey. Sure enough, some of the stones were ‘backwards’ 
from what they originally were. 

“See?”said Adam. “The moss on this one is on the south side—it should be on the other 
side, facing north. The sunlight is killing it.” 

Billy scratched his head, puzzled. “Adam, I have no idea what’s going on here. It’s 
nothing I done to them. I got no time for it. I’ll say they sure look better though! All straight and 
in a row. Maybe let it go!” 

“You’re kidding, right?” 

“I don’t see no harm in it. It’s nothing I’m doing, if that’s what you wanted to know. I 
don’t know who is doing it, either, but it looks a helluva lot better where it got done.” He paused, 
tried to stare Adam down.  

Adam spit on the ground. “You’re a piece of work, Billy,” he said. 

“Oh?” Billy took a step toward Adam, then seemed to reconsider as an ancient-looking 
church lady shuffled out of the kitchen onto the porch. “Well, thanks for pointing this out to me, 
sir. I’ll be sure to look into it.” He turned on his heel and walked back into the kitchen. Angela 
was just coming out and he paused, blocking her way. He gave her his best smile before stepping 
out of her way.  

“It was an ambush,” she said when she got to Adam. “It started out recipes but turned 
into a grilling about you and me.  

Adam was only half listening.  

“Something’s going on here, Angie. Something weird.” 

 



Part 5 

The bell on the porch of the parsonage began clanging. A beefy, white-haired man in a 
long-sleeved shirt with a string tie announced that The Official Home Coming Grounds Tour was 
about to begin. The Spring, the Grove, the Chapel, then the Barn and ending up back here at the 
house for food. Angela wasn’t particularly interested: Adam had already shown her around, but 
there wasn’t anything else to do. 

“Why are they so interested in our relationship? They were getting way too personal!” 

“My mom was a single mom and around here—back then—it was big news. They want 
to know how bad I’ve turned out, to prove their point.” 

“That’s it?!” 

“There’s more.” He paused, embarrassed. “Mom never told me who my father was.” 

“Did she know?” 

“She did. She told me she couldn’t let that secret out, took it to her grave. She wouldn’t 
talk about him beyond saying he was a good man. She said ‘We made a mistake, he and I, and 
we paid for that mistake. After that, you came along, a gift from God to me, a sign that He still 
loved me.’ 

“And thirty years later they still haven’t forgiven YOU for her ‘mistake’?” 

“Nope. Around here, it’s a life sentence.” 

“That’s stupid!” 

“That’s why I moved away. Let’s go see if they have anything to add to my tour!” 

At the Spring, the tour guides—two older women with clipboards—droned on. Angela 
broke away from the crowd, walked up to where the pipe fed the spring, and looked down into 
the clear water.  

“Anybody there?” Adam had walked up beside her. 

“No. Not now, anyway.” 

* * * 

Just before they were all herded into the Chapel, a woman approached. 

 “Adam? Adam Brown?” 

Adam held out a hand to shake. “Ma’am?” 

“You don’t know me, but,” she looked over at Angela, “I’m Marydell Piersol. I was 
Adam’s Mom’s best friend.” 

She looked back and saw the puzzled look on Adam’s face.  

“You probably don’t remember me. I left town after high school, soon after you were 
born. I never came back until today.” She smiled nervously, now looking back and forth between 
the two of them. “You look just like your mother!” 



“Well, you’re right, I don’t recall meeting you,” Adam smiled. 

“I went by just plain Mary, back then.” 

“Oh yeah. Ok. Mom talked about you. Good things,” he added. 

“Nice to meet you, Mary…” Angela fumbled with her name. 

“Marydell. You can call me Mary if you want. And your name is…?” 

“Excuse me for not introducing you two,” Adam jumped in. “Marydell, this is my 
fiancée, Angela Williams.”   

“Come along, stragglers! It would be a real shame to miss this!” The second tour guide 
stuck her head out of the chapel door and spotted them. Her too-cheery voice implied Divine 
Disfavor on anyone who missed even one word of the narrative.  

“We need to talk, Adam. Later, though. And not here. Your mother and I… talked a lot 
about you.” As they walked in, Angela raised one eyebrow as Adam and Angela traded glances.   

The notes on the clipboard were the very complete history of the chapel, the pastors, the 
absolute necessity of Baptist teaching and traditions, and more. The two tour guides took turns 
reading it, frequently stumbling over technical terms and correcting the other person’s 
pronunciation. A half hour later, after scattered applause, there was a rush for the door. Adam, 
Angela and Marydell stayed seated. The barn was only thing remaining on the tour and they 
weren’t interested.  

“Come on, dearies! We’re running late! You’ll miss the Barn tour!” The one tour guide 
was impatiently waiting at the Chapel door. 

“Sorry, I’m allergic!” Angela almost shouted.  

“Well… I need to shut the door here!”  

