Jo Be The — AMedem Dou,

Inspited, by Matk 1:40-45

A young ladyy whe bad grawn wp in Lowisiana returned te ber hame state in search of healing, dorection,
countaies, and sne diverce later, she realized i bad boen hore all along amidst the cypress trees and the
bayeu breege.

Bell stepped. acrass the wide front porch and. suer the thieshald ints ber chitdhosd home. Thace steps in
and she bear the famdliar creeh of that sl pine flsor. She cheched the entry statrway banister and. sure
ensugh —— it was sl a little webbly after ol these years.

Ne one bhad lived in this heuwse since her mem died twe years age. Yet Bella could swean she smelled gumbs
cocking en the stove. She spened the shutters and let in the sun, and she tesk a deep, deep breath of home.
lssking at old phete albums and reliving the years sf Mardi Gras past in the caplured portraits on the walls.
One sf Bellas childhosd dreams had been to be the Queen of Mardi Gras like her mother and her mothers
mether. She wished she hadnl (ot go of that dheam.

One week after returning bhome, Belle was strolling dewn Main Street reacquainting
perch was Ms Mae who ran the annual Mardi Gras parade and ball. Bella walled
to Ms. Mae and tneeling dswn begged bher and said, "If you wish, yow can make me the Queen.”

Moved with pity. Mae stretched out ber hand, touched Bellas cheek, and said, "1 it isnt Beautiful Bella
back home at last! Stand up child, and let me losk at you! Your Mama wenld be so proud that you have
returned to the place that lsves you best. T do will it. Be made Queen!” Then, warning her sternly, she
dismissed bher saying to her, See that you tell ne sne anything, but go show yawrself toe Mr. Moses at the
Tuilor, Shap for gowr gawn filling. Cive them my card. That will be prosf for them. T want gour grand
enbrance at Twelfth Night te be a surprise!

The young lady went away and she just couldnt help herself. She began ta publicize the whole matter. Her
childhssd dream was coming buwe and this weuld definitely be a neur beginning in an old place. She told
everyone the story of Ms. Mae making bher the Queen of Mardi Gras, and dedicating this years Ball in
memary of her mother. That gessip chain spread faster than a hurricane. The towns curissity tipped the
scales, 8o that it was impsssible for Ms. Mae to have coffee and dessert spenty on the cafe balesny. Pesple
kept coming o her with questions galore from everywhere!
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