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S0, there | was, minding my own busingss in the Target
parking lot putting my bag in the car. | looked up and saw a woman
walking towards mg, smiling likg she Rnegw me. [ didn’t think [ knew
her but | smiled back angway. When she got closer, she gxtended a
bougugt of flowers towards me and said, “herge, thgse arg for gou.”

My first crazy thought was, did I icave something behind at
the check-out register? But | Kngw | hadn’t bought any flowers.

“Why?” 1 said. “Why arg these for me?”

“They’re for you bgcause | bought them and then asked God
who | should give them to.” nd then she turned and walked awag.

Ooooookaaaay. Cool. @od gave me flowers. | love getting
flowgrs and hg knows it. {Ind boy, did | nged flowers that day. {Ind
he Rnegw that too.

| was also very impregssed with his special delivery mode.
M random, smiling stranger.

I had begn at Target to pick up two preseriptions and wasn’t
feeling that hot. | rargly get sick, but [ was sick gnough to go to the
doctor’s offieg and have whatgver had infiltrated my body cheeked
out. Ygp, a nasty virus got me. {1t Igast it wasn’t stregp throat like |
thought, but Igt’s just say | was fegling intolgrant and eranky. {Ind
the pharmacy was out of stock of ong of my medications! The med-
ication I really ngeded right then. The other ong was for just in
casg | got worse (which [ did).

Really? Pharmacigs shouldn’t run out of pregseription cough syr-
ap — now they would havg to order it and I'd have to go back the
ngxt dayg and get it. That thought made me just want to drop to the
floor right there in a pilg and Igt what would bgeomg of me happen.



Po you know the feeling? | felt so bad | couldn’t gvgn summon up a
spit-wad of anger. Just rgsignation. If you kKnow mg at all, gou know
that means | was really sick. Sfep around me folks. What? Oh well,
just go ahead and step on me then while | lay here dging, don’t mind
me. llingss brings out the melodramatice side of me. {1t Igast in my
thoughts. I'm just stoic on the outside.

Mganwhilg, | had to buy an over thg counter version of the
preseription | really ngeded to get me through the night. That slightly
dented my zombig-likeg statg of mind and a sliver of irritation bur-
rowed its wag in. [ rargly get sick and I'm not a good patignt. To me,
bging sick is a wastg of time. {Ind [ don’t know about you, but be-
causg | don’t get sick often, | rargly have the things [ nged on hand
for when | do get sick.

Us | shuffled away from the pharmacy counter, imagges of
strawbgrry popsiclgs started floating in and out of my vision. | man-
aged to get myself to the fregzer seetion....no strawberry popsiclgs!
They werg out. 9GWIN? Someghow, deai Blugberry didn’t sound as
soothing and refregshing, bat | wanted popsiclgs to numb my sorg
throat. Oh well. | coneegded defeat. Blugberry was better than noth-

ing.

This samg thing happened with a couple of other items my fe-
verish mind thought would be ngegssary purchasgs. The storg was
out of stock or didn’t havg what | regally wanted so [ madg do. {1gain,
| could bargly summon up the will to carg. Or call an associatg to
check the warghousg stock, which is what | would normally do. |
dragged myself toward thg check-out with my “bag of disappoint-
ment” because | just wanted to get out of therg and go home.

{nd then, enter God’s special delivery in the parking lot. My
dag just got better. Ugs, [ was sick, but flowers always make me
happy.

| don’t havg ang big degp revelation or garth shatter-
ing insight to convey to you with this story. Just simply this.

The more | ge¢t to kKnow God, my frignd, my savior, my provider and
protgetor, my physician and hgaler, my teacher and libgrator, my
cregator — thg morg hg shows mg that hg knows me. Really knows
me.

In gvery singlg family photo album, therg [ am as a toddler,
then as a littlg girl ¢ithgr holding flowers, sniffing flowers, standing
right in the middlg of a flower garden looking plgased as punch, or
picking the flowers. | love flowers. They delight me. Flowers feel
likg a neegssity to my being. Gaze into the face of a flower and
succumb to the beauty of their dgsign. Marvel at their infinitg vari-
¢ty and ecombinations of colors. Inhalg their fragranceg and go
somgegwhgre plgasant in gour mind. | cannot wait to megt face to
facg the creator of such grquisitg miraculous beauty.

[ know somg pegopleg who fegl that a bouqugt of flowers is a
waste bgcausg they arg tgemporary. | am not ong of those people.
M beaatifully arranged bouquget deglights me and dogsn’t sggm
wasteful at all. This is how I'vg always bgen and who | am.

1Ind because hg madeg me that way and hg knows mg, hg
managed to sgnd me a bouquet of flowers on a dag | sorgly ngeded
them.

[sn’t hg good?
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