The three of them stood to oblige her. The tour guide held the door from the outside as 
Adam and Mary stepped into the late morning sunshine. Just before she stepped out, Angela 
heard a noise. She stopped and looked one more time around the Chapel.  

There in the back corner a puddle of water lay on the floor. A girl with long blonde hair 
stood in the middle of it. She was silently crying, her dress and hair were dripping wet; she was 
holding her stomach with one hand and reached out to Angela with the other. 

Angela screamed. 

“Adam! Mary! Oh my God! Come quick!” 

 

  



Part 6 

Angela whirled, ready to run and almost ran into Adam.  

“What’s wrong?! Are you alright? What happened?” 

“I saw her! The girl in the spring! She’s right here in the back!” 

The three of them—Adam, Angela and Mary—rushed into the Chapel. 

“Where?” 

The back corner was empty, the floor dry. Light from the front window made a bright 
spot on the worn, painted floor boards. 

“Right HERE!” Angela marched over to the spot of sunshine and stomped her feet. “She 
was standing here, wet and shivering, and crying! I swear to God!” 

The tour guide walked in then. “Young lady, do not use the Lord’s name in vain! 
Especially not in His House! I must ask you all to leave right now!” 

As if to emphasize her words, the bell on the Parsonage porch began to clang. 

“It’s time for the noon meal, anyway. Please!” Her voice took on a note of pleading. “I 
have to close this door and get up to the kitchen.” 

As they emerged from the Chapel, the whole crowd was moving toward the house for the 
noon meal. 

“Would you be interested in lunch with me in town, rather than here?” asked Mary. “I 
think we have a lot to talk about, even more than before…” She didn’t finish the sentence. “And, 
to be honest, I’d rather not ride the church bus back to town this evening.” 

 

It was just after the noon hour when the three of them got out of the car in front of 
Smitty’s Diner, the only diner in town.   

“It’s not the Ritz but its wholesome food,” Mary said. “I had breakfast this morning, and 
I’m still alive!” She laughed.  

As they reached the door, two women approached and greeted Mary.  

“Why, Mary! Marydell Piersol! Is that you? ” One of them laid a hand on her forearm. It 
might have been a claw, for Marydell’s reaction. 

“Is it still Piersol, Marydell? Or have you found yourself a willing man?” The venom in 
the second woman’s voice was unmistakable.  

Marydell went almost white and seemed to shrink. Whatever enemies these two had 
been, nothing had changed in the intervening years, for Marydell.  

She looked at Adam and Angela.  

“I’m not feeling well. You go ahead and I’ll catch up with you later. It was good to meet 
you two.” She looked in the direction of the other two but didn’t meet their eyes. “Sorry, ladies. 
I’m not feeling well.”  



“Oh Mary! We were just going to have lunch. We were hoping you’d sit with us and 
catch up on things. You’ve been gone so long. Why it was… what? Day after High School 
graduation when you left town so suddenly. So much to talk about…” 

Without another word, Mary turned her back and walked away toward the Shady Rest 
Motel, also the only one in town. The two women looked at each other and smirked. 

“She always was a queer duck!” They tittered, just like the movies, and then continued 
down the street, arms linked, each with a large purse on her free arm. After a few steps, one 
turned around. 

“I hope we will we see you at the Hymn Sing tonight? It’s always such a good time!” It 
was more an inquiry than an invite.  

“Probably not,” Adam answered.  

Both women shrugged and continued their stroll. 

 

  



Scene 7 

Adam pulled off the dirt driveway and parked on the grass, parallel with the other cars. 
Their shiny-new rental looked out of place in the lineup of mostly ten year old sedans and pickup 
trucks. There were a lot of cars—it was Sunday Morning, the climax of Home Coming. The 
weatherman was not cooperating, however. He warned of the possibility of a strong 
thunderstorm all day, maybe even a tornado that evening. He promised to keep everyone 
informed. 

As they made their way to the door, the words of the hymn floated out through the open 
Chapel windows to Adam and Angela. 

“…And the joy we share as we tarry there, None other has ever known!” 

Every woman and half the men were fanning themselves as Adam and Angela stepped 
into the back of the meeting room. The congregation was sweaty, the pews crowded and the seats 
were hard. The final ‘A-a-a-men-n-n’ died in the thick air as a weather-beaten Deacon in a short-
sleeved plaid shirt escorted the two of them to seats in the second row. In front of them, in the 
very front row, sat Beulah Mae, her unlucky daughter on one side of her and an empty space on 
the other. Beulah twisted around to see who was so late, and managed a nod of recognition. 
Adam smiled and she quickly turned back to the front. 

