Q THE MEANING OF 1T ALL
% A Modorn Day Parablo iapined by Matthews 13:24-43
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pontnadts, wnition tnts the (elters, and. stomped ints the walls and. floons.ancl cotlings of
3]3 Maple Street. SQM%WWWmaWmeWWMW

s inhabitants. Carsles mather was thetr first COVID casually. Though she wasnt

PM&WLM@M%WMMW@ Carsles mather wore the viws like a python uwrapped arsund
squcesing the lfe sul of her. Tn a way, she was almssl happy (s bave been
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Carelo was in bor final year of cslloge when ber father, brother, and 16 sther men porished
M%@M&K%@W--Wwwwmmé/wug Iéw@w&l@m&
W&Mémwmmmaﬁ@bmwmwm She %adéec&meéﬁe
mast fragile perssn. Carsle brows. So she louingly delaged hor plans to branch sut and spread
home.

Al these years, Carale ran the lscal library and became the lecal historian. With fiull support
&,{%ewmmw@ she built an impressive mining museum. Iééadu@acéawa&@p[b%/m%e
c%w&hm M@Wm@mo@m/&ﬂl%@ Gwaé&z//apae&,fQOZO a@%@ym/éedcé Sazme&,ﬁ
%W&aépmww%w%%ew&pawm&éy [hose men were net mere statistics.
Pesple came from miles arsund ts see it. The musewn even caught the attentisn of ssme
national media and prominent visitors. Carole had turned this perssnal nightmare of burt and
fear and pain ints a place of honor and beawly and pride.

W%@M@ and imagined hersellf in the stories —— walling in their foststeps, buing on
their lifestyles. She patiently waited te become the main character sf such adventures. Now, i
was her turn. This small gl from this small town was ready to climb the tallest tree and see
the world anew.
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Caroles twe best friends, Beth and Jamie, were there to help ber clear sut the house and
upbringing, she had accepted all that came with that phase sf her life - the gssd and the
bad. Neur is harvest time! The three women were busy sifting threugh and packing up all the
things Carsles mem bad left behind. Tt was a lot of stuff. Beth and Jamie eagerly gathered

concowned that her friends may be tes hasty in discorning the valke af same things

She reached ints a box sf coskbosks. MMWWWMW She ran her hand
Werld: Jamie losked at her dear friend a little impatiently. C«QmemCa/w[@ she pleaded.
Youw cant take everything with you. [hat is one boosk mtmwwwéema@
lasling desscrts arsundd the warld!” Carlo nodded. Sho hugged the booh to hor chest and
clused hon eges. A tear ran down. o check as she vecalled, My father gave this book to my
TMWWPM"WWMWWWMJ&@%MM. On a whim, she
spened the book te a randem page and there in the marging of the bssk she sauw a handunitten

It read, “Fantasy tuip te Greece” with the date and a fictisnal bravel lsg. Jsbhnny and T
breathed in the crisp air and ssaked in the bluest water we have ever seen. We sat and
savored every bite and sipped sn a perfect wine. Johnny lssked deep ints my eyes. e talked
for bhours, and i fell like sur first date. He is still that blue—eyed boy 1 love. Greece is a
favarite!” Her mother even dheur a little beart. Nour they were all in tears! Beth squealed,
That s the sweetest thing ever! Lets see if there is more!” Sure ensugh, the pages were filled
with her mothers sweet stories of her parents fantasy travels arsund the world! Carsle was

. She had ne idea, but was mest thankful she badnt threwn this bssh sut with
all the sthers. This sne is a breasure!
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