Hot Chocolate Oblivion

1998-99 School Year – E-Letter #14

Dear TCA Family & Friends:


The other night Linda and I went to a large shopping mall to squeeze in 90 minutes of near-final Christmas gift selections. We found what we sought jointly and agreed to meet back at a certain point in an hour while Linda shopped for some things I wasn’t supposed to see. An hour in a bookstore or electronic gizmo store can usually pass in a hurry for me, but I had enjoyed all the mall-strolling I could handle after about 30 minutes. To my joy I spotted a place to purchase a cup of hot chocolate. After completing my acquisition, I found a table located perfectly for one of the greatest of all pastimes – people watching. The chocolate was delicious and the people were interesting. Lots of young couples were walking hand-in-hand, and most of the parents with spunky kids still possessed a considerable amount of patience at the reasonable early hour. The chocolate was so hot that it took the full remaining 30 minutes to sip it.


When I returned to the appointed meeting spot, Linda had a strange look on her face. I asked her what was wrong, and she blurted out with a quivering lip that she had spent most of the time searching for her lost wallet and had just found it. She went on to tell me that she had panicked when she realized it wasn’t in her purse. A cashier called security at Linda’s request. A young officer in plain clothes had appeared, listened to her story, asked some questions and brilliantly took the first critical action – he calmed her down and assured her that he would help her systematically look for the wallet. He was smart enough not to tell her there was an assurance that it would be found. They searched trash receptacles at strategic locations where empty wallets and purses are usually disposed of by a thief. They asked cashiers both on and off the path she had taken. Sure enough, one of the cashiers had just been given a wallet found by another customer. Everything inside was still in tact. Linda expressed great relief, thanked the security person and went on meet me at our appointed place. She was still shaken up when I walked up.


She told me on our way home how she had first wanted to find me to help but knew it would be impossible. Plus she had to act quickly and had no time to risk searching for me. She explained how she had prayed hard as she walked with the security man. She had felt hopeful, but that was about all she could muster. It had been so long since anything like this happened. Within minutes she had gone from shopper’s tranquility, to sheer panic and fear, to incredible relief and then to the replay jitters like a near-miss accident while driving an automobile. I was left with strange feelings myself. Here I was sipping delicious hot chocolate at the very moment that Linda was distraught to the point of crying. While I couldn’t undo the scenario and be there to console her, I nevertheless was feeling helpless like I would be if I knew of her anxiety but was out of town and unable to get to  her. We both sat in silence most of the way home. It was both a grateful silence and one of misfortune – even though the event had a good outcome.


Over the last few days I’ve thought about our college students and young adults out there who are confronted with the stress of exams, the moments of temporary (hopefully) loneliness, the genuine crises of automobile repair problems, money problems, roommate challenges, illnesses (both fatigue-induced and more serious health problems) and the complexities of meshing semester class demands with holiday burdens. Isn’t it strange that we have to put those two words together sometimes?


But then I realize that some of our greatest tests as people come from situations that require a form of surrendering: turning things over to the Lord and asking for help from non-family members – even strangers. Isn’t it bizarre that many of us have such difficulty in asking for help? I think this goes beyond us men hesitating (refusing) to ask for directions when we’re lost and won’t admit it. Perhaps even harder to hear is when someone needs us and we weren’t there or weren’t picking up on the subtle signals that a plea for help was being extended. Sipping hot chocolate while people watching offered me a moment of pleasure and relaxation. But it would also have been a good time just praise God for all that I have, for things being so good that I can experience a moment of wonderful oblivion. It is also a good time to pray for the needs of others experiencing distress in all of its many forms. In gratitude for the young man who calmed Linda and was so helpful, I should stand ready to fill that role with others who cross my path – both friends and strangers. The needs are out there. Do you have a need and are just hesitant to ask for help? Are you sipping hot chocolate, living in oblivion and available to stand ready to be the helper?


Until next time … we love you! Lewlin