The Preacher was new to the Congregation, according to the announcements. He was 
young and fresh out of school; his most prominent qualification seemed to be that he was loud. 
Angela was unimpressed and Adam more than once got elbowed for nodding off. The 
congregation, however, loved him and encouraged him with amen’s and applause. He was 
slowly stumbling his way through the Founding Pastor’s favorite sermon, ‘these memorial 
stones’, from Joshua chapter four. From the sound of it, he was almost reading the original 
sermon. 

In the drowsy heat, Angela let her eyes close once. She shifted her sandaled feet and they 
touched water so cold it made her gasp. She looked down. Her feet were surrounded with a 
puddle of water that was spreading from under the pew ahead of her. She looked up. The girl, the 
one from the Spring, was sitting next to Beulah Mae in what had been the empty space. She wore 
the same cotton dress, the same wet, straggly long hair. She turned around, one wet hand on the 
back of the pew, and looked at Angela. Tears filled her eyes and she silently mouthed the words, 
“Help me!” 
 

  



Part 8 

Angela turned to Adam. He was sound asleep, a little drool sliding from the corner of his 
mouth. She elbowed him and looked back to the girl. She was gone. Impossible! 

Angela put her hand on the pew, where the girl’s hand had been: it was still cold and wet. 
Beulah’s daughter looked over her shoulder at Angela and gave her a toothy grin. Adam touched 
Angela’s forearm, looking questioningly at her.  

“What’s wrong?”  

“She was right there!” Angela pointed to the spot next to Beulah Mae. “I felt the wet 
where she put her hand, and my feet…” 

Angela looked down—the water was gone. The floor showed no sign of being wet nor 
did her sandals. All of it was gone, everything but the fact that she had seen the girl again, a third 
time. 

“Are you sure you didn’t doze off?” 

“I did, but the water was cold on my feet and woke me up.” Even as she said that, she 
realized how foolish it sounded. Angela stood up. 

“I need some air.” Her words coincided with a lull in the loud preaching and the whole 
congregation—as many as were awake—heard her. With all eyes on her, she walked the aisle 
back to the door and out. Adam waited about three minutes and with whispered apologies, 
followed her.  

Outside, Adam found Angela leaning against an oak tree, out of the line of sight of the 
Chapel front door and windows.  

“Hey, I’m sorry,” Adam said. “I was half awake.” 

“I know. But Adam, it was real! That was no dream! My foot and my hand were wet, 
cold wet, not sweat! And was crying, and asking for help! Adam what do I do?!” 

“If it’s just a dream, you don’t have to do anything. If it’s real….” 

“It’s REAL! Don’t doubt me!” 

“Ok, well, what can you do? How do you help a, a… ghost?” 

“I don’t know! I don’t even believe in ghosts. Except for this one. This is different!” 

They both laughed at that, and they held each other.  

“I’m so glad you at least try to believe me, honey!” 

“Yeah, well, it’s my old ghosts that brought me back here anyhow. Speaking of which, 
let’s go see what’s new and different in the graveyard, see if any more stones are turned.” 

The graveyard was on the opposite side of the building and as they rounded the corner 
Billy and an old woman were examining the straightened stones. 

From where they stopped, they could hear him reading off names as he walked the old 
woman down the aisle, sometimes the family names, sometimes just the first name. Each time 
she nodded. Once in a while she would murmur a few words, once she stopped and pointed, as if 
stunned at what she saw. 



“That’s the Pastor’s wife. I didn’t think she was still alive. She has to be ninety-
something by now.”   

Adam led Angela over to introduce her. Esther Morgan was a gaunt, silver-haired 
scarecrow in a shapeless cotton gingham dress. Piercing blue eyes and hawk nose warned you to 
keep your foolishness and your distance or pay a price. But she was fragile now, leaning heavily 
on a cane or on Billy’s arm. When she recognized Adam, she smiled.  

“Adam Brown. It’s been too long.” 

“It has. It’s good to see you, Miss Esther. Didn’t see you in church earlier.  

“Last time I attended, I had to be carried back to the house.” She paused only for a 
moment. “Was it you who pointed out to Billy here that the gravestones have been turned 
around?” 

“Yes’m. My mom’s is one of them.” 

Miss Esther looked at Billy. He nodded. “We didn’t get that far yet, but yes, Adam 
pointed it out to me.” 

“Hmph. And who is this?” Esther kept her eyes on Adam. 

“This is my fiancée, Angela Williams.” 

“When’s the date?” 

Adam blushed. “We haven’t set that yet.” 

“Well, do it. I’d like to be invited while I’m still alive.” A shadow of a smile crossed her 
face and Adam laughed an easy laugh.  

“Yes Ma’am!” 

Miss Ester turned to Billy. “I see what’s happening here, Billy. It’s about time. I’ll have 
something to say about this to the congregation tonight, before the hymn sing. Tell the deacons. 
Right now I’m wore out and I need to go back to the house.”  

As she took Billy’s arm to go, she turned and looked Angela square in the eyes. “I 
understand you’ve been seeing someone here, young lady. Don’t let that spook you. Stick with 
that boy—he’s worth it. And we need him!” 

Angela smiled, unsure of what to say.  

“Remember that!” Esther’s voice was emphatic, almost angry.  

“Yes Ma’am! Angela replied. 

Miss Ester nodded and turned to Billy. “Let’s go. I'm tired and my bones ache. I feel a 
storm comin’.” 

 

  



Part 9 

“There you are!” 

They had just finished their short goodbyes to Miss Esther and Billy when Marydell 
Piersol came around the corner of church.  

“I was worried when I saw you both leave. Is everything all right?” 

“Yes,” said Adam.  

“No!”said Angela. 

Marydell looked between the two, and let out a nervous laugh that sounded like a bark. 

“Well, I was hoping for a ride to Wal-Mart. I need some, um, ladies things.” 

Angela looked at Adam. 

“OK with me,” Adam said.  

“And we can talk on the way,” Angela said. “No interruptions.” 

“You ok with missing dinner on the grounds here? Wal-Mart will take most of the 
afternoon.” 

“I need to get away, Adam. I just need to be away from here.” Angela said. 

“And I’d like to talk to the both of you, in private,” said Marydell. “There may not be 
another chance.” 

As they rode out, the men were setting up neat rows of folding tables and chairs on the 
lawn in front of the Parsonage. Homecoming  meant a dish-to-pass, all-day dinner on the 
grounds. The barbecue grills were already smoking and the teens were organizing water balloon 
games for the younger kids. One of the men, the Head Deacon Ed Wilson, flagged them down 
and asked if they’ll be back soon.  

“Food will be ready in about an hour. Hate to see you miss out!”  

“Not sure,” Adam said. “Emergency store run,” he nodded toward the women. “If we’re 
not back, start without us!” 

“I’ll save y’all plates.” Then he caught sight of  Marydell in the back seat. “Marydell? 
Marydell Piersol? Where have you been hiding?” 

 Marydell blushed. “Hello Eddie” 

“Anything special I should save for you, Mary?” 

“ You know what I like, Ed Wilson. I haven’t changed.” 

The electricity between them was almost unbearable.   

“I’ll try to get her back here for you, before too long” Adam winked. 

“Thank you, young man! See you all soon. Mary? I’ll be waiting for you!” 

Mary didn’t answer, and Adam let off the brake. As the car rolled down the dirt road, 
Mary was staring intently out the window. A rumble of thunder sounded in the distance. 



“Some things never change,” she said, softly. “I almost married him.” 

When they got to the County Road, Angela turned around in her seat. 

“Marydell, you haven’t been back here even once in all these years?” 

“No. I have a past here. Adam knows what that’s like. 

“Yes, I do!” 

“Add to that I was friendly with your mother and Billy’s father, two more of the 
outcasts!” She halted, obviously wanting to say more. “Let’s talk about the girl, first, though.” 

“What girl?” 

“The ghost girl you’ve been seeing.” 

“How do you know about that?!” 

“The tour guide said you saw her in the Chapel yesterday. The whole congregation 
knows about it by now.” 

“What?! Why didn’t somebody say something?” 

“Because nobody there has ever seen her. She only shows herself to strangers.” 

“So they don’t believe it?” 

“Oh, they believe it all right! But they’re scared. She knows something.” 

 

  



Part 10 

“Oh, they believe it all right! But they’re scared. She knows something.”  

“What could she know? She seems like a scared little girl to me.” 

 “Yes, that’s her. Always asking for help.” 

“Yes!” 

“And soaking wet,” Mary interjected. 

“Yes! Yes!” 

“But she’s not asking for help from them and she won’t ask anyone in the congregation. 
That is what scares them.” 

“Why?” 

“There are lots of theories, of course. But the main one is that she’s afraid of the 
congregation, that someone in the congregation hurt her.” 

“Or murdered her? Maybe drown her in the spring?” 

Marydell nodded but the look on her face spoke volumes. 

Quietly, Angela asked, “Marydell, what was her name?” 

Tears were already running down her cheeks. “Iris,” she managed to choke out. 

“Was she one of the outcasts too?” 

Mary shook her head. “She was pretty, popular, and... she was the Pastor’s favorite.” 
Marydell broke into sobs. “She… was… a friend!” She took several deep breaths to get herself 
under control. “We were friends, her and me and Celia.” 

Very quietly Angela asked “How did she die, Mary? Were you there?” 

Mary shook her head trying to throw the emotion off, but the sobs started again. It was 
several minutes before she could speak clearly.  

“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry!” she sobbed. “I never told anyone before.” 

“It’s Ok.” 

“No! I should have told. But I just ran. It’s been all these years...” 

“There wasn’t anything you could do, was there?” 

“I could have told! I could have… but they wouldn’t have believed me.” 

“Who was it, Marydell?” Adam asked. His voice was gentle but very firm. 

She choked and began coughing. Several time she began to speak and couldn’t. 

“It was Pastor.” Adam said it in a cold, flat voice. “Wasn’t it!?” 

Marydell nodded yes and began crying in relief.  

When she could speak again, they were in the Walmart parking lot. 



“There’s more,” she managed to say. “More details. And also something really important, 
Adam.” 

They were parked now, the engine shut off. Angela had reached back, holding one of 
Marydell’s hands. Adam sat in the driver’s seat, looking straight ahead.  

“You know who my father is, don’t you.” It as a statement more than a question. 

“I do,” said Marydell. “But there’s more than that, even.” She took a deep breath. “I 
know who your mother is, too.” 

  



Part 11 

Adam froze. “I know my mother.” 

“Adam… things aren’t always what we think…” 

“I KNOW who my mother is!” 

“The woman who raised you was the only mother…” 

“STOP! I don’t want to know anymore!” 

“… you needed to know about, back then. And she didn’t tell you the whole story 
because…” 

“SHUT UP!” 

“Adam! It’s too late to stop now. Let her finish.”” Angela didn’t want to get in the middle 
of this, but he had to calm down. 

“ I don’t want to know anymore.” Now the tears were on his cheeks. 

“Adam, your father is dead.” 

That shut him up and he got control of himself. 

“Who was he?” 

“Ben Williams.” 

Adam whirled  to look at Marydell. “Billy’s dad?!” 

“Yes. It’s a long, involved story, and… maybe that’s enough for now. You know who 
your father is now.” 

Adam pondered this new information at arm’s length.  

“How do you know?” 

“I was there.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“Just that. I was there the night you were conceived.” 

Angela went white. Marydell squeezed her hand for silence. 

‘That’s… weird.”  

Marydell didn’t answer.  

“That makes me and Billy half brothers. No wonder we fight. We were always trying to 
prove who was better.” Adam paused. “Does he know?” 

“I don’t know. I left right after you were born. Has he mentioned it to you ever?” 

“Hell no! I wouldn’t believe him if he did!” He paused again. “This is weird. Go get your 
ladies things, whatever it was we came here for. I’ll wait in the car—I want to think.” 

 

* * * 



“Billy Williams, I have some things to tell you.” Esther Morgan sat in her rocking chair 
in her room, the door shut. Billy Williams was standing, uncomfortably just inside the door, 
fumbling with his hands. He was scared, of course. She was scared herself, almost as scared this 
afternoon as she was the night she found out what her husband had done.  

She was not one to lie or withhold the truth, not normally, but that time back then she had 
no choice but to keep quiet or die. Now, thirty-some years later, the time to tell the truth had 
come, and this time, there was no choice but to tell or die. She wasn’t afraid to die, not now, but 
the truth needed to be told even if doing so killed her.  It was the right thing to do, and the time 
was right. 

“Yes Ma’am?” 

She had almost had this talk with Billy this morning, when he walked her up to the house 
and upstairs to her room. But she had been overwhelmed at what the graveyard was doing and 
she decided to gather her strength first. She would need it.  

It had to be done today, the truth had to be told before anything else happened. She 
wasn’t afraid for her safety, unlike thirty year ago when she first found out. But she was worried 
how much harm would come to Billy, when he heard the truth.   

Esther took a deep breath. 

“I have withheld information from you. And I think this afternoon, right now, is the time 
for me to set things straight. Sit down there. This is going to take a minute.” 

  



Part 12 

Adam, Angela and Marydell found a Denny’s and had a late lunch. Adam didn’t say 
much but Angela had enough questions to keep the conversation going. Adam hadn’t asked 
anything more about his birth mother and neither woman brought it up. Once, when Adam was 
in the rest room, Angela looked at Marydell.  

“You’re his birth mom?” 

“Yes. All three of us were pregnant, Iris, Celia and I, same father—Ben, Billy’s dad. He 
was so handsome, so…irresistible! We knew about each other, of course. But Celia lost her child 
early, and Iris…with Iris gone, I couldn’t bear to see Billy marry anyone else. I was angry, 
hurt—I was scared too! And I was already an outcast. Stupid teen that I was, I gave Celia my 
baby and ran away. My family was happy to see me go.” 

“How are you going to tell him?” 

“When he’s ready, it will be easy.” 

 

According to the flyer Adam got in the mail, the day’s activities would be the Sunday 
Sermon and Dish to Pass Dinner followed by swimming and games. After supper, there was a 
hymn sing and, for those so inclined, a marshmallow roast as well. A full last day, and a good 
day so far. Everything was going well in spite of a few sprinkles and rumblings in the clouds.  

By the time they arrived back at the Church compound, it was supper time. Ed still had 
their plates saved, but they declined for now.  

“You sure, Mary? It’s some of your favorite,” Ed coaxed. 

“I’m not really hungry but, if you two will excuse me,” she looked at Adam and Angela, 
“I would like to do some catching up.” 

Angela smiled and took Adam by the arm. “Let’s go for a walk.” 

Adam didn’t feel like a walk, didn’t feel like being around Angela, but he needed 
something to take his mind off the day’s revelations. When a group of men formed to gather 
wood for the marshmallow roast, he looked at Angela.  

“Do you mind if I go help?”  

“Go! Have some man-fun,” she smiled. “I can take care of myself.” 

The weather was threatening, more than before. Occasional flashes of lightening and 
rumbles of thunder had cleared all the children out of the spring and there was talk of cancelling 
the marshmallow roast. The optimists were strong, however. ‘It’s been a great day, a great 
weekend so far. Why spoil it on just a rumor?’ So a half dozen men, most of them in their 60’s 
and 70’s, plus Adam and Billy, set off into the woods beyond the Grove, looking for dry fire 
wood. 

Less than five minutes after they left, there was a thunderous crack and a blinding flash 
as lightening struck a tree not far into the woods. Kids shrieked and ran for their mothers. 
Mothers called out children’s names. Deacons shouted for everyone to get into the parsonage. 



Within moments, smoke and flames twisted and leaped from one  treetop. It quickly 
spread, and the dry grass—it had been a record dry spring season—began to burn. The grass was 
not long and it had remained green where it was mowed around the buildings. The trees in the 
woods were a different story. They were untrimmed, with an abundance of dead wood in them 
and there were many pines, tinder dry. The wind came up, blowing the smoke and sparks toward 
the parsonage with its wood shake roof. The sparks were lighting small fires closer and closer to 
the buildings. 

 

  



Part 13 

A few had run for the barn or the chapel but the majority of the crowd had bundled into 
the parsonage. It was crowded and sweaty, and there was no room to get comfortable. The wind 
began to pick up like it does just before a bad storm—first gentle but shifty. If you were outside 
you would feel streaks of noticeably cold air weaving through the hot, humid breeze. As it 
picked up speed, a general chill would become noticeable. Then the gusts would become cold, 
wild, and unpredictable, smelling of smoke and rain. Sparks like manic fireflies would whirl past 
you, lighting small fires that would blow out moments later. But no one was outside to see or feel 
that. No one but the six men who had gone hunting wood for the marshmallow fires. 

A dozen women, wives and mothers, peered out the kitchen windows. Crowding beside 
them were grand-daughters and sons, barely tall enough to peer over the bottom of the window 
sill.  All eyes were fixed on the Grove and the path that led from the woods into it and out onto 
the lawn in front of the parsonage. All watched but no one came. 

Then the heavens opened and icy curtains  of water poured from the sky, wave after wave 
sweeping over the lawn and splattering half way across the porch floor. Behind the curtains of 
rain, the Grove became invisible.  

Then one of the women screamed.  

“There’s someone out there!” 

There was a rush to the windows and more shouts and gasps. 

“It’s her!” 

The Girl—the one everyone had heard about, the one everyone looking out the window 
knew about but had never seen—was walking barefoot toward the Parsonage in the pouring rain. 
Dress faded almost to white, long blonde hair drenched with rain, holding her stomach.  

“What do we do?” 

“Go get Esther!” 

“She’ll know what to do!” 

“I’m right here.” Esther Morgan, the Founding Pastor’s wife, stood just inside the 
kitchen, leaning on her cane. “I expected this. Open the door.” 

No one moved in the ensuing silence. 

“Open the door,” she repeated, as she shuffled toward it.  

The crowd parted, leaving her a clear path. The woman closest to it hesitated. Esther 
nodded and she turned the knob. The door flew open and rain blew half way across the room. 
Esther leaned a little forward as she continued toward the open door. She slipped once, caught 
herself and steadied herself with one hand on the door frame. 

“Come here.” It was an invitation, not an order.  

The Girl took a few steps up onto the porch and stopped. 

“Come in.” 

 



Part 14 

Adam teamed up with Stuart, a friend of Ed’s. They talked about the old days and about 
how dry this spring season had been, and the odd tomb stones.  

“Yep. Some of the ones that turned are relatives of mine,” Stuart said. 

Over Stuart’s shoulder Adam  saw someone standing in the shadows staring at him. It 
looked like the Pastor, as Adam remembered him in his childhood. Only now he looked very, 
very angry. 

Stuart  noticed and turned to look, too. 

“What? You seeing things too?” He was honestly concerned. “I hear your lady friend 
does.”  

“I thought I saw Pastor just now.” 

“That’s new! Never heard of anyone seeing him. I hear Miss Esther has a word for us 
before the hymn sing tonight. Maybe its related.”  

“You don’t seem surprised.” 

“Oh no! They don’t come across very often, but you know, there is a spirit world. 
They’re bound to show up here once in a while.” 

At that moment, there was a thunderous crack and a blinding flash. Lightening struck at 
tree less than ten feet from the two men. The shock threw the two men to the ground, 
momentarily stunned. Thunder crashed again. With ears ringing and eyes temporarily blind, they 
scrambled to get away from the heat of the fire and the shower of sparks from a tree nearby.  

“What do we do now?” Adam shouted to Stuart.  

“Look for the other men! Make sure they’re O.K.” 

“What about the fire?” Adam pointed at the tree. 

“Nothing we can do about it!” He added, “Pray for rain!” 

Billy ran up, covered with dirt, scratches on his face and arms. The strike had knocked 
him down, too.  

“You two all right?” he shouted. The fire roared now and the noise of that and the 
popping of the sparks made it almost impossible to hear. 

“Yes, Stuart and I are looking for the others now.” 

“ Did you guys see something in there? Just before the lightening?” 

“Yes!” Adam said. Billy wasn’t sounding as belligerent as usual. “Been a strange day.” 

“I’ll say!” Billy snorted. “I thought I saw Pastor!” 

“Yes! What the hell is going on?!” 

“I don’t know but we need to get the other men back to the Parsonage before the rain 
hits.”  



Again lightning struck, not as close as the first time. The wind picked up, whipping the 
fire through the treetops.  

Billy saw the fear in Adam’s face. “The rain will have to take care of the fire—nothing 
we can do about it!” 

A gust of wind sent down a shower of sparks, as Stuart and four other men came towards 
them at a trot.  

“Is that everyone?” Billy shouted to Stuart. 

“Far as I can tell.” 

“Let’s get going then. The wind is blowing this fire toward the parsonage and we need to 
beat it there!” 

The six men headed down the path at a trot, toward the Grove and the Parsonage. Up 
ahead, a bend in the path hid the remaining hundred feet to the Grove.  As they rounded the bend 
and came face-to-face with a huge tree laying across the trail. The second lightning strike had 
struck a fifty foot high fir tree. Half of it lay across the path, blazing and spitting sparks that 
threatened to ignite everything around it. In front of the tree a figure stood, dressed in black, 
shrouded in swirling smoke.  

“Pastor!” 

 

  



Part 15 

Iris, the girl in the spring, the girl in the Chapel, stood in the doorway, feet still on the 
porch as the wind and rain pelted her, trying to get past. The women—it was mostly women in 
the kitchen—shrank back, stumbling over each other in their haste. Angela stepped up behind 
Esther, who turned to see who it was. She nodded once, her approval, and turned back to the girl.  

“Iris Davenport, I owe you an apology. I kept silent when I should have spoke up to my 
husband Adrian. He had no business interfering in your romance with Ben Williams. He had no 
business going to your family and telling them not to let you two marry.” 

The girl put her hand on her stomach. It seemed to bulge under the sodden dress. 

“Yes, you were pregnant with Ben’s child. I didn’t know that at the time, but I found out 
soon after. My husband Adrian had no business calling you to the Chapel the night you drown. I 
don’t know what happened there or afterwards. If my husband drown you or if you took your 
own life, I don’t know.  If it matters, I was afraid for my own life then. I wasn’t sure what he 
would do to me, to keep his reputation. And I didn’t know how far he would go with you.” 

Iris pointed at Esther. 

“No. I didn’t fool around. We almost did, Ben’s daddy Byron, and me. Compared to 
Pastor, Byron was manly, gentle and strong as an ox. And he knew how to sweet talk a woman, 
how to make her feel special. I was tempted to leave Adrian for Byron, but no, I never gave in to 
that.” Esther paused. “Your Ben was a lot like his daddy Byron. I don’t blame you for giving in 
to Ben, for wanting to marry him. He was… he was all a woman wants in a man.” 

Esther was silent, remembering. The girl waited. 

“We couldn’t have children, Adrian and I. We got tested: I was fine, but Pastor—I don’t 
know what happened to him overseas, but when he came back he couldn’t. We tried, oh, we tried 
for a long time! He finally gave up. That was why Ben was such a temptation to me. Pastor knew 
it, too.” 

Iris suddenly turned, her wet hair flinging to one side. She looked toward the Grove, as if 
she heard something and turned to go. Then she stopped, looked back at Esther, a question in her 
eyes. 

“Yes, you have my permission. Go find my husband Pastor Adrian Morgan and tell him I 
won’t keep quiet for him any longer. The truth is out now, where it belongs. God bless you.” 

Iris Davenport turned and walked off the porch and into the rain. In a moment, her figure 
disappeared. 

 

  



Part 16 

“Billy.” The one word overflowed with disappointment and suppressed anger. It hit Billy 
like a gut punch. It stunned him for a moment. Then he  fought back. 

 “Shut up, you bastard! Your wife told me what you did to my father, to my family! You 
have nothing to say to me. Or to anybody here. Get out of the way!” 

“Oh, Billy.” Another wave of guilt and shame washed over Billy’s smudged face. 

“Go t’ hell! You took advantage of my family since Grandpa came home from the War! 
You guilted him into staying drunk and then blamed him for drinking. You stole Pop’s wife with 
that same guilt and…and … she drown herself for shame. Well, it won’t work with me, not 
anymore, you bastard! Go To HELL!” He screamed the last. 

“Billy?” Again, the voice accused. 

“Shut up, you old fool! You weren’t man enough to get your own wife pregnant so you 
took it out on my Dad who was getting all of them… 

A flame shot out from the dark figure, engulfing Billy, setting his clothes on fire. He 
screamed and Adam and Stuart wrestled him down and rolled him in the dusty path.   

As the last of the flames died, Adam stood and faced the figure. 

“Ben was my father too, Pastor. Or did you know that, and that’s why you hate me, too? 
Is that what the memorial stone was really for? To remind you how bad we are and how good 
you are? The stones, the grave stones, they turned their backs on you! Everyone knew what you 
were like, they saw it, they all know! Finally, they refused you, abandoned you, you and your 
‘memorial stone’! You and your damned self-righteousness deserve to be left alone!” 

The tree—or was it the figure in front of the tree?—groaned. Sap began to sizzle and 
scream like it does with burning wet wood. The snapping and crackling of the fire in the dead 
branches sounded like curses. 

“Can’t handle the truth, Pastor? Maybe you just don’t want to face it?  Or are you the 
only one who gets to accuse somebody of doing wrong? I thought you preached that that was the 
Devil’s job, to accuse the brethren!” 

As he spoke, the dark figure grew higher and higher. Flames flickered inside the smoky 
body, red eyes that flashed yellow stared malignantly down. A tremendous roll of thunder 
sounded and lightning flashed, momentarily lighting the scene in silver stop-motion. 

Iris Davenport, small and powerless in her soggy, worn-out dress suddenly  stood 
between Adam and the huge form. The rain hadn’t started but she was soaking wet and dripping 
everywhere. She stretched out one arm and pointed at the towering shape.  

“No.” One word, softly spoken. But all six men heard it. 

Rain started to fall, fat drops that splatted as the hit the dusty ground . A hissing—
whether from the burning tree or the dark figure, it was impossible to tell— began and grew 
louder and louder. 

Iris shook her pointed finger at the figure. The rain increased, faster, thicker. Now sheets 
of rain fell, waves of cold, clean water from the dark sky above. Slowly, only slowly, the smoke 



dispersed, the fire in the tree dimmed and sputtered and died. Without waiting, the men ran past 
to the Grove and the Parsonage. 

  



Part 17  

‘Here they come!” 

Stuart’s sister was the first to see the men as they trotted out of the Grove and across the 
grass toward the Parsonage. 

Soaking wet, muddy, sooty, the men were hugged without regard to the consequences. 
Adam thought Angela was never going to let him go again. Over and over she whispered. “I 
thought I lost you! Oh God!” 

“I'm here. It’s O.K.” he answered . “I’m here.” 

“Oh Adam! It was horrible. So painful! It was beautiful! She walked right to us, on the 
porch. Esther talked to her, told her the truth. She told her she could go after Pastor and then she 
left! Just walked away!” 

“We saw here too.” He told her about the lightning strike, the downed tree in the path and 
the appearance of something pretending to be Pastor. Then the girl—what was her name? Iris, 
yes.—Iris showed up and brought the rain down on him. He decided to leave out the part where 
she saved his life. Well, probably did.  

Angela’s mouth hung open.  

“She saved your life! From a demon!” 

He grinned. “Women to the rescue.” 

They both looked around then. Those whose loved ones had returned were talking and 
shaking hands, some laughing, some still looking pale. There was a lightness about the crowd, 
like a darkness or heaviness had been lifted.  

The rain had slowed to a gentle shower and the temperature had dropped to almost 
comfortable. Before long the rain stopped altogether and the congregation began to drift outside, 
drying off places to sit at the picnic tables.  

Billy didn’t care anymore. Based on what the pastor’s wife told him, he had already 
turned in his resignation. He was taking his daughter to Atlanta, for doctoring and school and to 
get away from this place.  

He talked with her again, upstairs in her room, the door shut. 

“I understand, Billy. I think it will be good for you. Maybe good for this congregation 
too. Time for them to begin taking care of themselves, stop hiring it done, or waiting on a 
memory of the good old days.” She looked off into the distance. “Bless you Billy, for standing 
up to him. Whoever that was.” 

“Yes Ma’am.” He waited, but Esther said nothing. As he turned to go she spoke. 

“I believe we can all leave soon. You, me—and Iris.” 

 

0-0-0 The End 0-0-0 
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